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		Chapter One

		

		Rory Talbot was drunk and very horny. She glanced around the apartment at all of the empty drink glasses, near empty bowls of chips and pretzels, and other party debris and sighed.

		

		She’d clean it up in the morning. Right now, she just wanted to get naked with her husband, Rick, and fuck!

		

		It was mid-April, and the night was warm and just a little muggy. There’d been thunder storms off and on all afternoon and evening.

		

		The original party idea had been to have a bunch of friends in to watch a pro basketball game that had playoff implications for the local team. After the game was over, and a bunch of pizza, snack food, beer, and cocktails had been consumed by all, a number of joints had appeared and made the rounds, and the evening’s raucous mood had gradually mellowed.

		

		The lights had come down, music had come on, and the sports-fest had slowly transformed itself into an impromptu cocktail and dance party. Rory, as the hostess, had danced several dances with all of the men present.

		

		Rory just loved to dance and men just loved to dance with her, especially slow numbers. She was tall, leggy, and stunningly pretty, with a set of thirty-six “C” breasts that seemed even larger on her, given Rory’s height and the tight, svelte curves that made up the rest of her slender frame.

		

		By the time midnight rolled around and the party broke up, Rory was so aroused that she was nearly panting for sex. Hours of being held close by a half a dozen different male friends—resting her head on their shoulders as they glided around the front room together, knocking back cocktails in between dances—always seemed to get her pulse racing and her nipples hard!

		

		Rory loved men. She loved the feel of them, the look of them, their hard pecs against her big breasts and the touch of their often erect cocks against her loins through their respective clothes as they danced with her.

		

		She and Rick had been married for almost ten years now, and she’d never cheated on him—never even considered cheating on him. But she still loved men. And dancing close with them always made her horny!

		

		Her handsome husband came back into the living room from the hallway just then. He looked at her and shrugged.

		

		“Thorn’s still passed out on our bed,” he told her, a rueful smile on his face. “I can’t seem to rouse him. What can I tell you?”

		

		Rory gave her long, raven-black, shag-cut hair an impatient toss. Professional bad boy Thorn—charming, handsome, sexy, juvenile, idiot Thorn—was one of their oldest and dearest friends. The three of them had gone through high school together. She’d even dated him a couple of times way back during their sophomore year, before he’d made the mistake of introducing her to his best friend, Rick Talbot.

		

		“God, I warned him not to get into that tequila-shot contest with Gabe,” Rory said testily. “Gabe’s a fucking lush! He could drink any three guys who were at the party tonight under the table and still have room left for a couple of nightcaps before heading home.”

		

		“Yeah, I know,” Rick said with a what-are-you-gonna-do grin and a shrug of his own. “I warned him too, but you know Thorn. Does he ever listen to anyone?”

		

		“Not only no, but fuck no!” Rory sighed.

		

		She came over and put her arms around her husband’s neck, looking up at him. She was a tall girl—five-nine in her stocking feet—but Rick was six-four.

		

		“This is screwed,” she whispered, “because all of that cheek-to-cheek dancing really got me all hot for some loving tonight, mister!”

		

		Rick frowned. “Damn, that really sucks, because I’m feeling the same way.”

		

		She sighed again. “What can we do? If he’s that smashed, he won’t be sober enough to drive home until tomorrow, even if he does eventually wake up before then.”

		

		Rick thought about that for a moment, smiled brightly, and then suggested, “Let’s move him into the guest room and dump him in bed there. Then we’ll at least be able to sleep in our own bed.”

		

		“Fuck sleep,” Rory said with a sexy little growl in her voice, “I’ve got other plans for that big bed of ours tonight.”

		

		****

		

		Thorn Martin was not quite as big as Rick, but he was close enough. He was passed out, sprawled in the center of the Talbot’s king bed. Moving his six-foot, two-inch, two-hundred pound frame that was mostly muscle proved to be a real challenge for the married couple.

		

		It took them ten minutes to roll him off their bedspread and wrestle his limp, unresponsive body down the hall and onto the queen bed in the spare bedroom. Once there, Rick unbuttoned Thorn’s shirt and got him out of it. Next, he undid his old friend’s jeans and pulled them down to his knees.

		

		“Oh, my God,” Rory said, giggling, her hand going up to her face as Thorn’s long, limp prick came into view, dangling out the front of his boxer shorts, “put that big trouser snake back inside, Rick!”

		

		She was laughing, half-drunk and completely amused by the sight of Thorn’s impressive but completely flaccid cock. Her husband looked over at her disdainfully.

		

		“No fucking way, babe!” he snorted. “I’m not touching another guy’s dick. You want it back in his shorts so bad? You put it back where it belongs!”

		

		They both broke into peals of laughter at the embarrassing situation. Rory stared down at the floppy tube of muscle.

		

		Well, it wouldn’t be the first time I’ve had it in my hand, she thought, remembering back to their sophomore year in high school, when they’d dated those few times.

		

		It had been fourteen years since she’d last touched Thorn’s dick. Just before they’d broken up as a dating couple—the week before he’d introduced her to his cute friend, Rick Talbot—she had finally given in and jacked him off at the end of what had turned out to be their final date together. As she remembered it, Thorn had wanted a blowjob, but she hadn’t yet gone that far with a boy at that point in her young life, so he’d had to settle for a quick, inexperienced handjob instead.

		

		She looked up at her husband, remembering how he had been the first boy lucky enough to receive the attentions of her then-inexpert lips around a cock. He’d been so excited that he’d come in her mouth, like, half a minute after her tentative sucking had begun! They’d been all of fifteen at the time.

		

		“Guys are so immature about stuff like this,” she admonished Rick, reaching down and taking Thorn’s limp cock in her hand.

		

		She hesitated, stopping to brazenly fondle it for an extra moment, just to tease her husband. She hefted it and then jacked the loose skin up and down on the fleshy shaft, grinning over at Rick as she did so. “Mmmmmm, not bad—I’ll bet Thorn could give a girl a really nice ride with this big boy, when it gets hard!”

		

		With that, she eased the slack cylinder of meat back into the slit in front of the boxer shorts and yanked on his jeans, pulling them down around his shoe tops. Looking back up at Rick, she said, “Well, don’t just stand there. Help me get these off so we can get him into bed.”

		

		He laughed and did as she asked, still shaking his head over her teasing antics with their old pal’s cock. When they had the jeans, plus his shoes and socks off and Thorn tucked under the covers, Rick turned the light out. He dropped an arm around her shoulders as they headed back down the hall toward their own room.

		

		“So you liked old Thorny’s dick, huh?” he asked her.

		

		“It was…okay,” she said, her tone light and bantering, matching her husband’s, “But I like yours a lot better!”

		

		He grinned at her and closed their bedroom door behind them, saying, “Well, that’s a big relief, babe.”

		

		****

		

		“God, yes, that’s it!” Rick groaned in pure ecstasy ten minutes later. “Suck it, Rory, you hot bitch—suck my cock!”

		

		Rory was on her stomach, as naked as her husband was. The covers on the bed were thrown back and she was eating his long, thick hard on like a giant candy cane she just couldn’t get enough of. He had one of her big handfuls of tit in each palm and was squeezing them just the way she liked it as she enthusiastically gobbled up his dick.

		

		“Oooooh, baby, I love this big thing so much!” she whispered when she came to the top of his prick and let it slide from her mouth momentarily. “Are you going to fuck me with it soon? Do you want my pussy, honey? Its sooooo wet for this huge cock of yours!”

		

		“You know I want it, you hot little cocksucker,” Rick sighed as she took him into her mouth again, her tongue all over him, her head tilted back so that she could sword-swallow all eight inches of his throbbing hard on.

		

		He looked down into the bright, robin’s egg-blue eyes that contrasted so starkly with her tanned skin and jet-black hair and sighed again as she sucked him. “You’re so fucking pretty, Rory. And you’re such a sexy thing, babe!”

		

		Rory made a little mewling sound, sucking harder. She loved Rick. And she loved sucking his fat dick—the only thing she loved more was getting fucked by it.

		

		He watched her for another long minute, a huge grin of appreciation on his face, and then stopped her in mid-suck. “I want you, babe. I need that hot pussy of yours, right now!”

		

		She let his prick out of her mouth once more and wriggled her way up his torso until she was lying on top of him, face to face. He kissed her hard, shoving his tongue up into her mouth, his arms going around her naked back.

		

		“Mmmmmlllllll!” she moaned, breasts clenching atop his hard pectorals, tongue all over his.

		

		Rick rolled her over onto her right side, his lips never leaving hers. She threw a thigh over his hip and reached down to guide his swollen-hard cock, centering it in her needy hole.

		

		“Uhhhhhhhh,” she sighed as he took her, pushing forward with his hips until he was balls-deep inside her pussy.

		

		He started to fuck her, steady and deep, each lunge into her juicy wetness feeling better and better to both of them. Rory wriggled her hips against him in perfect rhythm with his steady thrusts.

		

		Sucking her baby’s cock always made her excited as hell and, now that he was inside her, she was soon making little cooing sounds as she got increasingly hotter for his wonderful prick. She brought her left hand up his back and ran her fingers through his brown hair lovingly, her tongue eagerly caressing his.

		

		She knew she was going to come right away. Fucking Rick was always a huge turn on, especially after a night of drinking and dancing with a bunch of their studly friends.

		

		“There you guys are!” a male voice said just then, as the door to their room flew open.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Rory tore her mouth away from Rick’s and looked back over her left shoulder. Thorn stood glassy-eyed and stark naked in the doorway, having removed his boxers somewhere between the guest bedroom and here.

		

		He stumbled over to the bed and fell into it, rolling to a stop against her back, passed out again. She looked at Rick helplessly, her eyes going wide as Thorn began to snore lightly, his naked flesh pressed against hers.

		

		“What should we do?” she whispered desperately.

		

		Rick sighed and worked his cock in and out of her again a few times. Both of them moaned. They couldn’t help it. Fucking just felt so great right now—both of them been right on the edge of a torrid, shared climax when Thorne had stumbled in.

		

		Drawing her in close, Rick peered over her cheek at his friend. He whispered in his wife’s ear, “He seems to be dead out, babe. Let’s finish up, and then I’ll wrestle his ass sorry back into the other bed again.”

		

		Rory just looked at him for long seconds. Did she really want to do that…share a great orgasm with her husband while Thorn’s naked, warm male body was pressed up against her naked ass?

		

		Rick rocked his hard dick in and out a few times and she sighed. It just felt so damned good up against her clit! She wasn’t quite as turned on as she’d been before the door had suddenly swung open and Thorn had entered the room, but she was still pretty damned aroused.

		

		Taking her silence for a “yes”—as far as continuing went—Rick kept fucking his dick into her. Rory’s tight little ass cheeks were pressed up against Thorn’s pubic hair and flaccid cock meat. She could feel his flat tummy against the small of her back, and his big, manly pecs against her upper back.

		

		It felt very strange, but sort of exciting! She moaned as Rick began the hot tongue-kissing once more and rammed his hard cock in and out of her gushing lower lips.

		

		A minute went by and she felt Thorn’s big dick start to firm up against her gently-rolling ass cheeks! She sighed and tried to move closer to her husband, to get away from Thorn, her movement having the effect of spearing Rick’s rutting dick even deeper inside her with each stroke.

		

		Just as Rory again reached that same fever pitch of excitement where they’d been before she and Rick had been interrupted, she felt Thorn stir slightly. His left hand came up to glide lightly over her naked hip, his cock now very hard and right up against her ass crack. She felt his hot, wet tongue on her neck, licking and teasing, alternating with his soft lips kissing her tingling skin!

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm!” she moaned into her husband’s mouth, trying to let him know that Thorn wasn’t really passed out anymore.

		

		Rick seemed oblivious. His eyes were closed in rising bliss, his dick hammering into her as their tongues caressed each other.

		

		Rory moaned again, Thorn’s big, hard dick feeling incredibly hot and stiff, nestled between her ass cheeks, and his tongue and lips were sending huge shivers through her as they kissed and teased the sensitive skin on the back of her neck.

		

		She had, of course, never been kissed and licked and had her naked body fondled by two sexy, nude men before…especially not while one of them was fucking her brains out at the same time! Her entire frame convulsed as a tremor of the sharpest pre-orgasmic pleasure she’d ever felt in her life shot through her.

		

		God, this is so hot! This is just so incredibly sensual, and kinky and wrong and definitely…hot!

		

		Thorn squeezed one of her ass cheeks and then slid his hand upward. He pried it down in between Rick’s chest and Rory’s left tit, finding her very erect nipple and rolling it between his fingertips as he ground his hard prick against her butt crack. At the same time, he kept running his tongue all over the back of her long, elegant neck while he fondled her breast.

		

		“What the…?” Rick started, pulling his tongue out of his wife’s mouth as he felt the back of Thorn’s hand against his chest.

		

		Huge pulses of lust, pure pre-come thrills were pounding through Rory. Every nerved ending in her body was alive and crackling with forbidden excitement.

		

		She moaned and told Rick in a choking gasp, “Fuck me! I’m gonna’ come so hard, baby! Fuck my hot pussy, right now!”

		

		Rick was there, too—ready to come. He nodded his head quickly in agreement and crammed his dick back into her, yanked it nearly out, and then nailed her again, clearly wanting to get off as badly as she did.

		

		Rory sighed—her tit was swollen and throbbing with desire, Thorn’s fingers on her hot nipple were driving her crazy! She loved anal sex—Rick did her back there at least three or four times a month on the average, so her anus was much more sensitive to stimulation than another woman’s might have been. So the hard, ember-hot cock head nudging up against it, along with Rick’s cock pounding into her pussy, felt like pure heaven to her.

		

		“Oh, God, I’m gonna’ come!” she whined, twisting her body between the two men, reveling in the feel of all of that hard, athletic male flesh up against hers.

