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Prologue
 
   “Are you sure we can do this and be okay with it?” Holly asked her husband halfway up the walkway to the Westgate’s apartment building.
 
   Duane stopped walking and turned to look at his wife. His handsome face was suddenly twisted into an uncertain frown, and his large brown eyes seemed to bore into Holly’s bright blue ones.
 
   “Are you having second thoughts?” he demanded. “We talked about this all week, babe, and finally decided to try it; that we could do this.”
 
   She sighed, as nervous as she could be. “I know. But now that we’re here…now that it’s actually about to happen…”
 
   He gave his own exasperated sigh, and then said, “We don’t have to do this. We can just go home and call and tell the Westgates that we changed our mind, that we don’t have what it takes to…you know…to be swingers!”
 
   She was silent. He shifted his weight from side to side and waited.
 
   At last he said, “I thought you wanted to try this.”
 
   Holly grimaced. “I did, and I thought you did, too. The sex…you know the sex between us this last week has been incredible, just talking about actually doing this.”
 
   She turned her gaze away from his and whispered, “You know what we said; that if just thinking about swinging could get us that excited…what would it be like to really go ahead and do it?”
 
   “I know,” Duane said. “That’s why we’re here tonight, now isn’t it?”
 
   Holly turned back to him, her eyes excited but wary at the same time. She whispered, “I just don’t want to do anything that will screw our marriage up beyond repair, Duane. I love you, and I don’t want to lose you, or what we have together.”
 
   He nodded, taking her in his arms, saying, “You were the one who wanted to try new things to spice up our relationship, to get our sex life back on track. And it’s worked.”
 
   He grinned reassuringly at her and added. “Remember, we agreed, after talking it over, that we could try this and, if we felt uncomfortable with it after it was over, we wouldn’t do it again. It’s as simple as that.”
 
   She whispered, “But what if it doesn’t feel right? What if, after you see me fucking Brad tonight—if I go that far and do that--and I see you with Lucy, fucking her, we can’t get that out image out of our minds in the future; if we decide we don’t like it? I just want to make sure that we aren’t going to fight like cats and dogs over it in the years to come, because we did this—that doing it isn’t going to eventually wreck our marriage!”
 
   He nodded again. “That was the deal we made, remember? If we do this and it doesn’t feel right, we don’t do it again. We just chalk it up to a bad idea and a bad experience. I forgive you in advance for anything you might do with Brad tonight, and you forgive me for what I might do with Lucy.”
After a moment, he finished with, “And, if this feels so awkward or awful while we’re doing it, we’ll just break it off and leave; we’ll go home and never mention it again, agreed?”
 
   She went up on her tiptoes and kissed him quickly on the lips. When she went back down onto her feet, she slipped her arm through his and whispered, “Agreed. Now, let’s go see if we can do this. Let’s see if we even want to, okay?”
 
   “Okay,” he said, starting off down the walk again.
 
   


  
 

Chapter One
 
   
  
 

June
 
   “Do I still have it?” Holly Gilbert asked herself, whispering aloud, under her breath. “What’s the matter with me? Is my sex appeal gone—why does Duane act as if he can pretty much take it or leave it, when it comes to making love to me, lately?”
 
   She examined her body critically in the mirror, having just finished drying off after her morning shower, her long, golden-blonde hair still lying in a damp mop atop her naked shoulder. Her eyes narrowed.
 
   My tits are still pretty darned nice, she thought, lifting one of her heavy, round “C” cup breasts and letting it fall back into place. 
 
   The full, sexy-looking globe, with its smallish bud of pink nipple right in the center, bounced and jiggled its way to rest against her chest wall while she watched in the mirror. She frowned.
 
   They’re not quite as perky as they were when I was twenty, but they’re not a bit saggy yet, either. I still get lots of sidelong glances from men and boys in the store, when I wear a thin tee shirt with a sheer, frilly bra under it and I go grocery shopping; especially after I’ve walked down the cold-case aisle and my nipples are hard!
 
   She smiled at that slightly risqué memory. What girl didn’t occasionally like to be on the receiving end of a stolen male glance at her goodies? It made her feel like a woman when men noticed her sexuality!
 
   What the heck is with Duane? She wondered. Is he low on testosterone, like in those TV ads? He seems to pay about as much attention to my nice titties lately as if I were a flat-chested, ten year old girl.
 
   She turned and examined her naked butt in the mirror. She sighed.
 
   “Okay, I could use about ten pounds less of that,” she whispered, slightly annoyed with what she saw.
 
   Her ass had been one of her finest features when she’d been younger; it and her long, well-turned legs, plus those large boobies of hers. Critically eying her naked form in the mirror, she had to admit, her legs and her ass could both use some work, along with her tummy. 
 
   Her stomach wasn’t huge by any means, but it wasn’t flat and muscular the way it once had been. When she wore a pair of tight jeans now, there was a small ridge of stomach fat that pooched over her waistband just slightly. It wasn’t a pot gut, yet—but it wasn’t attractive either.
 
   “Fuck this!” Holly cursed aloud, under her breath. “I’m not putting up with this crap, not for another day. I’m joining a gym tomorrow, and that’s that!”
 
   After all, she and her husband, Duane, both made decent money. The supermarket where he was manager paid him well for his time, and gave him some super benefits. And the legal firm where she was a secretary paid better than did most places in the small Northern California college town that she and Duane called home.
 
   Holly could afford to indulge herself a bit. And she fully intended to do so.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Jesus, this is a lot harder than I remembered it being, back when I was in my twenties! Holly thought the next day, halfway through the strenuous workout the instructor at her new gym had lined out for her.
 
   She had been a member at another gym in town until she was about twenty-five. Then it had suddenly gone out of business and closed up, and Holly hadn’t bothered to enroll in another one. She had been very fit and hot-looking at the time, so she had thought: why bother?
 
   Now, at a few weeks past her thirtieth birthday, she knew why you had to bother. She looked over at her image in the mirrors lining the nearby wall.
 
   I don’t look nearly as bad as some of these poor cows huffing and puffing their guts out in here right now, Holly thought, glancing around the large gym, seeing several seriously obese women who had a good hundred pounds of flab to lose, if they ever wanted to fit into a pair of size-eight jeans again.
 
   But I don’t look young and fit, either. My face looks sort of bloated and red and puffy, and that’s not the way I want to look!
 
   She went back to churning out the floor exercises her instructor had given her, vowing not to quit until she had completed every last one of them. This wasn’t easy, but she could do it. She was determined to do it!
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   
  
 

July
 
   “Nine and half pounds and a full two inches off your waist,” Brent Clark, her handsome young fitness councilor at the gym, said at the end of Holly’s weigh-in and measuring session. “That’s pretty good for a month and a half.”
 
   She smiled, but it wasn’t a huge smile. Her progress was pretty good for a month and a half, but it was only about halfway to where she wanted to be; twenty pounds had been her goal, and she wanted at least another inch off from around her middle as well.
 
   Her ass wasn’t anywhere near where she wanted it yet, either, and her legs, while much improved, weren’t as tight and supple as she suspected they could be with a few more months’ worth of training. 
 
   Her tummy wasn’t flat and hard yet, either. It was considerably better than it had been, but far from where she desired it to be.
 
   And, of course, there was still the problem of Duane. She looked better with her clothes off now that she had six weeks ago, when she’d started working out again, but that hadn’t seemed to translate into more frequent and hotter bedroom encounters between the two of them as of yet.
 
   Just the other night, as an experiment, she had purposely walked out of the bathroom in just a towel and had then doffed it right in front of him, and slowly changed into her pajamas; purposely giving him a little peep show. And the pajamas she had changed into were sheerer and sexier than those she had been wearing prior to her enrollment at the gym, specially purchased new just last week for such an experiment.
 
   Duane had glanced briefly at her naked body, then picked up the book he was reading from his nightstand, and begun reading it. Some reaction, she had thought disappointedly—she might as well have been wearing a flower sack as her sexy new pajamas, as far as her husband of seven years had been concerned!
 
   “Half of the ladies in this place would weigh considerably less than they do if they had your work ethic, Holly,” Brent Clark complimented her, writing the new measurement numbers in her personal chart and closing the folder. “You work like hell when you’re here, and you never miss a session for some made up excuse, like a lot of these gals do.”
 
   Holly shrugged. “I can’t afford to do that. I have goals I intend to meet and you can’t be successful at something like this if you don’t show up half the time.”
 
   “Amen,” he nodded, smiling, “I just wish some of these other ladies understood that.”
 
   She smiled back and said with a sigh, “And I wish those remaining pounds and inches would magically melt off and just stay gone. I’m very anxious to reach my target weight and achieve the level of muscle tone I’m shooting for.”
 
   “You’ll get there,” he assured her, clapping her on the back.
 
   I just hope it’s soon, she thought, I can’t wait  to dazzle Duane with my new hottie body and see if that puts the starch back in his weenie--if it doesn’t, the two of us are going to have us a serious talk!
 
   She opened the door to Brent’s office and headed back out to the gym floor. Holly vowed to really hit it hard today; she wanted to get this over with.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   
  
 

August
 
   It was nearly September and this was the last weigh-in and measurement session before the end of the month, which fell on Sunday of next week. Holly watched the scale expectantly. She knew she must be close to reaching her goals, from what she was seeing in the mirror every day now, after her shower.
 
   Her tummy was lean and hard again, and her ass looked a full decade younger than it had before she’d started working out. And her legs had that toned, red-hot look to them once more. When she wore a pair of high heels to the office now, the sight of her long gams in a pair of black pantyhose was once more enough to turn male heads.
 
   “Eighteen and a half pounds,” Brent announced with a grin, “and you’ve lost two more inches off your middle, along with three from your hips. You’re almost there, Holly.”
 
   About fucking time! She thought triumphantly. I’ll probably lose that last pound and a half easily over the next two weeks or so, and another half an inch around my tummy, too—and then we’ll see! Then we’ll find out if this once or twice a month, listless sex I’ve been having with my husband for a year now is my fault, or his!
 
   She went back out onto the floor and attacked the weight machines and then her round of floor exercises. Holly worked as if she were tying to lose that last pound and a half by the end of this workout session.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   
  
 

September
 
   Holly was moving easily through the floor exercise portion of her workout, barely breathing hard. She had blown right past her goal-weight a week ago, and had lost not just one more inch around her now steel-hard tummy, but two.
 
   She looked like the fucking Playmate of the Month, compared to what she’d looked like back in June, when she’d started out. Hugh Hefner might be calling any day now with an offer to appear in his magazine, she thought sarcastically as she pushed herself through the strenuous workout.
 
   I’m ready, she thought; that pricey lingerie set I ordered online from Nordstrom’s arrived yesterday. And I tried it on last night, and I looked like a million bucks in it. It cost me a damned fortune, but I don’t care.
 
   She flipped over onto her back and started doing crunches. A hundred was her usual goal, but today she thought she might crank out a hundred and fifty.
 
   Tonight is the night, she thought as she drove herself even harder. My body is as perfect as it’s ever going to get, I’m as bare as a three year old below my waist—thanks to that full Brazilian wax job at the beauty spa last Monday. When he sees me in that sexy negligee tonight, if Duane doesn’t jump me and ball my brains out, there’s something definitely wrong with that boy’s plumbing!
 
   Holly had been a little unsure about the full body wax at first, but she couldn’t help but notice that a lot of the younger, fitter gym members had gone that route recently. Now that she had taken the plunge herself and gotten waxed, she had to admit that she thought her lower body’s new, hairless look was sexy as hell.
 
   She finished her workout and hit the showers. As she lathered up, she compared her newly reshaped body to those of the other girls in the locker room.
 
   It’s better than a lot of the twenty-something bodies, she observed triumphantly. At five-nine, Holly was now long and lean in all of the right spots, and curvy where curves were what a girl wanted.
 
   She was ready. She was more than ready.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “Boy, you look great tonight, honey,” Duane Gilbert said, grinning across the table at his wife, who was wearing a very pretty, low-cut summer dress.
 
   “Why, thank you, sweetie,” Holly said in reply, happy that the hour she had spent in the bathroom and bedroom when she’d returned from the gym this evening--fixing her hair just so, doing her eyebrows, and carefully applying her make up, along with selecting just the right earrings and necklace to complement her choice of dress, shoes, and nylons—had not been a waste of time.
 
   “And this dinner is really great,” Duane said, looking down at the slice of just-right roast beef on his plate, accompanied by garlic mashed potatoes, steamed green beans with slices of almond, and a light, fluffy dinner roll. “It’s one of ours, isn’t it?”
 
   She nodded that it was. She hadn’t had time to work out at the gym after work, get ready for this dinner, and cook a meal like this herself. So she had stopped by the supermarket where Duane was manager and picked up one of their pre-packaged complete dinners, brought it home, and then reheated it just before serving.
 
   “I hope you got the employee discount,” Duane joked. “These things are good, but they are a tad pricey.”
 
   “Well, I wanted a special meal, along with a special wine,” Holly told him with a seductive little smile, reaching over to refill his wineglass and then her own with the super-expensive Cabernet she’d purchased just for tonight at Liquor Barn.
 
   “Yeah, I see that,” Duane said, sipping the wine, “this is primo stuff, babe. We don’t even stock this brand at the store because not many of our customers could afford to buy it. What’s the special occasion?”
 
   His eyes went wide and he suddenly blurted nervously, “Oh, damn, did I forget our anniversary or something?”
 
   Holly laughed and shook her head. “No, it’s nothing like that. I just wanted our evening to be special because I had something I wanted to show you, darling.”
 
   Duane sat back in his chair, relieved. Then he asked, “Well, okay, what was it you wanted me to see? Where is it?”
 
   He was glancing around the dining room now, looking for a box or a bag or something that was new and out of the ordinary. But, of course, there wasn’t anything like that for him to see.
 
   “After dinner, darling,” she told him, toasting him with her wineglass, “I’ll show you what I wanted you to see after we finish eating, all right?”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Two
 
   “Can I come in now?” Duane called through the closed bedroom door.
 
   Holly looked at her image in the full length mirror that hung on the back of that door. The sexy babydoll top fit her just right, and the white, sheer-as-it-could-be material of both the top and the barely-there bottom piece of the sexy lingerie set showed off her painstakingly sculpted new body to perfection.
 
   She went over to the bed, making sure both nightstand lamps were turned down onto their lowest settings, lay down, and then carefully arranged her body into a pose at the head of the bed. She was reclining like a lingerie model, with one hand languidly lying atop the bedspread next to her, her other elbow leaning against the decorative pillows at the headboard.
 
   “Okay, come on in, darling,” she called to him, her heart racing with excitement.
 
   Duane opened the door and stepped hesitantly into the room, his handsome face looking uncertain, as if he didn’t know quite what to expect. He saw his wife spread out on the bed--wearing the diaphanous white set of babydoll pajamas, looking like the Playmate of the Month just before she took all of her clothes off for the camera—and stopped dead in his tracks.
 
   “See anything you like, cowboy?” Holly whispered breathily, sliding her leg over just a bit so that her waxed-bare pussy slit was fully exposed to her husband’s view through the all-but-transparent thong pajama bottom she wore.
 
   “Jumpin’ Jesus, honey,” he gasped, “are those new pajamas?”
 
   Pajamas--Holly felt like exploding!
 
    What about what’s in the pajamas, Duane, you fucking doofus? What about this body I’ve been beating myself through the floor at the gym for the last three months to mold into this kind of shape for you?
 
   Since her husband was seemingly oblivious as to the real purpose behind the new pajamas, Holly decided to be direct. She said, trying to keep the growing anger she felt out of her voice, “Yeah, they’re new. I thought I’d model them for you. See anything besides my new pajamas that you like, darling?”
 
   Duane looked her up and down again slowly, finally saying, “When did you shave all of the hair off down there?”
 
   Holly lost it. She dropped the laid-back model’s pose, abruptly sitting up on the bed; reaching behind her and yanking the babydoll top up over her head and then off. 
 
   She angrily wadded it up into a ball and hurled it at him but, because it was so light and filmy, it only sailed a few feet before floating harmlessly down onto the bedroom carpet like a gauzy white parachute. Holly reached down and twisted her lower torso out of the tiny triangle of material that covered her pussy. She kicked it off defiantly and lay back on the bed, opening her legs wide.
 
   “It’s not shaved, it’s waxed; a full Brazilian body wax, to take every tiny little hair off, Duane,” she informed him, her blue eyes blazing with anger now, “and it cost me ninety bucks and considerable discomfort to get it.” 
 
   She flipped over onto her stomach and reached back with her right hand and spanked herself hard on her right ass cheek. Looking back over her shoulder, Holly growled at her dumbfounded husband, “See that ass, Duane? There’s not a woman in a ten block radius of this house right now that has a finer ass than that one; even if you include the teenage girls!”
 
   Holly turned over again and vaulted off the bed, crossing the room in three big strides to stand, naked and very perturbed, right in front of her husband. She just stood there for long seconds, her big breasts rolling to a stop on her chest, her hands on her hips.
 
   “I’ve killed myself at the gym to get my body into this kind of shape, Duane,” she told him testily. “I know girls who work out regularly, who are ten years younger than me, who don’t look as good as I do!”
 
   Her vision narrowed and she lowered her voice into a menacing growl once again as she added, “And yet you rarely touch me. You don’t even look when I’m taking my clothes off anymore. What’s happened to you, Duane? Have you decided that you’re into guys all of a sudden, or something?”
 
   He burst out laughing and reached for her. Drawing her in close, he murmured, “I’ll show you who likes guys, you hot-looking little rascal, you!”
 
   Much to Holly’s shock, not to mention her delight, in seconds she found herself being manhandled back onto the bed, Duane’s lips pressed against hers, his tongue eagerly exploring the inside of her mouth and his hands all over her naked body as they kissed. She moaned and ground her breasts against his still-clothed chest, her fingers running through his hair, as she sucked lightly at his invading tongue.
 
   Ooooh, this is what I’ve been dreaming about! She thought. Here’s my sweet Duane…here’s the hot, sexy guy I married—he’s back!
 
   Holly would have been happy if it had taken them an hour to get to the actual sex itself—she was so starved for the delicious foreplay and just plain loving she was getting from her husband at that moment—but Duane had other ideas. He broke off the torrid kiss and got up onto his knees, fumbling with the buttons of the white business shirt he’d worn to work today.
 
   He acted as if he couldn’t wait to get it and the rest of his clothes off so that he could be naked with Holly, and that was fine with her. But when he had finally managed to get out of the shirt and his jeans, and to kick off his pointy-toed western boots, his socks and his boxers; it seemed to her that he was in nothing short of a thundering rush to get his now very rigid manhood into her without further ado.
 
   “Oh, yeah,” he whispered as he took her in one firm push, his nut sac coming to rest against her ass cheeks, “my Holly is all wet and slippery and ready for some lovin’—just the way she always is!”
 
   And she was, indeed, wet and slippery and ready for him. She put an arm around his neck and rocked her hips in time with his hard, deep thrusts into her.
 
   Even with as little foreplay as they’d just shared, Holly was ready. She’d always loved sex with Duane and had no problem getting thoroughly lubed up and slippery in anticipation of receiving his man-sized cock.
 
   But this wham-bam coupling was hardly what she had quite literally sweated her ass off for, for months in the gym to achieve. Her husband was mounted up and… fucking her. But he wasn’t exactly making love to her, as she’d dreamed about him doing it.
 
   What she was getting at the moment was something akin to someone scratching an itch. She had presented her man with her new long, tight, curvy, male wet-dream of a body and he was busily taking full advantage of it.
 
   Had he always been this abrupt, this uninspired in the sack, she asked herself? First, she’d practically had to grab him by the ear and push his nose into her twat to get him to notice her. And now, when he at last had, he was rutting away inside her with all the finesse of a carpenter sawing boards.
 
   Holly’s mind drifted backward, to when she’d first met Duane and been attracted to him, back when he’d just been a cute store clerk at the supermarket where she did her shopping. He’d flirted with her shamelessly every time she’d come in to buy groceries, but Holly had felt certain that tall, handsome, sexy Duane probably flirted with every pretty girl that came through his check stand in just the same way…
 
   She had just broken up with her boyfriend, after a year-long relationship. Also, she’d just graduated from a two-year legal secretary course at the local community college and had been looking to land her first-ever decent job. 
 
   Duane had asked her out, for about the tenth time, the very week she’d accepted her present legal secretary’s position, all those years ago. When she’d told him about it—she’d been so excited and pleased by getting hired that she’d told nearly everyone she met that week about her new job—he had insisted on taking her out to the finest steakhouse in town to celebrate.
 
   That had been the start of a six-month courtship that had ultimately resulted in their marriage…
 
   And, as she thought about it now, rocking her hips automatically to match Duane’s eager thrusts into her juicy lower lips, it had been, overall, a very happy marriage. They rarely fought, they had the same goals—a bigger house and a bigger savings account before they eventually started having kids in two years, when she hit thirty-two—and they loved each other…didn’t they?
 
   Holly thought about that. She looked up at Duane, who was balling her deep and hard.
 
   He is a good man, she thought, running the fingers of one hand through his wavy dark hair, the other hand trailing absently down his naked back, tracing onto his hunching ass cheeks, teasing him lightly with her fingertips, and he is really giving it to me tonight.
 
   “Oooh, honey, that’s the way to nail me!” she whispered, just to see what would happen.
 
   “Damn, damn, but you’re a hot-looking babe, Holly,” he hissed back, still fucking hard. “I swear; sometimes I forget what a honey I married.”
 
   He grinned down at her and shifted his angle just a little, riding her higher as he went in and out, causing his big-bore cock shaft to glide over her clit. She gasped at the difference that made, and he whispered, “I’m glad you bought those damned pajamas and reminded me!”
 
   Holly wrapped her arms around him and fucked him back a bit more enthusiastically. Maybe he did lack finesse in the foreplay department, but at least he could still give a girl a lusty, bone-rattling fuck once in a while—if you prodded him enough!
 
   She sighed. This wasn’t exactly the kind of truly great sex she remembered from the days they’d been dating, and during the first years of their marriage. 
 
   But it was way better than what she’d been getting for the last year or so!
 
   So, she milked his sliding cock with her inner muscles, making herself tighter for him and continued to tease him with her fingertips as he rode her hard. He groaned and bent low and kissed her.
 
   Come for me, baby, she thought contentedly, feeling herself getting very close, shoot it in me, and I’ll come for you, too!
 
   Duane closed his eyes and moaned, as he pulled his lips from hers, “Oh, oh, Holly, honey, I’m…I’m coming!”
 
   She held him tighter as she felt the first big jet of hot semen fill her. In seconds, its fiery slickness triggered her own orgasm, and she sighed in his ear, “Oooh, that’s it, darling! Come in me; give me that hot stuff, darling!”
 
   He gasped as he felt her pussy contract around him and ground his cock into her until he had no more seed to shoot. They clung together for long moments, each of them just reveling in how nice it felt to be together in this most intimate way a man and a woman could be together.
 
   “Oh, man, baby, are you ever a hot piece of ass or what?” he sighed as he slid out of her.
 
   Holly smiled triumphantly. That was more like it!
 
   I am a hot piece of ass, she thought, and don’t you forget it, Mister! 
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “You know what, Duane?” Holly asked a half hour later, putting down the book that she had been pretending to read.
 
   They were propped up in bed, their backs against the pillows, and he had his book out and was reading it. She had a book, too, but rather than actually reading it, she had been holding it in front of her, thinking about the sex they’d had tonight—at last—and how different their lives now were from the lives they’d led when they’d first gotten together. After reflection, she had come to the conclusion that the rut they were in was contributing directly to how unexciting their sex lives had become of late; until she had “taken charge” tonight to shake things up a little.
 
   “What?” he said, putting his book down momentarily and looking over at his wife.
 
   “I didn’t go through hell at that gym for the last three months and spend a hundred and forty dollars for this nightie just for one jump-my-bones session like the one we just had,” she told him.
 
   Duane started, “A hundred and forty bucks for that little bit of fluff you’re wearing?”
 
   She shot him a look that told him he had best quit worrying about how much she spent on lingerie if he wanted to sleep in this bed tonight and not out on the couch by himself. He quickly showed her that he had gotten the message by changing the subject.
 
   “So just what is it you do want, kitten?” he asked contritely.
 
   “I want our life to be more exciting, more like it was when we first dated, when we first got married!” 
 
   He screwed up his face and thought about that. At last, he asked, “What was so different back then? We drive better cars nowadays, and we own the house we live in now; we don’t rent a crappy little two-bedroom apartment any more. And we both make way more money than we did back then.”
 
   “Yeah, and I want us to spend a little of it on having fun again, Duane,” she chastised him. “I want to go dancing once in a while. I want to go out to a movie at an actual movie theater, not just stay home and rent something off the pay-per-view!”
 
   She hurried on, as she warmed to her subject, saying, “We need to add some adventure to our life, to try some new things. We’re in a rut, Duane, pure and simple. And we need to break out of it and get some excitement in our lives.”
 
   Duane looked like he wanted to grumble at the thought of what such extravagance might cost, but he had the good sense not to do so. Instead, he shrugged and said, “I work some nights, you know. I can’t just go out dancing whenever the notion takes me. Somebody’s got to run the store!”
 
   Her eyes narrowed. “You write the work schedules, Duane. You can get off any night you want, and you know it.”
 
   He thought about that, clearly realizing that he wasn’t going to win this one. After a long moment, he said, “Well, tonight’s Friday. I get off at seven tomorrow night. So I guess I could meet you at Diamond Jim’s after work, the way we used to when we dated, and we could have a few drinks, dinner, and then stay a while and shake our booties a bit, if you want.”
 
   Diamond Jim’s was just what it sounded like, a local steakhouse and bar. It was an excellent place to have a drink or a meal, or both. And they usually had either a good country music band or a decent oldies rock group playing in the lounge.
 
   “Now that sounds like my old, sweet, honey-boy, Duane,” she said, grinning happily at him, snuggling in closer, “the man who swept me off my feet not so many years ago.”
 
   He grinned back confidently—giving her a brief glimpse of that cocky, handsome, sure-of-himself young grocery checker she’d fallen in love with back then--and said, “And I’ll do her again, babe. You just watch and see if I don’t!”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Three
 
   Holly was happy. She was as happy as she’d been in….she thought about it. She was as happy as she’d been in years, actually!
 
   After she’d gotten up the next morning and fixed them breakfast and sent Duane off to the store, she’d spent the day working in her garden a little, and then deciding what to wear tonight. She’d chosen a recently-acquired little black dress that showed off her new, tiny waistline, her boobs—with it’s low-cut bodice—and her long legs; the hem being three inches above the knee.
 
   Now, as the clock edged toward seven, she took a last look at her make up, her hair and the dress—decided that all of it was as perfect as she could make it--and turned off the lights in the bedroom. She was driving herself to the restaurant tonight, and Duane was meeting her there, just the way they’d done it in the old days, when they were first dating. 
 
   Back then, she’d meet Duane somewhere for dinner, right after he got off work, and then they’d dance the night away, often leaving a car overnight in the bar or restaurant parking lot and going back to pick it up in the morning. That would after they’d spent the night in bed together, either at her place or at his, and enjoyed a night of red-hot sex!
 
   As she locked the house and stepped into the garage, that was exactly what Holly was hoping for tonight. She’d been the one to insist that they do things tonight just the way they’d done them “back in the day”, wanting to recreate some of the old magic between them, if they could.
 
   She slipped into her year-old Chevy Impala and hit the garage remote, raising the door. Their little town was a lot bigger than it had been years ago, when they had first started dating—it had been about forty-thousand people back then and was now closer to a hundred-thousand, total population—but it still wouldn’t take her long to get to Diamond Jim’s from their house. The restaurant was located on the same end of town, and traffic would be light at this early evening hour on a Saturday night.
 
   Holly made the trip in less than ten minutes, only to discover that Diamond Jim’s was packed tonight. She got lucky and arrived in the big parking lot just as another car was pulling out, and pulled into the now vacant parking spot. 
 
   She saw Duane’s new, red Ford pick up parked up near the front door and looked at the digital clock in the Chevy. It was only a few minutes past seven, so she knew that Duane must have ducked out of work a bit early and hustled right over here. The supermarket he managed was only about six blocks away.
 
   Entering the restaurant, she veered off into the lounge, reasoning that, busy as the place was tonight, Duane would be at the bar, not sitting at a table. The two them would no doubt have to wait a while for a table to open up.
 
   Sure enough, there he was, chatting with another man at the crowded bar. She went up to him and asked, with a saucy little smile on her face, “Hey, what does a girl have to do to get a drink around here?”
 
   He looked over at her and broke out into a huge grin, “All you have to do is look as pretty as you do, honey, and any man in the place would be glad to buy you a round.”
 
   “Why thank you, handsome stranger,” she whispered back coquettishly. “I’ll have a vodka Collins, then.”
 
   Duane flagged down the harried bartender and got her the drink, along with another scotch and soda for him. She moved closer to him, accepted the cocktail, and asked, “Did you put our names in already?”
 
   “Yeah, we’re supposed to be seated at about seven-thirty, but I wouldn’t hold my breath on that one, babe. They’re really busy tonight. If we get into the dining room by eight, I’d say we’re doing pretty well, you know?”
 
   She nodded and had a sip of her cocktail. Smiling up at her tall, hunky hubby she said, “Well, I don’t care a bit. After all, we came here to drink and eat and dance the night away, right?”
 
   “I don’t have to go in to the store tomorrow at all, so that sounds great to me, sugar,” he told her, toasting her with his own drink.
 
   They clicked rims and, when a couple got up and left for the dining room moments later, Duane and Holly slipped onto their empty stools at the bar. As she settled in on the stool she said, “This is more like it. I can wait until eight easily, sitting here. I hate standing up in a bar.”
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “This is kind of like old times, isn’t it?” Duane asked as they were finally seated in the restaurant at eight-fifteen. “I’m half looped already from the wait. You want wine with dinner?”
 