		

		“Yesssssssss,” Rick moaned, driving his cock in deep and cutting loose just then, “oh, God, babe, so am I!”

		

		His fiery come filled her pussy in an instant, setting off her own furious release. Rory whimpered at how fantastic it felt, her whole tit jerking beneath Thorn’s deft fingers, her asshole clenching in time with her lower lips around Rick’s shooting cock. The head of the second prick up against her sensitive anus felt wonderful, doubling the intensity of her orgasm.

		

		“Oh, oh, oh, fuck but its good!” she wailed, coming fiercely in between the two men.

		

		Rick fired a few more big wads of hot cream into her while his wife sighed and gasped and jerked her body against his prick. His dreamy, satisfied smile morphed quickly into a shocked expression as Thorn moved his hand downward from Rory’s tit and instead used it to grip her ass and pull it sharply backward, freeing Rick’s spent cock from her warm confines.

		

		Before he or Rory could react, Thorn slid his big body down a few inches, angled his hard prick upward, and eased it all the way up into her juicy, come-filled hole. Then he began to fuck her from behind, hard and deep, Rory’s big tits bouncing and shaking as he hammered into her.

		

		“Wha…what are you doooooing to me?” she moaned, the big, thick cock caressing her still very sensitive clit as he gave it to her from behind like a man possessed, his left hand moving back up to claim her tit once again as he rutted into her.

		

		“I’m fucking you, you hot bitch!” Thorn growled, still drunk but knowing exactly what he wanted at that moment. “I’ve always wanted to fuck you, Rory. You’re the hottest, sexiest woman I’ve ever known!”

		

		Oh, oh, sweet Jesus, is he ever fucking me? Rory thought as Thorn snaked his right hand under her body, and then brought it up to claim her other tit. He began to twist both of her nipples in tandem as he hammered his long, fat dick into her over and over again from behind. He’s fucking the ever-living shit out of me!

		

		Not knowing whether to love or hate the fact that she was getting an unexpected, driving, brain-rattling fuck from someone other than Rick, Rory looked helplessly over at her husband. To her shock, Rick wasn’t saying a word. He was just laying there, a goofy smile on his face, watching one of their oldest friends balling the bejeezus out of his wife.

		

		“Damn, but you look hot, baby,” he whispered, “getting it like that! I’ve never seen you get fucked before…I’ve always been the one doing the fucking. But I gotta’ tell you…it’s so incredibly sexy, watching you get it like that, I can’t believe it!”

		

		Rory sighed. Thorn’s big dick felt great inside her—that was for sure.

		

		Even though she’d just come hard, that fat, hot, long prick felt very welcome, she was shocked to discover. Her old friend’s hands on her tits were wonderful, too. And there was, undeniably, something extremely sexy and taboo about getting fucked like this with her darling Rick looking on, smiling!

		

		“What…what should I…do?” she whispered.

		

		Rick leaned forward. He murmured, just before he kissed her again, “You’re on the pill. What’s the difference? Do what feels good to you, baby—let him fuck you!”

		

		Rory sighed, his tongue slipping into her mouth as his lips pressed against hers. Thorn’s big dick felt great. His hands on her tits felt great. And kissing her husband while she got such a sweet, hard, wonderful fucking? That felt greater than great!

		

		****

		

		“You, I can almost forgive!” Rory was saying somewhat huffily five minutes later, staring over at Thorn. “I’ve known that you were charming rogue, as well as being an out-and-out horndog, who was just out to score pussy, since the first day I met you.”

		

		She was still naked, sitting up in bed, the covers pulled up just far enough to hide her bare nipples, her back against the pillows lining the big headboard. She looked from Thorn over to her husband, who was sitting back against the pillows on the other side of her and said, “But you, Rick Talbot, are nothing but a pervert! I can’t believe you’d let another man fuck your wife while you just looked on approvingly as it happened.”

		

		After a second, she added, “Hell, you didn’t just look on—you frenched me and sucked my tongue while he was fucking me—and that made it feel even hotter, you frigging sex fiend!”

		

		Rick attempted to maintain his contrite expression for a moment, and then lost it. His face broke into a huge grin and he began to laugh.

		

		“What’s funny, pervert?” Rory snarled at him.

		

		“You,” Rick managed to choke out, still laughing hard, “you’re funny, babe!”

		

		She crossed her arms over her nipples, glaring at him. At that moment, she was so pissed at him she couldn’t speak.

		

		Rick leaned in close to her, his eyes boring into hers, a big smile still on his face. He whispered, “What’s that old line from Shakespeare… ‘Methinks the lady doth protest too much’…?”

		

		Never having been into English literature as much as her husband, she asked him angrily, “What’s that supposed to mean, mister?”

		

		“It means that you came like a fucking house afire with Thorn,” Rick whispered back, his lips just inches from hers. “It means that you fucking loved it, despite your protests to the contrary, now that it’s over.”

		

		“I…I did not!” Rory insisted.

		

		“You did too,” Rick was equally insistent. “Remember, babe, I was making out with you when you came—you nearly sucked my tongue right out by the roots! You were so excited by that orgasm I thought you might black out, there for a moment.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		Rory felt her face turn red. She rapidly averted her eyes, too embarrassed to meet his gaze any longer.

		

		“It still wasn’t right,” she murmured. “It’s not right for a man to give his wife all kinds of hot, sexy kisses while his best friend is balling her!”

		

		Rick leaned in and kissed her cheek. From there, he moved his lips slowly down onto her neck, his tongue darting out to caress her bare flesh.

		

		“Oh, I don’t know, honey,” he whispered in between teasing kisses. “It felt pretty right to me. Old Thorny’s dick was making you go off like crazy, and you were moaning and thrashing around, pushing those big tits of yours against his palms, sucking so hard on my tongue as we kissed…what was I supposed to do?”

		

		Rory sighed, her nipples getting firm again against the bed covers as her husband kissed his way downward onto her bare chest, just above her covered breast tips. Thorn leaned in right at that moment, from the other side, and began to kiss her neck, too. He ran his tongue over her naked skin and Rory shivered.

		

		Rick uncovered her right nipple and kissed it as Thorn licked his way across her collarbone, gradually moving downward.

		

		“Stop it!” she hissed, her eyes now closed. “Stop it, you two deviants! Don’t…don’t…oh, Christ…don’t do…thaaaaaat!”

		

		Thorn had nudged the covers down on her other breast and his tongue was now all over her aroused pink knob. Rick was gently sucking on the other one and Rory felt her pussy oozing out lubricant again.

		

		“Quit it, Rick, I mean it!” she sighed, not sounding at all as if she meant it. “You stop that—you, too, Thorn…you fucking pussy-hound!”

		

		Thorn answered by sucking Rory’s nipple into his lips and beginning to nurse gently on it as he ran his big hand down her naked belly and onto her clit. He sucked tit right along with Rick as he slowly began to finger-fuck Rory’s juicy little, come-filled slit.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhhh, that’s no fair!” Rory sighed again, her ass coming up off the mattress as Thorn’s finger stroked her clit so lovingly and the men’s lips sucked her nipples in a way that drove her absolutely mad with lust!

		

		Two…two sets of lips on my titties at once, she thought as the forbidden, incredible thrills rolled through her breasts and right down into her pussy, oh, God, it feels so wonderful to have two men suck ‘em for you at the same time!

		

		“Ungh, so sharp,” she moaned aloud moments later when her husband nipped at her sensitive pink nipple with his front teeth while he sucked, “fuck…your teeth are so sharp on my nippy, you naughty boy, Rick!”

		

		Thorn got the idea right away and began teasing Rory’s other nipple with his own sharp teeth. She moaned and twisted her hips, impaling herself even deeper on his thrusting finger, her clit jerking against his gliding flesh in time with her breasts tensing beneath the two men’s dual assault on her nipples.

		

		“Oh, suck them!” she whined, abruptly giving up entirely on the idea of further protest, her pussy fluttering all around Thorn’s thick finger. “Oh, play with my hot pussy and suck my big tits, you nasty boys!”

		

		Rick waited until she was gasping for breath and rolling her hips shamelessly up to meet Thorn’s lunges into her wet depths before momentarily easing his lips off her swollen nipple. She opened her eyes and saw that he had leaned away from her, and gotten into the top drawer of the nightstand…where the sex lube was kept!

		

		“What are you up to now, you sex fiend?” she whispered, watching him undo the cap and get a big glob of the clear goo on his index finger.

		

		He didn’t answer. He just recapped the tube, tossed it back onto the top of the nightstand, and then returned to sucking her right breast.

		

		She sighed, loving the feel of his lips on her super-aroused flesh once more, along with Thorn’s, on her other nipple. And then she felt her husband’s gooey finger penetrate her asshole while Thorn’s finger continued to glide in and out of her pussy!

		

		“Oh, oh, my God, what a feeling,” she whispered as the two men finger-fucked her anus and her cunny simultaneously while feasting on her swollen nipples.

		

		In no time, she was groaning and grabbing at the backs of their heads as they nursed feverishly at her tits while they played with both of her clasping, grabbing holes. Rory had never felt anything even close to this before in her entire life. It was as if her whole body, along with every erogenous zone she owned, was alive with excitement!

		

		“Gotta’ fuck this hot little ass of yours, babe!” Rick suddenly gasped, pulling his mouth from her nipple and looking up at her. “Do you want it? Do you want my big dick up your ass, baby?”

		

		“Yes,” Rory sighed, her pussy fluttering wildly around Thorn’s penetrating finger, “oh, God…yesssssssss!”

		

		The two men released their holds on her. Thorn pulled his mouth off her nipple and got back out of the way; kneeling on the bed, sitting back on his heels, watching intently, as Rick eased his finger out of Rory’s ass and flipped over onto his back. He reached over for her and rapidly positioned her body over him, his strong arms holding her directly above his hard cock.

		

		“Here you go, sweetie,” he whispered, fitting his cock head against her gaped-open ass entrance, “take it…take it right up that cute little butt of yours, darling!”

		

		Rory groaned as the fat cock head split her anus open wider and disappeared up inside. She put her palms down on the mattress when she came to rest atop his reclining body, and balanced herself as she sat with her husband’s prick buried deep in her ass.

		

		Thorn scrambled in between her legs and set the head of his own engorged dick against her very wet lower lips and pushed as Rory lay backward on her husband’s chest. Rory gasped, double-fucked for the first time in her twenty-eight years. She’d seen it done numerous times in porn movies, but this was the first time anyone had ever done it to her!

		

		“Omigod,” she whined, “go easy, you guys. Both of you have big cocks…my poor little ass and pussy…I’m really stretched!”

		

		Thorn grinned at her, his dick all the way up her super-tight cunny. He leaned in and whispered, “You’re the hottest little bitch I’ve ever known, Rory. You were made for this kind of stuff!”

		

		With that, he kissed her and started moving his cock in and out of her slick tightness. Rory’s tits jerked against his chest.

		

		He…he’s kissing me, She thought; his tongue is in my mouth! What will Rick think?

		

		As the absurdity of that thought hit her, it was all she could do not to laugh.

		

		After all, his cock was already all the way up her pussy, while Rick’s was buried in her asshole! What difference did it make if Thorn kissed her, for God’s sake?

		

		“Oh, man, I can feel your dick inside her,” Rick sighed at that moment. “I can feel you fucking her, buddy. I can feel you balling my wife!”

		

		A huge tremor of illicit pleasure rippled through Rory at that moment. She, too, could feel Thorn’s thick cock head up against Rick’s cock, separated only by the thin wall of muscle between her pussy and her ass sheath.

		

		And somehow, that just felt so incredibly…nasty!

		

		Rory moaned around Thorn’s tongue and wrapped her arms around his back, drawing him in closer. Those two big cocks just felt so sweet inside her!

		

		She had to admit it to herself as they fucked her, she loved both of these guys, and she just loved their large pricks inside her, too. This was the naughtiest, sexiest, most taboo thing she’d ever done in her life—and she absolutely adored it!

		

		“Oh, fuck me,” she gasped, tearing her mouth away from Thorn’s so that she could breathe. She was so excited that she could barely catch a breath. “Fuck me, you sexy bastards! Fuck me hard, up both holes at once!”

		

		The two men shivered as one at her fiery plea, ramming their dicks into her hard, making her tits jelly wildly against Thorn’s chest. She groaned and held on ecstatically, her clit pulsing like mad, every nerve ending in her body alive and throbbing with lust.

		

		Fuckmefuckmefuckme, she repeated in her mind, reveling in every second of this torrid, forbidden penetration. Fuck me hard and make me come, my sweet boys!

		

		Thorn and Rick seemed to be able to read her inner-thoughts. They continued to nail her, gradually catching on to the short, choppy rhythm required by double-penetration.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh,” Rory moaned as they got better and better at fucking her as a unit, “oh, my sweet God, but that’s wonderful!”

		

		“I knew you’d be the hottest bitch I’d ever fucked!” Thorn panted in her ear as he reamed out her tight pussy. “I always knew it, Rory, you sexy little cunt!”

		

		Rory sighed and held on tight, her whole body vibrating beneath the savage penetration, loving it when he called her the “hottest bitch I’d ever fucked”!

		

		Rick moaned in her ear just then, saying, “I can’t last, babe. This little ass of yours is just too hot…too fucking slick and tight!”

		

		“Shoot it!” she wailed, feeling her clit throb hard as he told her he was ready to come inside her. “Oh, fuck, baby—shoot it right up my asshole!”

		

		Rick gave out with another huge groan and she felt a geyser of hot spunk erupt up into her snug rear hole. Rory quivered atop his cock and began to come right along with her husband, her pussy clamping down around Thorn’s driving prick.

		

		“Jesus, Rory,” Thorn gasped, “that tight little pussy of yours is fluttering like crazy around my dick!”