   Holly finished her cocktail and picked up the wine list. She was drunker than she’d been in quite a while, having had three vodka Collins’s at the bar, but she didn’t care. They could take a cab home and leave both vehicles here for the night if they had to. Their only plan for tonight was to have fun, get loose and flirty with each other, and then go home and really make a night of it in bed!
 
   “Like the man said, ‘can’t fly on one wing’,” Holly replied, handing the wine list to her husband, a crooked, half-in-the-bag grin on her face, “why don’t you order us a good bottle of Cabernet. I feel like having a steak tonight.”
 
   “Me, too,” Duane said, accepting the list and perusing it. “God damn, but they want a pretty penny for the wine in this place. How about a bottle of this Chateau St. Claire? It’s about three times what it’s worth, but it’s still cheaper than a lot of the other stuff, and it’s pretty good wine.”
 
   “Works for me,” Holly said.
 
   The waiter came back and they ordered yet another round of cocktails as they put in their wine order and looked over the food menus. Duane whistled, “Prices here are up about a zillion percent from when we used come here back when we were dating. No wonder we don’t go out to dinner much any more.”
 
   “Hey, it’s a special night, remember?” she chided him.
 
   He thought about it a moment, staring at his wife in her sexy little black dress, and grinned. “Yeah, it is at that. Nothing’s too good for a woman that looks as hot as you do, babe. Order whatever you want, screw how much it costs!”
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Dinner had been excellent, if a bit costly, as had the wine. Now they were back in the bar and there didn’t seem to be a table or barstool available anywhere.
 
   The room was packed as a local long-haired, country-rock cover band finished setting up their instruments on the small bandstand. Duane elbowed his way up to the bar and got them a couple of drinks.
 
   “We may as well dance when these old boys kick off the music, here in a minute,” Duane said, looking around the standing-room-only bar. “There’s no place to sit, that’s for sure.”
 
   She started to reply but ended up having to nod her agreement, as the band loudly broke out into an old Eagles song just at that moment; a fairly good cover of “Take It Easy”. They both downed their drinks and handed the empties to a stressed-looking bar maid who happened to be passing them with a tray full of empty cocktail glasses and beer bottles.
 
   Oh, yeah, Holly thought as they hit the floor, wedging their way onto it, I really feel like dancing tonight. I love this old song, but I hope they play some slow ones, too. I want to hold my Duane close tonight and push my big old titties into his chest as we dance!
 
   In the spirit of their rare night out, Holly hadn’t worn a bra tonight under the little black dress. She’d wanted Duane to feel her hard nipples up against him as they danced.
 
   Now, she was starting to doubt the wisdom of that daring decision on her part. This song wasn’t super-fast, but it wasn’t exactly a waltz, either, and she and Duane were shaking their booties to it enthusiastically.
 
   And, as a result of that, Holly’s large breasts, unrestrained by a bra, were bouncing all over the place inside her dress’s low cut bodice, much to the delight of Duane and every other guy on the dance floor who was close enough to see them jiggle. Slightly embarrassed, she moved in closer to her husband and whispered, “Guess I should have worn a bra, huh?”
 
   “Bullshit,” Duane said with a grin. “You got an awesome body, honey; may as well show it off a little.”
 
   She giggled and shook ‘em for him, shimmying her shoulders on purpose, to make her big, jiggly tits bounce and jelly like mad. This was fun! Duane was laughing with delight.
 
   He’s got just enough booze in him tonight to let his hair down and act like that brash, crazy young store clerk I fell in love with years ago, Holly thought. We’re having fun like we did back then, and it’s great!
 
   After two more fast songs, and then a slow one, Duane and Holly danced to another fast one; a reasonably good cover of an old Charlie Daniels Band number, “Fire on the Mountain”, complete with a fine fiddle solo by the tall, skinny kid in the band who seemed to be able to play every musical instrument ever made.
 
   Both of them were panting as they song came to and end. Holly looked around for a table or even an empty bar stool but, if anything, the room seemed even more crowded now than it had been before the music had started.
 
   “Excuse me,” she heard a soft, young-sounding male voice say from behind her.
 
   She and Duane turned and found a tall, thin college student-looking young man standing just on the edge of the dance floor, peering over at them with a hopeful look on his face. He had a full, neatly-clipped beard and mustache, sandy-blond hair, worn long—covering his ears and falling down onto his collar—and there was a small diamond chip earring shining in his left ear lobe.
 
   “Hi, I’m Brad Westgate,” the man said, a shy smile on his lips, “my wife and I were wondering if you guys would do us a favor?”
 
   He jerked his head to the right, to the tables surrounding the dance floor. Holly and Duane looked that way and saw a petite, very pretty young brunette girl sitting by herself at a four-place cocktail table. She smiled and gave them a tiny wave of her hand.
 
   “We’ve got a four seat table, but there’s just the two of us,” the young man said. “We’d like to dance, but tables are at a real premium in here tonight. We’re afraid that if we get up to go out on the dance floor, we’ll come back to find our table gone.”
 
   He smiled again and said, “Would you two care to share it with us? That way, a couple of us could dance to a few songs, come back to the table, and then the others could go out and dance.”
 
   Duane broke into a huge grin. “Man that sounds like a lifesaver of an idea in this place tonight. Let’s try it; I’m Duane Gilbert, by the way, and this is my wife, Holly. I’ll gladly buy all of us a round of drinks, just to thank you.”
 
   They accompanied the young man back over to the table and Duane did buy everyone a round of drinks. As the four of them introduced themselves and they drank their cocktails, Holly found out that the attractive young couple had only been married a year, and that both of them were at the local university. 
 
   Lucy Westgate was just starting the graduate program in Journalism, while her husband, Brad, was finishing up his Master’s thesis and was teaching two English 1A classes this quarter. He was hoping to land a job as a full time instructor within the English Department next year.
 
   In the spirit of the evening, and getting to know their new table-mates a little better, Brad suggested that Duane dance a couple of dances with Lucy. Duane said that sounded fine to him and quickly led the short, raven-haired girl out onto the crowded dance floor as the band played another fast one.
 
   “I’m so glad you had this idea,” Holly told the nice-looking graduate student, after ordering the two of them another round of cocktails on her husband’s tab. “Duane and I aren’t as young as you two. I don’t think we could have just stayed out there and danced until the band took a break.”
 
   Brad smiled warmly at her, leaning closer so that she could hear him over the band and the crowd noise. “You don’t look old to me, Holly. As a matter of fact, I think you’re far and away the prettiest woman in the place tonight, if you don’t mind me saying so. You’re a real stunner.”
 
   Holly didn’t mind at all. Her heart beat faster as she looked at the slightly younger man. She loved it that this handsome college kid thought she was the prettiest woman in the club tonight. And his calling her a “stunner” actually caused her nipples to spike behind the thin material of her dress!
 
   She smiled shyly and whispered back, “Oh, I don’t know about that. Your wife is really pretty, Brad.”
 
   He nodded. “Lucy is hot, no doubt about it. But she doesn’t have your long, gorgeous legs.”
 
   Brad Westgate’s playful hazel eyes moved from Holly’s face down onto her spectacular cleavage and then back up again. He grinned charmingly and whispered, “And she definitely doesn’t have breasts like yours, Holly. You’re an incredible beauty, and that figure of yours is smokin’ hot.”
 
   Thrilled but very embarrassed by the handsome younger man’s assessment of her physical charms, Holly tried to change the subject slightly by responding, “Well, it doesn’t seem like Duane finds Lucy unattractive, either. Just look at the two of them dancing this slow one together.”
 
   He nodded toward the dance floor and Brad turned his head just in time to see his cute little wife hugging Holly’s husband the way a bear hugs a tree when climbing it. Her arms were around his torso, her head snuggled against his big chest, her eyes closed and a tiny, content-looking smile on her pretty face.
 
   Duane, on the other hand, was holding her awkwardly, as if he was uncomfortable with just how close she was dancing with him. He had his big arms around her, but his embrace was a more traditional one, more like dancing and less like hugging.
 
   “I think Lucy likes your guy, Holly,” Brad said, smiling slyly, turning back toward her.
 
   He slipped his hand over onto hers on top of the table and an electric spark of pure excitement raced up Holly’s arm, down her backbone, and right into her clit! She shivered as Brad leaned closer, across the small table and whispered, “I think you and Lucy are very much alike. You’re both extremely hot women; Lucy’s just more comfortable with expressing herself physically than you are.”
 
   “Really, how do you mean?” Holly murmured.
 
   “I mean that if we weren’t in a crowded club and Lucy was dancing with Duane like that, and it was just the two of them? She’d probably be down on her knees right now sucking his cock for him.”
 
   Holly’s eyes shot open at that crude statement. She wasn’t at all used to hearing such language—at least not out loud and from a perfect stranger.
 
   She might think something like that, but she would never come right out and say it!
 
   Feeling her cheeks color with embarrassment, Holly stammered, “Oh, I’m sure that would never happen; Lucy seems very nice.”
 
   Brad laughed softly and squeezed Holly’s hand in his own, sending another hot vibe coursing through her. He said, “Lucy is nice, but she’s also a very sensual, sexual little creature. And she’s not at all inhibited. She loves to suck cock, too, as a matter of fact, so I wasn’t being at facetious when I suggested that.”
 
   Holly was stunned. She didn’t know what to say to that little revelation!
 
   “As I said, I sense that the two of you are quite a bit alike,” Brad went on, seemingly not at all uncomfortable with this conversation. “I bet you’re a real fireball in the bedroom, too, aren’t you, beautiful?”
 
   As she was struggling to think of something flip and sassy to say in return, to sort of diffuse what was rapidly becoming a very awkward situation for her, Holly felt Brad’s other hand on her knee, under the table! She trembled, her clit throbbing hard again, her pussy opening and closing involuntarily.
 
   “Oh, yeah, you’re a hot one, that’s obvious,” Brad said softly, his fingertips caressing her kneecap under the table.
 
   Jesus, I’m as wet as I can be! Holly thought somewhat desperately. This guy is really hitting on me…and he’s so cute…so young and handsome. I should stop this. I should put a stop to this right now!
 
   But she didn’t. Brad’s hand slid under her short hem and way up her thigh. He moved his fingers down her thigh and tickled her pussy lips with just the tips of them, through her pantyhose and panties!
 
   Holly sighed and shuddered with arousal, her pussy suddenly set on fire by this good-looking young stranger’s teasing caress. He murmured, “God, you’re beautiful, Holly. I bet you’re unbelievable in the sack.”
 
   The song ended just then and Duane and Lucy returned to the table. By the time they got there, Brad’s hand was resting harmlessly next to Holly’s atop the table, no longer touching it, and his other hand had also vanished from her crotch. It reappeared to grip his drink and he calmly took a bit swallow of the scotch and soda he was drinking, winking slyly at Holly as he did so.
 
   He put the drink back down on the table and held out his hand to Holly. “I guess it’s our turn to dance a few now, isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Four
 
   Holly downed what was left of her own drink for courage and then took Brad Westgate’s offered hand. He led her out onto the dance floor just as the band launched into a spirited version of another Eagles song, “Already Gone”.
 
   It wasn’t a real rocker, but it wasn’t exactly a slow one, either. Holly began to move easily to the beat, her big knockers rolling and bouncing, not jiggling wildly they way they had earlier, during really fast songs, when she’d been dancing with Duane.
 
   Brad smiled and unabashedly watched them bounce. He shook his booty to the song as well, and Holly had to admit, the kid could dance.
 
   The band elected to stay with the Eagles. Their next song was a slow one, “Desperado”.
 
   Brad folded Holly into his arms and they began to sway together. She nestled her head onto his shoulder and he ran his hands slowly up and down her back as they danced.
 
   God, I wonder if he can feel that? Holly thought as she felt her nipples stiffen against his chest.
 
   It seemed obvious that he could, as his hands moved down onto the tops of her ass cheeks and he gave those taut mounds a friendly little squeeze while they were there. A thunderbolt of arousal shot through Holly’s loins and she cuddled a little closer.
 
   Brad turned her, and she could now see the table where her husband sat with Lucy Westgate. Lucy was practically sitting in Duane’s lap, her chair was moved over so close to his. She was smiling up at him as if what he was saying to her was the most interesting thing she’d ever heard.
 
   Holly squinted. Was Lucy’s hand on her husband’s cock under the table?
 
   The place was crowded and dark, so she couldn’t quite tell, but something told her that it was! Duane had an absolutely goofy expression on his face and he was listening raptly to what the cute young girl was now saying to him!
 
   “What’s the matter?” Brad asked as he felt her stiffen in is embrace.
 
   “I think your wife’s hand is on my husband’s dick, under the table; that’s what the matter is!” she growled.
 
   He licked her earlobe with the tip of his tongue and Holly trembled. Then he whispered, “What’s wrong with them having a bit of harmless fun together?”
 
   He leaned back and she looked up at him as he said softly, “After all, you know where my hand was when we were sitting over there, now don’t you, gorgeous?”
 
   Before Holly could answer, he’d danced the two of them over behind a mammoth guy and his almost equally large date, who were lumbering around the floor together, temporarily hiding them from view from the table where their spouses sat. Then he boldly leaned in and kissed her.
 
   Holly’s heart hammered as though it were trying to beat its way out of her chest cavity! Brad’s lips were soft and sweet against hers, his beard crinkly and oh, so exciting, somehow. She’d never kissed a man with a beard before.
 
   And she’d never cheated on Duane before like this, either. She’d never even thought about it!
 
   But suddenly, Brad’s tongue was inside her mouth, touching hers, and her clit was pulsing like mad. She moaned and kissed him back, her heart running wild! 
 
   Dear God, my pussy is like a lake, it’s so wet! She thought in a rising panic.
 
   This was so wrong! She wasn’t like this. She’d never even looked at another man after she’d married Duane! What was wrong with her tonight?
 
   She eased her mouth away from his and peeked around the shoulder of the huge man screening her from the table. To her everlasting shock, she saw Duane kissing Lucy Westgate!
 
   She was leaning over, her face upturned, and he was leaning down, his lips on hers. The table was too far away for her to tell, but she was just about sure that the other woman’s hand was still on Duane’s cock, under the table, as the two of them made out together!
 
   Holly ducked her head back around, a shocked, angry look on her face. Brad smiled at her.
 
   “What’s happening?” he asked.
 
   “She’s…they’re…he’s…they’re kissing!” she sputtered.
 
   “Sounds like a good idea to me,” he whispered; an impish grin on his face as he dipped his head toward her.
 
   His lips were on hers a second later and Holly didn’t even hesitate this time. Her mouth opened for him immediately and her tongue was all over his.
 
   “Mmmmmmmmm,” she sighed, melting into him, her nipples as stiff as two brand new pencil erasers against his chest as they kissed.
 
   Brad’s hands migrated downward, onto her ass cheeks again, and this time he squeezed them as if he owned them, rubbing them up and down, pushing the halves of her super-wet pussy slit together against one another. Holly groaned, a furious spasm of excitement rippling through her clit.
 
   The band seemed to be in collusion with fate, because the next song was a slow one, too. They played Garth Brooks “The Dance”, and Holly continued to dance so tightly up against Brad that the only way they could have gotten any closer together would have been for him to shove his cock into her!
 
   Holly’s heart was pounding. Brad’s tongue was all over hers, and her tits were so swollen with desire that they felt like they could explode. Her pussy was leaking lube like crazy, and she could feel Brad’s substantial cock, hard and insistent, against her as they clung to one another, kissing as if there was no tomorrow.
 
   The song finally ended, and the two of them separated slightly. She peeked around the man-mountain and his date and saw that Lucy was still sucking tongue with Duane, one hand up in his wavy hair, drawing him in closer, and the other one still under the table.
 
   They must have suddenly become aware that the song had ended, because they broke apart just then, both looking around guiltily. Duane ran a hand through his hair, trying to get it back into place, and Lucy scooted her chair away from his slightly.
 
   “It’s a good thing I wore my baggiest pair of slacks tonight,” Brad said, taking her hand in his and exiting the dance floor and leaning down to whisper in her ear. “Because my cock is hard as a crowbar; I’d look like I was trying to shoplift a flashlight under my fly if I was wearing a tight pair of jean right about now.”
 
   Holly giggled uncontrollably at that mental image. She couldn’t help it.
 
   “Well, you two look like you’re having a good time,” Duane said as they approached the table, with Holly still chuckling.
 
   She looked at him and said quietly, “Yeah, we are. And I bet you’re having a nice evening, too, aren’t you, honey?”
 
   “Uh…yeah, I am at that,” he murmured, looking suddenly nervous. “I, uh, I mean, Lucy and I are gonna’ dance some more, okay?”
 
   “Sure,” Holly said, sitting down. “You go ahead. Brad and I are going to talk and get to know each other better, all right?”
 
   “Yeah, that sounds fine,” Duane said, getting to his feet, his hands in front of his crotch.
 
   It was obvious to Holly that her husband had a huge hard on behind his slacks. It was all she could do not to burst out laughing, as she remembered Brad’s comment about looking like he was trying to shoplift a flashlight!
 
   “Hey, look,” Brad said at that moment.
 
   Holly followed his eyes and saw that he was staring at four people who were seated at a booth along the far wall as they all stood up, clearly getting ready to call it a night. He started that way, saying, “Let’s take this booth for the rest of the evening, okay?”
 
   “Great, get it for us while Lucy and I go out and dance a few,” Duane said, sounding relieved to step away from them with Lucy and his embarrassing boner, “get us all another round of drinks and put it on our tab.”
 
   Holly and Brad moved their drink glasses and other personal gear, such as purses, over to the table in front of the booth. The cocktail waitress saw them make the move and came over to see if they wanted another round of drinks.
 
   After they’d ordered, Brad and Holly settled back into the booth, sitting right next to one another. This was much more intimate seating, more out of the public eye than the table out in the middle of the room had been. The recessed cushions of the booth afforded a certain darkness and level of privacy level that the table hadn’t.
 
   The drinks came almost immediately and Holly took a big sip of hers. As soon as she placed the cocktail back on the table, Brad’s arm snaked over around her shoulders, and he pulled her toward him for a kiss.
 
   She sighed and opened her mouth for him. His other hand slid between her legs under the table and his fingers touched her pantyhose immediately, stroking and teasing.
 
   Oh, God, this is so wrong! She thought. Sure, I’m drunk, but why am I letting him do this to me?
 
   Holly opened her eyes, which had automatically closed when his lips had touched hers, and glanced out onto the dance floor. She would have bet that no couple could dance any closer to each other than she and Brad had when they were hidden behind the large pair of dancers earlier, but she saw now that she might have lost that bet.
 
   Lucy’s hot little body was pressed so tightly up against Duane that Holly doubted you could slip a piece of paper between them. She had her arms up around his big neck and was nuzzling into his chest with her cheek, her eyes closed.
 
   Duane’s hands were down on her sleek little butt and he was kneading it through her skin-tight jeans while she rubbed her small breasts against his chest. Somehow, that made what she was doing with Brad easier for her to rationalize. She closed her eyes and went back to making out with him in earnest.
 
   He seemed to sense her change in attitude immediately, his hand sliding up to the top of Holly’s pantyhose under her short dress. In seconds, his fingertips were edging down below the elastic, sliding down her firm belly muscles toward her pussy.
 
   Holly shivered. Should she…should she actually let him touch her…there?
 
   In seconds, the question became moot, because his fingertips were caressing her clit and she gasped with the sharp twinge of pure, guilty, erotic pleasure that gave her.
 
   He pushed inside her and began to finger-fuck her, right across her swollen-with- lust clitty! Her eyes shot open again and she checked the dance floor, searching for Duane as she let herself be masturbated by this confident, handsome stranger in the darkness!
 
   Duane was still gobbling up Lucy on the floor. Relief spread over Holly. She relaxed and just let things happen with Brad and his delving finger.
 
   Her pussy was throbbing with need, her breasts pumped to their fullest against Brad’s chest as he stroked her. She sucked at his tongue as if it were a cock and just let go. 
 
   In seconds, her tummy muscles fluttered hard and the spasms quickly spread to her pussy sheath. She came, moaning in ecstasy in Brad’s arms, her tits jerking against his chest as she ground her climaxing pussy against his exploring finger.
 
   They clung together for the length of her orgasm, which seemed to go on and on. Holly had never done anything like this before in her entire life, and that seemed to give her torrid release a strength and longevity that she’d never previously experienced.
 
   “Oh, oh, Jesus, but that was a good one!” she sighed when the wonderful feelings had finally drained completely away and she broke off the kiss.
 
   Brad pulled his finger out of her pussy and brought his hand up to his mouth as she watched. He pushed his wet finger into his lips and sucked off her glistening lube and female jizz.
 
   “Delicious,” he whispered, smiling. “I’d like to use my tongue on you directly next time, so I could taste a lot more of that sweet juice of yours, Holly.”
 
   She shivered in her seat, thinking about that, seeing it in her mind’s eye. A totally unexpected, furious little mini-orgasm hit her as she daydreamed about letting this seductive, confident young rogue eat her pussy.
 
   God, this guy is so incredibly sexy! She thought.
 
   Struggling to get herself together and back under control--still stunned and slightly ashamed of what she’d just done--she whispered back saucily, “Oh, and what makes you think there’s going to be a next time?”
 
   Brad laughed. “Are you kidding? You’re one of the hottest women I’ve ever met in my life and, believe me--that does include a lot of women!”
 
   He moved his lips over to her ear and murmured, “Lucy and I would like you and Duane to come to our place tonight, for a nightcap. We want to do what’s called a ‘soft swing’ with you guys, if you’re both up for it.”
 
   Holly pulled away from him, so that she could see more of his face. She wanted to read it as she asked, “What’s that?”
 
   “It’s pretty much what you and I just did together,” he explained, nonchalantly picking up his drink and taking a sip. “We’d maybe have a few slow dances together initially, you with me, and Duane with Lucy. And then, if it felt right, we’d get naked and I’d kiss those hot tits of yours and play with that beautiful pussy until you came again, while you jacked my dick off.”
 
   He grinned at her totally shocked expression and then added, “And of course, Lucy and Duane would be getting it on at the same time, right in the room with us. That way there’s no jealousy or recriminations later—since everybody sees exactly what everybody else did.
 
   When Holly just sat there, speechless for long moments, Brad further explained, “Lucy and I are swingers. We love to swap with other couples and get it on right in front of each other.”
 
   He picked her hand up off the table and kissed the back of it before saying, “But I sense that you and Duane aren’t ready for anything quite that wild—yet. So a soft swing experience would be perfect for you guys to sort of get your feet wet, you know?”
 
   Holly shook her head, “No, no way; there’s no way in hell that Duane would ever go for that. If he ever found out…uh…what the two of us just did…he’d probably divorce me!”
 
   “Maybe not,” Brad said confidently, finishing his drink. “Lucy’s working on him, telling him what I told you just now. She can be pretty damned persuasive.”
 
   Holly picked up her drink and nearly chugged it. She was a mass of conflicting emotions and thoughts.
 
   Her Duane would never go for something this wildly radical; trading partners for sex. That was for sure! 
 
   Would she? She meant, if Duane shocked her to the very core by saying he wanted to try something as crazy as this…this…soft swing business; would she go for it?
 
   Staring glassy-eyed, straight ahead as she considered that, a movement caught Holly’s eyes. She turned her head just in time to see Duane and Lucy walking up to the table together, hand in hand.
 
   Duane shifted his weight nervously from foot to foot and finally said in a low, hesitant voice, “Uh, babe, Lucy and Brad want us to come over to their place for a drink. Is that okay with you?”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Five
 
   Holly looked up at her husband in total disbelief. Duane was drunk, that was plain, easily as drunk as she was.
 
   But he wasn’t falling down, too-snockered-to-stand-up drunk. He knew what he was doing; he clearly knew that if they accepted this invitation, it wouldn’t be for just a simple round of cocktails!
 
   And yet there he stood, looking excited and guilty and sort of hangdog, all at once. He still had Lucy’s hand in his, for God’s sake, as if they were a pair of high-school steadies or something.
 
   “Do you really want to do this?” she asked him.
 
   “Uh, well…I’m okay with it if you are,” he murmured in a voice so low she could barely hear him, even though he was less than four feet away from where she sat.
 
   Lucy reached down and picked up her purse. She looked over anxiously at Brad and said, “Are we square on drinks? Do we own any money?”
 
   A cocktail waitress was passing by behind Duane at that moment, and he stopped her. He picked up the leather bound check holder from the table, and put his credit card inside it.
 
    “We need to get home right away,” he told the waitress, “so if you could speed this up, we’d sure appreciate it.
 
   He dug inside his open wallet and got out a twenty dollar bill and handed it to her along with the credit card and the drink tab. The girl’s eyes lit up and she said, “Sure, Mister, right away.”
 
   She hustled right over to the bar and made sure their bill got run immediately, and then brought the credit card receipt back right away. Duane signed it, and they were outside in the parking lot less than a minute later.
 
   “Our car is right there,” Brad said, pointing at an old Toyota Celica. “Why don’t you ride with Duane, dear, and explain the rules for a soft swing experience to him in more detail, and Holly can ride with me and I’ll do the same with her?”
 
   Without waiting for a reply, he escorted Holly over to the beat up blue Toyota and unlocked the passenger side door. He helped her inside and she noticed that the old car’s interior--while not in the best of shape—was, nevertheless, spotless, looking as though it had just gone through a full service car wash that afternoon.
 
   “We only live a few blocks from here,” Brad said as he started the car.
 
   They backed out and followed Duane, who was already in his big Ford pickup truck. Holly noticed that Lucy was sitting so close to him that she was practically in his lap and that she appeared to be whispering something to him as she ran her left hand through his wavy hair.
 
   “Now, as I said before,” Brad told her, “Lucy and I are full-out swingers, so we’re both comfortable with fucking other people right in front of each other. As a matter of fact, that’s one of our favorite things to do.”
 
   He paused and smiled over at Holly and then went on to add, “Although it’s also great fun to go off with another partner, or partners, somewhere else and have a ball with them in private. Lucy and I do that, too, at big swinger parties. Then you have the delicious pleasure of telling each other just what nasty tricks you got up to with those other people, later, when the two of you are back home and in bed together.”
 
   Brad laughed softly. “It gets me hard as a brick; hearing about all the guys Lucy fucked that night, or blew, when I wasn’t there to watch her do it. And then we fuck like a pair of horny teenagers, after she’s told me all about it in vivid detail, making me horny as hell for that tight little body of hers!”
 
   Holly shuddered in the dark car as a jolt of erotic sensation shot through her, imagining her and Duane doing something like that! She wondered if he’s be turned on, the way Brad and his wife seemed to be by such behavior, or if he’d be repulsed instead and kick Holly out of bed without even touching her after she’d admitted to doing things with other men.
 
   I wonder if I’ll ever be able to tell him about letting Brad finger me to a climax in the bar tonight? It might make him crazy hot for me, or it might make him want to wring my neck like he would a damned chicken’s!
 
   “I brought that up so you’d know that however far you and Duane feel comfortable with going tonight, Lucy and I will be cool with it,” Brad said next. “If you want to just do a little more harmless making out with me, while Duane does the same with Lucy, that’s fine.”
 
   Duane took a right at the next corner and they followed. Brad glanced over at her and said, “Or, we could do a more traditional soft swing. We could make out, and then switch partners again and I could fuck Lucy right there in front of you two, while you either watched, or got naked and fucked Duane at the same time. See, there’s no cheating involved that way, since you’re fucking your own husband or wife?”
 
   Another huge tremor of pure excitement flowed through Holly as she imagined that happening! Could she ever do that? Could she ball Duane while the Westgates watched?
 
   “And then, of course, there’s the more traditional version of the soft swing,” Brad said as Duane pulled up in front of an older apartment complex that stood just few blocks down the street from the university. 
 
   “We could switch off and make out until all of us got good and horny, and then we could take our clothes off and let nature take its course. No actual penetration, but handjobs or blowjobs would be allowable.”
 
   Holly gasped and then whispered, “And that would be in front of each other; no slipping off into a bedroom by one couple or the other?”
 
   “Yeah, that’s the best way to go in situation like this,” Brad said, pulling into the parking lot of the big complex and then parking the car in slot number sixteen. “That way everybody sees just exactly what everybody else does. Duane wouldn’t be left wondering all week whether or not you and I fucked once we were alone and out of sight, and then told him that you just jacked me off while he was back in another room fooling around with Lucy. There’s no jealousy this way, see--because you know what happened; you were there, watching it happen!”
 
   That did seem logical to her, when she thought about it. From the way Lucy was hanging all over Duane, Holly could see how she herself might get jealous if they were to all split up and Duane told her later that all Brad’s sexy little wife had given him was a quick handjob. The way Lucy was draped over Duane right now in the truck; it didn’t seem likely that the super-sexy young girl would be content to stop there…
 
   They exited the car and met up with Lucy and Duane on the walkway outside the three-story apartment building. Holly had her elbow hooked through Brad’s and Lucy had an arm around Duane’s waist, and her head lay against his broad shoulder. His arm was around her shoulders.
 
   We look like two couples about to go up and have a friendly, after-clubbing  drink, all right, Holly thought, except that it looks like Duane is married to Lucy and I’m with Brad!
 
   A minute later, they were inside the third floor apartment. It was small, with a tiny kitchen, a modest living room that had brick and board bookcases filled with books all along one wall, a tidy but not new-looking couch, an easy chair that had seen better days and a big flat-screen television on one wall that looked to be a few years old.
 
   “Here, let me get everyone a drink while Lucy sorts out some tunes for us, in case we want to dance,” Brad suggest brightly, headed around the corner and into the kitchen.
 