		

		With that, he moaned again and began unloading in her, bathing Rory’s pussy sheath with his hot, gushing semen for the second time that night. She felt the steamy goo ooze out around her clit and came even harder!

		

		“Oh, you fuckers—you’re both creamin’ me at once! You’re really givin’ it to me!”

		

		The two men held on as she twisted and hunched her lower body onto their spurting pricks. Rory quivered in their arms, her whole lithe frame shaking uncontrollably as she orgasmed in both holes!

		

		“So gooooooood,” she moaned blissfully, “I’m comin’ so fucking good!”

		

		They kept their dicks buried in her until she stopped groaning and thrusting her ass down onto them. Gradually, she stopped coming and they began to get soft inside her.

		

		“God, what an orgasm that was,” Rory sighed when they finally pulled free, “I came so fucking hard!”

		

		She got off her husband’s lap and went into the bathroom to clean up a little. When she came back into the bedroom, she found Rick lying back on one side of the bed and Thorn lying on the other, with room left in between their bodies for her.

		

		“Oh, no, you don’t!” she said, frowning at Thorn and giving him the evil eye. “You either go sleep in the guest room or go home, Thorny.”

		

		“Why can’t I sleep with you and Rick?” Thorn asked innocently, smiling up at her like a charming, mischievous six-year old.

		

		“Because you’ll want to fool around some more if you do,” she said accusingly. “I’ve known you since you were thirteen, remember?”

		

		Thorn flashed an even bigger grin her way and patted the bed. “Come on, babe, I haven’t fucked that cute little ass of yours yet…and you know you want me to, now don’t you?”

		

		Rory laughed. “In your dreams, Romeo—now go ahead and drag that cute ass of yours out of my bed!”

		

		Thorn hopped out and got to his feet all right, but he didn’t leave. Instead, he came around the bed and wrapped his arms around her, kissing her once more.

		

		“Mmmmmm!” Rory protested; his tongue immediately sliding into her mouth again.

		

		He paid no attention to her moaning protest, stepping backward, taking her with him. When they got to the other side of the bed, he broke off the kiss and jumped back in, his arms still around her, dragging her along with him.

		

		“What the fuck are you doing?” Rory demanded, attempting to wriggle away from him as they lay on the sheets together, after their tumble into bed.

		

		He kissed her again, long and hard, and she slowly stopped tying to resist. She felt her aroused nipples digging into his naked, hairy chest, and then Rick suddenly reached around her and broke the two of them up, turning her toward him instead.

		

		Then he was kissing her! Rory moaned with passion as his tongue caressed hers and she felt Thorn’s hands begin to tease her bare ass cheeks.

		

		This is so fucking sexy! She thought, pushing her butt back onto the other man’s hands. Making out with Rick while Thorn feels me up…and then kissing Thorn while Rick touches me…this is hot!

		

		Ten minutes later, Rory found herself sighing with excitement as Thorn fucked her in the ass for the first time while Rick—his cock washed off after his earlier penetration of her butt—ran his long, fat cock in and out of her pussy…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		“Stop that, you fucking horny beast!” Rory admonished Thorn, who was massaging her tits through the sheer black negligee she wore as she tried to fix dinner.

		

		“Come on, Rory, how about a little blowjob, just to tide me over?” he whispered in her ear, squeezing her big breasts through the thin material, licking her earlobe teasingly with the tip of his tongue.

		

		Rory was facing the stove, stirring the contents of a big pot, holding its lid in her other hand. She brought the lid over and pressed its rim quickly against the backs of Thorn’s hands on her big breasts. He screamed and jumped back, instantly releasing his grip on her—the lid was very hot.

		

		“You bitch, what did you do that for?”

		

		She turned and smiled cattily at him. “You know the rules—no sex for you until Rick gets home. If I did anything with you while he wasn’t here, it would be cheating on him. And I won’t do that.”

		

		“You and your fucking rules,” Thorn groused, crossing the kitchen to the refrigerator and getting himself a beer. He turned and held the beer out to her as a peace offering, and she took it, snapped the cap off, and had a big drink.

		

		“How are things going between you and that cute young blonde girl I met the other night at the Patio Bar?” she asked him.

		

		“Okay,” Thorn said, rubbing his cold beer bottle against the back of his right hand where Rory had pressed the hot lid, “she’s slept over at my place a couple of nights. She won’t let me stay at hers because she has two roommates.”

		

		He opened his own beer and took a swig, and then flashed a roguish grin at Rory as he pressed the cold bottle against the back of his left hand and added, “Both of her roomies are hot as hell. I think she’s afraid that if I stay over, one of them or maybe both of them will end up wanting to fuck me too!”

		

		Rory shook her head at her old friend’s innate arrogance and drank some more beer. “If you’re getting all of that action from her, then why are you always over here, begging me for a fuck or a blowjob?”

		

		He laughed. “Anita, my little blonde friend, is pretty good in the sack—but she’s nowhere near as good as you are, babe.”

		

		Crossing the kitchen again, he swept Rory into his arms and said, just before he kissed her, “You’re the hottest girl in this whole city, honey. No one fucks me or sucks me as good as you do, and that’s the truth!”

		

		Rory opened her mouth for him, his tongue darting inside immediately. She’d been telling herself that tonight was just going to be dinner and a couple of beers, and maybe a movie on TV after the football game ended. She’d been sort of promising herself that there would be no three-way sex between her and Rick and Thorn tonight, as there so often was when he came over to see them.

		

		Now, she felt herself wavering. Thorn was so much fun, and he had a great body and an absolutely fabulous dick! She thought about taking that cock up her ass while Rick’s was in her pussy and began to kiss him more passionately.

		

		I guess we will fuck tonight, if Rick wants to, she thought, reaching back and putting her beer bottle on the counter behind her so that she could run her fingers through Thorn’s short, wavy hair as they kissed. What’s one more? He must have fucked me six dozen times since that first night last spring!

		

		Rory contemplated that as she ran her tongue all over his. It had become almost a routine. Thorn met up somewhere with her and Rick, or he came over to their place to watch a game or a movie, or to have dinner, and one thing would lead to another. And they’d all end up naked with her sucking Thorn’s cock and Rick’s cock, and then they’d both be fucking her!

		

		Nothing wrong with that, she admitted to herself. I love it when they do me, one after the other, or both at once. Or when one of them eats me while the other one fucks me in the ass!

		

		Rory shivered in Thorn’s hot embrace, thinking about all of the deliciously deviant ways her two favorite boys had given it to her over the past months. She loved this, when you got right down to it. Having two gorgeous, studly, well-hung guys eager to fuck her lights out all the time was sheer heaven!

		

		“Hey, what the fuck is this?” Rick’s booming voice suddenly filled the kitchen. “My wife…and my best friend…are fooling around behind my back? Where did I put that shotgun of mine?"

		

		Thorn waved at Rick with one hand, not releasing his grip on Rory, still kissing her passionately. Rick sighed with theatrical despair and walked over to the refrigerator for a beer.

		

		“You might have at least waited until I got here, guys,” he said, mock disappointment in his voice.

		

		“Thorn, the horndog, would not take no for an answer, as per usual,” Rory said, breaking off the kiss and pushing Thorn away.

		

		She went over to her husband and wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him as adoringly as she had just been kissing his best friend. His tongue went into her mouth and she sucked lightly on it, as if it were a small pink cock, running her tongue all over the tip of his as she did so.

		

		“Hey, I’m gonna’ get jealous,” Thorn commented. “I thought you were all hot for me, babe? What are you, Rory, some kind of round-heeled slut who’ll fuck any guy that’s handy?”

		

		“Pretty much,” Rory answered kiddingly, pulling her lips away from Rick’s momentarily and flashing Thorn a sexy wink. “Any nice cock will do.”

		

		“Slut,” Thorn said with a sigh of resignation, finishing his beer and heading for the fridge again, “I can’t turn my back on you for a minute and you’re macking on some other guy!”

		

		The two of them broke apart and Rory went over to check on the stew she was making for dinner. Rick eyed her up and down, his eyes lighting up as he saw the skimpy negligee, worn without a stitch under it, his wife’s big breasts and waxed-bare pussy clearly visible underneath it.

		

		“What can you expect from a girl who dresses like that for dinner, when guests are coming?” Rick said, shaking his head in faux despair, as he joined Thorn in the living room. “I’m surprised she wasn’t sucking your cock when I came into the kitchen.”

		

		“I tried to convince her that she should do just that, but she’s got all of these fucked up rules,” Thorn complained wryly as he cracked open his new beer.

		

		“Rules…at a fuck party,” Rick asked facetiously, reaching for the remote to turn the Monday night game on, “you’ve got to be kidding me!”

		

		“Nope, turns out our little Rory is a stickler for protocol, dude,” Thorn deadpanned, settling into the recliner with his beer, “no pussy, ass, or even a BJ unless her husband’s here, that’s the rule.”

		

		“Wow,” Rick said, finding the right channel for the game, “my wife—the strictly-by-the-book slut-girl. What a trip!”

		

		He turned his attention toward the television, saying, “So, do you think Mr. Roethlisberger and his boys from Pittsburgh, PA, can beat Mr. Brady and his Patriots this evening, Thorny, old lad?”

		

		“I’ve got a five that says he can,” Thorn replied, sounding confident.

		

		“You are on, my man!” Rick said and the two of them clicked beer bottles.

		

		“Assholes,” Rory whispered under her breath with a big smile on her face, eying her boys fondly as she got out a loaf of frozen bread dough to bake and serve with the stew. “Where would we be without rules?”

		

		****

		

		“Like that, kitten?” Rick murmured, running his tongue up Rory’s cute little pink slit, then pausing to circle her clit a few times with just the tip of it.

		

		“Oh, God, yes,” Rory gasped, her whole body shaking as Thorn powered his fat, hard, long dick into her well-greased anus, “just exactly like that, baby!”

		

		“Does my cock feel good up that tight little butt of yours?” Thorn whispered, ramming it in deep, squeezing her dangling tits.

		

		“You know it does,” Rory moaned. “Do it! Fuck me hard, right up my ass, Thorn, you big-dicked bastard!”

		

		She was on her hands and knees, Thorn kneeling behind her, his hands under her body, gripping the solid, jiggling flesh of her large breasts as he fucked her in the butt. Rick was on his back, underneath her, in a sixty-nine position.

		

		“So good,” she whined, her eyes nearly closed with lust, “feels so good, getting that big thing up my ass while you eat me, babe!”

		

		She dipped her head and engulfed her husband’s cock once more, her mouth flying up and down on it as she sucked. Rick groaned as her tongue lapped furiously at his sensitive glans.

		

		“Goddamn, but you’ve got a sweet, tight, fuckable little butt, Rory,” Thorn sighed contentedly. “You’re the hottest, sexiest bitch I’ve ever met… and far and away the best fuck!”

		

		Rory mewled happily around Rick’s cock. She loved being thought of as hot and sexy. And she loved being nasty with her two sweet boys more than anything in the world!

		

		Rick crammed his tongue up her pussy slit just then and wriggled it around inside her. Rory gasped around his gliding prick and sucked harder. His tongue on her clit was driving her crazy, and Thorn’s prick was lighting an absolute fire in her asshole!

		

		“Ulllllmmmmm!” she murmured, letting them know she was very close to coming.

		

		Thorn had fucked her so many times by now that he immediately realized what her moan meant. He grabbed an erect nipple between the thumb and forefinger of each hand and squeezed lightly.

		

		Rory gasped around her husband’s cock, her tits jerking beneath his fingers as her pussy spasmed wildly around Rick’s delving tongue. Her ass sheath grabbed at Thorn’s gliding cock at that same moment and Rory began to come furiously around him.

		

		“Oh, fuck, babe,” he groaned, “get it—get that hot little cunt of yours off while I cream your tight asshole for you!”

		

		Jets of warm spunk spattered deep inside her anal cavity and Rory’s orgasm shifted into hyper-drive. She sucked on Rick’s cock like a crazy girl, and he arched up off the mattress and screamed up into the well of her climaxing pussy as he came, too!

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm!” he growled, a huge streamer of come erupting up into Rory’s mouth, filling it instantly with hot man-cream.

		

		Rory gulped it down as she shivered through her own fiery orgasm. He filled it again and she swallowed hard, knowing that there was more in store for her, Rick’s fat nut sack jerking again and firing yet another mouthful of semen into her working throat.

		

		Oh, God, it’s so good, Rory thought ecstatically as she came and came; my boys are shooting so much jizz into me. Jesus, but this is sweet!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		It had been a full two weeks since the Steelers-Patriots game, and Rory hadn’t seen Thorn again since that night. She had asked Rick about it and he’d said that he hadn’t seen him either.

		

		Rick said that the two of them had talked on the phone a few times, but Thorn had claimed that his work schedule was really frantic right now. He said that he was getting lots of turn-around runs over the mountain to Sparks, Nevada, and back, and also up to Gerber, California, which was about a hundred and fifteen miles north of Roseville, the nearby town that Thorn crewed out of.

		

		Thorn was a brakeman on the Southern Pacific Railroad, and he had enough sonority to stay near the top of the trip board at work when he wanted to do so. It was a union job and he made great money riding the freights and switching out boxcars for the railroad, when he chose to work.

		

		“I’ve never known Thorn to be so conscientious before,” Rory told her husband that night at dinner. “He usually works hard for a week or two, banks a lot of cash, and then blows off work for a few days so that he can party. And he hardly ever takes weekend runs.”

		

		“True,” Rick answered thoughtfully, “it’s damned unusual behavior for him. Maybe he has his eye on a new car or something, and needs more cash.”

		

		Rory ate in silence for a moment. She hadn’t thought that Thorn’s absence from her life would bother her so much, but it did!

		

		I hate to admit it, after the way I always used to tease him about chasing my pussy so hard, but I do really miss that big cock of his and our three-way fun together! My Rick fucks me great, and he still eats my pussy all the time, and nails me up the ass…but it’s not quite the same without Thorn.

		

		She looked over at her husband guiltily and tried to push that particular realization out of her mind. The last thing in the world she wanted to do was cause even a glimmer of suspicion on Rick’s part that his wonderful prick and his sweet loving were not quite enough for her anymore.

		

		I wonder what the hell is going on with Thorn; she asked herself, he’s no hard worker. He just floats along in life, having a ball. This just isn’t like him.

		

		As she finished her meal, Rory made up her mind. Tomorrow night, she was going to call Rick and suggest that they stop by the Patio Bar—Thorn’s favorite drinking hangout—after work, and have a couple of cocktails on their way home. She wanted to “run into” her wayward brakeman in person if she could, talk to him face-to-face, and hear just what was suddenly so thrilling about working his cute ass off all of the time!

		

		****

		

		Sure enough, as soon as they walked into the spacious, patio-themed bar the next night—with its big glass wall in back and sliding doors that opened out onto an actual flower and frond-planted, garden setting, patio-style restaurant—they saw Thorn, standing at the bar, drinking a beer, and chatting with his new girlfriend, Anita, who was seated on a tall bar stool, next to where he stood.

		

		“Well, there’s the elusive Mr. Thorn Martin, in the flesh,” Rory said, her eyes narrowing as she stared at her old friend, looking just as happy-go-lucky and out for a night of fun as he always did. “Let’s say hello.”

		

		She stalked over to the bar, Rick right behind her. Thorn saw her coming in the big mirror that ran along the back-bar and smiled sheepishly as she approached him. He turned to Anita and said, “You remember my friends, the Talbots, Rory and Rick, right, babe?”

		

		Anita, who was a petite, very pretty young blonde of about twenty-one or two, smiled up at Rory and said, “Sure, nice to see you two again.”

		

		“Nice to see you, too,” Rory replied, her own slightly phony smile now in place. “Rick and I just stopped for a couple of drinks on the way home. Let’s get a table together, what do you say?”

		

		“Uh, sure, that would be cool,” Anita said uncertainly, turning to Thorn again, looking for his approval.

		

		“Yeah, that sounds great,” Thorn said, not very convincingly.

		

		He doesn’t really want to talk to us, Rory thought as the two of them pushed away from the bar and stood up next to Rory and Rick. He’s hiding something. I can tell.

		

		There was an unoccupied four-place table a few feet away. It was a high-rise table with four tall bar stools surrounding it. Anita and Thorn sat their beers down on it and climbed onto two of the stools. A cocktail waitress came over and took Rick and Rory’s orders for a couple of bottled beers.

		

		“So, I hear you’re working all the time now,” Rory said, sipping her beer straight from the bottle when it came.

		

		“Uh, well, yeah, quite a bit, I guess,” Thorn hedged, suddenly looking a bit nervous.

		

		“We sure never see you anymore,” Rory pressed him pointedly.

		

		“That’s kind of my fault,” Anita spoke up. “He’s been hanging with me a lot lately.”

		

		She blushed slightly and then added, “We’ve kind of got a thing going on between us. I’ve been sleeping over at Thorn’s place most nights for the last two weeks.”

		

		Rory smiled, her uncertainty about what was going on with Thorn quickly morphing into happiness for the two of them. “That’s great, honey! It’s about time this bozo found a girl to settle down with.”

		

		“Oh, I don’t know if this is going to be a long-term thing.” Anita was quick to say.

		

		She turned to Thorn and, smiling almost shyly, went on to add, “We’ve just been spending a lot of time together recently.”

		

		“Well, you could bring the girl along to dinner at our place once in a while, Thorn,” Rick chided his old friend. “So we could at least see you occasionally. We were beginning to wonder if you’d dropped off the face of the earth.”

		

		“He has been working quite a bit, too,” Anita stepped in again defensively. “And I’ve been monopolizing his time when he hasn’t been working. And then we’ve been partying like crazy on the weekends.”

		

		“Oh?” Rory asked; her interest instantly piqued. “Is that so?”

		

		She looked over at Thorn and asked him, “Why aren’t we partying with you, man? We always have in the past.”

		

		“Uh, they’re not your kind of parties,” Thorn answered quickly, looking guilt- stricken.

		

		“What kind of parties are we talking about, then?” Rory asked, her curiosity now fully aroused.

		

		There was a full minute of utter silence. Thorn looked at Anita, over at Rory and Rick, and then back to Anita.

		

		“Oh, fuck, dude, why don’t you just go ahead and tell them?” Anita asked at last in an exasperated tone. “From what you’ve told me about all of the three-ways you guys have done together, I don’t see what it would hurt!”

		

		Now it was Rory’s turn to look stricken. She sat back on her stool and gulped down beer, mortified to the core at the thought that Thorn would have told anyone about the nights the three of them had spent in bed together!

		

		Anita saw Rory’s shocked reaction and hastened to say, “Hey, don’t worry about it, I’m totally cool with that.”

		

		She looked over at the still-silent Thorn and shook her head. Turning back to Rory, she whispered, “The parties we go to are swinger parties. You know; house parties with six or seven other couples, where everyone gets naked and then we trade off and get it on right in front of everyone else? That’s what Thorny and I have been doing on the weekends—so, like I said, what’s the big deal about a few friendly threesome-fucks between old friends?”

		

		Both Rick and Rory sat back on their stools, looking shell-shocked. Rory couldn’t believe what Thorn was now into. She’d heard about the so-called “swinger” lifestyle, but she’d never actually known anyone who practiced it…until now!

		

		Wait a minute; this is Thorn we’re talking about, she mentally corrected herself, Thorn the unabashed horndog; why would I be even slightly shocked that he’d go for something as kinky as being a swinger? After all, he was the guy who stumbled, drunk, into our bedroom that time and started us on the path to regular threesomes.

		

		“You guys should come with us to a party sometime,” Anita suddenly blurted. “From what Thorn’s told me, you’re a super-hot chick, Rory, I bet you’d love swinging.”

		

		She glanced over at Rick and said almost bashfully, “And you’re a cutie, Rick. I know I’d love to fuck you sometime, if Rory didn’t mind, that is.”

		

		Rick didn’t blush often, but he did now. Rory knew she should be pissed at the vivacious young blonde for openly stating that she wanted to ball Rick, but her husband looked so impossibly cute sitting there, shocked and red-faced, that Rory couldn’t find it within herself to be too angry.

		

		“I, uh, don’t think Rick and I are…how can I say it? I don’t think we’re…bold enough to be swingers,” Rory said at last, breaking the awkward silence.

		

		“Why would you think that?” Anita asked. “Thorn says you’re red-hot in the sack, Rory, and that Rick isn’t the jealous type. That’s all you need to be swingers, really.”

		

		Rory considered that, briefly, and then rejected it out of hand. She’d never cheated on Rick in her life—if you didn’t count all of those times with Thorn—and she wasn’t interested in starting now.

		

		“We…we’re not into that, Anita,” she said. “It just isn’t for us.”

		

		“How do you know if you don’t try it?” Anita persisted playfully, grinning across the table at Rory. “I’ll bet you a million bucks that if someone had asked you if you’d ever be willing to try a three-way with a close friend, like Thorn, before it happened that first time, you’d have said not only no, but hell, no. Am I right?”

		

		Rory had to admit, that was pretty much gospel. If someone had suggested to her a year ago that she could grow as comfortable as she could be with getting drilled by two men at once, on a regular basis, she’d have laughed in that person’s face.

		

		“I’ve got an idea,” Anita said. “It’s Friday night. Thorn’s taken his name off the board at work for the weekend, so none of us will be working tomorrow. Why don’t we have dinner here, and then go back to Thorn’s place and have a few more drinks and dance a little.”

		

		She gave Rick and Rory a sexy little smile and whispered, “And then we can trade off and I’ll fuck Rick and you do Thorn, Rory…all of us in the same bed, okay? That way, you can see if you like swinging or not.”

		

		Rory sat there, thunderstruck at the brassiness of this young girl. Imagine, coming right out with it like that and suggesting a foursome tonight!

		

		“And, if you don’t love it? There’s no harm, no foul,” Anita went on confidently. “If it feels way awkward or weird to you guys, we just won’t ever do it again. And we won’t mention it in the future.”

		

		When Rory still didn’t say anything, Anita added, “But, if you do like it, then you might want to try doing it again with us, only at a bigger party, with other couples there, too. How does that sound?”

		

		In a near panic, Rory looked over at Rick pleadingly, hoping he’d quash this whole thing right now. Instead, he shrugged noncommittally and said, “I don’t know, babe. What do you think?”

		

		Rory looked away from Rick, at Thorn, who was grinning, his eyes urging her to say yes. She glanced over at Anita, who had a hopeful look on her pretty young face.

		

		God, they all want to do this, except me.

		

		She reminded herself that her real reason for this visit to this particular bar tonight was to find Thorn and confront him, and to perhaps get their three-way sexual adventures started again. She had to admit, she’d come here half hoping to end up in bed with him and Rick again tonight, had they found Thorn here alone, instead of with Anita.

		

		“Oh, all right,” she said at last. “I guess I’m game if everyone else is. But the deal is that this has to be exactly like Anita said it would be—if it doesn’t feel right, or doesn’t go right, we never mention this again!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		One of the reasons the Patio Bar was Thorn’s favorite watering hole was that it was only six blocks from his duplex. If he got too drunk to drive, he could always walk home and not risk one of California’s dreaded “driving under the influence”, or DUI, tickets that cost around ten grand to fight in court and usually resulted in the loss of your driver’s license for a year.

		

		The four of them ordered dinner at the table where they sat, having a few more beers each before, during and after the meal. There was no more talk of swinging or what was going to happen later that night, at Thorn’s place.

		

		They kept the talk small, verbally dancing around the obvious eight-hundred pound gorilla in the room: the swap party that would happen soon. Rory banged down the beers, still worried as she could be about what was about to transpire.

		

		At around ten o’clock, they closed out the tab and all got into their respective cars for the short drive down the street to the nice mid-town duplex Thorn leased. Rory left her car where she’d parked it, in the bar’s brightly lit parking lot, and rode with Rick.

		

		“Are you sure you’re okay with this?” he asked her nervously.

		

		“I don’t know,” Rory answered just as uneasily. “It’s not too much different than what we’ve done dozens of times before with Thorn, when you think about it.”

		

		“Except that I’m supposed to fuck Anita while you watch,” Rick blurted. “That’s sure different. Are you going to be all right with me doing that?”

		

		Rory gave him a wry little smile. “Do you promise not to enjoy it too much?”

		

		He laughed. “Yeah, I’ll just grit my teeth and do what needs to be done, babe.”

		

		She giggled and punched him in the arm with her right fist. “You horndog rascal, I bet you can’t wait to fuck that cute little blonde slut-puppy!”

		

		“Well, someone’s got to do it, so I suppose it may as well be me,” Rick said facetiously, teasing her back.

		

		She let her face go serious for a moment and said, “It really isn’t fair. You’ve watched me fuck Thorn a zillion times, so I know you’re going to be fine with that.”

		

		He became serious as well and said, “We don’t have to do this, babe, if you’re not into it. She’s cute, but you’re flat out gorgeous and far and away the sexiest woman I’ve ever known. It’s not like dying to fuck someone else.”

		

		She snuggled into him, laying her head on his shoulder, immensely reassured by what he’d just said. She told herself that she’d be okay with this. If Rick could watch her ball Thorn and actually enjoy it, surely she could tolerate watching him get it on with Anita once.

		

		“Let’s just try to relax and have a good time with this,” Rory said, trying to assure herself as much as Rick. “I think we’ll be fine.”

		

		****

		

		As soon as they arrived at the duplex, Thorn put on some soft dance music and got everyone a round of drinks. He switched from beer to hard liquor and Rory had a Crown Royal on the rocks, while Rick drank a scotch and soda along with Thorn. Anita had a shot of tequila and then chased it with another beer.

		

		Rory had always liked Thorn’s place. It was large and spacious, with a big living room, a separate dining room, two spare bedrooms and a large master bedroom and bath, with a guest bathroom in the hallway between the two guest rooms. He also had a two-car, attached garage, which Rory envied, since she and Rick had to park their cars under a carport back at their apartment complex.

		

		“You’ve always been quite the dancer,” Thorn said after he had slugged down his scotch and put the empty glass on the coffee table, taking her into his arms, “let’s cut a rug, kitten. What do you say?”

		

		Rory smiled up at him and then cuddled her head against his shoulder as they began to sway to the music together in the big front room. Thorn turned her as they danced and she saw Rick take Anita into his arms and begin to move with her. The young blonde girl snuggled right in against Rick’s chest, her hands moving up and down on his back as they danced.

		

		The evening seemed to Rory to just float by after that. The two couples danced for a half an hour or so, breaking frequently for fresh drinks.

		

		Rory was pretty drunk by eleven fifteen. She was making out with Thorn unselfconsciously by then, and Rick was kissing Anita.

		

		It didn’t bother Rory, seeing Rick kiss Anita, the way she’d feared it would. She was getting super-aroused from all of the close dancing, and from feeling Thorn’s hard cock against her belly as they danced. Seeing Rick macking on the short, very pretty young blonde struck her as being actually kind of hot, in light of how turned on Rory was by tonight’s whole swinger experience so far.

		

		The room now seemed charged with an electric, forbidden, sexy sort of energy. Knowing that they were all going to fuck soon—with people who weren’t their normal partners—was sending a steady stream of thrills racing down Rory’s spine and right into her clit.

		

		This is kind of fun at that! She acknowledged as she teased Thorn’s lively tongue with her own. I feel wild and free and totally alive tonight. It’s a very cool feeling!