   Holly followed him. He got out four tall highball glasses, some scotch, a bottle of soda water, a fifth of inexpensive gin, a fifth of Black Velvet Canadian whiskey, and another bottle of cheap, grocery store brand vodka.
 
   A typical, starving college student version of a home bar, thought Holly, remembering her own poor-as-she-could-be days in community college.
 
   He filled the glasses with ice cubes from the freezer and took a big two liter bottle of Collins mix out of the refrigerator. Next, he leaned around the corner and said, “I’ve got Canadian whiskey, vodka, gin, or scotch. What’s your poison?”
 
   “I’ll go with the Canadian on the rocks, with just a splash of water,” Duane called back.
 
   “You know me, baby, vodka Collins all the way,” said Lucy.
 
   He pulled his head out of the living room, a nice soft ballad coming through the speakers at that moment, and quickly began making the drinks. Holly pointed toward the vodka and the Collins mix and he made her a strong one, with a scotch and soda for himself.
 
   “Here we go, fellow partiers,” he said, bringing the glasses back into the living room with him, handing a dark-looking Canadian on the rocks to Duane and a vodka Collins to his wife.
 
   “All clear on the soft swing rules and everything?” he asked Duane, holding out his glass in a toast.
 
   “I think so,” Duane said, clicking rims with his host.
 
   Holly came up to them, sipping at her drink. Brad took a big cut out of his scotch and soda and then placed it on the coffee table in front of the couch, turning to Holly.
 
   “May I have this dance, beautiful?” he asked her.
 
   She nailed her drink hard and then put it down next to his, saying, “Sure, that’s why we’re here, right?”
 
   But before she could step into his arms, Duane surprised everyone by coming around the coffee table and taking Holly’s right wrist in his hand. He pulled her a few feet away from the Westgates and whispered, “Are you sure you’re all right with this? I know what you said about us needing to put some excitement in our dull lives…but are you sure this is really what you want?”
 
   Holly flashed on how close he’d danced with Lucy at the club; about how she’d been hanging all over him on the short drive over here. She said, “How about you, Duane? Lucy seems to really have the hots for you, and I don’t see you exactly shoving her away.”
 
   Duane blanched and answered, “I ain’t even going to bother to lie to you, Holly. She’s a red-hot girl and she is all over me. So, if you’re okay with this, then I guess I am, too.”
 
   “Fine,” said Holly, “then let’s do this. Let’s live a little tonight, outside our normal comfort zone, okay?”
 
   “Okay,” he said with a tight, embarrassed little grimace of a grin.
 
   They stepped apart and Holly went into Brad’s arms and Duane took Lucy into his. The two couples began to dance. Six or seven steps into the song, Lucy was climbing Duane like a tree again, her fingers toying with his hair, and Brad was locked in a passionate embrace with Holly.
 
   The song changed and another slow, easy ballad came on. Holly looked over at Duane and saw that his eyes were now closed. He was bent over, kissing the much shorter Lucy with everything he had.
 
   Well, I guess that answers that, she thought, not sure if she was pissed off at what she’d just seen or aroused in some perverse way.
 
   Brad didn’t have any such qualms. His lips found hers and his tongue slipped inside her mouth. 
 
   Holly’s heart began to pound again. They were doing this—they were actually doing this!
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   The songs seemed to Holly to float by in a warm haze of kissing and touching and her swaying rhythmically to them. She was as aroused as she’d ever been in her life. Her nipples were threatening to poke holes in the front of her dress, they were so stiff, and her pussy lips were so wet she could feel the slick surfaces of her labia gliding against one another as she danced.
 
   Brad’s tongue never left her mouth, and his hands were all over her, caressing her back, stroking her hair, drifting down onto her butt to knead her firm ass cheeks. She saw Duane watching her ass get fondled and it made her pussy oil flow even freer when she realized that he wasn’t going to make a scene about it.
 
   How could he? His own hands were all over Lucy, too. He danced one entire dance with a taut little butt cheek in each big palm, squeezing them as he made out with her while Holly watched.
 
   Goddamn, but this is hot! She found herself admitting. I should be jealous as anything of Duane, but I’m not. And he’d normally have ripped Brad’s head off twenty minutes ago if he’d caught him kissing me and feeling me up the way he has been, but he seems very okay with it so far.
 
   The song ended and Lucy surprised both Duane--and Holly, who happened to be watching them just then--by stepping out of Duane’s arms and taking his right hand in hers instead. She led him over to the couch and sat down, dragging him down right beside her.
 
   Then she was all over him again, kissing him and running her fingers across his cheeks, up into his hair and, finally, down onto his shirt front. Still kissing him, she began to undo his buttons.
 
   Holly’s breath caught in her throat. What would Duane do? How would he react?
 
   She wasn’t entirely shocked to see that he didn’t react at all. He simply let her undo his shirt and then slip it off his shoulders, baring his body to the waist.
 
   Lucy pulled back, ending the kiss, and reached down and pulled the sweatshirt she’d been wearing up over her head in one smooth motion. She wore nothing underneath, and Holly sucked in a breath as she beheld the younger girl’s perfect little bare tits.
 
   They were about a “B” cup, slightly conical in shape, with rose-colored, very pronounced, puffy nipples. Duane’s eyes bugged out as he saw them revealed, but Lucy just grinned and threw her arms around his neck again, kissing him and pushing those cute little breasts of hers right into the thick black fur on his bare chest.
 
   Holly stopped dancing. She stood there, thunderstruck, watching her husband and beautiful young Lucy sucking tongue together, both nude to the waist.
 
   Brad had a different reaction. His arms were already around her, so he simply raised his hands to her neckline and unclasped her dress and then moved the zipper all the way down.
 
   “Here we go,” he whispered, slipping the garment off her shoulders and pushing her arms briefly down to her sides, so that it dropped away from her and fell to the carpet.
 
   “Goddamn, what a set of tits!” Brad gasped; staring down at Holly’s revealed, naked breasts.
 
   He slipped his arms back around her and kissed her again, toying with her ass cheeks through her remaining clothing—a set of pantyhose and some wispy-thin, peach colored thong panties. Holly’s tits jerked against his chest as they kissed, her pussy opening and closing involuntarily at the same time.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Six
 
   Holly didn’t think she could get much more excited than she currently was, but then Brad pushed her away from him just slightly so that he could take one of her super-aroused nipples in each hand and tweak them as they kissed. Holly gasped and opened her eyes with a start.
 
   As soon as they were open she saw that Lucy had now undone Duane’s slacks and his belt and was in the process of unzipping them. Duane had become so wrapped up in his little tryst with Lucy that he was ignoring Holly and Brad completely at the moment, too intent on opening Lucy’s tight jeans and peeling them down her trim little body to pay attention to anything else.
 
   Lucy did have panties on, Holly now saw, but she wouldn’t for long. Ham-fisted Duane had hooked his thumbs in them as he struggled to pull Lucy’s skin-tight pants down and was removing the panties right along with the jeans.
 
   In moments, Lucy was wearing only a pair of ped socks, her petite little pussy slit as bare as it could be and just as hairless as Holly’s own waxed lower lips. The younger girl didn’t seem to mind being nude at all, concentrating all of her attention on getting her partner’s slacks and shoes off, as well as his socks.
 
   Holly could see her husband’s huge boner straining against his boxers. Lucy saw the same thing, smiling broadly and fishing around in the opening at the front of the baggy shorts until she was able to pull Duane’s long, fat cock out through the hole.
 
   “Ooooh, what a nice one,” Lucy cooed happily, fisting it a few times in her tiny hand, “I just love a guy with a big dong like this one for me to play with!”
 
   She leaned forward and kissed him again, her hand never leaving his stiff cock shaft. Duane moaned at took a big, puffy nipple in each hand and toyed with them as Lucy kissed him and stroked his dick.
 
   A huge rush of excitement coursed through Holly as she watched the pair of them and as Brad kissed her and tugged lightly on her nipples. He let go of them just then and moved his hands downward, onto her pantyhose.
 
   Why not? Holly thought defiantly. Duane’s as naked as a jaybird over there on the couch, and so is Brad’s little slut wife! Why shouldn’t Brad and I be naked, too?
 
   Making up her mind, she stopped kissing Brad and went after his clothes while he pushed her pantyhose and panties down over her lush ass, baring her crotch and butt cheeks. She got his sports coat off, and then his shirt, eying his naked chest hungrily.
 
   He’s got a nice build, she thought as she took in his bare pecs, with just a light covering of fur over them and his rippling, six-pack abs. He’s all trim and lean and very hot-looking; not big and strong as a bull, like my Duane, but still sexy as hell!
 
   Brad reached down, bent at the knees and pulled Holly’s pantyhose all the way down until the hose and her panties dropped onto her shoe tops. When he straightened back up, he slipped a finger into her juicy slit as she undid his slacks and let them drop.
 
   That thing looks really nice and big behind those boxers, Holly thought as she slid the loose underwear over Brad’s trim hips and dropped them down on top of the slacks.
 
   Oh, baby, what a cock! Holly told herself as she saw Brad’s fully erect prick for the first time. 
 
   The thing was almost as thick as her wrist and forearm in diameter and was a little longer than Duane’s solid eight-incher. It was pretty, too; all pink and white and shaped like a sleek, flesh-tone missile as it stood throbbing in time with his rapid heartbeat, jutting out as it did over a very impressive set of balls.
 
   Mesmerized by it, Holly reached out and took it in her fist, just as Lucy had grabbed Duane’s. She happened to glance up at just that moment and saw that Duane was watching her, his eyes huge as he observed her for the very first time with another guy’s dick in her hand!
 
   She trembled inwardly, wondering what he was going to do. Was he going to come up off that couch and beat the holy living bejeezus out of both her and Brad?
 
   Her husband grinned shyly at her just then and relief flooded through Holly. She smiled back and jacked Brad’s skin up and down once or twice, now purposely showing off, reveling in how naughty she was being in front of her husband.
 
   Duane just winked at her and turned his attention back to Lucy, who was moaning and eagerly pushing her tits into his lightly-pinching fingers. She still had his cock in her fist and her other hand was now on his nut sac, tickling it with her long nails as she stroked him.
 
   Brad bent low and released Holly’s left nipple from between his thumb and forefinger. He replaced the fingers with his hot lips and began to lick all around her swollen nipple while he nursed at it. His other hand kept finger-fucking her pussy, two fingers now gliding in and out right over her puffed-up clit.
 
   “Ohhhhhhhh,” she gasped, unable to stop herself; it just felt too good!
 
   She glanced over at the couch to see if Duane had heard her outcry and saw his dick jerk in Lucy’s hand, indicating that he certainly had. His mouth hung open at the sight of his wife getting her tit sucked by a stranger, as well as her pussy expertly fingered at the same time.
 
   Holly shivered with excitement. This was fucking incredible--she’d wanted to spice up their sex life a little, but this was off-the-charts thrilling!
 
   Brad came up for air and called out across the room, “Duane--is pussy licking allowed tonight? Your wife’s twat looks delicious, and it’s as wet as it can be!”
 
   Duane moaned, his cock jumping in Lucy’s talented fist once more. Before he could speak, Lucy pulled her nipples free of his fingertips and leaned forward, her tongue just touching the smooth dome of his cock head.
 
   She looked up and smiled impishly at him, saying, “If Brad gets to lick her pussy, then I get to suck this magnificent cock for you, right? I mean, fair is fair!”
 
   Duane sighed and said, “If Holly doesn’t mind, then I sure don’t. And you’re right; her pussy juice is as sweet as honey!”
 
   Brad leaned in, grinning in triumph and whispered in her ear, “I already know that, now don’t I, hot stuff. But I’m not supposed to, remember?”
 
   Holly couldn’t answer. She was too keyed up to utter a word.
 
   Her clitty was throbbing like crazy and she could scarcely believe it, but she was just dying to see Lucy suck Duane’s big dick! And, when she thought about sexy Brad’s tongue in her own pussy, she just about had an orgasm right there.
 
   “You heard your husband,” Brad whispered just then, “I can’t wait to gobble up that pretty little pussy, baby, or to suck these super-tits of yours properly. Here, come down on the carpet with me, where we can stretch out and really get to know each other better.” 
 
   She started to go down to the floor with him when Lucy suddenly called out, “Fuck this! This couch is too small to really have a great time on, and there’s no reason for you guys to be relegated to the rug—let’s go into the bedroom where we can share the bed and have some real fun!”
 
   So saying, Lucy sprang up off the couch, trading Duane’s hard on for his left hand momentarily, pulling him up with her. Holly looked at Brad. He shrugged and said, “Why not be comfortable, babe?”
 
   Practically before she knew it, Holly found herself stretched out naked on the Westgate’s queen sized bed, on her back, with Brad lying on his side next to her. On her other side, Duane was lying on his back as well, up against the decorative pillows lining the headboard, while Lucy was on her tummy in between his open legs, her mouth poised over his erection.
 
   Brad leaned over and began to feast on Holly’s sumptuous tits once again, moving from one up-raised nipple to the other, licking and sucking. Whichever long, pink knob he wasn’t busy kissing and sucking, he was tweaking with his finger tips.
 
   Holly groaned with pure delight, her eyes wide as she watched her tits get the sucking of their lives while her man got his cock licked by Lucy’s long, limber tongue. Duane was moaning constantly, his dick jerking in Lucy’s fist as she lapped at his hard flesh.
 
   “Is it against the rules for him to come in my mouth?” Lucy hissed excitedly, as she momentarily stopped her passionate licking and looked up at Holly.
 
   Brad let a tit slip out of his mouth and turned to face his wife. “I fully intend to suck Holly’s pussy until she comes in my mouth, so I think it’s like we said before…fair is fair.”
 
   With that said, he went back to sucking at Holly’s set of lengthy pink nipples. She half closed her eyes in utter bliss and watched as Lucy proceeded to suck every inch of Duane’s big cock into her mouth and throat and began to bob her head on it.
 
   She’d never been this excited in her life. Part of it was the fact that handsome, sexy, young Brad was really good with his mouth; a superb titty sucker.
 
   But a lot of it was due to the situation. She never would have believed you in a million years, had you tried to tell her this, but seeing Duane get his dick sucked by hot little Lucy--while Lucy’s husband licked and sucked Holly’s sensitive nipples right up to heaven--was a turn on like nothing she’d ever experienced before; like nothing she’d ever even dreamed of before!
 
   Her tits were pumped as full as they ever had been in her life, her nipples looking gigantic tonight as Brad worked them over with his mouth and fingertips. They jutted out from her swollen breasts like two pink spears, representing pure female arousal.
 
   Brad was using his left hand on her nipples, along with his mouth, and he now ran his right hand down her trembling tummy until he came to her overflowing pussy lips. His long middle finger slipped into her with no resistance at all, her cunny absolutely liquid-feeling by now—all hot and slick and as juicy as it could get.
 
   “God, your pussy is boiling over,” Brad sighed, changing tits again and beginning to finger her right across her aroused clit. “It’s like a hot springs, babe, with all of the warm oil gushing out of it. I can’t wait to stick my tongue in there and taste it!”
 
   Holly moaned and closed her eyes in pure ecstasy. “God, yes, eat it! Eat my hot pussy!”
 
   Brad immediately began to kiss his way down her sleek belly. She brought her hands up to her tits and grabbed an erect nipple between each set of fingers and started to tug at them as Brad’s lips arrived at her gleaming pink labia.
 
   Holly was aware that Duane and Lucy and Brad were watching her behave like an utter slut—rolling her nipples between her fingertips, pulling at them, tossing her hips up off the bed, mashing her super-juicy pussy flesh against his mouth and tongue—but she suddenly didn’t care. This was the hottest sexual experience she’d ever had, the kind of sex she’d daydreamed about endlessly over the years…and now she was having it!
 
   While it was true that she wasn’t actually having it with Duane, she sort of was. After all, he was here, right along side of her. His big cock was currently down Lucy Westgate’s throat, but he was still very near Holly; they were together on top of this bed.
 
   Glancing guiltily over at him, Duane flashed an equally sheepish little grin back at her. He turned his head slightly, watching Brad gobble Holly’s pussy up and murmured, “She’s sweet as sugar down there, isn’t she?”
 
   Brad pulled his mouth away from Holly’s pink flesh just long enough to grin up at Duane and say, “Jesus, I guess she is, man. This is some great pussy—her juice is like fucking nectar, it’s so sweet!”
 
   Holly moaned and shivered from head to toe. This was so unreal, lying here with her long legs splayed open like this, tugging at her own nipples shamelessly, while two hot guys talked about how sweet her cunny was to eat!
 
   It turned her on something fierce. As did Brad’s skilled mouth and tongue, which were suddenly all over her glistening folds again, teasing, sucking, and licking.
 
   “Oh, oh, God, that’s it!” she whined as a hot spasm of pre-come pleasure shot through her well-licked clit. “Eat me up, Brad, lick me, and suck my hot clitty and make me come!”
 
   Brad did his best, and his best turned out to be utterly sensational. Holly gasped, his tongue all over her, his lips pulling insistently at her tender clit as he sucked her.
 
   She pinched her nipples hard and came. A huge moan escaped her lips and she ground her spasming pussy against Brad’s mouth and wailed, “Oh, I’m coming—I’m coming like crazy!”
 
   Duane moaned at that moment and Holly opened her eyes and looked over at him. He was shivering; his big cock jerking in between Lucy’s sucking lips. A big glob of his come oozed out from around them and flowed down onto his tightened nut sac.
 
   He’s coming, she thought, her own orgasm ramping up a notch in intensity as she watched her husband jizz Lucy’s mouth. The other girl swallowed greedily, and Holly said to herself in amazement, she’s sucking him off and swallowing his hot spunk!
 
   The two of them, Holly and Duane groaned and shuddered and came furiously on the mouths of two perfect strangers, their eyes locked on one another. Holly had never dreamed of anything like this! It was so hot, so powerful, so unbelievably nasty and sensual that she thought she might pass out from sheer excitement!
 
   When the pair finally stopped coming, Lucy let Duane’s softening cock slip from her mouth. She licked his remaining jism off and swallowed it, her jade-green eyes now huge with lust as she stared over at her husband. He got up onto his hands and knees from between Holly’s thighs, his face smeared with her juice, and reached over for Lucy.
 
   Wordlessly, he threw her across the foot of the bed and slipped his engorged cock deep into her wet pussy. They began to fuck like two insane people, with Duane and Holly staring, wide-eyes at them as they did so.
 
   “Jesus, he’s really giving it to her, isn’t he?” Duane whispered with something like awe in his voice, watching the young couple writhe together just a few feet from him
 
   “God, I guess,” Holly murmured, lost in the sight of Brad’s huge dick ravaging his wife’s tight little slit over and over again.
 
   It didn’t last long--both of the Westgates were too keyed up and ready to come for that. Lucy suddenly went rigid and shook her head from side to side; her eyes closed, her dark hair flying about, and screamed, “Shoot it! Fill me with it, you hot fucker! Cream me, baby!”
 
   Brad threw back his head and roared, “Take it you sweet bitch! Take my hot come!”
 
   Holly reached over and touched Duane as she witnessed Lucy’s pussy being inundated with gush after gush of pearly jism. She felt her own clit grab hard, and experienced a tiny flurry of orgasmic twinges while she watched the younger woman go off.
 
   “God, but that’s a hot thing to see!” she whispered to her husband.  
 
   Duane didn’t say anything, but his eyes were blazing with lust as he watched, too.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Seven
 
   They hadn’t dawdled at the Westgate’s apartment after they’d watched Brad fuck his wife to a fiery completion. Duane and Holly had scurried back into their discarded clothes, somewhat bashfully thanked the pair for a thrilling evening, and had taken their leave, promising to talk to each other on the phone that week.
 
   Duane hadn’t bothered to stop at the restaurant to retrieve Holly’s car, he’d just driven straight home as quickly as he could and pulled into the garage. He got out of the truck and hurried her into the house.
 
   “Are you as turned on as I am?” he whispered, once they were in their living room together.
 
   Holly started getting out of her clothes again, her eyes boring into his, as horny as she’d ever been in her life. She said, “God, yes, I want you to fuck me just like he fucked her…hard and deep, baby!”
 
   In seconds they were naked and in the bedroom, and Duane was throwing her on the bed and climbing between her long, splayed open legs. He centered his hard cock between her still very juicy lips and pushed.
 
   “Yeah,” Holly sighed happily as he drilled himself down into her, “just like that, honey; fuck me hard, just like that!”
 
   Duane balled her like a mad man. Holly gasped with delight and hung on, her legs going around his driving ass, her arms wrapped around his back.
 
   This is the way I’ve been praying he’d do it to me! She realized ecstatically. This is how I’ve dreamed Duane would fuck me!
 
   “Your pussy is sensational, baby,” Duane growled in her ear, ramming her again and again, “I would have fucked you right there in their bed, if I hadn’t just come in that hot young babe’s mouth. If I could have gotten as hard as I am now, I’d have fucked you right in front of them, I swear!”
 
   Holly shivered from head to toe at that mental image, her pussy gripping tightly around Duane’s rutting dick. “Oh, God, I’d have loved that! Next time, I want you to fuck me right in front of them—just the way he fucked her in front of us!”
 
   Her husband gasped, his cock flying up and down in her, his powerful thrusts pinning her ass to the mattress. He panted, “Jesus, Holly, but you’re a hot bitch…and I love your for it!”
 
   She whined and then her whine turned into a full-throated scream as she came furiously around her man’s hammering cock, she squealed, “Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh! I’m coming, darling!”
 
   Duane put it in her as deep as he could shove it and cut loose, moaning, “Oh, here it is, Holly—take my hot come, you sexy puss!”
 
   She clawed at his broad back in pure ecstasy as he creamed her, making her orgasm even sweeter. She was surprised how much of it there was, after he’d gone off so hard in the other woman’s mouth not a half an hour ago.
 
   “Oh, give it to me, baby,” she purred, lost in her climax. “Fill me right up with that hot stuff, darling!”
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   The two of them were cuddled together at the top of the bed, naked under the sheet. Her head lay on his shoulder and she was tracing her fingertips across his broad chest, playing with his thick fur. She’d never loved Duane so much in her entire life, nor had she felt closer to him than she did right at this moment.
 
   “That was the most incredible sex we’ve ever had together,” she whispered in the darkness.
 
   “It sure was,” he agreed, sounding tired and ready for sleep as he held her close.
 
   After a few moments had passed, she asked softy, “So, are we really going to call them? Will we see them again, do you think?”
 
   Duane took a long time to answer her. His deep voice whispered, “I don’t know, babe. Do you want to?”
 
   Holly thought about that. Part of her did, desperately, but part of her was afraid.
 
   Tonight had been exhilarating, like nothing she’d ever imagined herself doing. And she’d loved it.
 
   On the other hand, what if Duane couldn’t handle seeing her sucking Brad’s cock for him? What if the four of them actually traded partners and fucked each other right out in the open? Could she stand to see Duane ball that cute little Lucy to the kind of fantastic climax he had just given her?
 
   Would I be jealous? She asked herself. Would Duane be turned on or mad as hell, if Brad fucked my pussy right in front of him, the way he did his wife’s tonight?
 
   She decided that in a thorny situation like this, honesty was probably the best policy, saying, “I don’t know. Part of me says that tonight was the most fun the two of us have ever had in our lives; but the other part of me says, ‘Don’t screw up your marriage to a man you love as much as you love Duane just for some cheap thrills.’”
 
   “Couldn’t have put it better myself,” Duane said. “Let’s go slow and talk about it, kitten. Let’s discuss the pros and cons of the whole thing before we go rushing into anything.”
 
   “Yeah, let’s do that,” Holly said, yawning. “Let’s sleep on it.”
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Sunday was a lazy day. Duane didn’t have to work, so the two of them slept in, got up and had a leisurely breakfast together, and then read the thick Sunday paper for a while.
 
   At about one-thirty, Holly went in to take a shower. Duane said that he’d be in to do the same when she got finished.
 
   As she dried herself off and thought about what she might want to wear for what was left of the day, Duane showered and shaved quickly and stepped out to grab his own towel. He moved into the bedroom to find Holly, still naked, staring into the open closet.
 
   He didn’t make a sound, except for the faint whisper of the towel moving over his body. She sensed something was different; Duane usually made inane small talk when he was with her—about what they might do with the rest of the day, what they should have for dinner, what the weather was like outside—but right now, there was just an unusual silence, a stillness.
 
   She turned and saw him standing just a few feet away, smiling at her. It wasn’t his usual sort of smile. It was more of a leer.
 
   “God damn, but you’re a good-looking woman, Holly,” he whispered as he stared at her long, curvy naked body.
 
   His wife smiled uncertainly at him and he tossed the damp towel onto the floor, revealing a huge boner. Holly’s face broke into a surprised grin.
 
   “Where did that come from?” she chuckled with undisguised delight as she stared at the throbbing, utterly rigid hunk of male meat.
 
   “It came from looking at that unbelievable body of yours,” he whispered, stepping over to her and taking her in his arms. “You look like a damned movie star with your clothes off, babe!”
 
   And then he was kissing her and rubbing her breasts against his hairy chest, her pussy pulsing with excitement, her nipples beginning to spike. She ran her fingers through his still-wet-from-the-shower hair, and pushed her tongue into his mouth, tasting toothpaste.
 
   She felt his big cock, stiff and excited, against her sleek belly and sighed, remembering that time a few weeks ago when she’d showed him her body intentionally, trying for a little reaction, and all she’d gotten was a quick stare as she had changed into her sexy new pajamas in front of him. Then he’d picked up his damned book and started reading it.
 
   Well, reading seemed to be the last thing on his mind right now! His big hands were all over her back and down onto her ass cheeks, caressing and teasing, squeezing her taut mounds.
 
   This was a huge improvement in their humdrum sex life—this was what she’d wanted their relationship to be like again. One naughty night with their new swinger friends, the Westgates, seemed to have really turned things around for them.
 
   Duane maneuvered her over toward the unmade bed as he kissed her. Once they got there, Holly soon found herself in the middle of the bed with him, her fist around his pumping hard on, her mouth pressed tight against his, her tongue wriggling excitedly between his lips.
 
   He moaned and broke off the searing kiss, panting for breath. She pushed him gently onto his back, retaining her grip on his upright cock.
 
   Sliding downward, she got in between his legs and kissed his cock head lightly. Duane’s eyes shot open and he watched, a huge grin on his face, as she stuck her tongue out and lapped at the plum-like tip of his prick.
 
   “Ooooh, baby, that feels so nice!” he sighed.
 
   Holly removed her fist and pushed her lips downward, swallowing over half of his big erection easily; her tongue swirling around and around. Duane gasped and grabbed the bed sheets in his fists. She began to suck at the hot tube of flesh between her lips, bobbing her head up and down, taking just a little more of him in with each pass, her tongue never ceasing its lurid caress.
 
   “Oh, oh, Jesus, honey, that’s sensational!” Duane panted. “Suck it for me—suck my hard cock, babe!”
 
   It thrilled her to see Duane so aroused, and she proceeded to go a little crazy on his cock, sucking and slurping and drooling hot spittle all over his engorged dick. It ran down onto his hairy nut sac and she massaged the shiny spit into their wrinkled surface with her fingertips as she sucked.
 
   “Jeeeezus honey,” he moaned after another minute or two of her frantic blowjob, “you’re so damned good at this, and it’s been so long!”
 
   Holly felt a huge twinge of guilt. It had been a long time since she’d gone after his cock with her mouth like this!
 
   It had been so long that she couldn’t remember the last time she’d really sucked him as she was doing now. With a start, she recalled last night’s steamy blowjob with Lucy, who had swallowed Duane’s big load so eagerly when he’d come in her mouth.
 
   How long has it been since I did that for him? She asked herself guiltily. God, it’s been years…two or three at least!
 
   She thought to herself, Shit, no wonder our sex life was so boring. I helped to make it that way! Just because Duane never needs any oral stimulation to get hard enough to fuck me, when he gets the urge to do that, I just sort of quit using my mouth on him.
 
   Holly realized that this was another big difference between their marriage and that of Brad and Lucy. The younger girl saw blowjobs not as preambles to sex, but as very desirable, fun sexual acts in and of themselves.
 
   I bet she sucks off Brad and swallows his come at least once a week! Holly thought, and I rarely ever do more than touch Duane’s dick with my hand once in a while. No wonder a lot of the excitement has left this bedroom in the past few years—we need to start being sexy with each other again!
 
   Just then, Duane grabbed her and pulled her around. She couldn’t figure exactly what he wanted at first, but then she saw that he was attempting to maneuver her long body around so that he could lick her pussy while she sucked him.
 
   She quickly moved herself around atop the covers, and then Duane’s mouth was even with her pelvis, his cock still sunk between her lips. They were now on their sides, facing each other, their heads even with each other’s genitalia.
 
   Leaning in, Duane arranged her right leg so that it was cocked at the knee, opening her legs to his searching lips and tongue. Holly sighed as he licked her clit and began to gobble up his cock again with her own mouth.
 
   Duane put a big hand on her right ass cheek and drew her in tight against his licking, sucking mouth, his tongue thrusting deep into her wet pussy lips. Holly shivered at how wonderful that felt—especially with his large dick pushed halfway down her throat, her tongue all over it.
 
   In the back of her mind, Holly had to admit that, technically speaking, the mechanics of Duane’s pussy eating were nowhere near as good as sexy Brad Westgate’s were. But she loved Duane with all her heart and just the fact that he was trying so hard to please her with his mouth meant the world to her!
 
   She wiggled her hips against his invading tongue and sucked cock for all she was worth, much to Duane’s delight. He was moaning steadily now, and his hips were giving little involuntary jerks against her sucking lips, driving his prick in deep.
 