		

		Horndog Thorn seemed to sense her change in mood. He ran his hands down onto her ass cheeks as they kissed and began to knead them.

		

		Rory sighed and pressed her big tits even tighter against his chest. She glanced over at Rick out of the corner of her eye, and saw that he had his hands down on Anita’s petite little buns as well, and that his tongue was halfway down her throat as they danced together.

		

		I want to see them fuck! Rory realized abruptly, drunkenly, at that moment. I want to see my sweet Rick slip his big dick into that little honey and fuck the holy living bejeezus out of her while I watch!

		

		With that lurid, somewhat inebriated thought rattling around in her mind, Rory didn’t mind a bit when Thorn moved his hands up from her ass and around to the front of her blouse, so that he could unbutton it. In moments, it was open and he was slipping it off her shoulders, and then moving his hands downward to make short work of the bra snaps across her back.

		

		He eased the bra off as well and let it drop to the carpet. All semblance of dancing was gone now. Thorn was kissing her and had a big, naked tit in each hand, his thumbs flicking across her erect nipples as they made out.

		

		“God, what a nice rack,” she heard Anita’s voice say enviously a moment later. “I wish my tits were as big as hers!”

		

		Rory broke off the kiss and looked over at Anita, discovering that Rick had been busy as well. The little blonde was also naked to the waist, and her gorgeous, perfect little “B” cup breasts, with their pristine white skin and their tiny pink centers, were resting in Rick’s attentive hands.

		

		God, this is so weird, Rory thought, I’m not a bit jealous! Those little tits of hers are so cute; I don’t blame Rick for wanting to play with them.

		

		Anita smiled uncertainly across the room at Rory, seeming slightly embarrassed by the fact that Rory’s man was now caressing her bare mounds. When Rory just shrugged and smiled back at her, Anita seemed very relieved.

		

		I still want to see them fuck, Rory realized once again, more than ever, now that she’s half naked with my Rick!

		

		Thorn pulled his mouth away from Rory’s and whispered in her ear, “Let’s all head into the bedroom and finish getting naked together, Rory. I’m just dying to fuck that hot little cunt of yours again!”

		

		She turned and smiled at him teasingly, whispering, “Oh? Isn’t Anita giving you enough pussy to satisfy you, mister cockhound?”

		

		He grinned back and whispered, “Just look at her. She’s as sweet a little piece as you could ask for—but she’s not you…you sex kitten. You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever met, Rory, and you know it.”

		

		Rory’s smile grew larger. She liked that. She loved the thought that sexy, playboy Thorn still thought of her as the hottest piece of ass he knew, even after sampling all of those swinger girls at the parties he and Anita now attended together.

		

		She let him take her by the hand and lead her across the living room to the hallway that led to the bedrooms. Rick and Anita were right behind them and, seconds later, all of them were in Thorn’s nicely appointed master bedroom, standing right next to his king bed.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Now that they were here, in the bedroom, they wasted no time. Rick had Anita stripped bare in moments, and she eagerly returned the favor—removing his slacks, shirt, boxers, and shoes, along with his socks—in record time.

		

		Rory and Thorn were naked by the time the other couple was, and Thorn was easing Rory onto his bed. She slid over into the center, thinking how odd it would be to fuck Thorn in this bed—the only place she’d ever balled him up until tonight was at their place, not here, at Thorn’s.

		

		Rick hopped onto the bed right next to his wife and rested his back up against the pillows that ran along the headboard. Anita got onto her hands and knees and bent her head over his up-raised hard on, saying, “Ooooh, I just love a big one like this to suck! Thorny said you had a nice cock, and he was soooooo right!”

		

		She dipped her head and sucked half of Rick’s large shaft in on her first downward pass, her tongue making a bulge in her cheek as she swirled it around his cock head repeatedly. Rory smiled. This little girl was a hot one; there was no doubt about that!

		

		Anita not only had those cute, perky, pink-on-white tits, she had a perfect little body to go along with them, complete with the an unbelievably tight-looking, gleaming-with-lube pussy slit that was just as pink in color as her nipples were. Her head began to bob up and down on Rick’s thick hard on, her golden locks cascading down around his nut sac as she sucked his thick cock.

		

		Such a pretty little thing, Rory marveled; she’s going to look so hot, getting it from my Rick’s big boy. God, I can’t wait to see that!

		

		Thorn had been idly watching his young girlfriend go after Rick, too, but now he turned his attention back to Rory, saying, “Let’s show them how it’s done, honey. Let’s fuck.”

		

		Rory wondered if she should demand a little more foreplay before letting Thorn slide his big dick into her. She knew that wouldn’t be a problem, she was already as wet as could be.

		

		But Anita and Rick were putting on such a nice show, right next to Rory and Thorn. Should she make Thorn eat her a little bit or suck her big tits at least, before they got down to business? Should she suck his fat cock for him for a while, as Anita was doing for Rick?

		

		I suppose teasing him a little before giving him the pussy wouldn’t hurt, Rory finally decided, it will serve him right for just disappearing the way he did for weeks on end.

		

		“I’m not really in the mood yet, Thorny,” Rory lied sweetly to him, giving him a coquettish little smile and pushing her lush breasts up at him, a seductive twinkle in her eyes.

		

		Thorn got the idea right away, pouncing on her erect nipples with both his lips and his tweaking fingertips. He soon had her panting and working her ass up off the bed, and his left hand dipped downward to finger her juicy slit while he gobbled up her tits.

		

		Rory glanced over at her husband and saw that both he and Anita were watching her lewd performance with Thorn. Rick was up on his knees, behind the young girl now, who was facing the headboard on her hands and knees, Rick’s engorged, well-sucked dick as hard as it could be as he slowly shoved it into her wet slit while his wife watched him do it.

		

		God, I’m ready now! Rory thought as she saw her husband fucking another girl for the first time ever, his long, fat cock gliding balls-deep into Anita’s slick pussy mouth in one firm lunge. Look at my Rick, giving her that sweet bone of his!

		

		Thorn had been fucking Rory long enough by now to sense the change in her mood. Wordlessly, he stopped sucking and toying with her tits and rolled her onto her tummy.

		

		Rory let him arrange her long body into a similar but slightly different position than the one Anita’s was in. Thorn got her up onto her knees, but not onto her elbows. She lay with her big tits mashed down onto the bedspread and her butt sticking up in the air, her pussy wide open for him.

		

		“Ugh!” she gasped as he jammed his hard cock into her, his nut sac smacking into her clit as he filled her.

		

		Her head was down on the bed as well, her face turned toward her husband and Anita, her cheek resting on the spread. Thorn pulled nearly all the way out and then rammed into her again, her whole body shaking with the impact of his hard fucking.

		

		“Your guy’s got a sweet cock!” Anita whispered, taking it hard and deep just like Rory was, her little tits jiggling each time Rick fucked his prick into her.

		

		“So has yours, kid,” Rory sighed as Thorn let her have it again. “He’s really banging me!”

		

		“You’re so pretty,” Anita sighed as Rick picked up the pace, her eyes half closing with rising ecstasy at the hot balling she was getting, “you look so hot, getting fucked like that!”

		

		“So do you,” Rory admitted truthfully. “I didn’t know if I would or not, before it happened, but I just love seeing my Rick banging that hot little cunt of yours!”

		

		“Mmmmmm,” Anita sighed, rocking her hips back to meet Rick’s hard thrusts, “feels so fucking nice, doesn’t it, to double-fuck like this, right in the same bed?”

		

		Rory thought about that for a moment and then said, “Yeah, actually, it does at that.”

		

		Rick smiled down at her and she smiled back at him. She was okay with this; she really was—it was very cool!

		

		Never missing a stroke into Rory’s hot pussy, Thorn leaned over to one side and shoved his hand under the pillows. He pulled out a big tube of sex lube and the next thing Rory knew, she had one of his big fingers up her bunghole, lubing it up, as he continued to drill her pussy.

		

		“Oh, oh, yeah, that feels great,” Rory moaned her approval.

		

		“Dude, can you last for a while?” Thorn called over to Rick, when he had Rory’s butt all properly slick and ready for cock.

		

		“I don’t know,” Rick said, “fucking your hot little girlfriend’s tight pussy is pretty damned exciting, why?”

		

		“It’s a little party trick I learned from swinging,” Thorn said. “Let’s double Rory until she comes and then pull out and double Anita until we come in her while she goes off. You get to be ass man on both girls. How does that sound?”

		

		Rick looked down at the lovely young girl he was balling and asked, “Is that okay with you?”

		

		“Oh, God, yeah,” Anita hissed excitedly, her eyes nearly closed with bliss, “I can’t wait to see you guys double Rory—she’s so fucking hot—do her in both holes at once, and then finish up in me!”

		

		Rory trembled, alive with arousal. She’d always loved being double-fucked, ass and pussy at the same time, ever since that night when Thorn and Rick had first tried it with her. Getting it like that right now would be wonderful; and she knew instinctively that it would feel even sexier—with steamy little Anita watching it happen.

		

		In seconds, Thorn had pulled his finger out of her ass and his cock out of her pussy, and had shifted around next to her on the big bed, so that he was flat on his back. She threw her right leg over his torso and he centered his gleaming-with-girl-oil dick tip in her pussy so that she could let her weight down on it as she straddled him.

		

		Rick eased out of Anita and came over behind her as Thorn pulled Rory down for a hot kiss, her big tits puddling down onto his chest. Almost as soon as their lips met, she felt her husband’s cock head against her back entrance.

		

		Rory moaned down into Thorn’s mouth as Rick took her up the ass all the way in one long, steady push. She glanced over at Anita out of the corner of her eye and saw that the younger girl was fingering her pussy and playing with her small tits as she watched, wide-eyed, while Rory got double-banged.

		

		“Oh, yeah,” the tiny blonde whispered, her blue eyes shining with pure lust, “give it to her—fuck that hot body of hers with both of those big dicks!”

		

		Rory sighed with pleasure as the boys did just what Anita had asked to see. They soon caught their rhythm and started to fuck her hard in both holes. She lapped hungrily at Thorn’s tongue as they kissed and pushed her lower body onto their driving cocks, relishing the delicious thrill of having two men inside her at once.

		

		“God, oh, God, but that looks hot!” Anita hissed, her eyes half closed once again with rising excitement.

		

		She was tugging on her fully aroused left nipple as she worked two fingers in and out of her juicy slit. After a few more moments, Anita pulled her fingers out of her gleaming cunt and greased one of them up with lube and eased it up her ass instead. She wriggled closer to the rutting threesome, so that she could better see Rory getting the bejeezus fucked out of her.

		

		“Is it good, you hot baby?” the younger woman whispered. “Does it feel good, being such a slut girl—getting two big cocks at once?”

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, you know it does, you sexy little bitch!” Rory sighed, pulling her mouth away from Thorn’s so that she could answer. “It feels fantastic—go ahead and fuck me, you two, while she watches—fuck me hard and make me come!”

		

		Rick and Thorn picked up their pace. Soon, they were hammering their cocks into a very willing Rory like two mad men. She was tossed and buffeted between the two thick cocks like a leaf in a storm, her big breasts jiggling wildly, her long, raven locks flying around, and she loved every second of it.

		

		She felt her clit spasm hard and gripped Thorn’s shoulder with her sharp nails as the pulse of pleasure radiated throughout her pussy and down into her ass. Both of her well-stuffed sheaths of muscle gripped in unison around the flying cocks and she moaned, “oh, fuck, I’m going to come already!’

		

		The two men never let up, despite the furious flutter of her inner muscles around their driving dicks. They kept on drilling her until Rory threw back her head and screamed. “Aggghhhhhhhh! I’m coming like crazy, you hot fuckers!”

		

		The searing climax roared through her whole body. It seemed to go on and on.

		

		Her dual lovers kept giving it to her until the last tiny flicker of orgasmic delight had ebbed. When she sagged, exhausted and content—at least for the moment—onto Thorn’s shoulder, he pulled out of her pussy as Rick’s fat cock left her anus.

		

		Rory flopped over onto her side, gasping for breath, and watched as the two men, their dicks still brick-hard, moved over to Anita. They manhandled the tiny girl in between them, Rick lying on his back, and then eased her body down onto his up-thrust prick, spearing it all the way up into her ass.

		

		“Ohhhhhhhh, oh, fuck, what a thick one!” Anita gasped as she came to rest on Rick’s groin, his cock all the way up her backdoor as she sat in the reverse-cowgirl position, facing his feet.

		

		“Yeah, well here comes another fat boy for you, baby!” Thorn hissed as he got between her splayed open legs and drove his prick balls-deep into her juicy quim.

		

		“Ummmmmm, oh, oh, God, what a lot of cock that is!” Anita murmured throatily, lying back against Rick’s chest, as they impaled her petite body with hard dick.

		

		“Isn’t it great?” Rory called over to her, watching just as intently as Anita had watched her getting nailed just now by the thick hunks of male flesh.

		

		“Yessssssssssssssss,” the girl hissed in ecstasy as they started to fuck her in unison, “God, yes, it’s wonderful!”

		

		Rick and Thorn were anxious to come—having held off orgasming in Rory so that they could fuck Anita as well—so they really gave it to the younger girl. Rory watched, fascinated, as the pair banged poor little Anita in just the way they had pummeled Rory’s much larger, stronger body moments earlier.

		

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” Anita wailed, flying about helplessly between the two big men. “God, oh, God, they’re fucking the shit out of meeeeeeeeeee!”

		

		Rory had to agree with the screaming girl’s assessment—the boys were fucking the shit out of her! She smiled as she watched Anita’s tiny, cupcake tits shake with each violent thrust into her smallish ass and pussy holes.

		

		They can’t last long, Rory thought, all three of them are too horny, too anxious to come, to hold out for long—not with the fucking they’re giving her!

		

		She turned out to be right. After only another minute or two of the furious pummeling, Anita wailed out that she was…‘coming like a motherfucker’, and Thorn and Rick began unloading in her.

		

		“So much,” Anita gasped, “so much hot come up both my little holes!”

		

		Rory saw that the girl was right. Gouts of pearly-white goo were oozing out of both of Anita’s cock-stuffed openings, Rick and Thorn still pumping it into her, driving it deep inside with their softening pricks as they sighed out their own pleasure.

		

		Fuck but that was hot as hell to watch! Rory thought. Maybe there’s something to this swinger stuff after all. I loved seeing that…and I’m not a bit jealous!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Rory sat on Thorn’s big couch with Anita. It was two in the morning and both Thorn and Rick were passed out, snoring lightly, in the king bed.

		

		After the two double-fucks, the four of them had taken a shower together—which had resulted in a pair of blowjobs inside the big shower enclosure, with both girls down on their knees, getting drenched as they sucked cock right along side of each other—with Rick finally coming in Anita’s mouth and Thorn coming in Rory’s. Then they had all dried off and had a few more drinks and had shared a couple of nude dances in the living room.

		

		That had, in turn, led to all of them ending up back in the bedroom, with the partner-swapping couples enjoying another long, leisurely fuck session. Both couples had orgasmed one more time, again with Rick inside of Anita and Thorn doing the honors with Rory. Like most men who were drunk and completely sated, sexually—not to mention fucked out for the night—both guys had fallen into a deep sleep only a minute or two after shooting off inside their respective partners.

		

		Anita and Rory, on the other hand, had found themselves wide awake, feeling enlivened by the almost continual bouts of sex, and not at all sleepy. And so Anita had donned a robe of hers that she now kept in Thorn’s closet and had handed Rory one of Thorn’s long bathrobes, and the two of them had made their way back into the living room to chat about swinging.

		

		“Just what happens at these swinger parties,” Rory wanted to know. “I mean, how does it work? What are the rules, or are there any rules?”

		

		“Well, the most basic rule of all is that you have to bring a girl, if you’re a guy who wants to attend the party,” Anita said. “It can be a wife, a girlfriend, or just a girl who is a member of the swinger club, and happens to be single, but who loves to swing and needs a date for that night. That’s the rule that keeps the parties from degenerating into being six girls stuck with servicing twenty horny dudes who all want to fuck.”

		

		Rory nodded, “I can see the sense in that, I guess.”

		

		“The next most important rule is the one that says you don’t have to do anything with anyone who doesn’t do it for you,” Anita said.

		

		She went on to add, “If you think a guy is too fat or too ugly or he smells bad or something—or even if you just think he’s a jerk and you don’t want to fuck him—then you don’t have to do a thing with him. You just tell him politely, ‘No, not right now, thanks,’ and he’ll wander off and find someone who’s less picky than you are and fuck her instead.”

		

		“That’s a very cool rule,” Rory said, meaning it. “I really like the idea of not feeling obligated to ball someone just because he asked.”

		

		Anita grinned at her and said, “It could prove to be a very important rule, for a girl like you, that’s for sure.”

		

		Rory sat up straighter on the couch, not sure if she’d just been insulted or not. She asked, “What do you mean, ‘a girl like me’?”

		

		Anita giggled good-naturedly and then explained, “Jesus, Rory, look at yourself, for God’s sake! You’re tall and gorgeous and you’ve got those killer fucking legs and that pretty little ass, not to mention those world-class knockers!”

		

		She leaned forward, as if studying Rory’s somewhat shocked face and added, “And then there’s that face—you’re fucking magazine cover girl-beautiful, and you’ve got that incredible black hair with those piercing blue eyes”

		

		The younger woman laughed again. “Christ, girl, every dude at the party’s going to want to make it with someone who looks like you! So it’s nice to be able to say ‘no’ to some of them, if you don’t want to find yourself fucked bow-legged by the end of the night!”

		

		Rory was both shocked and, of course, delighted by the younger girl’s praise. Every woman loves to hear she’s beautiful, especially from another girl, who is less likely to lie about such things than a man might be.

		

		“I don’t think I’m all that,” Rory answered truthfully. “I mean, you have blue eyes, too, and they’re very pretty.”

		

		Anita shook her head in disagreement. “I’m blonde and light skinned; everyone expects me to have blue eyes, and I do. You, on the other hand, knockout-girl, have an olive complexion, along with that jet-black mane of yours—so no one is expecting those stunning baby blues of yours. That’s what makes them so fucking sensational.”

		

		That is true, I guess, Rory allowed, people have always commented on how startling my blue eyes are.

		

		Rory didn’t think of herself as being anything extra-special when it came to looks. She had been a pretty baby, and an extremely cute little girl.

		

		But she’d also suffered her share of pimples and leggy awkwardness as a teenager. She knew that she was attractive, but she never dwelt on it, never obsessed about it the way some women did. To Rory, her looks were what they were and nothing more.

		

		“God, I wish I was tall and stunning like you are,” Anita said with sigh of pure, undisguised envy. “It must be so cool; to be able to get any guy you want, just by smiling at them.”

		

		Now it was Rory’s turn to laugh, and she did. “I wouldn’t know. The only guy I’ve ever wanted was Rick, and I got him when we were both fourteen and I’ve never let go of him.”

		

		After a moment, she said in a low, sincere tone. “Thorn’s the only other guy I’ve ever had sex with, besides Rick, and that was a fluke.”

		

		Anita looked shocked. She said, “How is that even possible, when you’re like…what, twenty-eight?”

		

		“We went steady together all through high school and then, when we graduated at eighteen, we got married. And I’ve never cheated on Rick—except with Thorny, and neither one of us counts that.”

		

		“Wow,” said Anita in an awed tone. “I fucked my first guy when I was thirteen; I’d been thirteen for all of a week. And I don’t know how many dudes I balled before I got out of high school, but I know it was quite a few.”

		

		“How old are you now, if you don’t mind my asking?” Rory said, curious.

		

		“Twenty-two,” Anita said, “I just graduated from college this year and landed my first for-real, decent-paying job. I got into swinging when I was nineteen, so I’d fucked dozens of guys before I met Thorn. He knows that; I’m not secretive by nature, and I’m not ashamed of my life, either.”

		

		Anita is cool, Rory thought, looking at her new friend, she’s got guts and she’s cute and she seems to know what she wants out of life.

		

		Rory thought back to when she was twenty-two, six years ago. She had already been married for four years by then.

		

		My life has sure been different than hers, she couldn’t help thinking, all I ever wanted was Rick, and I got him. And I’ve been pretty damned happy with him—and with the life we share together.

		

		The nagging realization that part of the reason the two of them had never grown bored with each other was because—just when they might have been on the verge of experiencing something akin to that—Thorn had crashed into their bedroom that fateful night and introduced a whole new dynamic into their ten-year marriage: three-way sex.

		

		That did spice things up immeasurably in our sex lives, Rory was forced to admit, and tonight was fun, too. Maybe it wouldn’t be such a bad thing to find out more about this whole swinger deal, while I’ve got the chance.

		

		After all, Anita was right here, and she seemed eager to talk about swinging; to answer Rory’s questions about it. So why not take advantage of that fact?

		

		“We talked about some of the rules with swinging,” Rory started out. “But I’d like to know more. For instance, if a guy asks you to fuck and you like the way he looks and, you know, you kind of want to go ahead and…fuck him, how does that work? If you say yes, does he just jump you right there, and screw you on the sofa in front of twenty other people?”

		

		“Not usually, although the rules are slightly different at each party, according to the preferences of the host and hostess. Some parties feature ‘closed swinging’, which would mean, to use your example, you and that guy would go off together and find an open bedroom, go inside and lock the door and then just get it on any way you felt comfortable with.”

		

		Anita let that sink in for a second, and then added, “And then there’s ‘open swinging’ where you’d find that same bedroom but leave the door wide open instead of locking or closing it, so that other people can watch, if they want to. Or they might ask to join in. If you like the way the other couple looks, you might say to yourselves, ‘why not?’ and then the other couple or couples would come inside and join you in bed.”

		

		Rory started. She blurted incredulously, “Have other people watch you while you have sex with a perfect stranger?”

		

		Giggling, Anita said, “Don’t knock it until you’ve tried it. Sometimes it’s a huge turn on, knowing a crowd is watching every suck and lick you give some hot-looking dude’s big cock, babe; believe me!”

		

		Rory was about to say that she could never be a part of something like that when she suddenly remembered how exciting it had been to see Anita watching her ride both of those big dicks earlier tonight. That had increased Rory’s already great state of arousal by a bunch; there was no denying that.

		

		“On the far edge of open swinging, there’s the orgy room,” Anita continued just then, in a matter-of-fact tone. “Those are usually big, open areas where the lighting is almost nonexistent. It’s dark, and it’s catch-as-catch-can fuck and suck time, and pretty much anything goes.”

		

		Rory shivered as she imagined that frantic scene in her mind’s eye. She wondered: would I ever have the courage do anything that wild?

		

		“At the last party Thorn and I went to, last weekend, we hit the orgy room for a while, toward the end of the evening, and it was a blast!” Anita said, chuckling as she remembered that night. “I wound up flat on my back, with two really pretty chicks sucking my tits, one on each nipple, and another real hottie girl French-kissing me at the same time, while still another babe ate my pussy for me until I came like crazy.”

		

		Rory’s heart stopped. She stared at Anita, cute, sensual, hot, wild little Anita, and tried to imagine her surrounded by other girls, getting that petite body of hers loved by four other females. To Rory’s shock, she realized that it wasn’t really that hard to picture—Anita clearly was a crazy-wild girl who just loved sex; apparently all kinds of sex!

		

		“And then, right after I’d come, the girl who had eaten me pulled her mouth off my sopping wet pussy and a guy shoved a huge—and I mean fucking huge, Rory—dick into me and started fucking me while the other three girls kept after my tits and went on tongue-kissing me. That was so wild, getting fucked and soul-kissed while those girls gobbled my tits up—I couldn’t even see who it was who was balling me, but that just made the experience even kinkier and more fun!”

		

		Rory couldn’t get a breath. The idea of something like that—so sensuous, so forbidden, so totally foreign, so incredibly…hot—just about gave Rory an orgasm as she sat on the couch imagining it!

		

		Observing the glassy, thoroughly aroused look in Rory’s eyes that her lurid story had caused, Anita slid closer. She whispered, “I can totally see you in the middle of a scene like that, Rory. You’re such a scorching, red-hot babe. I can hardly believe how fucking sexy and ready for fun you are!”

		

		Before Rory could even react to that statement, Anita’s right hand was suddenly inside her robe, finding her right breast and caressing her nipple as the girl’s lips closed over hers. Rory gasped and Anita’s tongue slid into her mouth and an absolute avalanche of sensation—taboo, frantic, steamy-hot sensation—cascaded down Rory’s spine and right into her clit!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		God, dear God, she’s…she’s…kissing me! Rory thought, suddenly finding herself on the edge of total panic.

		

		Rory had never kissed another girl before. She’d never even thought about it.

		

		Had you asked her about any lesbian or bisexual leanings she might have had before this moment, Rory would have grinned, shaken her head, and declared that she had none.

		

		But cute little Anita was quickly changing all that. She was eagerly exploring the lush female body next to hers on the couch as if she couldn’t get enough of it.

		

		Her hand was all over Rory’s tit, thumbing her rapidly swelling nipple, squeezing softly at the tender flesh, tugging on that nipple with just enough pressure to send lightning bolts of fiery pleasure rocketing downward into Rory’s untouched pussy. At the same time, her delightful little tongue teased and toyed with Rory’s in a way that seemed to spritz jets of erotic gasoline onto the fire that the girl’s fingers were creating in her pulsing nipple.

		

		Rory knew she should put a firm, rapid stop to this—she wasn’t some kind of wild-eyed, wanton lezzy girl! She hated this girl-on-girl stuff…didn’t she?

		

		The sighing, moaning brunette suddenly wasn’t so sure about that. Her nipple felt enormous in between Anita’s skillful fingertips. It was throbbing with joy, and her pussy was by now an absolute lake of burning desire.

		

		Anita, clearly sensing that Rory was still reluctant—but too curious to put a stop to her explorations—ran her right hand downward, moving it off of Rory’s heaving breast, opening the sash to the big robe as it plowed right through the loosely tied sash and down the other girl’s sleek belly. When her fingers arrived at their ultimate destination, she slipped her middle finger into Rory’s super-slick pussy lips and began to finger-fuck her as they kissed.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm!” Rory groaned, her whole lower body coming up off the couch as the talented little digit slid inside her.

		

		Huge waves of pre-come pleasure radiated through Rory’s pussy sheath and she sucked at Anita’s tongue frantically. The girl opened her robe all the way with her left hand and began to work on Rory’s big, swollen-with-lust tits again with that hand while she fingered her pussy with the other. Rory whined and went rigid under her deft touch as an especially large jolt of pre-orgasmic joy shot from her tits down to her clitty.

		

		“Oh, baby, what sweet knockers you’ve got!” Anita panted as she drew her lips away from the brunette girl’s. “I’ve got to taste those hot-looking nipples of yours…I’ve just got to!”

		

		With that, Anita dipped her head and went after Rory’s throbbing nipples in earnest with her needy lips and tongue, her finger never ceasing its intimate caress of the other girl’s engorged clit. Rory sighed, laid her head back on the couch, and shut her eyes, her whole long, lean body quaking in rising ecstasy.

		

		Thorn was very good with his mouth and tongue, and so was Rick. But Rory was rapidly discovering that neither man was anywhere close to being in this tiny girl’s league when it came to knowing how to thoroughly turn a woman on, sexually, with your fingers and mouth! Rory’s cunt was on fire, as were her pumped up titties!