   Holly didn’t care. She loved doing this for her baby! She’d never liked the taste of male come that much, but she was determined to swallow Duane’s for him from now on, at least once a week.
 
   If they did decide to party with the Westgates some more, Holly was damned if she was going to let herself be any less adept at sucking cock than sexy little Lucy was. She intended to teach herself to suck dick with the best of them for her sweet Duane!
 
   He groaned just then, and his cock jerked between her nursing lips. She saw his big nut sac shrink right before her eyes, the balls drawing closer to one another as she ran her tongue around his cock head and sucked on his warm, slick skin.
 
   She felt her own clit jerk in response, as Duane lapped hungrily at it. Holly moved her hips faster and faster, grinding the sensitive little bead of nerve endings against the slightly rough surface of her husband’s tongue.
 
   I’m gonna’ come! She realized ecstatically. I’m gonna’ come on Duane’s tongue while he goes off in my mouth!
 
   Right at that moment, Duane’s big body stiffened and he cried out joyously, “Oh, honey, oh, fuck…I can’t hold back!”
 
   He pushed his face back against her cunny as his cock jumped between her lips and she saw his nuts jerk. A huge streamer of hot, salty cock cream spattered all over the inside of her mouth, and she swallowed it quickly, knowing that more was on the way.
 
   She wasn’t wrong. Duane’s dick throbbed hard, the large nuts jerked together again and another gusher of semen erupted into her mouth. She swallowed again, licking all around his cock head, her vision suddenly taking on a slightly red tinge as her own orgasm gripped her hard.
 
   “Ummmmmmmmm!” she moaned, working her hips against his mouth as she gulped down her third big mouthful of spunk.
 
   The two lovers clung tightly together until the last little spark of orgasmic thrills had drained away, and Duane’s once mighty cock slowly went soft in Holly’s mouth. She licked the last little dribble of come from the flaccid head and let it slip from her lips.
 
   “Jesus, what a blowjob that was, sweetie,” he sighed contentedly.
 
   Holly released her grip around his torso and slid out away from him so that she could turn around on the bed and face him. She smiled almost shyly, a bit surprised at how well she’d sucked him off just now.
 
   “Was that as good as what Lucy did for you last night?” she asked.
 
   “Even better,” Duane said, grinning hugely. “Because I don’t love Lucy; she’s young and as cute as she can be—and the girl can really suck a dick—but it still thrills me a whole lot more when you do that for me than when she does it. I think she’s a hot little gal, but you’re my wife, Holly.”
 
   “I’m glad you liked it, because I intend to do that a lot more often from now on,” Holly said, her voice almost a purr of contentment. She loved what her sweet Duane had just said.
 
   Duane surprised her by leaning forward and taking her in his arms and kissing her. She still had traces of his semen on her lips and his mouth was oily and shiny with her pussy juice, so she hadn’t expected a kiss just now.
 
   But she was so glad he’d done it. Because it turned out to be one of the sexiest kisses in their entire marriage to date!
 
   Her heart pounded with joy as he held her tight and pushed his tongue into her mouth. She discovered two things: that her Duane loved her enough to ignore the fact that his own seed was still all over the inside of her mouth, and that her own pussy juice was sweet-tasting and not offensive in the least.
 
   This hot new life we’re sharing together is just full of surprises! Holly thought.
 
   She wondered, idly, where all of this might lead them.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Eight
 
   “You sure seem to be in a good mood today, considering it is a Monday,” Jeffery Lyons said to Holly.
 
   She smiled up at the middle-aged attorney she worked for; Jeffery was a partner in the firm and, while she technically worked for all three of the partners, and for the firm’s seven associates, Jeffery was the one she did the most for. He had been instrumental in hiring her back when she’d first applied for the job eight years ago.
 
   “I had a great weekend, for a change, how was yours, Jeff?” she replied.
 
    “Donna and I drove down to Davis this weekend and spent a little time with Emily,” Jeffery replied, “took her out to dinner Saturday night and made sure she had enough money to get through the quarter until the Thanksgiving break.”
 
   Holly nodded. Jeffery and his wife, Donna’s, twenty year old daughter was a student at UC Davis, in her third year of studies.
 
   “What made your weekend more fun than usual?” Jeffery asked.
 
   “Sex,” Holly told him with a wink, “Duane was feeling frisky.”
 
   Jeffery roared with laughter, thinking she was kidding him. They had a warm, friendly employee-employer relationship and often joked around at one another’s expense.
 
   “Well, good for him! It’s about time you two got serious about having some kids.”
 
   Holly laughed and said, “No, that’s still two years away, when I turn thirty-two, Jeff. What we do right now is just for practice.”
 
   Still chuckling and shaking his head, he went into his office and closed the door. Holly watched him go, smiling as well.
 
   She hadn’t been lying. This had been the best weekend of her marriage in simply years!
 
   As she checked her e-mail, she admitted to herself that the good feelings had stretched beyond the weekend. This morning, as she’d been putting on her make up, leaning forward over the sink in the bathroom, still nude from her shower, Duane and sneaked into the bathroom behind her and reached around, cupping a big, naked breast in each palm.
 
   She’d laughed and peered back at him over her shoulder, wondering what he was up to. A large, knob-shaped object had prodded her right between the butt cheeks and her mouth had dropped open in shock.
 
   Duane had been as naked as she was, and his cock was hard as the proverbial brick up against her ass. Before she’d even had time to ask him what the heck he thought he was doing, he’d let go of her right tit and reached down to grab his cock and begin running the tip of it all up and down her pussy slit.
 
   In no time--between his kissing her shoulders and running his tongue all along them as he’d kissed them—and squeezing her left breast while he’d thumbed her erect nipple, all the while continuing to tease her clit with his firm cock head, Holly had become quite wet. Without a word, Duane had dipped his knees behind her and eased his hard prick into her juicy quim all the way up to his balls.
 
   He’d reached up to reclaim her right breast and squeezed it in synch with what he was doing to her left one, his cock gliding in and out. Holly had gone up onto her tiptoes and braced her hands against the mirror, their eyes meeting in the mirror as Duane had really started to give it to her hot and heavy from behind.
 
   It hadn’t lasted long, but the searing, throbbing orgasm she’d experienced had been as sweet as it could be when he’d flooded her pussy with come a few minutes later. Holly had closed her eyes and reveled in this hot, unexpected early-morning loving from her man!
 
   She opened her eyes now and smiled at that wonderful memory. Duane hadn’t fucked her spontaneously like that, before breakfast, on a work day, in…in…
 
   Thinking back on it, she couldn’t remember that last time that had happened; eight or nine years ago, perhaps, when they’d first started dating? It had to have been at least that long ago.
 
   She started answering e-mails, humming lightly under her breath. She didn’t know how long this newfound heat in their sex lives was going to last, but she was sure enjoying it!
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   On Tuesday night of that week, Duane came home from the store at just after seven. Holly had dinner all ready, but he stopped her as she got ready to put it on the table.
 
   “Let’s have a cocktail and talk for a moment before we eat,” he told her.
 
   There was something in his voice. She stopped fussing with the oven and shut it, turning the setting down to “warm”, as Duane made them a couple of cocktails.
 
   “Brad Westgate came by the store today,” Duane said, after they’d each had a sip. “He said he wanted a quick chat, so we went down the street and had a coffee together.”
 
   Holly drank more of her drink, grateful to have it and its nerve-soothing alcohol. She waited, and Duane finally went on to say, “He said that he and Lucy had a ball last Saturday night and that they wanted to invite us over for drinks, a little dancing, and a second soft swing this Friday night.”
 
   Her heart starting to pound, Holly asked, “What did you tell him?”
 
   “I told him I’d have to talk it over with you before I told him yes or no,” Duane answered, and then took a big cut out of his drink.
 
   There was a long silence. Holly’s nipples were immediately erect under her bra, and her pussy was rapidly moistening as she thought about doing all of those naughty, sexy, unbelievably exciting things with Brad and Lucy again.
 
   “What do you think?” she asked after another moment, her voice tight.
 
   “Well, I don’t know,” Duane admitted, finishing his drink and starting over to the counter to pour another one. “I asked him what he had in mind.”
 
   Holly’s clit jerked. She whispered eagerly, “And what did he say?”
 
   “He said that we could do whatever we felt comfortable with,” Duane said, his new drink finished and looking darker with booze than the first one had. “He said we could do what we did last time or, if we felt okay with it, that we could go a little further.”
 
   “Further?” Holly whispered; her pulse racing, voice tight with raging excitement.
 
   “Yeah, he suggested that I could fuck Lucy a little, after she sucked me and got me hard,” Duane said nervously, “and that he’d do it with you…and then, when we were ready to come, that we could switch off and I could come in you and he’d come in Lucy again.”
 
   A huge jolt of excitement shot through Holly as she saw the four of them in her mind’s eye, naked on the Westgate’s queen bed, with Brad pounding that fat, long dick of his into her pussy while Duane did Lucy. She saw them pulling out, right at the last minute, and then Duane pumping her full of come while Brad did the same with his wife, all of them watching each other climax.
 
   She quivered with a tiny mini-orgasm as she imagined that!
 
   “Do…do we want to do that?” she whispered breathily to Duane, making another drink for herself with shaking hands.
 
   “Well, I don’t know,” Duane answered, sounding both thrilled at the thought of it and nervous at the same time. “What do you think?”
 
   Holly found that she couldn’t answer right away. She was so excited by the thought of the two of them doing something that crazy…that wild…that unbelievably thrilling and forbidden, that she couldn’t seem to make her vocal cords work.
 
   “I…I think we should think it over carefully,” she stammered at last. “You know, talk it over between us before we give them an answer.”
 
   When Duane just nodded his agreement but didn’t answer, Holly went on to add, “On the one hand, I think it would be insanely thrilling and fun. But on the other, I don’t want to do it if it’s going to screw up what we have together. I love you, Duane, and I don’t want to lose you.”
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Dinner had been quieter than usual that night, with both of them more intent on thinking about what might or might not happen on Friday night than they were on discussing what had happened during their respective days at work. Both of them were so caught up in thinking about whether or not more swinging was a good idea for them that Holly could have served sawdust sandwiches for dinner that night and neither one of them would have noticed.
 
   After dinner and cleaning up the dishes, they watched television together for two hours. Holly stared straight ahead at the set, not thinking about either of the two shows they watched, and she could see that Duane’s mind was no more on what they were looking at than hers was.
 
   When they got ready for bed, Holly put on the sexy lingerie she’d ordered from Nordstrom’s, and when Duane saw that, he grinned like a poor man who had just won the lottery.
 
   “So, what do you think about Friday?” he asked as they snuggled together under the covers.
 
   “I’m not going to lie,” Holly whispered. “I think it would be fun as hell to do just what Brad suggested—as long as you can handle it, and I can handle it.”
 
   Duane nodded. “I do, too, babe. But how do we tell beforehand if we can handle it?”
 
   “Well, I guess we should talk about it and think it over, together,” Holly suggested.
 
   She reached down and lightly touched his soft cock through the jockey shorts he’d worn to bed. As she did so, she whispered, “Does it make you horny, thinking about me sucking Brad’s cock while you watch?”
 
   Duane sucked in a big lung full of air, his cock twitching under her fingertips. She noticed that it began to get stiff right away.
 
   “Well, yeah, I gotta’ admit it does, kind of,” he murmured, “especially when I think about Lucy doing the same thing to me at the same time, and you watching her do it.”
 
   Holly smiled slyly up and him and pushed the elastic of his shorts downward, hooking it under his nut sac so that she freed his rapidly hardening cock. She whispered, “And does it make you jealous or turn you on, thinking about his putting his big dick in me while you watch?”
 
   Her husband shivered, his cock jumping in her fist. He sighed, “God help me; it really gets me going, just imaging that.”
 
   He looked down at her and said in a low, soft voice, “You’re so damned sexy, babe. I…I hate like the devil to admit it…but I think it would be exciting as hell to watch another guy fuck you!”
 
   Holly’s pussy opened and snapped close, an enormous shockwave of excitement rippling through her clit as Duane acknowledged for the first time that seeing her having sex with another man would turn him on, rather than repel him. She jacked his cock up and down and whispered, “I’d like to see you ball Lucy, too--I think it would thrill me no end!”
 
   He leaned down and kissed her passionately and that was the end of the discussion for that night. Her nightie was on the floor in seconds, and his jockey shorts and tee shirt were long gone as well.
 
   His cock was deep inside her pussy in no time, and he was kissing her hard as he balled her brains out while they both fantasized about Friday night.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Wednesday night went much the same as Tuesday had gone, except that Holly had sucked Duane off that night and swallowed his come for him. And then Duane had eaten her pussy until she’d come, babbling and whining in ecstasy a few minutes later.
 
   Just talking about doing things with Brad and Lucy got them so revved up that they couldn’t keep their hands and mouths off of one another. Holly couldn’t believe the intensity of the sex between them now, and she could tell that Duane felt the same way about it.
 
   The next morning, at breakfast, Holly said, “I think we should tell them that we’re coming over on Friday, and I think we should let them know today. It’s rude to call someone on a Friday morning and tell them that you’re accepting an invitation for Friday night.”
 
   Duane nodded, after considering that for a second. He said, “Brad gave me his cell phone number the other day when we had coffee. If you’re sure, I’ll call him today.”
 
   After a long pause, Holly gave him a wry grin and said, “I don’t think there’s any way to be sure about something like this, honey. But it’s plain as day that we’re both leaning toward accepting, so let’s go ahead and do it.”
 
   He took her hand and said, “I love you, Holly. And nothing’s going to change that.”
 
   She nodded and said, “I feel that way, too. Make the call.”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Nine
 
   “Are you sure we can do this and be okay with it?” Holly asked her husband halfway up the walkway to the Westgate’s apartment building.
 
   Duane stopped walking and turned to look at his wife. His handsome face was suddenly twisted into an uncertain frown, and his large brown eyes seemed to bore into Holly’s bright blue ones.
 
   “Are you having second thoughts?” he demanded. “We talked about this all week, babe, and finally decided to try it; that we could do this.”
 
   She sighed, as nervous as she could be. “I know. But now that we’re here…now that it’s actually about to happen…”
 
   He gave his own exasperated sigh, and then said, “We don’t have to do this. We can just go home and call and tell the Westgates that we changed our mind, that we don’t have what it takes to…you know…to be swingers!”
 
   She was silent. He shifted his weight from side to side and waited.
 
   At last he said, “I thought you wanted to try this.”
 
   Holly grimaced. “I did, and I thought you did, too. The sex…you know the sex between us this last week has been incredible, just talking about actually doing this.”
 
   She turned her gaze away from his and whispered, “You know what we said; that if just thinking about swinging could get us that excited…what would it be like to really go ahead and do it?”
 
   “I know,” Duane said. “That’s why we’re here tonight, now isn’t it?”
 
   Holly turned back to him, her eyes excited but wary at the same time. She whispered, “I just don’t want to do anything that will screw our marriage up beyond repair, Duane. I love you, and I don’t want to lose you, or what we have together.”
 
   He nodded, taking her in his arms, saying, “You were the one who wanted to try new things to spice up our relationship, to get our sex life back on track. And it’s worked.”
 
   He grinned reassuringly at her and added. “Remember, we agreed, after talking it over, that we could try this and, if we felt uncomfortable with it after it was over, we wouldn’t do it again. It’s as simple as that.”
 
   She whispered, “But what if it doesn’t feel right? What if, after you see me fucking Brad tonight—if I go that far and do that--and I see you with Lucy, fucking her, we can’t get that out image out of our minds in the future; if we decide we don’t like it? I just want to make sure that we aren’t going to fight like cats and dogs over it in the years to come, because we did this—that doing it isn’t going to eventually wreck our marriage!”
 
   He nodded again. “That was the deal we made, remember? If we do this and it doesn’t feel right, we don’t do it again. We just chalk it up to a bad idea and a bad experience. I forgive you in advance for anything you might do with Brad tonight, and you forgive me for what I might do with Lucy.”
 
   After a moment, he finished with, “And, if this feels so awkward or awful while we’re doing it, we’ll just break it off and leave; we’ll go home and never mention it again, agreed?”
 
   She went up on her tiptoes and kissed him quickly on the lips. When she went back down onto her feet, she slipped her arm through his and whispered, “Agreed. Now, let’s go see if we can do this. Let’s see if we even want to, okay?”
 
   “Okay,” he said, starting off down the walk again.
 
   Brad answered the door wearing only a pair of old gym shorts and a tank top that had been cut off short, baring his six-pack abs. He was barefoot.
 
   “Come on in,” he invited them. “I’ve got the bar laid out in the kitchen and Lucy has some nice tracks lined up for us to dance to.”
 
   Lucy looked up from the couch and grinned at them, a magazine in one hand and a cocktail in the other. She wore a sheer pink teddy that you could see right through and a tiny triangle of matching material that did little to cover her waxed-bare pussy slit.
 
   Not to be outdone, Holly unbuttoned the long coat she wore and handed it to Brad to hang up for her. She was dressed only in a pair of sandals—which she now kicked off—and her new babydoll nightie outfit from Nordstrom’s.
 
   She had talked to Lucy on the phone last night, Thursday night, and the two of them had decided that the theme of this week’s soft swing party would be: “Ladies Lingerie Night”. Duane took off his topcoat and handed it to brad as well. He also had on a pair of loose shorts and a tank top, worn with flip-flops.
 
   Holly followed Brad into the kitchen, once he’d hung up the coats. She was very conscious of the fact that the outfit she wore left absolutely nothing to the imagination. It felt naughty as hell to be dressed like this in front of the other couple, and Duane, and she was loving every second of it!
 
   When she turned the corner into the small kitchen, Brad was waiting for her, a leer on his handsome face. “God, you look fucking sensational in that get up. You look like a magazine centerfold come to life!”
 
   Holly felt herself blush slightly, and her nipples got even firmer than they had been. She loved it that sexy, cute, young Brad thought she looked so hot!
 
   He took her in his arms and kissed her, Holly’s mouth opening for him immediately. She felt her tits jerk against his tightly-muscled chest, and her pussy started to get super-wet.
 
   The kiss went on and on, until Holly became a little nervous that Duane and Lucy would wonder what was taking so long to make a couple of drinks. She gently pulled her mouth away from Brad’s, panting for breath.
 
   “We should make those drinks,” she whispered, breathless from the thrill of making out with him.
 
   “Oh, I doubt they care that much about drinks,” Brad said confidently.
 
   She peered around him, stealing a stealthy peek into the living room. Lucy was sitting on Duane’s lap, her face upturned; eyes closed as she soul-kissed him. Holly could see the younger girls’ tongue make a tiny indention against the inside of Duane’s cheek as she swirled it around his tongue.
 
   Holly gave a little snorting laugh and pulled her head back into the kitchen. “You’re right. They don’t look too thirsty.”
 
   “Has she got his cock in her mouth yet?” Brad asked; his back now to her as he made the drinks.
 
   “No, not yet,” Holly answered. “We’re supposed to dance a little first, before we get to that part of the evening, aren’t we?”
 
   He handed her a vodka Collins and smiled as he took a sip of his scotch and soda. “Arrangements for the evening are somewhat fluid, sexy girl. There’s no set schedule.”
 
   “Mmmmmm, that’s good to know,” Holly said, sipping her drink, flirting shamelessly with Brad and enjoying it enormously.
 
   This was so much fun! She suddenly felt totally free to be hot and provocative with this cute young hunk. Duane was getting his tongue sucked nearly out of his head in the other room by Brad’s hottie wife—it wasn’t like he was going to complain if Holly flirted and teased this handsome youngster a little, now was it?
 
   Brad put his drink down on the counter, took hers from her hand and placed it next to his, and then gathered her into his arms again. He kissed her passionately, his tongue exploring all over the inside of her mouth.
 
   God, I love this, Holly thought, making out with this cute, sexy kid while Duane makes out with his wife in the other room is just the hottest thing going!
 
   She thought about what was going to happen tonight. If it felt right, she was going to actually let him fuck her a little later! 
 
   If things went the way she and Duane had talked about, tonight Brad would ease that huge dick of his into Holly’s juicy quim and fuck her with it until he was ready to shoot, and then he and Duane would switch places at the last minute and blow his load in Holly while Brad fucked Lucy to completion a few feet away.
 
   Jesus, but that sounded hot to Holly as she snuggled into Brad, sucking at his tongue, daydreaming about what his cock would feel like deep inside her--this swinger stuff was intoxicatingly exciting!
 
   Brad pulled his mouth from hers. He gave her a wry smile and whispered, “Let’s deliver these drinks. If I do that much longer, I’m going to want to fuck you right here on the kitchen floor, you hot puss, you!”
 
   Holly shivered, seeing that in her mind, Brad nailing her to the linoleum right here in the kitchen. Just thinking about it made her big tits jerk inside her babydoll top!
 
   They wordlessly gathered up two drinks apiece and went back into the living room, where Duane had one of Lucy’s tits in his palm, his hand up under her teddy, as he made out with her. Holly saw that her naughty boy was squeezing the plump little mound lightly, and that Lucy’s puffy nipples were fully erect as her tongue patrolled the inside of Duane’s mouth.
 
   “All of that making out looks like thirsty work,” Holly commented wryly, putting Duane’s drink down on the coffee table in front of the couch.
 
   He broke off the kiss and looked up at her, a hugely guilty look on his face. She grinned at him and whispered softly, “It’s okay, that’s what we’re here for, remember? Enjoy.”
 
   Duane took up his drink, letting go of Lucy’s tit as if it had suddenly caught fire. He drank half of it in two big gulps.
 
   Brad went around the table and handed Lucy’s drink to her. He winked at her and leaned down and kissed her, his tongue slipping inside her mouth.
 
   Holly looked from the young couple over to Duane. He grinned at her and she stepped forward and leaned down so that he could kiss her, their tongues meeting immediately.
 
   Holly’s heart was racing. This was so cool, kissing Duane right after he’d kissed Lucy, while Brad made out with his wife!
 
   All four of them broke of the pair of kisses at the same time, and then Brad stepped over and kissed Holly, taking her into his arms, shoving his tongue into her mouth for all to see. Duane moaned, and when Holly opened her eyes and looked over at him, Lucy was all over him again, her tit back in his palm!
 
   When Brad broke off the kiss this time, he stepped over to the player and started it, soft, subdued music flooding the room. He took Holly into his arms again and started to dance with her as their lips met once more.
 
   After half of the song was over, Holly opened her eyes and saw that Duane was up off the couch, dancing with Lucy. She almost giggled out loud when she noticed that her handsome hubby was now sporting a huge woody behind the baggy shorts he wore, and that Lucy’s fingertips were all over it.
 
   She could feel Brad’s hard on pulsing against her belly as they danced, and knew that he must be just as erect as Duane was. Reaching down, she teased it with her fingertips through the cotton shorts and sucked lightly at his tongue.
 
   Another song came on, “Here Without You”, by 3 Doors Down, and Holly closed her fingertips loosely over Brad’s erection. He reached down and squeezed her ass cheeks as they danced and then, near the end of the song, he pushed the barely-there bottoms to her babydoll outfit down over her lush butt mounds and let it drop to the carpet. 
 
   Just as the next soft ballad, Bryan Adams’s “Please Forgive Me”, came on, he pulled her top up off over her head and tossed it aside as well, leaving her naked in his arms. Holly sighed and pushed her big tits against his chest, making no protest at all as his middle finger eased into her juicy lower lips while they danced.
 
   She glanced over at the couch and saw that Lucy was now as naked as she was, and that Duane’s baggy shorts were long gone as well. His big, rigid dick was sticking up, Lucy’s hand stroking it lightly as she kissed him.
 
   Looks like this party is really getting started, she thought as she pushed back from Brad and pulled his tank top up and off, temporarily removing his finger from her pussy mouth. She threw the garment over on top of her discarded babydoll pajamas and he slipped his finger back inside her.
 
   Not wanting to wait a second longer to be totally naked with her young lover, Holly moved her hands onto his waistband and pushed the loose shorts off his ass. They dropped to the floor, revealing that Brad had worn no underwear tonight.
 
   Holly took his big, fully-engorged cock in her fist and began to stroke it for him as he finger-fucked her. He whispered softly, “Are you going to suck it for me tonight?”
 
   She trembled in his grasp and whispered back, “God, yes, I can’t wait to get in my mouth!”
 
   Brad looked over her shoulder and called out to his wife, “Luce, we’re heading into the bedroom. If you two want to watch, you’d better come along!”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Ten
 
   In less than a minute, all four of them were in the master bedroom together, naked and atop the queen bed. This time, Duane and Lucy were on their sides, facing one another in a sideways sixty-nine position, his cock sunk deep in her mouth, his face tight against her wet pussy.
 
   Holly was between Brad’s legs, his back up against the pillows lining the headboard. She stared up at him coyly and touched his hard cock head with just the tip of her tongue.
 
   “Suck it for me, you hot bitch!” he sighed, gazing intently at her as she teased him. “Suck my big dick, you pretty little vixen, you!”
 
   A huge tremor of excitement shot through Holly’s whole body as she laved Brad’s fat cock head with her tongue. She drug it all around him, getting the domed head as wet as it could be with her hot saliva.
 
   I’m so glad I sucked Duane’s cock off a couple of times this week, she thought, her body pulsing with the forbidden thrill of having someone other than her husband’s dick in her mouth, I want to do this as well as Brad’s sexy little wife does it for him!
 
   Brad’s prick tip was now gleaming with a thick coat of her spittle. She took it in between her wet lips and moved her head in and out on it, her tongue still caressing him,
 
   “Oh, oh, Jesus, that’s it,” he moaned, “suck it, you gorgeous puss. Suck my cock for me!”
 
   Holly fed another two inches of the throbbing shaft into her mouth, licking all around it, sucking just a little harder. She saw Brad’s big nuts clench together inside his hairy sac and knew that he loved what she was doing to him!
 
   She heard a little mewling whimper and glanced over out of the corner of her eye toward Duane and Lucy. Brad’s cute wife was moaning around Duane’s cock as she sucked it furiously, and his tongue was all over her juicy little slit.
 
   I can do that, too!  Holly promised herself. I can suck cock every bit as well as that hot young cunt can…and I will!
 
   She tilted her head back, just as she’d done when she’d practiced on Duane’s big dick this week, and swallowed almost Brad’s entire huge boner on her next downward pass. Her tongue was twirling all around his hard flesh as she sucked, and he had his hands in her long blonde tresses, intertwining them between his fingers, pulling her lips in even further down on to his pulsing rod.
 
   “Oh, yeah, deep-throat me, you sexy little beauty,” Brad gasped, “get my long prick all the way in your mouth, you hot cocksucker!”
 
   Holly’s clit throbbed furiously when she heard him call her a “hot cocksucker”. She glanced over and saw Duane’s dick jerk in between Lucy’s gliding lips when he heard his wife called that for the first time by another man!
 
   This is so thrilling, so unbelievably hot, Holly thought, eating even more of Brad’s long cock on her next downward pass. I love doing this! I love being wild and sexy and crazy with another man in front of Duane—and he’s eating it right up!
 
   “Oh, oh, man, can you ever give a blowjob!” Brad hissed just then, as she managed to swallow every last inch of his lengthy dick on her next downward lunge.
 
   He let go of her hair and reached down to claim a very erect nipple in each hand, tweaking them lightly as she sucked him. Holly gurgled in ecstasy, and lashed his cock head with her tongue, huge jolts of pre-come excitement shooting through both breasts and down into her gushing pussy.
 
   So turned on that she could barely stand it, Holly pulled her mouth off Brad’s swollen cock and licked up and down it with her tongue. She stared up at him, her sexiest smile on her face, lapping at his hard bone, swirling her tongue all around the head, and then popping it back into her mouth.
 
   She deep-throated it again seven or eight times, moving her tight lips up and down quickly, slurping loudly as she went. Brad gasped and twisted her nipples a bit harder between his thumbs and fingers.
 
   “God, but you’re a hot, sexy bitch, Holly!” he sighed. “You look like a fucking porn star, sucking my dick, but you’re prettier than any porn star I’ve ever seen!”
 
   Holly mewled as a furious pre-come spasm roared through her in reaction to his hot comment about the way she looked. She gobbled up Brad’s prick eagerly, her tongue going crazy around it. She ground her pussy against the bedspread, her clit throbbing like mad.
 
   “I’ve got to fuck you!” he suddenly moaned, his cock jerking in between her lips. ”I’ve just got to. You’re one of the hottest women I’ve ever been in bed with!”
 
   He leaned back and let go of her tits and pushed her head free of his gleaming prick. Brad glanced over at Duane, who had stopped licking Lucy’s pussy for a moment and was staring at his wife and Brad.
 
   “I want to fuck Holly for a little while,” he said, his voice low and raspy with excitement. “Is that okay?”
 
   Duane’s brown eyes danced with a wild, frenzied look that Holly had never seen in them before. He gasped, “Yeah, I guess so. But I want to fuck Lucy at the same time, all right?”
 
   Brad laughed, “God, yes, just look at her. She can’t wait for you to ball her!”
 
   Lucy giggled happily, shifting around on the bed to that she was facing the same way as Brad. She went over onto her back, and Duane scrambled to get between her open legs, as she said, “You know me too well, husband! I do want Duane’s big dick deep inside me, right now!”
 
   That was all the permission Brad needed. He quickly changed places with Holly, getting her onto her back and moving in between her long legs.
 
   Holly’s heart was pounding so hard it threatened to jump out of her chest. Duane was up on his knees in between Lucy’s open legs, right next to her, staring down at her as Lucy grabbed his hard dick and pushed the head of it into her juicy opening.
 
   At the same time, Brad shoved his thick cock into Holly’s pussy mouth and then fed three or four inches of dick into her. She shuddered, watching her husband break their marriage vows as she broke them at the same instant.
 