		

		“Oh, fuck, suck ‘em,” she suddenly pleaded, panting for air, her hands coming up to grasp the back of Anita’s head as it moved from nipple to nipple, “suck my big tits, you hot little bitch!”

		

		Rory tugged at the golden curls in her clenched fists, pulling Anita’s sucking mouth down even tighter against her big mounds. Her nipples felt electric; as though they were absolutely crackling with excitement, an excitement that grew with each suck, with each lap of that teasing little tongue tip.

		

		“Oh, bite ‘em for me!” Rory whined, her ass coming up off the couch again, mashing Anita’s gliding finger against her clit. “Use your teeth—bite my hot nippies and make me come, you sexy young cunt!”

		

		Anita nipped lightly at the pliant but firm pink flesh and Rory closed her eyes again and rocked her body back and forth in pure bliss. Her fingers were so tight against Anita’s blonde locks that she threatened to rip them out by the roots.

		

		“So good,” Rory murmured deliriously, “oh, fuck, it just feels so good!”

		

		“You haven’t felt anything, yet, kitten,” Anita managed to gasp as she pulled her head away from Rory’s heaving chest in an unexpected show of strength and determination. “Wait until I get my tongue up this juicy little snatch of yours!”

		

		Rory shivered at the very thought of that and just gave herself over to the girl, allowing Anita to pull her long body forward a little, so that her pussy was hanging just over the edge of the couch as the girl slid downward and pulled Rory’s spectacular legs apart wide enough to kneel in between them.

		

		She put her fingers under the backs of the bigger girl’s sleek thighs and then placed her thumbs next to both of Rory’s petite pink lips and pulled them open wide. A tiny river of clear, slick girl juice oozed out of Rory’s super-aroused pussy slit and flowed downward.

		

		Anita slid her tongue under it, collecting in her mouth and then swallowed, staring up at Rory with those big, beautiful blue eyes of hers as she did so. Rory trembled as she watched the other girl eat her hot juice.

		

		It was the most erotic, nasty, sensational thing she’d ever seen in her entire life, and she almost came then and there. But then Anita was shoving that slippery little tongue of hers deep into Rory’s pussy and wriggling it around. She made sure that it was right up against the bigger girl’s swollen clit as she did so.

		

		“Oh, oh, oh, jumping fuck, but that feels fantastic!” Rory managed to gasp, her butt jerking around under the intense tonguing.

		

		Anita pulled her tongue out of Rory’s gripping pussy lips and ran just the tip of it around and around her clit. She released her grip on her lover’s thighs and instead ran her fingertips up Rory’s ribcage, until she found an up-raised, throbbing nipple with each hand and began to tease them between her fingertips while she sucked Rory’s clit back into her lips. She lapped hungrily at it with her naughty tongue as she nursed at the sensitive little pink bud.

		

		Rory made a tiny little sound way in the back of her throat, her whole body tremoring again. She wanted to scream, but she couldn’t get her breath.

		

		She’d never been this excited in her entire life. Anita pressed hard on her nipples, tugging upward on them at the same time, and continued to suck at her clit, her tongue all over it.

		

		The fireball of an orgasm that roared through the shivering brunette’s body was so intense that she was sure she’d either pass out or die! Rory gasped and made little choking noises and trembled helplessly, her tits jerking in unison, her pussy opening and closing in time with those spasms, her whole universe centered on her exploding clit!

		

		****

		

		“You like girls, don’t you, sweetie?” Anita all but purred when Rory finally stopped shaking and mewling and orgasming, a full minute or so later.

		

		The small blonde girl came back up onto the couch, doffing her own robe as she did so, to sit right next to Rory. She leaned her head against Rory’s shoulder and whispered, “You have the sweetest pussy I’ve ever eaten, babe. And, God, do you come hard or what?”

		

		Rory couldn’t seem to help it; she wrapped both arms around the naked girl and cradled her in tight against her own nakedness. Anita stared up at her blissfully, her cute mouth and cheeks shiny-wet with cunt juice.

		

		“That was one of the best orgasms I’ve ever had in my life,” Rory told her truthfully. “How did you know…how did you know I’d like that…when I didn’t know I’d like it?”

		

		Anita giggled, before answering simply, “Are you kidding? Look at yourself in the mirror sometime, honey. You’re a fucking deluxe, top of the line, walking-talking, sex machine! You were built for sex, babe, all kinds of sex, if anyone ever was.”

		

		Rory gave the younger girl a lop-sided, embarrassed smile, “Get out of here! Do you…do you really think that about me?”

		

		“Fuckin’ A, I do!” Anita whispered back adoringly. “You love anal, and you fuck like a mink, and you suck cock like you just can’t get enough of it, from what Thorn tells me.”

		

		The girl smiled cannily and added, “And so I figured, someone as hot as you are, you’re going take to girl-on-girl sex like a fish takes to swimming. And I was right.”

		

		That took Rory aback a little. She thought about it, and then whispered back, “I don’t know; I guess I do at that. I never thought I would. Really, I never thought much about it at all before tonight; I was just sure that it didn’t interest me…sex with other girls, I mean.”

		

		“Well, it sure seemed to interest you a little while ago, when I was eating that sweet twat of yours,” Anita whispered, her lips close to Rory’s again.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all Rory said as those lips found hers and Anita’s tongue was back inside her mouth.

		

		Rory knew her pussy oil was sweet—she’d sucked Thorn and Rick’s cocks enough times after they’d been fucking her already to know exactly what it was like. But somehow, it tasted even sweeter tonight, as she lapped it from Anita’s devilish little tongue.

		

		The two of them kissed passionately for what seemed like forever to Rory. She was soon so aroused again that she could barely believe it.

		

		Anita had turned her body toward Rory as they kissed and was now pressing her hot little tits against Rory’s bare breasts. Every time their nipples touched it send a shockwave of pleasure rippling down into her clit!

		

		Abruptly, Anita pulled her mouth off Rory’s and got up onto her knees, stretching her short body upward as much as she could, bringing her petite nipples even with a very surprised Rory’s face. She looked down at her new lover and whispered, “My titties aren’t big like yours, but my nipples are really sensitive. They just love to be sucked…especially by a really beautiful girl.”

		

		Rory’s pussy clasped closed and then opened again when she heard the girl all but invite her to suck those gorgeous little pink nipples of hers. She stared at them, just inches away from her lips.

		

		Should I? Rory asked herself. After all, she did suck mine…and it was fantastic!

		

		The thing that really shocked Rory was that she found—if she was honest with herself—that she really wanted to suck them! Those two tiny pink buds were so alluring, somehow.

		

		Rory licked her lush lips and leaned forward, Anita’s right nipple sliding into her mouth. She ran her tongue all around the pebbly surface and heard the girl suck in a breath.

		

		“Oh, God, I can’t believe I’ve got a girl as pretty as you are sucking my tits!” Anita gasped, pushing her firm little mound tighter against Rory’s gently nursing lips.

		

		Jesus, but this feels hot! Rory admitted to herself. Her little nipple tastes sweet!

		

		“Ummmmmm, oh, oh, fuck but it feels good!” Anita sighed, her arms going around Rory’s head, cuddling her into her tits.

		

		Almost automatically, Rory brought her hand up to squeeze Anita’s other little mound lovingly as she suckled at the first pink nubbin. She took the girl’s very erect knob between her fingers and began to toy with it as she sucked, acting instinctively, doing what she loved having done to her own much bigger breasts when they were being played with.

		

		“Oh, yeah, oh, yeah,” Anita whispered, “that’s the way to do ‘em. My nippies are so sensitive…and you do ‘em so nice, Rory!”

		

		Rory switched tits, moving her fingers over to play with Anita’s saliva-slick right nub as her lips and tongue claimed the left one. Anita groaned and teased Rory’s long, black hair with her fingers, cooing and sighing at how good it felt to have her nipples worshipped in this way.

		

		Fuck, this feels nice! Rory thought, licking and sucking with more confidence with each passing second. Sucking titties is almost as much fun as sucking cock!

		

		“Oh, you hot baby,” Anita sighed in ecstasy, “you make ‘em feel so fine! God, but you go after them—suck ‘em for me; suck my hot titties, Rory, you sexy bitch!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Pulling her mouth off momentarily, Rory took the small handfuls of tit in each palm and squeezed them gently, tilting her head back. Anita knew exactly what she wanted and leaned down and kissed her, their tongues meeting instantly, Anita’s tits jerking in Rory’s grip.

		

		This is so fucking hot! Rory realized; her pussy opening and closing again, her own untouched tits jerking in time with that clench. My pussy is flowing with lube like a frigging waterfall, and my nipples feel hard enough to cut glass with!

		

		She broke off the soul-searing kiss and gobbled up Anita’s right breast again, her tongue all over it, her other hand gently squeezing the girl’s left nipple. Anita made a mewling, whining sound and pushed her chest outward.

		

		“Oh, eat ‘em up, you fucking hottie!” the girl sighed, “Lick my nippies, pull on them. I’m so excited…God, but I need to come!”

		

		Rory went a little crazy when she heard the girl’s fevered plea. She abruptly pulled away from Anita, throwing off her own robe as she did so, and then pushed the much smaller girl down onto her side on the couch.

		

		“I don’t know how to do this…but I’m going to teach myself!” she hissed as she turned the little blonde over onto her back and got down on her stomach in between her open legs.

		

		Kissing her way rapidly down Anita’s trim tummy, she came to the shiny pink furrow between those cute little legs. Rory didn’t hesitate, her heart was hammering; she was so turned on that she was practically coming herself.

		

		She pushed her face down into the tiny pink folds and ran her tongue all over them, exploring, tasting; licking hungrily. Anita squealed with delight and pushed her pussy against Rory’s mouth.

		

		“Oh, eat it!” she begged. “Eat my hot pussy, Rory, you gorgeous bitch!”

		

		God, this tastes so sweet, and it’s so fucking exciting! Rory thought as she ate pussy for the very first time, loving every second of it.

		

		“Jesus, Jesus, oh my sweet Jesus,” Anita whimpered, her hands stealing down to grab handfuls of Rory’s black tresses, “are you sure you never did this before, you hot little cunt, you—because you’re really good at it!”

		

		Rory giggled and kept on licking and sucking. She felt as if she was in heaven; Anita’s pussy was delectable and she couldn’t get enough of it!

		

		The blonde girl was shivering constantly now. She pulled her hands out of Rory’s hair and took a plumped-up nipple in each hand and began to tug at the tiny pink buds in time with Rory’s tongue-thrusts into her juicy lower lips.

		

		After just another minute or so of Rory’s inexperienced but avid mouth-work, Anita whined, “Oh, I’m gonna’ come, babe. Get ready…I put out a lot of girl jizz when I go off, darling!”

		

		That made Rory even crazier to taste the girl’s come. She licked even more furiously, her lips locking around Anita’s swollen-to-the-bursting-point little bead of clit. She sucked gently, running her tongue all over the petite pink bud as she did so.

		

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” Anita wailed, her pussy clasping shut and then popping back open.

		

		Rory felt a deluge of warm, slick, gooey, girl oil spill into her mouth. She sucked the slippery, sweet outpouring down greedily and licked for more, keeping her lips tight against the keening, wriggling girl’s twat as Anita came and came.

		

		Shit, this stuff is wonderful, Rory thought, gobbling down a second mouthful of Anita’s hot spend, it tastes much sweeter than semen, and God knows, I love swallowing that stuff!

		

		“Oh, babe, oh, babe,” Anita moaned, “I’m coming so hard! You eat me so damned good, Rory, you hot little cunt!”

		

		Rory held on to the bucking, orgasming girl somehow, keeping her mouth pressed tightly over Anita’s hotly juicing slit, swallowing and swabbing the pretty little opening with her tongue. After what seemed like forever, Anita finally stopped hunching and moaning and gurgling with pleasure.

		

		“Jesus, what a pussy-lapper you are!” the girl sighed, her ass finally coming to rest on the couch. “That was one of the greatest pussy-lickings I ever had in my whole life!”

		

		Rory lifted her head from the blonde girl’s snatch and gave her a lop-sided, almost shy smile. “So, I did it okay, for my first time?”

		

		Anita held her arms up and open. She whispered, “I’ll show you ‘okay’, you hot cunt-licker, you! That was fantastic!”

		

		Rory got up onto her hands and knees and moved up the couch until she was right over Anita, who took her into her outstretched arms and drew her downward. Their breasts met and then Rory was lying on top of the smaller girl; kissing her passionately again, their tongues all over each other’s…

		

		“Again,” Rory sounded amazed as Anita moved around on the couch, both of them panting for breath, both aroused beyond belief once more, lusting for each other’s hot bodies, “you want to lick me again…so soon?”

		

		“God, yes,” Anita grinned impishly at her new lover, “that’s what’s so cool about loving other girls, Rory. You don’t have to wait for some guy to get hard again. Girls are always ready for some more loving!”

		

		I guess that’s true, Rory thought as Anita leaned down and started to lick her cunny yet again as she brought her own pussy down onto Rory’s mouth.

		

		They were in a classic “sixty-nine” position on the couch, with Rory underneath and Anita’s tight little body on top. Rory pushed her tongue up into the smallish slit again, tasted its sweetness, and began to lick eagerly at the juicy pink folds while Anita returned the favor.

		

		This is pretty damned wonderful, Rory thought as she sucked at the succulent young flesh, I don’t know how many times I’ve licked this hot little thing in the last two hours, but it never seems to get old—eating pussy is sensational!

		

		“Holy jumping fucking Jesus on a crutch,” Thorn’s shocked voice filled the front room suddenly, “would you look at those two beauties going after each other?”

		

		“Damn, I guess,” murmured Rick, sounding amazed. “That’s the single hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my life!”

		

		Rory stopped licking pussy and turned her head to one side. Rick and Thorn, still naked and now sporting enormous hard ons, stood in the living room, staring in rapt awe at the couch. Rory shot them a devilish grin and asked, “Did you two boys finally wake up?”