   Brad moaned, “Jesus, what a sweet pussy!”
 
   “Duane’s cock is super, Holly!” Lucy sighed just then, as he pushed the rest of it into her snug opening until his big nuts rested against her ass cheeks. “You’re a lucky girl.”
 
   All Holly could do was gasp in reply, as Brad filled her pussy with hard prick meat. She looked at Duane and he looked at her, watching her get fucked by another man, as Brad began to move up and down inside her.
 
   God, this is incredible! Holly thought, her pussy contracting around Brad’s gliding dick. Getting fucked right in front of Duane is so thrilling that I’m nearly coming already!
 
   She watched as her husband drew his long prick back out of Lucy and then filled the girl again. Another tremor of pure, excited lust shot through her own pussy as she watched Duane ball the other girl.
 
   Tearing her eyes away from her husband, she looked back up at Brad and whispered, “Fuck me, baby, really give me that big dick of yours! I want it!”
 
   She heard Duane gasp at that admission and turned back to watch as her husband began to really bang the bejeezus out of Lucy’s tight little cunt. He grinned sheepishly at Holly as he fucked the other woman, but he didn’t slow his strokes any. 
 
   It was clear that he was enjoying fucking another woman while she watched as much as she enjoyed getting it from Brad while Duane witnessed her adultery. She moaned again as another wave of pleasure washed over her.
 
   I love this! She admitted to herself. I love fucking another guy while Duane watches. And I love seeing him really give it to that cute little Lucy-whore!
 
   For a few minutes, there was no sound in the small bedroom besides heavy, labored breathing and the slap of flesh against flesh as both women got their pussies reamed out by flying cock meat. Holly was in heaven.
 
    She was so near coming that she could barely think straight. Glancing over at Duane, she knew instantly, from long years of experience, that he was about to shoot his load. 
 
   Is he going to pull out and come in me? She wondered, finding to her surprise that she didn’t care whether he did or not. 
 
   Holly just wanted to come, and Brad was fucking her perfectly, and she was still reveling in watching Duane fuck Lucy. And, if she was honest with herself, she thought it would be super-hot if Brad erupted in her pussy while Duane watched him come inside her!
 
   “Jesus, Jesus,” Brad suddenly gasped, “what a tight, hot little pussy you’ve got, Holly!”
 
   He looked up at Duane in a near panic and murmured, “I’ve gotta’ come, big guy! Your sexy wife’s pussy is just too fucking great, man! I gotta’ switch now, if we’re going to do it!”
 
   Duane looked stricken. He stopped fucking Lucy and moaned, “Shit, man, I think it’s too late! I…I…”
 
   His voice trailed off and Holly lost it as she started to come on Brad’s buried prick. She gasped, “Oh, fuck it, Duane, darling. Just come in her and let Brad come in me! I can’t hold back another second! I’m going off right now!”
 
   Duane winced and then nodded his agreement, resuming his frenzied strokes into Lucy. In an instant, Holly saw ball juice boiling back out of Lucy’s pussy as her husband creamed it!
 
   “Oh, oh, yes, that’s it, baby!” she wailed, orgasming even hard. “Give it to her; flood her with your hot spunk!”
 
   Brad shuddered and resumed fucking Holly hard, his big cock beginning to spew hot come into her almost immediately. Holly squealed with excitement and her climax ramped up a notch. It was all she could do to breathe; she was coming so hard as her lover’s taboo semen filled her.
 
   The four of them remained joined until the last tiny spasm of release had ebbed away. Then Duane pulled his deflated prick out of Lucy’s jizz-leaking pussy lips and Brad did the same with Holly.
 
   Seeing the slightly upset, ashamed look on Duane’s face, Holly opened her arms to him and whispered, “Come here, baby, and hold me, please?” 
 
   He disengaged from Lucy and got down next to her, Brad moving over to embrace his wife as well. Holly whispered so softly in his ear that she was sure even Brad and Lucy wouldn’t be able to know what she was saying, “Are we okay, baby? Are you mad at me for…you know…letting him come in me?”
 
   Duane looked supremely relieved. He murmured in her ear, “No, honey, I was afraid that you were gonna’ be mad at me, for losing control and coming in Lucy the way I did.”
 
   When she only smiled at him, he went on to add, “It was just so exciting, fucking her while you watched; seeing Brad really give it to you at the same time.”
 
   With a sheepish grin, he admitted, “I got so turned on that I couldn’t hold back. I just had to come!”
 
   Holly laughed. “So did I, sweetie. Doing that sort of thing right in front of each other really gets you going, doesn’t it? I think all four of us needed it.”
 
   After a long silence, Brad asked, from across the bed, “So, are you guys okay with what happened? We did get sort of get carried away, didn’t we?”
 
   Duane looked over at him and started to laugh. Soon all of them were laughing hysterically.
 
    
 
   Each of them cleaned up a little in the bathroom and then they all went back into the front room, with Brad making everyone another round of drinks. Lucy started the music again and they began to dance once more, Brad with Holly and Duane with Lucy.
 
   They danced for about a half an hour, stopping for two more drinks each, and then Brad said, “I’ve got to tell you, Duane. I don’t know how you keep from walking around with a constant boner. Just dancing with your sexy wife had got me stiff as a board again.”
 
   Duane laughed and looked down. His own cock was brick hard once more as well.
 
   “Well, let’s not let those go to waste!” Lucy said to Holly.
 
   She led Duane over to the couch and sat him down on one end of it. Moving the coffee table out into the center of the small room, so that they would have more space, she got down onto her knees in front of Duane and took his rigid dick in her fist.
 
   “Come on, Holly,” she said, turning her head and looking back over her shoulder. “Come and suck cock with me. You looked so hot in the bedroom, when you were licking and sucking my Brad’s fat boy before that I could barely believe it. Come over here and do him so more so that I can study your technique.”
 
   Holly laughed and let Brad lead her over to the couch, where he sat down on the end opposite Duane. Kneeling right next to Lucy, Holly took Brad’s already hard cock in her right hand and stroked it lazily, staring up at him with a seductive little smile on her face.
 
   “How about it, Brad,” she whispered. “Should I suck it some more for you?”
 
    He grinned by way of an answer, and Holly leaned forward and ran her tongue all over his cock head, tasting both his dried come and her own sweet juices. She ran her tongue from his glans all the way down to his nut sac and then back up.
 
   “Jesus, yes, Holly, you hot-mouthed puss, do it just like that!” he hissed excitedly, taking a big, bouncy tit in each palm while she licked him. 
 
   Holly waited until his whole cock was gleaming with spittle, and then slowly sucked his prick tip into her lips and began to bob her head. He groaned and she took more of him on each pass.
 
   In about a minute and a half, she had every inch of him in her lips and down into her throat. She sucked loudly, drooling hot spit down onto his nut sac, slurping as she lapped at him and nursed hungrily on his hard flesh.
 
    “Ooooh, that looks so hot!” Lucy said, eying her closely, jacking Duane’s dick in her fist. “You really get a lot of saliva all over him; I bet that feels great—all slippery and gooey!”
 
   Brad sighed, “You know it, babe! Holly gives a really slurpy, juicy blowjob!”
 
   “Mmmmmmmmm,” Lucy murmured, leaning over Duane’s cock and letting a big mouthful of spittle ooze down onto his stiffness.
 
   She followed it with her lips, sucking hard, as she tongued him, spreading the hot saliva all around on his upraised prick. Duane moaned, “Oh, God, but that feels great. What a pair of terrific cocksuckers you two gals are!”
 
   Holly smiled around Brad’s dick at that remark by her hubby. She fully intended to blow Brad this time and swallow his come for him.
 
   But after another minute or so of her hot suction, he stopped her and pulled her up onto his lap. She looked over at Duane as Brad centered his fat erection in the middle of her juicy quim and pulled her hips down onto it, impaling her pussy once more on his stiff cock.
 
   “Fucked again, it looks like,” she whispered to Duane teasingly.
 
   Lucy got up and slid onto Duane’s cock moments later and began to ride. Duane sighed and winked at his wife, saying, “It does at that, honey!”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Eleven
 
   “I’m not sure this was such a good idea,” Holly told Duane doubtfully, finishing up setting the dining room table. “They’re liable to think you’re a sex fiend and I’m some sort of nymphomaniac!”
 
   He drank a sip of his cocktail and smiled, “Oh, and why would they think that?”
 
   Holly gave him a wry grin and answered, “It could have something to do with the fact that we didn’t leave their place last night until, like three in the morning. Or that Brad fucked me twice last night and then I blew him once before we went home.”
 
   Duane laughed, “Well, Lucy didn’t exactly keep her hands off me, either, you know. I got fucked just as many times as you did, and that blowjob she gave me right before we left like to have sucked my nuts right out through my cock, it was so good!”
 
   Holly laughed and nodded. “That’s what I mean. I don’t know what ever possessed us to ask them over here tonight for dinner, after all of what we did together just last night!”
 
   “Oh, I think it’ll be fine,” Duane insisted. “We’ll probably just talk tonight, like normal people, instead of fucking our brains out. The sex was great, but I’d like to get to know Brad and Lucy a little better as people, you know?”
 
   “That would be nice,” Holly agreed, finishing up with the table. “I’d like to know if the four of us have anything in common besides sexual attraction.”
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Lucy and Brad showed up promptly at four that afternoon. They complemented Holly and Duane on the house, after a short tour, and gratefully accepted some drinks.
 
   “We’ll be barbequing out by the pool about six, if that’s all right?” Duane told their guests. “I’ve got some steaks marinating.”
 
   “Hey, that sounds great,” Brad said, smiling. “We love steak but we don’t eat it too often on our budget; maybe after I get a full time teaching gig next fall, if I ever do.”
 
   “Oh, I’m sure you’ll catch on over at the college,” Duane assured him. “You seem like a bright guy.”
 
   “Half of it is politics,” Brad sighed, sipping his scotch and soda.
 
   Duane laughed, “Ain’t it always. Hell, even in retail, even in the grocery store business, if you get people up the corporate ladder pissed off at you, you’re never gonna’ see another promotion, and that’s for sure!”
 
   Brad nodded knowingly. “I hear you, man. I guess it’s the same everywhere.”
 
   They stood sipping their drinks for a while, chatting amiably, and then Duane took his guest into the kitchen and made them another round. Lucy and Holly already had fresh drinks, and were working on a big salad and getting some potatoes ready for baking.
 
   “Hey, do you like cars?” Duane asked Brad, their refilled glasses in hand.
 
   “What kind of cars?” Brad asked.
 
   “Well, it’s kind of a hobby of mine,” Duane admitted almost shyly. “I drive that new Ford truck to work and back, but out in the garage, I’ve got a project I’ve been working on. It’s a Cobra kit car. I bought it half-completed from a guy who ran out of money.”
 
   “No kidding?” Brad asked, his eyes lighting up. “I’d love to see it. Believe it or not, I was kind of a gear-head, earlier in life, back in high school.”
 
   Duane laughed and clapped him on the back. “My favorite class was auto shop.”
 
   Brad ginned and said, “Mine, too, except that I loved English at the same time.”
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “Damn, this is going to be great, when you get it on the street,” Brad said, staring raptly at the Cobra, which was about half finished.
 
   It was up on blocks in the garage, the body sitting back on the frame but not totally re-attached yet. Brad glanced underneath the chassis and asked, “That looks like a custom-fitted driveline you’re using; and is that a Jaguar rear end?”
 
   Duane beamed and nodded, “You do know your stuff when it comes to cars, don’t you, buddy? Here, take a peek at this. It’s my pride and joy!”
 
   With that, he lifted the hood, revealing a huge Ford big-block engine, complete with Cobra valve covers. Brad’s eyes bugged out.
 
   “Are you kidding me? Is that a 427 side-oiler? Man, those things are rare as hen’s teeth! Where on earth did you find that?”
 
   “You ain’t gonna’ believe it, but I found it online, sitting in a crate, back on the east coast! The fucking thing is brand new, too. I had it gone though, once it got here, at a speed shop down in L.A. You know, I had it bored out, balanced, and blue-printed, and fitted with racing pistons and a full-race cam?”
 
   “How many horses are you pulling?” Brad asked excitedly.
 
   “Right at five-hundred and fifty,” Duane said proudly.
 
   “Holy hell, man, this thing’s going to scream!”
 
   Duane nodded. “That it is, if I ever get it finished. It’s taken me two years just to get it this far.”
 
   Brad looked up from the engine’s gleaming chrome and said, “Well, hey, man, if you ever need any help working on it, you’ve got my number. I’d just love to twist some wrenches on a beauty like this.”
 
   Clapping him on the back, Duane said, “Thanks, I’ll take you up on that this winter, when I start working on it again. I’ve just about got enough saved up for the transmission I’ve got my eye on. It’s totally stock, from an original Cobra, and it’s all been rebuilt just recently.”
 
   “Cool,” Brad said, grinning from ear to ear. 
 
   A second later, he asked, “Hey, Duane, do you ever go to the Monterey Motorsports Reunion down in Monterey, at Laguna Seca, where they race historic sports cars like this one against each other?”
 
   Duane frowned. “Nah, I’ve always wanted to go to that, but Holly can pretty much take this exotic car hobby of mine or leave it alone—although she has said she’ll be glad to tool around town with me in the Cobra, once it’s finished.”
 
   “Hell, dude, you and I will go!” Brad said excitedly. “I’ve been a couple of times before, but Lucy’s just like Holly when it comes to cars, so she won’t go with me. And it’s not as much fun to go to something like that alone.”
 
   “Yeah, but I bet we could talk the girls into doing some shopping in Monterey while we went to the races,” Duane said.
 
   “I’ll just bet we could,” Brad agreed. “We’ve already missed it this year—the races are in August—but next year, were definitely going, okay?”
 
   “You damn well betcha!” Duane said enthusiastically. “Let’s go in the house and get ourselves another drink.”
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “God, that sounds so damned exciting!” Holly whispered.
 
   “Oh, it is, trust me,” Lucy whispered back eagerly. “And I think you two would fit right in. Do you think Duane would go for it?”
 
   Holly stopped cutting up tomatoes for a moment and thought about that. “I don’t know. He didn’t seem to have any problem with what the four of us did last night. Or at least he hasn’t seemed to so far.”
 
   She looked over at Lucy and continued. “And this would be pretty much just like that was, except with more people present, right?”
 
   “Yeah, we usually get somewhere between six to eight couples attending a small house-party swinger affair like the one next weekend.”
 
   “So, if we came, that would be maybe nine couples total?” Holly said, thinking out loud.
 
   “Sure,” Lucy said, putting the greens she’d washed and torn up into the big salad bowl.
 
   “How would it work?” Holly asked. “Would we all…you know…fuck right in front of each other, all nine couples?”
 
   “It depends on the party,” Lucy answered. “Sometimes there’s a catch-as-catch-can orgy room, but usually not at a small party like the one next week. But often, there’s an end of the night sort of group-grope, usually in the rec room or the living room, with all of the lights turned out. You know--a room big enough for eighteen people to lie around and fuck each other in?”
 
   Holly shivered at the thought of that--eighteen nude swingers, all touching each other, sucking, licking, fucking in the darkness! She felt her nipples stiffening, just imagining such a scene.
 
   She turned to Lucy and asked, “How wild does it get? What goes on besides basic fucking and sucking?”
 
   Lucy laughed easily and said, “Oh, you know, sometimes there’s some lezzy action—half of the girls in the club are bisexual; so there’s usually some titty sucking and pussy licking among some of the females; much to the attendant males’ delight, of course.”
 
   Holly shuddered at that image. She’d never touched another girl in a sexual way in her life, and she had no desire to do so!
 
   “And sometimes there’s a DP or two,” Lucy went on to say, taking no visible note of Holly’s reaction to the notion of lesbian sex.
 
   “What…what’s a…DP?” Holly asked nervously.
 
   “Double penetration, honey,” Lucy explained with a tiny smile. “You know what I mean, one guy up your pussy and another one up your butt at the same time. They do it all the time in porn films.”
 
   Holly gasped and dropped her knife in the sink. She’d only done anal a few times in her life, and that had been, literally, years ago!
 
   And she’d never liked it. That’s why she didn’t do it anymore. Duane had mentioned it once, when they were first dating, and she had shut him down so hard on the subject that he’d never had the nerve to bring it up again.
 
   “I…uh…I don’t like anal that much,” Holly finally brought herself to admit to Lucy quietly. “I let a guy do it to me when I was fourteen—I’d barely gotten into regular sex at that point in my life, but I had been fucked a few times by then.”
 
   She felt herself turning red. “It was at house-party at a friend’s house. Her folks were out of town for the weekend, and they thought that she was staying with me. But we didn’t tell my folks and so they thought that I was staying with her, and that her folks would be there.”
 
   With a little shrug, she went on. “There was beer, lots of it, and I hadn’t ever drunk much alcohol before. So I got drunk as I could be, and I fucked this really cute sixteen year old guy. And then one thing led to another, and he greased my drunken butt up with petroleum jelly and fucked me back there once before morning came.”
 
   Lucy asked, “Did you like it?”
 
   “No, it was yucky,” Holly replied. “I didn’t get a thing out of it, except a slightly sore bottom and a bunch of gooey grease up my ass, plus a big load of come.”
 
   She shrugged again. “So I avoided it until college. The steady guy I had right before I started going with Duane loved porn, so we watched a ton of it together, and they were always doing anal in those films.”
 
   Thinking about it a moment, she added, “And double penetration scenes and lesbian scenes, too, now that I think about it.”
 
   Holly added the tomatoes to the salad and reached for an avocado to slice up. She said to Lucy, “So, I finally let this old boyfriend of mine talk me into trying anal again, just to please him. We did it four or five times in the year I went steady with him, and I never got to like it at all. It was pretty much just like the first time, when I’d been fourteen. I can see how a guy might like it, since it’s sort of exotic, and I guess butt holes are pretty tight and slick around a guy’s dick, once you grease one up enough. But I never got a thing out of it, except a mess to clean up, back there!” 
 
   “Well, first rule at a swinger party is that you don’t have to do anything with someone you don’t want to do it with,” Lucy told her. “And you don’t have to participate in any act that you don’t want to participate in, so you wouldn’t have to have anal sex if it turns you off.”
 
   She flashed a very relieved-looking Holly a little smile and added, “But, just between you and me, girlfriend? If I were you, I’d let Brad fuck you up the butt at least once between now and that party, if you and Duane decide to take us up on our invitation to go to it.”
 
   When Holly looked startled by that suggestion, Lucy’s smile widened, and she said, “Anal is super-fun, if you do it right. And trust me, cutie, my man does it beautifully!”
 
   Holly frowned, not know what to make of that. She loved everything Brad and she had done so far, and what she’d seen Duane and Lucy do together.
 
   But she had always hated anal sex, so she didn’t know about that! She’d have to think about it.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “And this party is out by the racket and swim club, over by the big park?” Duane asked.
 
   They were seated at the dining room table, everything in place. Duane had purchased a couple of bottles of the expensive Cabernet Sauvignon Holly had bought the night she’d unveiled her statuesque, perfect new body to him, and the steaks, salad, and potatoes had turned out perfect.
 
   “Yeah, the Dean of Students over at the college and his wife have a really nice house over there,” Brad said, taking a big bite of steak.
 
   He rolled his eyes and grinned at Duane, “Man, this steak is fucking terrific! When I get rich enough, Lucy and I are going to entertain like this, and you and Holly are going to be among our first guests, I promise!”
 
   Duane laughed, “I manage a supermarket and Holly’s a legal secretary, dude. We’re not rich, far from it.”
 
   “You have a great house, with a pool, and you own a fucking Cobra, man.” Brad laughed as well. “You’re Bill Gates compared to me!”
 
   The four of them roared with laughter at that notion. Duane poured them all some more wine, having the time of his life with his new friends.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Twelve
 
   “Oh, Holly, your guy’s dick is so delicious,” Lucy looked over at Holly and purred; running her tongue up and down Duane’s swollen cock meat. “Do you suck it for him all the time?” 
 
   “I try to,” Holly whispered back, stopping to run her tongue all over Brad’s huge hard on, “but sometimes he stuffs it in my pussy before I get a chance…not that I’m complaining!”
 
   Both of them laughed and then went back to sucking cock. They were naked atop Duane and Holly’s king bed, lying next to one another again.
 
   Holly couldn’t believe how natural it now felt to be doing this with the Westgates. Duane was grinning over at her, happy as he could be, and Holly beamed back at him and teased Brad’s dick again with her tongue tip while Duane watched.
 
   The only thing that made her at all uneasy was the big tube of Astroglide personal lubricant that lay on the bedspread near her. Lucy had gotten it out of her purse and placed it there earlier, when the couples had first gotten naked and started making out with one another.
 
   Holly kept thinking about what Lucy had said about anal sex earlier in the evening. Did she really think that Holly was going to take it up the ass tonight from Brad so that she’d be more prepared for next weekend’s big swinger party?
 
   Duane had decided that they were going, and that had been great with Holly. But did that really mean she had to develop a taste for backdoor sex between now and then?
 
    She slipped Brad’s huge dick back in between her lips and started to bob her head on it, now that it was juicy as it could be with her warm spittle. Brad sighed and looked over at Duane, who was getting similar “lip service” from Lucy.
 
   “This is livin’, my man!” Brad laughed happily. “Two incredibly hot honeys suckin’ our cranks, steak dinner, great wine—thanks for a terrific evening, Duane, my friend!”
 
   Duane reached out and the two naked men exchanged a high five, both of them chuckling contentedly. Holly raised her head up out of Brad’s lap and said, “Hey, quit talking about us as if we’re a couple of party favors or you two bozos can suck your own dicks.”
 
   Lucy spat out Duane’s fat cock and said with a little laugh, “Right on, sister! We’re not hired help, you know. Either you two show us a little more respect or you can spend the night fucking each other up the assholes. There’s some lube right there, if you want to go that way!”
 
   “Whoa, I love Brad like a brother, but we ain’t that close!” Duane protested, grinning at Lucy’s jibe.
 
   “That’s for damned sure!” Brad said, also smiling hugely.
 
   He bowed slightly to the two naked women and said, “We apologize for not fully appreciating you, oh, beauteous ones! Please accept our humble apologies and keep on sucking.”
 
   Duane laughed and said, “Yeah, what he said. He’s the college professor; I’m just a humble store clerk!”
 
   The four of them all laughed and Holly and Lucy went back to sucking cock.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “Are you going to be okay with this?” Holly asked Duane almost shyly.
 
   It was after midnight. Duane had fucked Lucy to a blistering climax after the initial round of cocksucking. And Brad had done the same with Holly.
 
   Then they had repaired to the living room for a few more drinks and a couple of nude dances. When Brad and Duane had started to get stiff again, they had gone back into the bedroom and the two ladies had used their oral wiles until both men were fully hard once more.
 
   Brad had two Astroglide-slickened fingers up Holly’s asshole. He had eaten her pussy until she was almost ready to come, and then had fucked her slowly and gently in her cunny while teasing her anus with his fingers.
 
   Now he was behind her, on his knees, while she knelt in front of him on all fours. Duane and Lucy were cuddling nearby, watching intently. Duane was teasing Lucy’s clit and wet pussy slit with his fingertips while she toyed with his very erect cock.
 
   “I know I should let you go first,” Holly whispered over to her husband. “Since I never have…you know…never have let you do me back there.”
 
   “I’m okay with it,” Duane assured her, his eyes bright with excitement at seeing his wife about to take it up the ass. “Brad does this all the time, and I haven’t done it for, like, a dozen years or so. Plus, I only did it a couple of times, way back when I was in high school. Since the whole idea is to get you to liking this, it makes more sense to let the old master teach you than me.”
 
   Lucy squeezed his cock and he grinned and admitted, “Besides, it’s not like I’m totally missing out or something. Lucy has agreed to let me fuck her cute little ass as soon as you two are done!”
 
   Holly nodded woodenly. She was scared.
 
   Brad had primed her perfectly for this moment, but she was still as nervous as she could be. She really did feel bad about Duane having to watch another man screw her butt before he got a chance to do so, but this did make more sense.
 
   “Now just relax, baby,” Brad whispered just then, easing his fingers out of her gaped-open back entrance as he slid his cock out of her pussy.
 
   He reached under her and found her clit, teasing it with his fingertips as he pushed the head of his cock into her ass pucker. Holly shivered.
 
   It felt so strange! Her ass was loose and ready for cock, and his fingers on her clitty felt like magic, but she was still quite apprehensive.
 
   Brad leaned farther forward and touched her left nipple with his lube-greased fingertips. Holly shuddered as a big throb of pre-come excitement rocketed from her nipple down to her clit and then, oddly, into her stretched-open anus as his cock nudged inside it.
 
   “Oh, oh, God, it’s so big!” Holly moaned.
 
   Brad fed three inches of hard dick into her ass and redoubled his effort on her clit and nipples. Holly sighed and pushed her pussy down onto his strumming fingertips, loving the strong pulses of pleasure his hands were creating in her body.
 
   Her ass sheath flowered open and he put the rest of his steely-hard nine inches all the way into her. Holly groaned and dug her fingernails into the bedspread.
 
   God, I’m so full of cock back there! She thought.
 
   And yet, it didn’t hurt. It didn’t feel bad at all, actually, she realized, as he eased a little way back out of her and then fucked his prick into her to the hilt again, his fingers never ceasing their caress of her clit and dangling nipples.
 
   “Ummmmmm,” Holly murmured as he fucked her a bit faster, “that’s not so bad. It doesn’t hurt at all.”
 
   Brad took her sensitive little clit between his thumb and forefinger and rolled it gently, his fingers soaked with her clear, slippery pussy oil. Holly quaked at how nice that felt, and he increased the pace of his strokes into her ass.
 
   “Oh, it’s starting to feel good,” she sighed.
 
   She looked over at Duane and saw that he was smiling at her encouragingly. She grinned back, like a proud five year old that knew she was getting the hang of something her daddy wanted her to master.
 
   He loves watching this, she thought, because he knows if I get to liking this, he’s going to get to fuck me in the ass all the time, soon!
 
   Brad increased the pressure on her clit and squeezed her right nipple lightly as he picked up the tempo of his anal penetration. Holly let out a big breath.
 
   This feels really nice! She was shocked to discover. My ass is starting to pulse… its pulsing right along with my clit and my nipples. He’s really heating my butt canal up with his hot fucking!
 
   She moaned and pushed back against him, her eyes now closed in rising ecstasy. She murmured, “Oh, God, it’s getting to feel so sweet! Fuck me, Brad. Fuck my hot asshole!”
 
   She heard a gasp and opened her eyes. She saw that Duane now had Lucy on her back. He was gobbling her pussy, with two fingers gliding in and out of the girl’s bunghole while he ate her. While he licked her clit, his eyes were on his wife’s hot buggering!
 
   Oh, he’s going to do her next! Holly thought excitedly, my Duane is going to fuck Lucy right up the butt, the way her hubby is doing me!
 
   “Ungh! Oh, oh, damn, but it feels good now,” Holly gasped. “Oh, fuck me harder, Brad--fuck me up the butt and make me come!”
 
   Lucy squealed with excitement and Holly looked over to see her clawing at the back of Duane’s head. He was going nuts, licking her pussy and reaming out her tight asshole with his greasy fingers as he did so.
 
   Her husband’s eyes were riveted on Holly as she got it up the ass fast and furious from Brad’s long, thick cock. He seemed to be almost as excited as she was!
 
   “Do her,” Duane suddenly shouted, bringing his mouth up off Lucy’s gushing cunny momentarily. “Fuck my little Holly’s ass, man--really give it to her!”
 
   Brad groaned and banged Holly with everything he had. She screamed at the increased friction, her clit dancing and jerking under his fingertips.
 
   “Oh, fuck, I’m coming!” she whimpered, shivering like a fever victim as a torrent of hot jizz spurted into her bowels. “Oh, God, he’s coming like crazy up my butt and it feels so good!”
 
   Duane moaned and got to his knees, his eyes never leaving Holly. He got Lucy up onto her hands and knees in front of him, pulled his fingers out of her bottom, and squirted another big gob of Astroglide up her gaping bunghole.
 
   ‘Ohhhhhhhh, oh, Jesus, it’s big!” Lucy groaned as Duane took her from in back, filling her asshole with cock in one long, hard plunge.
 
   Holly came even harder, watching Duane do to Lucy just what Brad was doing to her. She gasped and hung onto the bedspread, still trembling with the power of her release.
 
   Jesus, who knew ass-fucking, could feel this nice? She asked herself. God, but I’m glad Lucy made me give this a try with Brad--what a stud this guy is!
 
   She rolled onto her side when he finally pulled his spent cock out of her butt. He cuddled her in close and watched as Duane banged the ever-living bejeezus out of Brad’s wife.
 
   “This is hot!” Holly whispered. “I think I’m an anal convert! Just look at her butt shake as Duane pounds it!”
 
   “Yeah, Lucy loves anal,” Brad murmured, watching with rapt fascination as his new best buddy Duane fucked his wife’s asshole like a mad man.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “Like this?” Duane asked.
 
   It was three in the morning. After the torrid dual butt-fucks, the four of them had taken a shower together and then one thing had led to another and Duane had fucked Lucy again and Holly had fucked Brad; conventional, vaginal fucking this time.
 
   Then they had fallen asleep for the night, all wrapped up under the covers together. But a few minutes ago, Holly had felt Duane’s touch on her breasts and had awakened to find him with his huge boner in his fist, kissing her bare nipples.
 
   “I want to fuck you in the ass,” he’d whispered almost shyly, as if she might find his desire to experience his wife’s lush body in that way to be needy or slightly jealous behavior on his part.
 
   But Holly hadn’t felt that way at all. She loved Duane with all her heart, and she was eager to have him take her in a way he’d never had her before!
 
   “God, yes, do it exactly like that,” Holly whispered urgently.
 
   They were down near the foot of the bed, as far away from the dozing Brad and Lucy as they could get, not wanting to wake their friends with their need for one another. Duane was caressing Holly’s wet slit, having already greased up her anal opening. He was tweaking her erect nipples with his free hand, his knob-like dick head up against her anus.
 
   “Oh, yeah, I’m ready, baby,” she sighed, “I’m so ready for your big cock up my bottom!”
 
   Duane increased the pressure and she opened for him, his cock claiming her ass for the first time ever. Holly trembled and pushed back, wanting even more of him, wanting to give herself totally to her man!
 
   “Jesus, babe, are you ever tight back here,” Duane whispered excitedly as he bottomed out in her ass.
 
   “Oh, I love being tight for you, babe,” she murmured. “Fuck me. Fuck my ass and come in me, darling!”
 
   Duane pulled nearly free of her clingy tunnel and then drove himself all the way back in. He did it again and then again, whispering, “This is sensational, honey. I’ve never fucked anything as tight as your little butt--even Lucy’s ass isn’t this nice!”
 
   Holly smile in the dark and fucked him back, smugly pleased with that assessment. She loved the way Duane felt back there, giving it to her so sweetly.
 
   My poor baby’s never going to get any pussy from now on, Holly thought to herself, because I’m going to want him to fuck me just like this—up the ass—at least once or twice a week, especially during my period. And I need to suck him off at least once a week or more, too.
 
   She thought to herself that, with all of that going on, there’d be very little time for normal, conventional sex between them. But then she grinned in the darkness, proud of how quickly she had solved that problem.
 
   I’ll just have to fuck him more often!
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Thirteen
 
   “So, we’re definitely going to the party on Saturday, right?” Holly asked. 
 
   “Sure, I think should be a blast, from what Brad and Lucy said about it,” Duane responded, running his tongue around the vanilla ice cream cone he was eating as he drove the truck with one hand.
 
   “Let’s go back home that way, then; through the park, and look the house over, okay?” Holly said, her eyes bright with excitement at the thought of attending their very first large swinger party next weekend.
 
   “Okay,” Duane said, taking a right at the next intersection and entering the huge park, “I’m pretty sure I can find it. Brad told me right where it is.”
 
   It was late Sunday afternoon, following last night’s impromptu swinger party with Brad and Lucy. Duane and Holly had slept in late, along with their overnight guests, and then they had all enjoyed a leisurely breakfast together, followed by a return to the bedroom for some showers and another, good-bye round of sex before the Westgates went home.
 
   After reading the Sunday paper, Duane had suddenly developed a craving for ice cream, so the two of them hopped in his truck and run over to a local ice cream shop that served the best cones in town. Holly was now licking all around her chocolate cone, flicking at it from time to time with her tongue, teasing Duane, since she often used the same sort of tongue tickling on his cock head when she sucked him off.
 
   “Quit that, you little tease or I’ll pull over and fuck you right here!” he growled at her in mock anger.
 
   “Talk is cheap, baby,” she whispered back impishly, running her tongue over the domed surface of her ice cream as he watched; her blue eyes aglow with mischief.
 
   “Just wait till I get you home, you little sex kitten!” Duane threatened; his face lighting up with a big smile.
 
   “Oh, and just what will you do then?” she murmured, tapping the top of the rounded ice cream mound with the bottom of that tantalizing little tongue of hers again, just like she did his cock head, once she had him good and hard.
 
   “I’ll pull those clothes off of you when we get back to the house and give you something big and hard and hot to lick instead of that cone!” he warned her theatrically, not really angered by her teasing, clearly enjoying it. 
 
   Holly could see that he was reveling in this new sense of sexual adventure their lives now suddenly held. She felt it, too, and it was utterly exhilarating!
 
   “I don’t know if I can wait that long,” Holly teased him back boldly, reaching for the zipper on his jeans with her free hand.
 
   “What…what the hell are you up to, babe?” he gasped as Holly undid the rodeo buckle of his hand-tooled Western belt, after unzipping his jeans, and then popped open the last button holding his pants closed.
 
   Duane was wearing boxers that afternoon, and Holly quickly reached into the large opening in front, found his semi-hard cock, and pulled it out. At the same time, she tongued a big glob of chocolate ice cream into her mouth, swallowed it, and then handed what was left of her small cone to Duane, who could just manage to grasp both it and his own cone in one big hand, his other hand on the truck’s steering wheel.
 
   “I’d advise you to pull off…so that we can admire this nice view of the creek for a little while,” she murmured in a low, sexy growl, dipping her head downward.
 
   “Oh, oh, holy fuck, Holly, you’re mouth’s so cold!” Duane moaned as her lips engulfed his cock head.
 
   Holly giggled and sucked the rest of his soft but rapidly hardening dick into her cold mouth, her tongue swirling around and around. Duane gasped and she felt the truck lurch to the left as Duane pulled into the next vacant picnic turn out, where she knew there would be a chained-to-the-ground redwood picnic table with two built-in benches, a pit for making campfires with a circle of big stones around it, and a view of the nearby creek that ran though the park.
 
   “Oh, oh, Jesus, but that feels nice,” Duane groaned as Holly sucked him and laved his swelling cock meat with her naughty tongue, her head going up and down over his lap; her mouth and tongue slowly returning to their usual warm, normal temperature as she worked on his prick and the effects of the ice cream wore off.
 
   She heard a cone crunch and knew that her sweetie was attempting to gobble up what was left of both ice creams, before they melted and began to drip all over the place. It didn’t bother her a bit to lose the rest of her afternoon treat—because she had another treat in her mouth now, leaking out sweet, hot pre-come for her to swallow and she had to admit that she liked this particular treat even better !
 
   “Mmmmmmmmm,” she murmured appreciatively, her head going faster, her lips soft and supple and slick on his hot cylinder of flesh, her tongue all over it.
 
   “God, but you can suck a cock, honey,” Duane sighed, and then ate another big, crunchy mouthful of ice cream and cone, watching her work. “Brad says you suck dick as good as any woman he’s ever run into.”
 
   A huge thrill shot through Holly. She just loved hearing that an experienced swinger like cute, sexy Brad, thought she was a really good cocksucker.
 
   She slipped her right hand under her sundress, moved the thong panties she was wearing off to one side, and began to finger-fuck her now very wet pussy with her long middle finger as she sucked cock. Duane gasped again when he saw what she was doing with her pussy.
 
   “Fuck, but you’re one hot woman, babe!” he moaned, his dick jerking in her mouth as she sucked at it.
 
   Holly heard him crunch up some ice cream cone once more, and that was obviously the last of it, because she suddenly felt both of his big hands on the back of her head. He toyed with her long, golden tresses briefly, and then unzipped her sundress all the way down to her waist.
 
   When he had enough slack, he dipped both hands into the bodice of her loose dress and took a braless tit in each palm and began to gently squeeze while she continued to blow him. After a minute or two of doing that, he got a long, extended nipple in each hand and started to roll them between his fingertips. Holly’s clit jerked hard under her delving finger in time with her breasts contracting as they reacted to Duane’s teasing.
 
   “Ummmmmmmmm!” she murmured, her tongue going wild around her man’s fat cock.
 
   “Oh, oh, babe,” he sighed, his prick jerking between her lips again, “Getting  a blowjob right out here in the open like this--I’m not going to last long!”
 
   That didn’t bother Holly a bit! Her titties spasmed again, her clit going crazy under her frantic frigging, and she redoubled her oral efforts around Duane’s ready-to-blast cock.
 
   “Oh, oh, fuck, here it is, honey!” Duane moaned, a huge streamer of come blowing out of the tip of his dick and basting the inside of Holly’s flying mouth with a thick coating of warm spunk.
 
   “Mmmmmmmmm!” she gurgled happily, swallowing, her tongue teasing out a second whopper of a wad of warm semen.
 
   She swallowed that, too, her pussy going off furiously around her masturbating finger. Holly whined and ground her clit against the sliding digit, her big tits jerking beneath Duane’s teasing fingertips as he filled her mouth yet again with his steamy cock cream.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “That was fucking wild,” Duane whispered admiringly as he backed out of the picnic spot a few minutes later. “I’ve never done anything like that in my whole life before, especially not in broad daylight on a late Sunday afternoon. You are turning into one crazy-hot woman, my love!”
 
   Holly laughed and whispered, “I never knew it until just now, but come makes a nice chaser for chocolate ice cream. I’m going to have to tell Lucy, so that she can try it.”
 
   He laughed along with her, shaking his head, “When did you get to be so damned sexy and fun to hang out with?”
 
   She leaned over onto his shoulder and ran her tongue along the bottom of his ear lobe, whispering, “I don’t know, but it sure feels nice to be wild and sexually adventurous like this, doesn’t it?”
 
   He glanced over at her and grinned. “It damn sure does. I feel like I’m suddenly married to a porn star, and an especially gorgeous one at that! I don’t know about you, babe, but I’m just loving our sex life these days.”
 
   Holly nodded happily and kissed him on the cheek. “Being sensual and wild and naughty for you is such a huge turn on for me, Duane.”
 
   They drove along for a minute or so, nearing the outlet street from the park that was right across the street from next Saturday night’s party site. She turned to him and asked, “Does it make you jealous at all, when you see me fuck Brad, or I suck him off?”
 
   Duane thought about that and finally said, “Maybe it did a little, at first. But now, I don’t know…I really love seeing you do stuff with him. It turns me on something fierce, to tell you the truth, watching you in action with another guy.”
 
   She nodded. “I know just what you mean. Seeing you with Lucy is a huge erotic jolt for me. I think its fun as hell, watching you with her. Isn’t that weird?”
 
   “Yeah, I guess it would be to most people,” he said after considering her statement for a moment. “I mean, I never would have believed I’d be okay with our…uh…arrangement with Brad and Lucy three weeks ago, if you’d asked me about it.”
 
   “I so know what you mean!” Holly agreed enthusiastically.
 
   They rode along in companionable silence for a minute and then Holly asked her husband, “So, do you think you’ll be just as okay with watching new guys…guys who are perfect strangers to us…fuck me at this party?”
 
   Duane didn’t answer right away. He was clearly thinking about that in the slow, deliberate way he thought about things before making a decision. At last, he grinned and nodded his head that he would.
 
   “Yeah, actually, I can’t wait to see it, if you want to know the truth, honey,” he admitted, looking over at her as they stopped at a stop sign. “You’re such a fucking beauty, and you’re so incredibly sexy now. I can’t wait to see you put on a show with those other dudes at that party!”
 
   Holly giggled delightedly and whispered back eagerly, “I’m so glad; because I can’t wait to do that, either, and to have you watch me do it!”
 
   Both laughing happily, they turned right and Duane pointed at a very large, half a block long one-story home on the next corner. “That’s the place. I’m sure of it, from what Brad said.”
 
   “That’s quite a layout,” Holly murmured, staring at the huge house. “College deans must do okay, financially. Jeff and Donna Lyons don’t have that nice of a house, and he’s a partner in our law firm.”
 
   “You’re right,” Duane nodded agreement. “Jeff’s hosted the annual Christmas party twice since you’ve worked there; and their place out by the golf course is real nice, but it isn’t as big, or as elaborate a house as that one is.”
 
   Holly stared at the authentic-looking, contemporary recreation of an Italian villa. It sat just across a wide common lawn area of about ten acres from the Alta Sierra Racket and Swim Club, most exclusive private tennis and swimming pool facility in town.
 
   Her boss at the law firm, Jeff’s, place was just off the eighteenth hole at a local private golf club. It was exclusive as well, but all of the really old-money, extremely wealthy people in this tree-lined college town all belonged to Alta Sierra. 
 
   Holly knew, from hearing Jeff talk about it with one of the other partners at work one day, that Alta Sierra had a hundred-thousand dollar initiation fee, a two-year waiting list, and yearly dues that were just as astronomical. Jeff had sounded envious of people who could afford to be members there.
 
   “I’ve gotta confer with Brad tomorrow about a costume for this wing-ding, Duane said, staring at the house as they slowly drove past it. “It looks like we’re really gonna’ have to spend some money, in order to fit in at this little get-together.”
 
   “Yeah, Lucy said it was a theme party. You can dress up as any literary or actual historical figure you want to and she also said that, for the women at least, the costumes could be brief to the point of being practically non-existent, or so sheer that you could read a paper through them.”
 
   “That’s why I need to talk to Brad,” Duane said, grinning. “I’m just a hick grocery store clerk who’s been jumped up to manager. What the hell do I know about literature or history? Brad’s the future college professor, so I’m willing to let him be my guide, costume-wise.”
 
   “Good thought,” Holly agreed, turning her head to stare back at the huge home as it receded in the distance. “I should maybe talk to him, too, or to Lucy, to get some good ideas for my costume.”
 
   Duane laughed. “Hell, babe, I got you covered on that.”
 
   She turned back and looked at him quizzically. He said, “I’ll just pick out the reddest, nicest-looking apple in the produce section Saturday morning at the store and bring it home. You can go stark naked and carry that apple around at the party and tell everyone that you’re Eve, the mother of us all.”
 
   Holly laughed gaily. “You know, that’s not a bad idea, if I had the guts to do it.”
 
   He shook his head. “You’re going to be naked in front of all of them before this party’s over anyway, honey. What’s the difference?”
 
   Though she kept on laughing, Holly asked herself: what was the difference? Could she be that bold? Could she just show up naked, take her long coat off and stroll around the party with only a drink in one hand and a big, red apple in the other?
 
   She’d have to think about that. She was definitely going to call Lucy or Brad, or both of them tomorrow night and see what they thought!
 
   Holly smiled. Her pussy was wet again already at the thought of the up-coming party. Now that she was sure that her sweet Duane was okay with the whole idea of swinging, she could hardly wait!
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Fourteen
 
   “Okay, I’m so excited I can barely sit still in this seat!” Holly whispered; her eyes as bright at a pair of blue marbles with LED lights behind them.
 
   “I don’t doubt it,” Duane said, feigning calm, but Holly could hear the slight nervousness in his voice as he guided the pickup through the light early-evening traffic, toward the racket and swim club.
 
   “I mean, considering the costume you’ve got on underneath your coat,” Duane said teasingly, “who wouldn’t be feeling a bit excited?”
 
   Holly giggled nervously. Her costume was pretty radical at that. Being this naked in public terrified her and made her hot as hell—both at the same time!
 
   She glanced over at Duane and said, “You’re not exactly wearing a ton of clothes tonight, either, cowboy.”
 
   He flashed a nervous grin her way and said, “Well, if you’d have let me wear at least a jock strap under this loincloth, I would have felt a little better about this costume, babe.”
 
   Holly laughed and shook her head, “Oh, no, honey, if I can work up the courage to go to a party full of strangers in this outfit, then you don’t get the comfort of a wearing something as large as a jock strap!”
 
   He swung onto the street where the dean’s impressive Italian villa was and saw that there were already a number of cars lining the curb. Duane parked as close as he could get to the big house, taking a vacant spot directly across the street from the front doors, and got out of the truck.
 
   He quickly checked out the long, black raincoat he was wearing, making sure that it was all properly buttoned up, and then came around to Holly’s side of the truck cab and opened the door for her. She adjusted her own long, cloth overcoat as she got out, laughing under her breath.
 
   “We look goofy, standing out here on the street in long coats with our bare legs and sandals hanging out underneath them, in late September,” she whispered to Duane. “Let’s cross the street and get into the house before a car goes by and someone sees us dressed like this!”
 
   Duane nodded and took her hand. They trotted hastily across the deserted street and up to the big double doors of the villa, where he rang the bell.
 
   It was answered moments later by a tall, thin, gray-bearded man dressed in a Roman toga, with a laurel wreath ringing his short-cropped gray, Caesar-cut hairdo. He beamed welcomingly at them and gestured them inside, “You must be the Gilberts, Duane and Holly? I’m Stan Holden, your host for this evening’s fun. Come in, please come in.”
 
   The large house’s impressive foyer was a large, circular room complete with Roman-style black and white marble tile squares and a huge chandelier made of aged-brass. It had been manufactured to resemble a real-life ancient lighting fixture, complete with bulbs that looked like actual lit candles. Dean of Students Stanley Holden closed the door behind them and offered, “May I take your coats?”
 
   Holly and Duane both blanched briefly at that kind offer, and then shrugged and undid the buttons to their respective long coats. Duane opened his first and handed it to Dr. Holden, PhD in Education, UC Berkeley, class of 1993.
 
   “Ah, Hercules, greetings,” the aging academic said with a big smile as he beheld Duane’s costume, a faux leopard skin, which went over one bare shoulder, like a toga, and then dropped back to the main part of the very brief outfit, which was a leopard skin loincloth that hung just low enough to cover his bare cock and balls from public view. His only other item of apparel was a pair of leather sandals.
 
   “And who do we have here, escorted by our stalwart Greek demigod this evening?” the good doctor asked expectantly, turning to Holly, Duane’s coat draped over one arm.
 
   “I’m Eve, tonight, Dr. Holden,” Holly murmured nervously, pulling a bright red apple from her coat pocket as she unbuttoned the last three buttons and handed him the tan coat.
 
   The doctor’s eyes went wide, along with his smile as he saw that--other than her sandals and a tiny gold chain around her neck, from which hung a small piece of jewelry—an inexpensive gold ID-style necklace that consisted of three script letters which spelled out “Eve”—Holly was completely nude. He took her coat and she gripped the apple tightly as he said, “My goodness, Eve, you certainly look the part, as described in the Bible; naked and unashamed!”
 
   Quickly opening a nearby closet door and hanging up the coats, he turned back to Holly and whispered, “You are incredibly beautiful, Mrs. Gilbert. Lucy raved about you, and now I see why. I’m so glad that you and your handsome husband could attend our revels this evening.”
 
   He guided them into the large living room, which featured limestone flooring accented by beautiful woven gray area rugs under all of the chairs and Roman-style couches with small end tables beside them. A huge rock fireplace with a nice fire crackling inside it, and more of the large, authentic-looking chandeliers equidistantly spaced down the long room, “candles” blazing away added to the big room’s Roman authenticity and ambience
 
   . There were at least ten other guests in the room; Holly spotted a Marie Antoinette in a gorgeous period gown of burgundy fabric, with no bodice, just a pair of very nice exposed breasts, and a tall, every athletic-looking black man in a turban and satin harem pants, worn with no shirt, the better to show off his large muscles and ripped-looking abs. He was talking to a bare-chested Brad Westgate, who wore a Chippendale’s dancer’s outfit, complete with cute formal bowtie and a pair of shiny, royal-blue satin short shorts that left little to the imagination.
 
   Brad looked over just then and spotted Holly and Duane and his face lit up. He placed a hand theatrically over his chest and feigned heart seizure at Holly’s bold “costume”.
 
   Duane, Holly, and their host walked over to the two men, and Stan Holden said, “You know Brad, of course. Holly and Duane; this is our friend, Coach Deion Richards. Deion, these two incredibly attractive people are Duane and Holly Gilbert, Brad and Lucy’s new friends.”
 
   “Coach Richards,” Duane gushed, shaking the tall, muscular black Adonis’s hand eagerly, “I saw nearly every home game last year. It’s an honor to meet you, sir. How are we shaping up this year?”
 
   “Good, Duane, and please call me Deion,” the college’s men’s varsity basketball coach said, shaking Duane’s hand, “I think we’re going to win the division this year, with a little luck.”
 
   Though the handsome muscleman was talking to Duane, his eyes never left Holly’s spectacularly nude body. Handshake through, he turned to her and said, “May I say, Mrs. Gilbert, Holly, if I may, that your husband is one lucky man?”
 
   Holly blushed, loving how the really cute black man was ogling her so openly. She’d never fucked a black guy before, but she told herself that she definitely would tonight, if this handsome hunk asked her! 
 
   “You’re very kind, Coach,” she murmured. “I feel as if I already know you, Duane talks about you so much during the season. He’s a huge sports fan.”
 
   “Well, hey, look who’s here!” Lucy’s excited voice rang out at that moment. 
 
   Holly turned away from the little cadre of men and saw Lucy Westgate, dressed in a filmy, nearly transparent belly-dancer’s outfit rushing up to her. She was accompanied by a short, very attractive older woman of about forty who was dressed in a sheer white slip, her large, brownish-red nipples and waxed-bare pussy slit clearly visible under it.
 
   “This is Mavis Holden, Stan’s wife, our hostess,” Lucy said, embracing Holly briefly.
 
   She stepped back and shook her head, “I can’t believe you wore that costume-- God, but you’re brave! Congratulations, by the way, you look incredible tonight. Every guy here will want to fuck you.”
 
   Holly started to turn bright red at that offhand comment by her young friend, but Mavis Holden stepped in, nodding her agreement, a big, welcoming smile on her face, and said, “Lucy is right, of course. She tells me that you’re a legal secretary. My lord, girl, why aren’t you in the movies? You’re gorgeous!”
 
   Holly giggled, embarrassed but liking Mavis Holden a lot right off the bat. She shrugged and said, “I guess I was born three hundred miles too far north. Maybe I should have moved down to Hollywood when I was twenty and given it a try.”
 
   She reached over and took Duane’s elbow and dragged him over to the little knot of women, wanting to introduce him to their hostess for the evening. He grinned as he saw the near-naked Lucy and the provocatively dressed Mavis.
 
   “This lout is my husband, Duane, but he’s masquerading as Hercules tonight,” she told them proudly.
 
   “Oh, my, aren’t you handsome?” Mavis said in a flirty, admiring tone as she stared up at Duane. “You two are quite the couple. I hope you become permanent members of our little group; you’d be two of the prettiest people in our small swingers club if you do, my darlings.”
 
   “Indeed, I agree. They simply must join our little coven,” a man’s voice said just then.
 
   Holly turned and saw a tall, gawky-looking man with gray hair who was about Stan Holden’s age—late forties or early fifties—who had just come up to join them. He was dressed as some sort of Spanish dancer, wearing a shirt which had no buttons, just a deep “Vee” neckline created by tucking both ends of the satiny fabric into the skin-tight black pants he had on. On his head was a ridiculous-looking, ornate Spanish, wide-brimmed black sombrero with gold-threaded designs running all across the brim and crown. A very attractive woman who was a good decade younger than he was hung on his arm; she was tall and red-haired, with gorgeous white skin, smoky-gray eyes, and a very nice figure on display beneath the diaphanous gown she wore. It looked as if it could have been styled from some female figures featured on an ancient Greek vase.
 
   “This is Bob Cleaver and his wife, Janet,” Mavis said, nodding toward the two new arrivals, “and, we are not witches, Bob, so this isn’t a “coven”. You’d think a professor of English would be more careful in his word choices.”
 
   “Oh, then what should I call it?” Bob Cleaver shot back with a devilish grin. “A debauched gaggle of over-sexed libertines, perhaps—accurate, I suppose, but so wordy, Mavis, my little dove of seduction!”
 
   Mavis gave him a condescending smile and rolled her eyes. “Bob fancies himself clever, Clever Cleaver, but of course he’s not. He’s merely tedious most of the time. We wouldn’t invite him if he weren’t married to Janet, who is gorgeous and so much fun in bed.”
 
   She pointed toward a bar that had been set up over in the far corner of the large room. It consisted of a small table with a linen cloth over it, laden with bottles of booze, a big ice bucket, glassware, and rows of two liter bottles of mixers.
 
   “Why don’t you go get a drink, Bob?” she asked him pointedly.
 
   “And my huge cock,” Bob whispered to Holly with a grin as he started toward the refreshment table. “Mavis forgot to mention that; it’s the other reason I always get invited to these parties, new girl. What’s your name by the way, when you’re not busy being Eve?
 
   “I’m Holly,” she told him with a dubious smile, not knowing quite what to make of the brash, exuberant Bob.
 
   “Well, save me a turn, Holly,” he said as his lovely wife towed him off toward the cocktails. “I definitely want to fuck you tonight, darling!”
 
   Holly smiled uncertainly and turned back to Lucy and Mavis. Lucy did a little half eye-roll and said, “Bob’s a goof, but he does have a huge dick. And he’s terrific with it, if you can believe that. I always make it a point to fuck him at least once at these things.”
 
   “His wife seems nice,” Holly said, watching the odd couple cross the floor toward the drink table, as Bob stopped along the way to talk to several of the other guests briefly.
 
   “Janet is red-hot,” Lucy said with a sly little grin, “but you’ll see for yourself before morning, I can promise you that.”
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   After meeting long, lean, very black and very pretty Jasmine Richards, the basketball coach’s wife, and several other couples, Duane and Holly went to the bar and got drinks for themselves. He made her an extra-strong vodka Collins and she inhaled it, her heart beating fast as she eyed all of the near naked party goers standing around the room, chatting and drinking cocktails.
 
   “Some of these people are a lot older than Brad and Lucy,” she whispered to Duane, who was drinking a Knob Creek bourbon on the rocks.
 
   “Yeah, it’s funny, some of the guys aren’t that attractive, like that weirdo, Bob, but the wives all seem to be real lookers, even the older ones, like Mavis,” Duane whispered back, glancing around.
 
   “I know what you mean,” Holly agreed. “Our host, Dr. H. is not a bad looking guy for his age, but he has to be fifty or so. And one or two of the other men here are not a lot younger than him. Our buddy, Bob, for instance, is in his mid-forties, easily.”
 
    They drank in silence for a moment, and then Duane refreshed their drinks. She smiled up at him and said, “Is it going to bother you, watching me fuck a couple of old fossils tonight?”
 
   He grinned and shrugged, “Better you than me…remember, the wives seem pretty, even if the guys aren’t so much.”
 
   “You bugger!” she teased him. “Will you fuck Mavis? She’s got to be forty-five or so--fifteen years older than us--but she’d not bad looking, is she?”
 
   Duane just grinned smugly. She punched him lightly on the arm and whispered, “Well, you’d better fuck her, if you’re asked. She’s the hostess and Brad told me that it’s considered bad manners to turn down the host or hostess if they want to ball you.”
 
   Laughing, Duane asked her, does that mean you’re actually going to fuck old Doc Holden tonight, babe.”
 
   “Like a bunny, if he asks me to,” she smiled up at him teasingly, and then added, “God help me!”
 
   The two of them chuckled over that and then Duane said, “I want to see that--my cute little Holly getting cozy with Methuselah over there!”
 
   “You dick!” she whispered back in mock anger. “I hope some toothless old granny who is twenty years older than Mavis shows up and wants to give you a blowjob! Let’s see you get your cock hard then.”
 
   Duane laughed and opened his right palm. He had a little blue pill in it that he proudly showed her.
 
   “Viagra, so I can get good and hard for Granny, if she shows up,” he said, still grinning. “Brad gave it to me and said I’d have a much better time tonight if I took it.”
 
   Holly’s mouth dropped open. She shook her head, “Dick-enhancement meds…at your age?”
 
   “That’s what he said--that I’d have a lot better time if I took it,” Duane shrugged again and then popped the pill down, chasing it with some bourbon. “He’s the experienced swinger, so we’ll see.”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Fifteen
 
   Remembering her first soft swing with the Westgates and how drunk she’d been when it had happened—as well as how nicely that evening had turned out—Holly and Duane quickly had a couple more drinks, made a fresh one for each of them, and then went to mingle with the rest of the attendees. Holly went down one side of the long room, and Duane took the other, introducing themselves to the partiers they hadn’t met yet as they went.
 
   She was shocked to discover how little it bothered her, being stark naked in front of twenty or so total strangers, after the rounds of drinks and after just being nude at the party for a while. It helped that several of the other women’s charms were just as visibly displayed as hers were, their costumes being either very revealing or so sheer you could see right through them as they “covered” the other women’s bodies.
 
   Glancing across the room at Duane, she almost giggled. It looked as if that Viagra had been a bad idea after all!
 
   Her man was starting to show wood beneath his short loincloth. As he valiantly attempted to chat with the gaggle of near-nude women, his cock kept lengthening.
 
   I tried to warn him about that stuff!  Holly thought as the front of the loincloth began to lift away from Duane’s body more noticeably. She crossed the room toward him, not knowing exactly what she could do to ease his obvious embarrassment but willing to try.
 
   Much to her surprise, the burgeoning hard on her husband was fighting to control not only turned out to be no problem; it provided the catalyst needed to get the party really rolling.
 
   “Oh, my,” Mavis said as Holly walked up to the small group of party attendees, “It appears that Hercules is really…unchained tonight…or at least that magnificent...club of his is!”
 
   “It sure seems to be,” Janet Cleaver said, reaching down and lifting Duane’s loincloth up a little with her well-manicured fingernails, revealing his half hard--and getting harder by the second--cock. “What a nice one.”
 
   “Eminently suckable,” Mavis opined, staring down at Duane’s meaty eight-incher, “don’t you concur, Janet?”
 
   “I do, indeed,” Janet murmured. “Let’s see if we’re right.”
 
   In seconds, the two women had Duane backed up to a nearby white couch which was in the middle of an accent rug made of soft woven gray wool. They sat him down on it; put their drinks down on the table next to the slow-slung, ancient Roman style couch and knelt in front of him, his loincloth now flipped up onto his belly, his cock bared and sticking straight up into the air.
 
   The small crowd of on-lookers grew quickly. Holly counted nine people, including her, standing in a semi-circle in front of the couch and on both sides of it, watching as Mavis and Janet doffed their sheer outfits. When the pair was both completely naked, Janet went first, dipping her head downward, taking Duane’s big cock head between her lips and beginning to suck. Mavis reached in under her friend’s lips and teased Duane’s nut sac with her long, red fingernails as Janet began to bob her head.
 
   “Mmmmmmmmm,” Janet murmured, to show the crowd that she found Duane’s dick to be, indeed, “suckable”!
 
   On her fourth pass, the tall, sexy redhead ate every last inch of Duane’s cock. The crowd “oooohed” and Duane reached out and took Janet’s nice-sized, round tits in his big palms and began to squeeze them lightly as she sucked him.
 
   “Don’t be piggish,” Mavis whispered to Janet after another few moments, reaching up from his balls and taking the base of Duane’s hard dick between her thumb and forefinger.
 
   On Janet’s next upward pass, Mavis wrested the cock out of the other woman’s mouth, leaned forward, and swallowed all of it herself as her head moved downward. Duane sighed with pleasure and released Janet’s right tit, moving his hand over to engulf Mavis’s left one instead. He leaned back contentedly and watched Mavis gobble his dick as he played with the two large sets of breasts at once.
 
   “Your man seems to be taking to the swinger lifestyle like a duck to water,” Stan Holden whispered in Holly’s ear.
 
   She turned and saw that the Dean of Students had lost his toga. He was now completely naked, standing right next to her, eying her exposed charms eagerly as his wife ate Duane’s prick.
 
   Well, I guess fair is fair, Holly thought as the much older man reached down and took her by the hand she was holding her symbolic apple in. He is the host, and my husband is definitely having sex with his wife at the moment…
 
   The Dean led her over to another couch that was a few yards away from the one Duane and the two women were using. Holly put her apple and her empty cocktail glass down on the little table next to the couch. 
 
   He sat down and drew her down next to him. She noted that his cock, while surrounded by pubic fur that was shot through with gray, was nonetheless standing upright. It was thick and not terribly long—maybe seven inches—but it was hard as a brick.
 
   More Viagra, I bet, Holly thought as she leaned over his lap and ran her tongue all around the knob-like head.
 
   “God, but you’re a beauty,” Stan sighed as Holly eased his very wet cock head into her lush lips and began to suck.
 
   Holly had never in her life thought that she’d get off on sucking a guy’s cock when he was old enough to be her dad, but she had to admit, she was suddenly pretty wet, and her nipples, as Stan began to pay attention to them with his fingertips, were already erect and pulsing with excitement. The fact that at least ten people had gathered around the small couch to watch the two of them didn’t hurt, either.
 
   Glancing up as she bobbed her head over Stan’s lap, Holly noted that the whole crowd was naked now, and that all of the men had at least respectable cocks, like Stan, or larger than average cocks, like Brad and Bob, who were among those watching. She was, of course, well acquainted with her friend, Brad’s big dick, but Bob’s was a surprise. 
 
   Even though Lucy had warned her that Bob was well hung, the size of his organ was still a bit of a shocker. It was at least ten inches long and as big around as a standard sized soup can. The head was as big as a small apple or a very large plum!
 
   “Oh, baby, can you ever suck a cock?” Stan gasped just then.
 
   “Is she as good as she looks, Stan?” Bob called out.
 
   “She’s even better,” Stand assured him, “that little tongue of hers never stops and she sucks it just right; just enough suction to really get your balls tightening up, Bob.”
 
   “Sounds good to me,” Bob said, “how about a demo? How about letting naked Eve there suck my big dick while you fuck her?”
 
   Holly’s pussy clasped shut and the popped back open at the thought of sucking a gigantic dick like Bob’s while Stan slipped his nice one into her at the same time. Plus, there would be the added thrill of having all of these people watching her as she did it! Holly shivered with growing excitement.
 
   In no time, she found herself on her knees, on the carpet, in front of Bob, who had taken a seat next to Stan, while Stan had gotten up and moved around behind Holly. He was on his knees now, and he fit the head of his cock into her juicy lips and pushed upward, spearing it all the way up into her.
 
   Glancing to her left, she saw that Duane was now fucking Mavis while Janet and six or seven others watched intently. He looked over just then and saw her run her tongue all around Bob’s obscenely huge cock head while Stan bottomed out in her pussy from behind.
 
   An electric thrill shot through Holly as she saw her husband watching her do two men at once. He grinned at her and really started to hammer Mavis, who was moaning and wriggling her nice ass around under him, her big, soft tits jellying wildly with every lunge.
 
   God, but this is great! Holly thought, opening her mouth wide and fitting Bob’s fat prick tip into it. Duane just loves this sort of hot, sexy partying, and so do I!
 
   “Oh, yeah, eat it,” Bob sighed, placing a palm against the back of Holly’s head and pushing her lips down further onto his swollen, python-like cock.
 
   She tilted her head back, the way Lucy had showed her, and ate two more inches of hard prick, much to its owner’s delight. Bob moaned, “Damn, you were right, Stan. This little beauty is a terrific cocksucker!”
 
   “She’s a great fuck, too!” Stan panted, really starting to drill Holly’s tight, wet sheath from behind. “Her twat is slick and hot and, oh, so tight--damn, what a piece of ass this girl is!”
 
   Holly moaned, too. Stan felt wonderful in her pussy and Bob was unleashing a steady stream of sweet, gooey pre-come into her mouth for her to swallow as she sucked him.
 
   She looked over at Duane and saw him beaming with pride at how well she was handling two men at once. Her heart soared and she began to work her hips back onto Stan’s gliding cock as she took even more of Bob’s monster into her throat with each pass.
 
   Oh, man, am I going to come? Holly realized abruptly as another huge spasm of pre-come delight rippled through pussy and up into her nipples, which Bob was teasing unmercifully with his fingertips as she sucked his cock. Stan may not be young, but he sure knows how to fuck, and sucking Bob’s mammoth prick at the same time, in front of all these people, is getting me so hot I can barely stand it!
 
    “Jesus, what a pussy,” Stan gasped, fucking her hard, “so tight, so damned slick inside…and it’s fluttering all around my dick as I screw her!”
 
   It was true. Holly felt her cunny grip at his driving cock, her clit going crazy.
 
   She suddenly came, moaning around Bob’s fat cock. Stan roared with pleasure as her fluid depths massaged his flying prick, and he began to fill her pussy with warm male cream as he rode her.
 
   “Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm!” Holly gurgled, orgasming like mad around Stan’s shooting cock, reveling in how good it felt to come like this in front of a bunch of strangers.
 
   Still groaning loudly with the pleasure of her torrid release, she looked over at Duane, and saw that his head was thrown back in ecstasy, and knew that he was coming inside Mavis as Stan came in her. He opened his eyes just then and their eyes met.
 
   Duane watched his wife getting spunked by the older man, and Holly could have sworn that he began to come even harder inside of the cooing, whimpering Mavis. She grinned at Duane as best she could with her mouth being stuffed full of another man’s cock.
 
   He grinned back as he pumped more jizz into his partner. Holly felt Stan pull out slowly.
 
   “I’m next, if you don’t mind, babe?” Bob said, easing his cock out of her mouth.
 
   How wild, one right after another, she thought, like some sort of gangbang!
 
   “Okay,” she heard herself telling Bob.
 
   In seconds, he had her up on the couch, on her hands and knees. He moved behind her and centered his huge cock head in the middle of her jizz-leaking pussy lips and began to feed it into her.
 
   “Uh, may I?” she heard a man’s voice asked politely. “You appear to like doing two at a time, and you’re so incredibly lovely.”
 
   She looked over and saw a man of about thirty-five, tall, thin, and very handsome. He had blondish-brown hair and was naked, his cock standing out away from his groin. It was like its owner, long and thin.
 
   He got onto the couch in front of her, on his knees, and lined up his dick with her mouth. With a sexy little smile, Holly leaned forward, helped by Bob’s latest thrust into her stretched open pussy, and the new guy’s cock popped inside her mouth.
 
   “Damn, she’s a hottie,” she heard another male voice sigh as she started getting it in both holes simultaneously again. “Look at her doing two guys at once again. This Holly babe is so fucking hot!”
 
   “Yeah, she may be the sweetest piece of tail in this whole club,” another young man’s voice agreed.
 
   Holly shivered from head to toe and almost came right then and there. She loved this--she loved being on display as she had illicit, tawdry, incredibly exciting sex with men other than her husband!
 
   “Fuck, what a cunt she’s got,” Bob puffed at that moment. “The Dean was oh, so right. This girl is not only fantastic looking; she’s the hottest fuck in the room!”
 
   She mewled around the cock sliding in and out of her mouth, her tongue going wild around it. This guy’s dick was much smaller than Bob’s—probably not quite as long as Duane’s—so it was easy for her to deep-throat and suck.
 
   The man really started to give it to her at that moment, his nut sac banging into her chin as he buried his cock in her throat, beginning to skull-fuck her. She moaned as he used her mouth like a pussy, fucking it hard as she continued to suck on him.
 
   I love this! She thought ecstatically. I love sucking cock while ten people watch, and I also love Bob’s fantastic dick up my pussy at the same time—Lucy was so right about him, too. He may be slightly goofy, but he sure can fuck!
 
   As if he had somehow heard her nice mental compliment about his fucking ability, Bob leaned forward just then and grabbed a dangling tit in each hand. He started to squeeze her very erect pink nipples as he fucked her, and Holly sighed at how perfect that felt.
 
   “Jesus, she looks hot!” the man doing her mouth whispered to no one in particular just then. “Taking Bob’s whopper up her pussy while she gets mouth-fucked by mine…what sexy little slut our newest member is!”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Sixteen
 
   Holly whimpered, her tits jumping in between Bob’s fingers. She was in heaven! Swinging was the greatest thing on earth, as far as she was concerned.
 
   She wished she could see Duane, but Bob had her faced away from the couch Duane had been using and, besides, the other man was kneeling right in front of her head anyway, so she couldn’t have seen around him even if she had been pointing in the right direction. Holly wondered what her sweet man was doing now, after he’d come in Mavis?
 
   “Is that your wife?” she heard a woman ask at that moment.
 
   “She sure is!” Holly heard Duane’s proud voice answer.
 
   She glanced over to her right and saw her man, standing right there amongst the small crowd, watching Holly getting doubled. He was beaming at her.
 
   This is so incredibly great! Holly thought. I’m about to come again, and Duane is watching me being such a bad girl…and he’s loving every second of it!
 
   “Oh, babe, you’d better get ready,” Bob growled just then, still ramming his cock in and out of her, “because I’ve got a huge load for this tight little slit of yours!”
 
   Holly’s pussy grasped him tightly and she felt the spasms in her clit start anew. She gasped around the other man’s flying cock as Bob put himself as far up inside her as he could shove his massive dick and began to unload in her womb!
 
   “Ummmmmmmmm!” Holly mewled as the thick, heavy jets of come spattered up into her.
 
   “Oh, take mine, too, you hot bitch!” the man fucking her mouth sighed.
 
   A large glob of hot come exploded into her mouth and Holly swallowed automatically, coming so hard that she was glad her reaction had been automatic—she was having trouble thinking coherently! A second mouth-filling spurt erupted into her throat and she swallowed that one, too!
 
   “Fuck, but that looks hot,” a woman’s voice sighed admiringly.
 
   “Yeah, I just love a gal who can do two guys at once and look sensational doing it,” a man’s voice agreed.
 
   “That’s my Holly,” Duane said proudly, “she’s incredible!”
 
   Holly swallowed again and came even harder as her pussy filled with jizz…
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “Here, let me offer you a hand,” a deep voice offered as the spent cock slid out of Holly’s mouth and Bob eased out of her now very spunk-filled pussy.
 
   She looked around and saw tall, black, absolutely-beautiful Deion Richards standing next to her couch. His naked body looked chiseled, sculpted, and magnificent; it was a testament to what the nude male form could look like.
 
   Holly reached out and took his extended hand. He helped her to her feet.
 
   Glancing beyond where they stood, she saw that the small crowd that had been watching her with the two men on the couch was now turned in the opposite direction, watching a kneeling Janet Cleaver suck Duane’s cock to fullness once again. Holly smiled at that sight for a moment and then turned her attention back to the imposing Coach Richards.
 
   “Let’s adjourn to the bedroom, Holly,” he suggested in that deep, rich voice of his. “These couches are all right, but I prefer a king bed. I want lots of room when I’m making love—especially to a woman who’s as spectacular as you are.”
 
   Holly’s clit tingled as he said that. She looked down and saw that the coach’s cock—which was every inch as long and full as Bob’s had been, but which was ebony colored and totally beautiful, like some sort of imposing, sleek black obelisk—was fully erect and throbbing with excitement.
 
   “All right,” she whispered, “that sounds fine to me.”
 
   He escorted her across the wide room and into a hallway that had bedrooms on either side. She hesitated at the open door to a bathroom and said, almost bashfully, “I really should stop in here for a moment, Deion. Both the doctor and Bob came in me—I’m very of full of semen right now.”
 
   His handsome face broke into a broad grin. He said, “That’s why I waited until you had done a couple of other men, dear girl. It’s one of my little quirks, I suppose.”
 
   He led her further down to the end of the hall and to the master bedroom, the double doors to which stood open. As they stepped inside, he went on to add, “I just love a spunk-filled pussy to fuck. I crave a juicy, super-slick ride.”
 
   A huge thrill shot through Holly. Sloppy seconds; he likes sloppy seconds, or in this case, sloppy thirds!  
 
   Holly, of course, had yet to participate in anything like that. But she had seen it in porn films, and was more than willing to give it a try, if that’s what yummy-looking, studly Deion wanted!
 
   He soon had her on the bed, in the middle of the elaborately brocaded bedspread. She looked up at him worriedly and whispered, “I’m going to leak come all over this beautiful spread!”
 
   “I know,” he grinned back at her. “The doc and Mavis will love that. They don’t consider a swinger party to be a success unless there’s spilled jizz all over everywhere the next day.”
 
   Oh, well, Holly thought as her gorgeous new lover leaned down and kissed her for the first time.
 
   She was rapidly learning that people had kinks when it came to sex. Acts that would have repelled most people seemed to turn others on something fierce.
 
   Take what was happening now, for instance. A lot of men would have been appalled to shove their tongue into a woman’s mouth—the way Deion was kissing her right now—and find another man’s spunk all over her tongue. 
 
   But her black lover didn’t seem at all concerned. He continued to kiss her passionately and kneaded her big tits as they kissed, his cock as hard as a Louisville Slugger up against her belly.
 
   She sighed. This was so hot!
 
   Deion Richards was a thoroughly stunning man. And he was married to a really gorgeous woman.
 
   Yet here he was, kissing and fondling her, and about to fuck her with that fantastic-looking black cock of his! Did it get any better, any more forbidden, kinky, and fun than this?
 
   Her only regret was that Duane wasn’t in the bedroom to see her and the coach going at it together. She knew he’d be thrilled to see her ball a black guy, especially this one, who was sort of an idol of her sports-crazed husband’s.
 
   Holly, on the other hand, didn’t care about how famous in sports circles Deion was. All she cared about was that he was spectacularly built, hung like the proverbial horse, and totally delectable to look at—that and the fact that he was here in bed with her, teasing her with his lively tongue as they kissed, his big hands all over her sensitive breasts, was all she cared about!
 
   “I’ve got to fuck you now, Holly,” he said, tearing his mouth from hers, panting for breath. “You’re one of the most incredible-looking women I’ve ever been with, and you’re hot as a fucking pistol, I can tell already.”
 
   “I’m hot for your big cock, Deion,” she whispered back excitedly, “that’s for sure!”
 
   He had no sooner moved her onto her back and gotten between her long legs to mount her than Holly heard a familiar voice say, “God, Janet, would you look at that? She’s intent on making it with all of the real hotties tonight, isn’t she?”
 
   Lucy Westgate and Janet Cleaver came up to the bed on the right side, Janet towing Duane along behind them by his hard cock. She had her fist around it, stroking it slowly.
 
   “Well, what are you waiting for?” Janet asked Deion. “Fuck her. That’s what we came back here to see, right, Lucy?”
 
   “You bet,” Lucy agreed, getting eagerly onto the bed next to the couple. “Janet’s going to fuck Duane while you guys get it on, and I’m going to help out wherever I can.”
 
   Holly shivered with excitement under Deion, who set his cock head against her pussy lips and pushed as Duane stared down, is eyes wide with the thrill it was obviously giving him to see his wife with the coach like this. The thick hunk of hard muscle parted Holly’s pussy easily and disappeared inside her pink lips an inch at a time.
 
   “Oh, God, honey, he’s really big,” she cooed up at Duane, teasing him unmercifully as he watched her getting fucked by another man again. “It’s so big and black and so damned hard, baby. See it going into me?”
 
   Duane gasped and his dick jumped involuntarily in the luscious Janet’s grip. Without a word, he threw the leggy redhead onto the bed, got her up onto her hands and knees, and rammed is rigid dick deep into her ready cunt.
 
   “Man, your wife is unbelievable,” the coach sighed, glancing over at Duane as he began to fuck Holly slow and easy. “What a great fuck she is!”
 
   Holly saw that Janet was quite a fuck herself, watching as Duane really gave it to her, and the willowy, curvy redhead rolled her lush hips back to take everything he was dishing out to her in a sensual, rhythmic hip motion that was hot as hell to watch. Duane clearly thought so, too, saying, “This little gal is something, too, Deion. Have you ever fucked her?”
 
   Deion’s handsome face split into a wide grin, “Many times, Duane, and she’s been sensational every single one of them.”
 
   Lucy knee-walked over to a spot in between the rutting couples; she watched Duane and Janet for a moment, and then leaned down next to Holly, her pretty young face inches away as Holly fucked Deion. The younger girl whispered, “You’re so fucking pretty, Holly, and you look so hot, getting this big, black bone!”
 
   Holly sighed and looked over at her friend, Lucy’s words having made her even more aroused. Without warning, Lucy leaned a little further and her mouth found Holly’s!
 
   For long, long moments, she fucked Deion on auto-pilot, her hips rolling up off the mattress under his thrusts, her big tits jiggling every time he plowed his massive dick down into her juicy folds. Her brain seemed to have gone into vapor-lock!
 
   She’s kissing me! Holly kept thinking inanely, not able to get past the obvious. Lucy’s kissing me!
 
   Finally, Lucy pulled her lips away and turned toward Janet, who was watching, wide-eyed, an amused look on her beautiful face. Lucy said in a pouty tone, “You kiss me, Jan, darling. Scared little Holly is too uptight to play nice with me!”
 
   Immediately, Janet leaned closer to Lucy and their lips met. Holly felt a flash of pure lust radiate through her as she watched that!
 
   “You’re missing out,” Deion said, smiling down at Holly, continuing to power his huge dick in and out of her. “Lucy just loves women. My wife tells me that our little Luce sucks pussy as well as any girl in the club.”
 
   A screaming rocket of arousal shot through Holly’s well-fucked pussy as she thought about her friend, cute, funny, oh, so sexy Lucy, sucking pussy!
 
   “Oh, man, I’m going to come soon,” Holly gasped as her cunny clamped tight around Deion’s monster cock and her clit spasmed wildly.
 
   “Don’t come yet, you hot little puss!” Lucy said, as she pulled her lips from Janet’s and turned back to peer down at Holly with those luminescent, cat-like green orbs of hers, “Brad is coming back here to party with you soon, and I still want some loving, too, you gorgeous thing, you!”
 
   With that, she leaned back down and kissed Holly again. This time, Holly moaned loudly and opened her mouth to Lucy’s tongue, unable to resist!
 
   As Lucy’s tongue caressed hers, a thunderbolt of excitement crackled down Holly’s spine, through her tits, which jerked sharply in unison, and then down into her pussy, which clasped hard around Deion’s drilling prick. Deion leaned back onto his knees and really started driving his dick into Holly, reaching even deeper inside her than before.
 
   Lucy and Holly continued to kiss passionately, Lucy moving her fingers up to take a nipple in each hand as their lips remained pressed together. Holly squealed in pure ecstasy and sucked at Lucy’s tongue.
 
   Oh, God, Oh, God this is so hot I can barely stand it! Holly thought, nearly out of her mind with arousal.
 
   Duane muttered, sounding shocked, “Holy fuck, look at those two makin’ out together!”
 
   That was all it took. Holly saw it in her mind’s eye, Deion’s big, black dick reaming out her pink pussy, sexy little Lucy soul-kissing her, pinching her nipples as she did so—and Duane banging away in hot-looking Janet while he watched all of that happening!
 
   Holly came furiously. She pushed Lucy’s thrilling mouth off hers, so that she could gasp for breath, but didn’t push so hard as to drive Lucy’s fingers from her throbbing nipples. She gasped, “Yank my nippies, babe—I’m coming so fucking good!”
 
   Lucy smiled her fiendish little, ‘I’m a sex maniac’ smile and did just as she was asked, yanking and twisting at Holly’s nipples while Deion really gave it to her with his pussy-stretcher of a cock. Holly screamed and whipped her hips up off the mattress, burying him all the way up to his balls in her as she shivered and whipped her blonde hair from side to side.
 
   “Oh, oh, fuck, oh, shit, I’m coming!” she wailed, her whole body shaking with the power of her release.
 
   “Turn her over, man,” Holly vaguely heard a familiar male voice suggest as she climaxed like a mad girl. “I’m going to fuck her in the ass while you come in her pussy!”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Seventeen
 
   Holly’s eyes shot open and she saw Brad, naked and very hard, standing next to the bed, grinning at what he was seeing. Deion wrapped his big arms around her and rolled, keeping is dick driven into Holly’s still-pulsing cunny. 
 
   She came to rest in the classic “cowgirl”, woman-on-top position, and Deion pulled her down onto his big chest. Brad immediately got onto the bed behind her and then Holly felt a big glob of cool, very slick sex lube being inserted into her anus.
 
   “What…what are you…” the confused woman’s words trailed off.
 
   Holly was slightly disoriented, still experiencing tiny flurries of come-sensation as Deion’s big dick stirred around inside her. And then she felt Brad’s fat cock head nudge up against her anal opening.
 
   “Oh, no, not both of you at once,” Holly protested weakly, “you two are too fucking big to…Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”
 
   Brad slid every inch of his thick cock into her in one long, gentle, but insistent thrust. Holly quivered atop Deion’s big chest, in near a panic at the idea of taking two cocks as big as these at the same time.
 
   “Go slow,” she begged them, “Oh, God, please go slow!”
 
   They did. The two men slid their large-bore cocks in and out slowly, letting her body acclimate to them.
 
   Deion reached in under breasts, which were puddled down onto his chest, and found her nipples. He began to squeeze them as the men fucked her faster and faster in both holes.
 
   “Ummmmmm, oh, oh, that…that feels all right,” Holly murmured after a minute or so of the slow movements in and out, “maybe I can do this.”
 
   She glanced over to her left and saw that Duane was now sandwiched in between Janet and Lucy. He had obviously come in Janet and then they had spooned together onto their sides to watch Holly get double-penetrated, with Lucy scooting back to form the third spoon up against Duane’s chest, Janet cuddled in behind him. The three of the grinned encouragingly at her as she took both big cocks at once.
 
   “You big pervert,” Holly panted at her husband, “watching while they do this to me!”
 
   His grin got bigger and he whispered back. “You look so incredible, getting it like that, babe. Have fun. I can see you’re loving it.”
 
   Holly opened her mouth to protest that she didn’t either when, abruptly, she realized that she did! 
 
   The hot friction of Brad’s sweet cock up her sensitive anal passage was starting to feel wonderful by now. And Deion’s huge pussy-pleaser up her cunny felt better with each thrust.
 
   God, this does feel nice! She realized. What a slut I am, fucking two huge dicks at once like this and enjoying every second of it, while my sweet Duane watches me being such an out-and-out ho!
 
   “Hey, my fellow revelers come in here and check this out!” Holly heard an excited-sounding male voice shout just then. “That incredibly hot Holly bitch is fucking Coach and Brad at the same time; doing a DP with them!”
 
   Holly glanced over her shoulder at the doorway and saw Bob standing it, facing away from her, having just turned to yell down the hallway. He came over to the bed and watched, beaming approvingly, as Holly got doubled by the two big cocks.
 
   In no time, the room filled with naked partiers, curious to see the action. The bed was now surrounded by swingers, all watching intently as Holly gasped and moaned her way through the hot double-fuck.
 
   Jesus, but this is intense! She thought. The sex is incredible, all by itself, but having everyone at the party in here watching me get it like this is unbelievably thrilling!
 
   “I’ve got to come in this hot little pussy of hers,” the coach moaned. “I’ve been fucking her for a couple of minutes now, and her little cunt is so tight, so hot, and so full of slick spunk already!”
 
   He drove it into her and Holly felt him start to spew hot jizz deep inside her. She shivered, Brad’s thick cock up her asshole creating a fiery friction that reverberated through her clit as Deion spunked her with jet after jet of cock cream.
 
   “Ohhhhhhhh, I’m coming again!” Holly gasped, the sudden, furious orgasm gripping her hard.
 
   The crowd “oooohed” and “ahhhhed” as they watched her quiver and moan atop the two buried dicks. The fact that everyone was watching her orgasm made everything seem even hotter to Holly; her ass began to grip in time with her climaxing pussy’s contractions.
 
   “Oh, oh, fuck, take it;” Brad gasped in her ear just at that moment, “that hot ass of yours is sucking the come right out of my balls, beautiful!”
 
   Wads of hot cock cream began to spurt into her ass and Holly screamed as her orgasm peaked. She shook like a fever victim between the two orgasming men and moaned out her ecstasy as she came and came.
 
   “Damn, I want some of that!” she heard a man sigh.
 
   “Me, too,” another agreed.
 
   “I wonder if she’d be up for another double?” another mused.
 
   Another fierce little mini-orgasm gripped Holly as she imagined two more men fucking her in both holes the way Brad and Deion just had! She wondered; could I do that? Could I take on two more…so soon?
 
    She opened her eyes and saw that at least six of the men watching were hard already. Her next thought was, I wonder which of them were talking about doubling me-- was it two of the guys who are sporting boners?
 
   Her new admirer, Bob, boldly got on the bed on his knees and Holly glanced over to see that Bob’s whopper of a cock was one of the ones that needed no further help in getting erect. It throbbed, hard as it could be, above his large nut sac.
 
   “Did you ever have one this size up that cute little ass of yours before?” Bob asked her, fisting his massive dick.
 
   Holly sighed as Brad pulled out of her butt just then, leaving a huge deposit of slippery semen inside, plus the glob of sex lube he’d used to get her ready for him. She stared at Bob’s monster prick and shook her head, whispering truthfully, “No.”
 
   “Do you think you could take one this big back there?” Bob pressed her, a leering grin on his face.
 
   She looked around at the crowd of swinger faces and found that all of them, both men and women, looked incredibly aroused, eager. They were eager to see her do another double penetration, especially if it involved having Bob’s huge cock up her shapely ass!
 
   A heady rush of pure sexual excitement rippled through Holly. She suddenly felt like a porn star about to shoot the climactic scene in a movie.
 
   She looked over at Bob and whispered, “I think I’d like to try.”
 
   A murmur of thrilled anticipation crackled through the crowd around the bed. Bob came over to her as Brad and Deion moved off the bed.
 
   He laid down on his back, his huge cock jutting up into the air, his back against the pillows at the head of the bed. Wordlessly, he pulled Holly up onto his lanky frame on her back, his hands taking a solid breast in each palm. He began to knead them sensuously, and Holly closed her eyes and snuggled back onto his chest, her head resting against his shoulder.
 
   When he had her nipples standing at full attention, he released her breasts momentarily and moved his right hand down to his cock, laying the big, thick cylinder of hard meat flat against his belly. His other hand stealing back up to squeeze her nipples again, he set the head of his prick against her slick, puckered asshole and pushed gently.
 
   Holly mewled, her eyes still closed; the knob-like cock head penetrated her rear hole slowly, inexorably, as Bob drove his hips upward, easing it inside. Her sphincter muscles waged a small fight to keep the thick knot of muscle out but, eventually, they lost and it popped into her tight anal sheath all the way.
 
   “Oh, oh, God, what a big one!” she gasped as he penetrated her fully and slipped six more inches of hard dick into her ass.
 
   Bob moaned and shoved a bit harder, at last bottoming out in Holly’s tight ass channel, his big cock throbbing inside her. She moaned along with him, as her butt sheath flowered open wider and he began to fuck it slowly from underneath her splayed out body.
 
   “I’m Ryan,” a tall, very nice looking man of about forty-five said as he scrambled onto the bed and took his place between Holly’s open thighs, “I’m a colleague of Bob’s at the university.”
 
   Holly had opened her eyes when he’s spoken, and now she looked down from this stranger’s handsome face to his cock, which was just sliding into her open pussy mouth. It was about the size of Brad’s; heavy, thick, at least nine inches long and as hard as it could be!
 
   “Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, Ryan, I’m so glad to meet you,” Holly managed to gasp as he took her pussy fully with his big dick. “I’m Holly.”
 
   “Everyone knows who you are, Holly,” he murmured as he fucked her, “you’re the hottest woman at this party!”
 
   He leaned down and kissed her as his hips went up and down atop her. Holly settled back and just let it happen, rolling her ass in time with the two men’s heated thrusts, reveling in how good it felt to put on a show like this in front of the crowd, loving her new status as the hottest woman in the swinger club!
 
   She glanced over to her side out of the corner of her eye as she kissed Ryan, and saw Duane standing next to the bed now, leaning forward, and watching her get fucked by two men once again. His brown eyes gleamed with excitement, with lust, and with pride—he was clearly very much okay with being married to the hottest woman in the swinger club, too.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Holly had come furiously again when Bob and Ryan had creamed her. And then she’d done another double with a handsome young fellow about Brad’s age, named Paul, who was also a grad student and instructor at the college, and with Doctor Holden, who had just been dying to try Holly’s ass.
 
   They hadn’t made her come as hard as the previous two pairs of men had, but they’d succeeded in giving her a sweet little mini-orgasm as they’d spunked her, and both of them had gone away limp and happy. 
 
   When she’d at last come up for air, so to speak, Holly had seen Lucy Westgate on her back down at the bottom corner of the bed, taking on all comers. She’d fucked Duane, and then the nice looking man who had balled Holly’s mouth in the other room, earlier—she’d never actually caught his name—and then Deion Richards gave little Lucy a hard, bone-rattling fuck that shook the whole bed with its intensity.
 
   “She’s a hot one, isn’t she, our little Luce?” Janet Cleaver whispered, sliding over next to Holly at the head of the bed, a big towel and a wet washcloth in hand.
 
   “Mmmmmm, she sure is,” Holly agreed as the other woman gently began to wash Holly’s pussy, getting all of the oozing spunk out that she could, drying it afterward, and then working on her overflowing anus in the same way.
 
   “Thank you so much for doing that,” Holly said, tearing her gaze away from Lucy and her many lovers for a moment to stare into Janet’s amazing gray eyes.
 
   “I like spunk as much as the next girl,” Janet whispered mischievously, “but you had so much up there! I didn’t want to swallow that much cock juice when I licked your pussy, dear.”
 
   Holly’s eyes shot open wide. She said, “But I’m not…I don’t…I’m not that way!”
 
   Janet laughed, her laughter sounding silken, bright, as soft as tinkling silver bells in the distance at Christmas time. She whispered, “Sweetie, we’re all that way, deep down inside. Very few really pretty women, like you, can resist a hot fling with another really pretty woman, like…me, if the right situation presents itself.”
 
   And then Janet’s soft, sweet, oh, so kissable lips were on hers and her tongue was suddenly in Holly’s mouth, caressing hers. The older woman folded Holly into her arms, their bare nipples touching as they kissed, and Holly trembling like a leaf in a storm.
 
   For the second time that night, she was experiencing the exquisite thrill of another extremely hot woman’s lips on hers. And the touch of Janet’s big nipples against Holly’s erect nubs was sending big jolts of excitement through both of them as they made out passionately.
 
   Almost before she knew what was happening, Holly found herself on her back at the edge of the big bed, Janet on her tummy atop her, kissing her way downward on Holly’s lush body until she arrived at her heaving chest. She slipped Holly’s left nipple into her hot mouth and nursed at it gently, her tongue circling and teasing, as her left hand came up to tweak and tug lightly at Holly’s right pink spear of female flesh.
 
   “Oh, oh, God…the way you do that,” Holly moaned, “it’s…it’s fucking perfect!”
 
   Holly felt the mattress being depressed next to her and opened her eyes. Mavis Holden was on all fours, crossing the bed toward her. She looked down at Holly and whispered, “Is this private, or can more than two play, Holly, my dear?”
 
   Not knowing what the lovely older woman meant, Holly stayed silent. Taking that for a “yes”, Mavis dipped her head and kissed Holly passionately, her tongue slipping down into Holly’s startled mouth.
 
   Fuck, oh, fuck, this is so hot! Holly told herself frantically, her pussy jerking open and closed as Janet changed tits, now sucking the right nipple as she teased the left one with her fingertips. These swinger women are so sexy…so fucking sweet to kiss; and Janet’s sucking my tits as well as anyone ever has!
 
   The two experienced bisexual women waited until they had Holly shivering with need before going further. When she was moaning and running her fingers mindlessly through Mavis’s hair, Janet kissed her way down Holly’s taut tummy and slid in between her open legs, on her stomach, kissing Holly’s clit lightly and running her tongue all over it.
 
   Mavis stopped making out with the cooing, excited girl and took Janet’s recently vacated place at her breasts. She sucked and licked just as maddeningly, just as wonderfully as Janet had, while Janet ate Holly’s pussy sublimely.
 
   “Oh, oh, you hot bitches are turning me on so much!” Holly whined helplessly, rocking her hips up to meet Janet’s tongue thrusts into her ready-to-climax pussy.
 
   The orgasm, when it hit, several seconds later, was so intense that Holly screamed…
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “Uh, babe, it’s three-thirty in the morning,” Holly heard Duane’s halting voice as if from far away.
 
   She was on her stomach, between Mavis Holden’s legs, licking pussy like a crazy girl. She glanced up and saw her husband staring down at her, smiling uncertainly.
 
   “I, uh, just wondered, are you about ready to go home yet?” Duane inquired.
 
   “I have to suck Janet’s pussy off before I go,” Holly said, looking up at him, her face shiny with Mavis’s girl oil, “after I lick Mavis.”
 
   Duane’s big dick jerked as she said that and Janet, who had been watching intently as Holly taught herself to lick twat, looked up at him and said, “You can fuck me in the ass while she licks me, Duane, darling, if you’d like. I just love anal while I’m getting my cunny licked.”
 
   Against all odds, considering how many times Duane had gotten off already that night, his prick started to firm up again as he imagined doing that!  He grinned down at sensual, sexy Janet and said, “What a good idea!”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Eighteen
 
   “We should probably never go to another swinger party,” Holly sighed, her head resting on Duane’s bare chest.
 
   They were home, snuggled together in their own bed. It was nearly noon on Sunday, the day after the big swinger bash at the Dean’s.
 
   “What?” Duane said disbelievingly. “You were the life of the party, babe. I thought you loved it?”
 
   Holly grinned at him and murmured, “I did. It was the single most sensational evening of my whole life. That’s why we should quit while we’re ahead. We’ll never be able to top last night!”
 
   Duane laughed softly, “Yeah, it was pretty damned unbelievable at that, wasn’t it?”
 
   “Mmmmmm,” Holly purred, running her fingertips through his chest fur lightly, “that it was. Just how many women did you end up fucking last night, you sexy rogue?”
 
   Duane laughed again and waggled his eyebrows at her. “I don’t know, six or seven, I guess. How many guys did you fuck?”
 
   Holly felt herself turning red. She held it in for as long as she could and then started to giggle uncontrollably, blurting, “All of them! I fucked every one of them at least once; and a couple of them twice!”
 
   Duane burst out laughing with her. He shook his head, “No wonder you don’t want to go to any more parties. You’ve already fucked everyone in the club!”
 
   The two of them chortled together until they finally ran out of steam. Then Holly’s face assumed a mock serious expression, and she said, “Well, I don’t think that’s entirely true, darling. Janet and Lucy assured me that there are several hunky guys who couldn’t make it to last night’s affair. Plus, I haven’t made it with nearly all of the women yet.”
 
   Duane shook his head again, grinning, “Yeah, that was a total surprise for me, doll. I never in a million years thought that I’d see you with another gal.”
 
   Holly giggled again and said, “Me, neither, sweetie, when Lucy kissed me that first time, I didn’t know what to do!”
 
   Her husband gave her a look and then said, “Well, you sure knew what to do by the end of the party, I’ll say that for you, babe!”
 
   She gave him a pouty fake frown and said, “How come you never told me how fun and sexy it was to lick pussies and make out with hot women before? I was shocked at how sweet and tasty pussy juice is, not to mention how much fun it is to tickle a clitty with your tongue!”
 
   “You never asked,” Duane replied teasingly, beaming happily at her.
 
   “Well, there are a few little cuties in the club that I’d like to get to know better, much better, if you take my meaning, darling,” Holly teased him right back. “At that next party, the one at Bob and Janet’s place in October, I intend to first watch you fuck them, and then I’ll lick your come out of their sweet little pussies, make them come with my tongue, and then swallow your spunk while you watch, okay?”
 
   “Deal,” Duane said enthusiastically, gathering her into his big arms for a kiss.
 
   When they finally broke apart, he said, with feigned concern on his face, “You aren’t going to like licking pussies so well that you give up men are you?”
 
   She reached down and grabbed his half hard cock in her fist and began to stroke it. Her eyes never leaving his, she whispered, “No, not so’s you’d notice, babe!”
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Holly’s feet felt like they never touched the ground over the next few weeks. She was totally happy for the first time she could remember in her entire life.
 
   Oh, she’d had happy days before, and good weeks, and some years had been much better than others. But this period was the first sustained, happy-to-be-alive, each and every hour of every day, stretch that she could remember experiencing.
 
   Work was going well, she looked great, and the gym work had become second nature to her by now—she breezed through her rigorous routine and still had boundless energy left to deal with the rest of her life—and, best of all, her sex life was just as she’d always hoped it might be someday. Hell, it was better than she’d hoped it would be!
 
   Duane constantly found new ways to surprise her. He made love to her before work some mornings. One day, when he didn’t start his shift at the store until late afternoon because he was working until closing at the supermarket that night—eleven o’clock—he had come by her office and taken her on a picnic lunch in the park, choosing the most deserted part of it on a Wednesday afternoon and, for dessert, had fucked her passionately in the front seat of his pickup until they’d shared a sizzling-hot mutual come together!
 
   And, every night in bed was now an adventure as well. She sucked Duane off at least once a week, and he fucked her in the ass--on a weekly basis--once or twice as well. Even “regular” sex between them was no longer of the old “wham-bam” variety anymore.
 
   Now, they either went crazy on each other’s bodies and fucked like a pair of horny teenagers until both of them came, screaming, together. Or they made love for an hour or more at a time, teasing and tickling and licking and then tenderly joining their eager bodies together for some of the sweetest orgasms Holly had ever experienced.
 
   I wouldn’t trade being a swinger for anything! She thought one night, after a particularly long, hot session with her dear man. We talk about the upcoming party at Bob and Janet’s—and what we might do that night, and who we might do it with—or we talk about the last party at Dr. Holden’s villa and all the naughty things we both did there, and suddenly we’re balling each other like a pair of porn stars!
 
   Tonight, she was looking forward to chatting with Janet on the phone after dinner. Janet had at last finalized her plans for the upcoming party’s theme, according to Lucy, who had come by and had lunch with Holly today, at the Chinese restaurant around the corner from the law office. She hadn’t known what those final plans were, exactly, but Janet had told Lucy yesterday that they were complete at last.
 
   Holly was excited as she could be to talk to Janet. She could hardly wait for the party, which was to be held next weekend, at Janet and Bob’s home, which was surrounded by the walnut orchard they owned a few miles out of town.
 
   From what Lucy had told Holly, the orchard property was the perfect place to stage a swinger affair—Brad and Lucy having been to two parties there already—because it was out in the sticks, well off a lightly-traveled country road, and the orchard was large; eighty acres of land. Bob and Janet’s large, ranch-style, one-story house, complete with large garden area and a swimming pool, had been built right in the middle of the orchard, well away from the prying eyes of neighbors or passing cars.
 
   “The last party we went to there was last summer, in June,” Lucy had told Holly at lunch. “We all swam naked in the pool and fucked right out in the open, without a worry of being seen by anyone. The Cleaver’s nearest neighbors live a quarter of a mile away, across the orchard, so they couldn’t see anything even if they wanted to.”
 
   That all sounded thrilling to Holly. She knew she’d love a party like that, out in the open, with a pool and chaise lounges all around it to have sex on.
 
   Fall was coming fast, all of the leaves were turning, but Indian Summer still held sway as far as temperatures were concerned. Yesterday, it had reached nearly eighty. Holly hoped that autumn held off until after the party, so that everyone could use the pool together.
 
   Holly had lived in northern California her whole life, so she knew that October was an unpredictable month. Some years, it was warm until nearly Halloween, other years; it turned cool during the first part of October and stayed that way until spring came again.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “Are you taking a swimsuit?” Duane asked, pulling on his Western shirt and snapping the pearl-hued buttons along the front of it closed.
 
   “No.” Holly grinned over at him, dressed in a very sexy witch costume—you could see right through the sheer black material of the bodice, and she hadn’t worn a bra under it. “I think I will use the pool this afternoon, but I doubt I’ll need a suit, from what Lucy has told me.”
 
   “So, skinny-dipping is the order of the day, eh?” Duane said, smiling slyly as he slipped his new, chocolate-colored Stetson onto his head and checked himself out in the mirror.
 
   He had on a pair of brand new, tight Wrangler blue jeans, new Tony Lama cowboy boots, his big, shiny rodeo belt buckle, along with his new hand-tooled, oxblood-colored western belt that matched his boots in color. Holly grinned at him; her cowboy looked good enough to eat, that was for sure!
 
   And she had no doubt that some of the girls at the party would do just that. They’d peel those tight pants off and suck Duane’s cock until he screamed for mercy this afternoon, she thought smugly. Her guy was among the most handsome, studly men in the club.
 
   “Skinny-dipping it is,” she answered him, centering her tall, pointy witch hat on her head. “Now, where did this witch put her broom?”
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   The drive out to the Cleaver’s took about twenty minutes. The county road turn off  from the highway was roughly fifteen minutes from Holly and Duane’s house in the suburbs, and then they drove down the deserted road, with orchards made up of almond, peaches, and walnut trees on both sides of it, until they finally reached an even tinier road called Salt Creek Lane. Two minutes on this middle-of-nowhere lane and they arrived at the big, round topped mailbox, with the red flag on the side, that had “Cleaver” neatly printed on it in big black letters.
 
   Duane turned onto the gravel road that ran about a hundred yards into the big walnut orchard, with its dark brown, well-tilled dirt in between the massive old white-trunked trees, and followed it up to the house and barn area. The house was tan colored, with white accents, and the barn was a classic two-story red building, complete with a hay loft door on the second level and two huge barn doors at the front that were tall enough to drive a semi-truck into.
 
   The driveway was already loaded with cars, all parked wherever there was space, some of them nosed out into the orchard a few yards to get off the road and the open gravel area between the edge of the orchard, the barn, and the house. Duane found a spot not too far out in the orchard and parked.
 
   “Looks like quite a crowd this afternoon, considering it’s barely four o’clock and the party wasn’t supposed to start until four,” he said, eying all of the parked vehicles.
 
   “Yeah, there’s Lucy and Brad’s old Toyota,” Holly said excitedly.
 
   “Well, let’s go see who else is here,” Duane said, grinning at her and picking up his Stetson from the seat.
 
   “You bet, you, cowboy,” she told him happily, grinning back and grabbing her broom and her witch hat.
 
   “I bet there are a lot of cute little fillies here today that need to be rode hard at that,” he told her in an exaggerated cowboy accent, standing outside the truck, adjusting his hat.
 
   “You ham!” she said, rolling her eyes at his drugstore cowboy routine. “Let’s go inside.”
 
   He came around the truck and took her hand, and they walked across the gravel lot until they got to the big front lawn and a walkway that led up to the front door. Duane rang the bell and moments later, Bob Cleaver opened it, looking just as ridiculous as he had at the last party.
 
   This time, Bob had chosen a Sultan’s outfit, complete with huge white turban with an enormous fake sapphire in front. He also had on a long coat made of some sort of bright-green satin-like material, worn open so that you could see his skinny chest, along with a pair of gauzy white harem pants with no underwear beneath them, so that his long, fat cock was clearly visible through the sheer material. The toes of his green slippers, which matched the coat, curled up into spirals and looked to Holly like they’d come straight out of a second-rate high school production of “Aladdin”.
 
   “Well, Bob,” Holly said, staring down briefly at his cock and balls through the thin material, smiling wryly. “I see you’re ready to party. You clearly brought your big party favor with you!”
 
   He laughed, eying her exposed breasts through the sheer witch’s costume and said in reply, “I did, indeed, Holly, you sweet little Wicca slut! Blessed be those huge jugs of yours, that’s for sure!”
 
   All three of them laughed and then Bob escorted them into the living room of the large house. Holly saw Brad and Lucy, Dr. Holden and Mavis, Janet, who was busily serving a tray full of hors doeuvres to Coach and Mrs. Richards, and several other men and women she’d met at the last party but whose names couldn’t quite recall.
 
   That’s a fine state of affairs, she told herself wryly, I fucked all three of those guys at the last party, but I can’t remember their names!
 
   Bob led her and Duane over to the group, pointing into the nearby dining room as they passed it, where a bar had been set up atop the dining room table’s long, white linen table cloth. He said, “Let’s grab one of Janet’s delicious little party treats and then you guys can get yourselves a drink right in there. I think you know everyone, from last time.”
 
   “Sure, how are you, Sam? Dr. Holden, how are you tonight, sir?” Duane said, shaking hands with both men.
 
   “Duane, you’re looking very handsome and heroic tonight in that cowboy gear,” Janet beamed up at him as he took a hor doeuvres from her sterling silver tray.
 
   “Thank you ma’am,” he said, eying her transparent gown. “You’re looking right fetching yourself, in that rig.”
 
   She laughed and said, “Everyone must think me a perfect fool, taking a month to decide on the theme for this party, and then finally settling on a simple Halloween party theme at last. I’m a vampire, can’t you tell?”
 
   “Where are your long teeth?” Duane asked.
 
   “Oh, I’ve got them, but I took them out already,” Janet laughed. “You can’t eat anything with them in your mouth, plus they make it hard to drink a cocktail as well.”
 
   “I bet they’d be lousy if you wanted to suck cock, too!” Lucy added, grinning one of her naughty girl grins.
 
   The group exploded with laughter, and Janet, laughing harder than anyone, nodded. “Yeah, I bet I would scare the hell out of any man at the party if I had those fake fangs in and I got anywhere near his cock!”
 
    
 
   


  
 

Chapter Nineteen
 
   Holly and Duane went into the dining room and mixed themselves a cocktail each. Duane found a nearly full bottle of Knob Creek bourbon tucked away in the back of the assortment of booze bottles and had a glass of it on the rocks, after he’d made Holly a vodka Collins, using an extra large bottle of Smirnoff.
 
   “Coach is looking extra yummy tonight in that gladiator outfit,” Holly commented as they surveyed the crowd in the living room.
 
   “Are you going to fuck him again tonight?” Duane asked, eying all of the available women with a huge smile on his face.
 
   Holly giggled, “Of course, that cock of his is so beautiful I can’t wait to get my lips around it.”
 
   “I’d like to watch that again,” Duane said, turning toward her. “That looked incredibly hot, at the last party, when he fucked you. You’re so fair-skinned and gorgeous and he’s so black and good-looking!”
 
   She grinned up at her horny husband and asked, “Did you get a chance to ball his wife, Jasmine, at the last party?”
 
   “No, she was a busy gal,” Duane said a bit disappointedly. “I saw her fuck the doc, and Bob, and two or three of the other fellas, but I never quite managed to get a turn with her.”
 
   “She looks as hot as she can be in that Queen of Sheba outfit she’s got on tonight,” Holly commented. “I’d love to see you mounted up on her, babe, before the evening is over.”
 
   “Me, too,” Duane said with a grin. “Is she into girls, do you think?”
 
   “I don’t know,” Holly responded, “why?”
 
   “Because if she is, the two of you would be spectacular together, honey; again, with you being so light-skinned and blonde and her being about as ebony colored as you can get—I’d love to see you two gorgeous gals making out and licking pussies together.”
 
   Holly giggled again and drank more of her drink. “That would be hot, wouldn’t it?”
 
   Duane nodded that it would and reached out and took her nearly empty drink from her hand and made her a fresh one. Holly smiled at him and said, “I’ll ask Mavis or Lucy here in a minute, and see if Jasmine likes pussy. If she does…she’s all mine at some point tonight. Count on it!”
 
   The two of them laughed conspiratorially and watched as several more couples arrived. They punished Bob’s liquor supply to the tune of two more drinks apiece, and then made themselves a fresh one to take along as they went back out to mingle.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Holly was pleasantly drunk and as horny as she could be by five o’clock. It was slowly turning to dusk outside and the patio lights had just come on. She could see the big pool was now lit up, too.
 
   “I think I’m going skinny-dipping, before it gets too cold,” she whispered to Duane a minute later, who was talking to Mavis and Janet. “Bob told me that the pool is heated, but I want to get out there before the evening air gets too cool.”
 
   “Good idea,” Duane agreed, “Bob was telling me that he’s draining the pool for winter after this weekend, but that he wanted to have use of it for this party, since it’s still feeling more like late summer than early fall, temperature-wise.”
 
   “Want to see if Deion and Jasmine like to swim?” Holly asked him, a devilish glint in her eye.
 
   “Yeah, I would at that,” Duane smiled back at her. “I’d love to see you suck that big black dick of his, babe.”
 
   “Yum, yum, me, too,” Holly replied, running her tongue all over her lush lips as she stared up at him. “I think I’d like to try taking him up my ass, after I get him good and hard with my mouth.”
 
   “Damn, I gotta’ see that, babe!” Duane hissed excitedly. “Let’s see if they’d be up for that.”
 
   The two of them hit the bar again, for fresh drinks, and then found Deion Richards and his lovely wife chatting with a group of swingers out on the patio. Bob was there, along with Janet, and Brad and Lucy, and Dr. Holden and his wife, Mavis. Paul, the cute grad student Holly had fucked at the last party was there, too, with his pretty young redheaded wife, Chloe. They were talking with Brad and Lucy.
 
   “Hey there, tall, dark, and handsome,” Holly whispered as she sidled up to Deion, “you’re an athlete. I bet you like to swim, don’t you?”
 
   The coach turned and looked down at her, a big smile on his face. He asked, “What did you have in mind, beautiful?”
 
   “Duane and I want to go skinny-dipping in that pool over there, before it gets too cool to really enjoy it, and we wondered if you and Jasmine would care to join us for a dip.”
 
   “Sounds sweet to me, honey,” the gorgeous black man said, “let me just check with my better half.”
 
   He turned and whispered something to Jasmine, who peered around his massive chest at Holly, a big smile on her pretty face. She murmured, “You bet, I’d love to get naked with Holly and Duane. I swear, I don’t know how I missed you two at the last party, but I don’t intend to let that happen again.”
 
   “That’s great,” Holly replied eagerly, “I hear from Mavis that you and I have a common interest, Jasmine.”
 
   “Oh, and what’s that?”
 
   “Sucking cock and licking pussy,” Holly whispered, still smiling sweetly at her new friend.
 
   Jasmine laughed softly and nodded that Holly was correct. She said, “Oh, yeah, baby, you got that right! Let’s party.”
 
   Still laughing, the four of them headed away from the patio arm in arm, drinks still in hand, for the nearby pool area. Once there, they finished their cocktails and paired off, Duane with Jasmine and the coach with Holly.
 
   “Such a handsome gladiator,” Holly said as she took off Deion’s Roman-style helmet and then placed his net and trident on a small table next to one of the chaise lounges, along with the helmet.
 
   “And you are one of the cutest witches I’ve ever seen at one of these parties,” Duane said gallantly, as he removed her hat and laid it and her broom next to his costume accessories on the table 
 
   He unzipped her dress and she stepped out of it, nude underneath. Holly kicked off her sandals and undid her partner’s leather belt and loincloth, leaving him as naked as she was, except for his footwear, which he quickly stepped out of.
 
   “You look so handsome dressed as a cowboy,” Jasmine commented from nearby, as she unsnapped Duane’s western shirt and peeled it off of him, “but I bet you’re going to look even better naked!”
 
   In seconds, he had her sheer Queen of Sheba costume off and piled on a table, and she had his jeans, underwear, and boots and socks off as well. Jasmine sat Duane on the edge of the chaise and went down onto her knees if front of him, using his folded up jeans as a pad for her knees.
 
   Holly brought Deion over and sat him down right next to Duane, kneeling beside Jasmine. She looked over at her naked black counterpart and smiled.
 
   “You’re so damned pretty,” Holly whispered, stopping for a long, sensual, tongue-filled kiss with Jasmine before she began sucking cock.
 
   Jasmine’s tongue was all over the inside of Holly’s mouth as they made out. Duane’s dick was already hard in her dark fist, and it jumped involuntarily as he watched his wife make out with the other woman. Holly wrapped her hand around the coach’s giant prick and worked the skin up and down as she sucked tongue with his wife.
 
   “Man, I’m not going to miss this,” Holly heard a male voice whisper excitedly.
 
   She opened her eyes, which had gone closed when she’d leaned in and kissed Jasmine. A crowd of party goers now surrounded the chaise lounge, and people were pulling off costumes right and left. 
 
   “Holly’s a great kisser,” Janet commented to no on in particular.
 
   “So’s Jazz,” Mavis said, “and both of them can lick a pussy like nobody’s business!”
 
   Jasmine pulled her lips from Holly’s at that moment, breathing hard. She winked at Holly and turned back toward Duane’s engorged cock.
 
   “Look how pretty this big white, bad boy is,” Jasmine whispered, leaning over it, her tongue coming out to caress the head.
 
   Holly didn’t bother saying how gorgeous Deion’s huge black cock was, she just licked all around it and then stuffed the head in between her lips and began to suck. He sighed as she tilted her head back and ate half of him on her first downward head stroke.
 
   “Damn, what a beauty you are, Holly,” the coach murmured, watching her work, “that pretty face of yours, stuffed full of my big, black dick—it doesn’t get any better than that!”
 
   Holly agreed completely with that. She let big waves of warm, slick, saliva cascade out of her lips and down onto Deion’s very large nut sac, her tongue swirling all around every inch of his erect shaft. He was well over nine inches long, probably closer to eleven, so she couldn’t get all of his magnificent cock in her mouth and throat, but she got a lot of it inside, sucking and licking hungrily at its throbbing expanse as she bobbed her head over it.
 
   “Fuck, what a blowjob!” Deion sighed after a full minute more of her prick gobbling efforts.
 
   “Your wife is pretty damned great at giving head, too, Coach,” Duane moaned just then.
 
   Holly glanced over and saw that Jasmine was taking every inch of Duane’s fat dick into her mouth and throat with each head pass. Her baby was loving it, too. His eyes were closed in sheer ecstasy and his fingers were intertwined with her long, silky black hair as she blew him.
 
   I wonder if I can get this huge thing up my ass, Holly thought, remembering what she’d told Duane earlier. I let Bob fuck me up the butt at the last party, while that cute older guy, Ryan, balled my pussy at the same time. And I don’t think Deion is that much bigger than Bob…
 
   Deciding that she wanted to try, she pulled her mouth off of the coach’s enormous dick and looked up at him. She whispered, “How would you like to fuck me in the ass with this monster?”
 
   Deion’s face lit up, he looked around, asking, “Is there any lube out here?”
 
   Bob, their host, stepped up, smiling from ear to ear. He had a cocktail in one hand and a big tube of sex lube in the other.
 
   “How about a double, Holly, you hot puss; me in your pussy with Deion up that cute ass of yours at the same time, how does that sound?”
 
   Holly gulped. That was a lot of cock!
 
   She looked around her. Half of the party attendees were out here by the pool now, watching her and Duane with the Richards. Holly didn’t want to beg off in front of all of these horny, on-looking fellow swingers.
 
   “Okay, Bob, you’re on,” she whispered, hoping that she wasn’t biting off more than she could chew.
 
   In seconds, the two men had her up on the chaise lounge, the lounger now adjusted to a completely flat position, so that Bob could lay back on it, his gigantic cock sticking straight up into the air. Holly threw a leg over him and eased her very wet pussy down onto his massive hardness. She fucked him slow and easy, staring over at Duane, who had moved over to the lounger right next to the one Holly and her two lovers were using. 
 
   Duane and Jasmine were facing Holly, Duane behind the stunning black woman; his dick deep in her pussy as he did her doggie-style, so they could both watch what was happening on the other chaise lounge.
 
   Holly felt Deion’s big finger penetrate her ass just them, accompanied by a huge wad of cool, very slick lube. He quickly got her bottom greased up and then she felt his cock head replace his finger against her anus.
 
   “Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, oh, fuck!” she gasped, leaning forward onto Bob’s skinny chest as Deion pushed inside her and began to fill her rear sheath with hot, hard, cock meat.
 
   “Man, look at her take both of those giant pricks at once!” a man’s awed voice said, as the two men began to drill her in unison in both holes.
 
   “I told you, this Holly chick is the hottest thing to ever hit this club, my friend. Just look at her—she’s as pretty as a fucking movie star and she fucks like a wild woman!”
 
   Holly moaned, a tremendous thrill shooting through her impaled body as she heard the men talking about her. She loved this stuff--she just loved being thought of as the hottest woman in the club!
 
   She glanced up and saw Jasmine watching her, taking Duane’s cock up her pussy as she witnessed Holly’s hot DP with her husband and Bob. The stunning black woman grinned at her and then winked.
 
   Holly winked back, knowing that she was going to lick Jasmine’s pussy out as soon as Duane finished coming inside it, while Jazz did hers in return. She glanced around the pool area and saw at least six guys who were staring at her as if they couldn’t wait to get their hard dicks in her!
 
   “Man, man, what a sweet pussy!” she heard Bob grunt as he fucked it hard.
 
   “Yeah, and this ass is special, too, my friend!” Deion sighed, ramming his cock in and out of it. “This little gal is one intense fuck!”
 
   Holly looked around at her new friends, her pussy starting that old, familiar clenching pattern that meant she was going to come for them very soon. Mavis and Janet smiled at her, and she smiled back. She glanced over toward the pool and saw Lucy, down on a towel, with a guy’s huge dick in her pussy from behind and another guy kneeling in front of her, slipping his prick in and out of her mouth.
 
   She looked back at Duane and saw that he was about to blow his load in Jasmine and grinned at him. He grinned back, shaking his head at how hot she looked getting two huge cocks at once.
 
   This is living! She thought ecstatically. I was thirty and out of shape and bored with my whole life. Now, I’m thirty and fantastic and a swinger—and I’m not bored even a little bit! I feel totally alive and happy; happy all the time!
 
   She closed her eyed as she started to come and she felt coach explode in her ass while Bob flooded her pussy. Holly moaned and came even harder, knowing she had a whole night of exquisite pleasure just like this ahead of her, a whole lifetime, for that matter…as long as she kept swinging! 
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
   


  
 

Author’s Notes
 
   All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals.
 
   Like this book? Hate It? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I’d love to hear from you, either way.
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