		

		“We got woken up by all of the squealing and moaning and shrieking going on out here,” Thorn said, grinning back.

		

		“Well, that’s what happens when a girl gets her pussy licked by someone who really knows what she’s doing, instead of a couple of ham-fisted louts like you two,” Rory riposted cattily.

		

		“I never heard a complaint before,” Thorn answered with mock testiness.

		

		“That’s because I didn’t know Anita before,” Rory said, turning back and running her tongue along her new blonde girlfriend’s pussy slit.

		

		She turned back to the two men and said, “She’s fucking delicious, thank you very much!”

		

		Rick and Thorn roared with laughter at her antics. They came closer to the couch, fisting their hard ons as they approached.

		

		“Now that I’ve discovered titties and pussy, I don’t think I’ll need those things anymore, boys,” Rory taunted them, having the time of her life. “You might want to get that tube of sex lube out of the bedroom and practice fucking each other’s assholes, so you two losers will have someone to have sex with from now on.”

		

		“So, you’re strictly a gay girl from here on out, eh, babe?” Rick asked his wife, smiling hugely as he approached the couch.

		

		“Yep, pussy is delectable, and you don’t have to wait for it to get hard,” she said teasingly, and then gave Anita’s twat another long, sensuous swipe with her tongue.

		

		“I can’t interest you in a little taste of this at all any more then?” Rick inquired, going down onto his knees, resting them on the couch cushion inches from his teasing wife’s head, holding his stiff cock out toward her.

		

		“Well, maybe just at tiny taste…for old time’s sake,” Rory whispered, turning her head toward Rick, sticking her tongue out and licking all around the head of his erection.

		

		Rick sighed and pushed forward, the tip of his dick and about two inches of the shaft piercing her lips. She made a tight oval of them for him and he began to fuck her face like a pussy, her tongue all over him.

		

		“How about you, hot stuff,” Thorn asked Anita, moving over right next to her head, “are you all pussy, all the time now, or do you still like dick, too?”

		

		The pretty blonde turned her head and rested her cheek on Rory’s slick pussy lips as she opened her mouth for Thorn. He slipped his hard prick deep inside it and began to fuck Anita’s lips.

		

		Mmmmmm, cock tastes pretty great, too, Rory thought as she sucked her baby’s big fat one, I think from now on, I’m going to want some variety in my diet—cock and pussy!

		

		Thorn only fucked Anita’s mouth for a minute or so, and then he shifted around on the long couch, getting all the way up onto it, on his knees, between Rory’s spread legs. She gasped around Rick’s cock sliding into her mouth as she felt Thorn’s ease down into her pussy and start balling her.

		

		It brought to mind Anita’s stimulating description of her last visit to the orgy room, where she’d gotten licked and sucked by a gaggle of pretty girls, and then fucked by some guy whose face she couldn’t even see. Rory knew that it was Thorn fucking her, of course, but she realized that if this were a big swinger party, instead of just their little foursome, she could be getting dick from almost anyone at that party right now!

		

		That fantasy lit a fire in Rory’s clit immediately. She sucked harder on Rick’s cock and ground her pussy up onto Thorn’s driving dick.

		

		I think Rick and I should go to one of those parties with Anita and Thorn! Rory told herself, her pelvis shifting into high gear; she was now really hunching her pussy up to meet Thorn’s hard thrusts, her clit tingling as she got royally fucked and thought about swinging. I really think I can definitely handle it, after tonight. And I think it would be fun.

		

		Daydreaming about swinging with her sweet Rick soon had Rory moaning and gurgling with pure lust around his prick. He surprised her—since Rick always loved a good blowjob and rarely pulled his cock out of her mouth once she really got going on it—by yanking his dick free of her nursing lips.

		

		He pushed Anita’s cute little butt upward a bit and shoved his cock into her pussy from underneath, his big nuts dragging across Rory’s mouth as he began to ball her. Rory lapped at them, teasing the big, hairy orbs with her tongue tip when she wasn’t busy kissing the wrinkly sac.

		

		After a few dozen strokes, Rick pulled his cock out and fed it down into his wife’s mouth again. Rory mewled with delight, tasting Anita’s sweet juice all over the hard surface, licking it off and swallowing it along with Rick’s leaking pre-come fluid.

		

		When Rory had cleaned his cock off thoroughly, noisily slurping down Anita’s slick pussy juice, Rick pulled it out yet again and stuffed it back into the younger girl’s gaped-open twat. He fucked it hard, drawing a little whine of pure pleasure from it’s owner.

		

		Thorn saw what Rick was doing and abruptly drew his own prick all the way out of Rory’s cunt and pushing it instead into Anita’s mouth. Rory heard the gagging sound of Anita being fed inch after inch of hard cock. Rory shivered, imagining Thorn doing what Rick was doing, fucking pussy and then getting sucked off—both at the same time!

		

		This is so cool, Rory thought, as her clit began that telltale, deep throbbing, indicating that her orgasm wasn’t far away, having another girl in the mix makes sex between Rick and Thorn and me even better! I love that Thorn is fucking me and then feeding my pussy juice to Anita to swallow, and then balling my brains out some more!

		

		Just then, Thorn pulled his hard rod out of Anita’s mouth shoved it back into Rory’s tight pussy. She heard an audible “pop” as Thorn yanked it out of the sucking girl’s lips and then felt it pierce her own pussy mouth an instant later.

		

		God, I love this! Rory thought, her pussy clasping around Thorn’s driving dick. I just love being wild and crazy and totally slutty like this!

		

		Thorn moaned and said, “Here it comes, girls, some for each of you!”

		

		Rory felt him begin to shoot into her pussy and her clit went insane, spasming and throbbing as the furious orgasm gripped her. She clung to Anita’s ass cheeks with her fingernails and quivered beneath the moaning blonde.

		

		“Me, too, baby,” Rick groaned a moment later, as he pulled his cock out of Anita’s pussy and thrusting it down into his wife’s mouth, spewing dick cream.

		

		Oh, oh, my sweet God but this is hot! Rory thought, coming hard, tasting Rick’s spurting come and Anita’s yummy cunt juice all mixed together. We’re all coming together—how seriously kinky and fun is that?

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		“Jesus, what a night that was,” Rory sighed, massively tired but very happy, “that was the best sex I’ve ever had.”

		

		It was one o’clock the next afternoon, Saturday, and Anita and Rory were in the kitchen, slicing up some fruit and tossing it into a bowl. Rory intended to sprinkle just the tiniest bit of sugar on it, mix it thoroughly, and serve it as fruit compote for the brunch the two girls were putting together. There were bananas, grapes, sliced strawberries, watermelon and even a few halved Bing cherries, pits removed, in the big bowl.

		

		“I’m beat, so I’m going to make this simple,” Rory told Anita, who wasn’t much of a cook but who was gamely attempting to help, “I’m going with just the fruit, some buttered toast slices, scambled eggs, and some fried up slices of the Canadian bacon Thorn had in the fridge.

		

		“That sounds super to me,” Anita said, looking up at Rory affectionately, “I’m glad you’re such a good cook, because I really suck in the kitchen.”

		

		Rory giggled and then leaned down and kissed Anita on the lips briefly. Straightening back up, she said, “You sucked pretty good in the bedroom and the living room last night, babe, but I didn’t hear anyone complaining.”

		

		Anita laughed delightedly and nodded, “Yeah, that’s true.”

		

		She tilted her head and smiled at Rory, adding, “You didn’t do too badly at sucking yourself, sis. My little clitty is still singing, every time I remember you eating me!”

		

		Rory grinned at her and said, “That was fun. Who knew that licking pussy was such a blast?”

		

		“Mmmmmm, it sure is, with a honey like you doing it!” Anita said, putting an arm around Rory’s waist and giving her a friendly, affectionate hug.

		

		Rory looked down at her and said, “I’m really excited about going to that party with you and Thorn next weekend, baby girl, but I’m nervous as hell about it at the same time.”

		

		Anita smirked and said, “Jesus, Rory, a girl as hot as you will take to swinging as easily as a duckling takes to water. What’s there to be nervous about?”

		

		“I don’t know,” she said. “Rick is fine with watching me fuck Thorn, and he really seemed to go crazy over seeing you and me together. But what if I meet some really hunky guy at that party and he fucks me and Rick isn’t good with it?”

		

		She shook her head and continued, “I thought watching him fuck you was cool as anything, but what if there’s some super-hot bimbo at that party she makes my sex moves look like they belong to some old lady? What if he likes her better?”

		

		Anita roared with laughter. “Oh, Rory, you fucking goose! I know most of the other girls in the club by now and, trust me; you don’t have a thing to worry about. Hell, I’m considered one of the real hotties in that group, and you can fuck rings around me. And I know it after watching you in action for just one night!”

		

		Some of Rory’s nervousness lifted and she turned and threw her arms around Anita, cuddling her close. “Thanks, babe, I needed that. I’m looking forward to tying swinging, now that you’ve convinced me how much fun it will be; but I didn’t want to risk loosing Rick—he’s everything to me, see?”

		

		“Yeah, I get that,” Anita said, snuggling in tighter, her head between Rory’s big tits. “Don’t worry, honey, it will be fine.”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Jesus, I’m sore,” Rory sighed. “I don’t know if I can even get out of bed.”

		

		Rick moaned and said, “I know just what you mean, doll. That little Anita fucked me every which way but loose. I may be too old for swinging, after all.”

		

		It was Sunday morning. Actually, it wasn’t really morning anymore.

		

		It was nearly two in the afternoon, but Rory and Rick had just awoken. They had spent Saturday night at Thorn’s house, the afternoon and evening—after Rory’s nice brunch—having degenerated into another mini-orgy of fucking, sucking, and pussy-licking. They had arrived home on Sunday, at three-thirty in the morning, and had fallen into bed together and just died for nearly twelve hours; their sleep interrupted only by occasional trips to the nearby bathroom to pee and quick glasses of water to chase the aspirin both of them had taken to ease their hangovers.

		

		Rick turned to his wife and asked, “Is your pussy sore…your ass, babe?”

		

		“No, not really, it’s my muscles more than anything else. That fucking little cutie, Anita, knows some positions that I never heard of before, and Thorn just had to try them out on me. I feel like a pretzel this morning, all twisted and bent.”

		

		“Yeah, she insisted on getting into some strange positions with me last night; too, kitten, so I know what you mean. I’m not a teenager anymore, and my body was not meant for attempting to recreate the Kama Sutra, that’s for damned sure!”

		

		Rory snuggled closer to Rick. They were both naked and she kissed him slowly on both hairy male nipples. She looked up at him and whispered, “You did look super-hot, though, fucking that little blonde imp. She was bouncing around on that big old dick of yours like a crazy girl. You made her come so many times, babe!”

		

		Rick smiled proudly. “I did give that hot little bitch a ride, didn’t I?”

		

		He kissed his wife lovingly on the forehead and whispered, “But I was damned glad I had you there to lick her pussy for her in between fucks, honey. She’d have killed me, otherwise!”

		

		Rory giggled happily at her husband’s honesty. She said, “You loved that, didn’t you…seeing the two of us licking pussy together?”

		

		“God, yes,” Rick sighed, remembering, “that may have been the single hottest thing I’ve ever watched you do, honey. It surprised the crap out of me, seeing you making it with another girl!”

		

		“Me, too,” Rory laughed softly, “I never in a million years would have thought I’d like girl-on-girl sex. But, I have to admit—I just fucking loved it! Licking pussy is sensational; and sucking titties is a lot of fun, too.”

		

		“I’ll say it is,” Rick agreed, “I love it myself, so I can’t blame you for feeling the same way about it.”

		

		Rory glanced up at him, a teasing smile on her face. She whispered, “I love sucking cock, too, but I guess you’re not going to give me a run for my money there anytime soon, are you, sweetie?”

		

		Rick laughed and shook his head that he wasn’t. “No, babe, I guess I’ve gotta’ draw the line somewhere. I might lick pussy with you and suck some gal’s tits right along side of you. But when it comes to sucking dick—you’re on your own!”

		

		The two of them shared a chuckle over that, still embracing. When the laughter ended, Rory asked, her voice now turning serious again, “Are you going to be okay with that party this Friday night, babe? Is it going to drive you off the deep end, watching me suck some stranger’s dick for him, or if I let him fuck me?”

		

		He waggled his eyebrows at her and asked, “What about you? Will it drive you nuts, seeing some girl suck my cock or fuck me, right in front of you?”

		

		She shrugged. “I don’t know. I don’t think it will. It didn’t bother me when Anita did it. Actually, that made me horny as hell, watching the two of you get it on together, if you want the truth.”

		

		He nodded his agreement. “Yeah, I have to admit, it always makes my dick hard, watching you suck Thorn’s cock or take it up the ass from him; or ride it with that hot little pussy of yours, for that matter. So I think I’ll be okay with it.’

		

		“Well, if you’re not, or I’m not, we’ll just leave the party, okay?” Rory said.

		

		“Agreed,” Rick answered, “if we don’t like swinging, or don’t feel comfortable doing it, we’ll just make our apologies and leave. And then we just won’t do it again and won’t mention it any more, okay?”

		

		“That’s a deal,” Rory answered, “like Anita said, ‘no harm, no foul’.”

		

		****

		

		“It’s only two more days until Friday,” Rick said that Wednesday night. “Are you getting excited yet…or maybe nervous?”

		

		Rory grinned at him. They were naked in bed together. It was eleven. They’d eaten dinner at six-thirty, watched the news on television, and had ordered a movie off pay-per-view and watched it together as they snuggled on the couch.

		

		And now it was time for bed…but not necessarily for sleep. Not for the two of them, of late!

		

		“Yeah, I’m excited,” Rory whispered, sliding her hand over to touch Rick’s bare cock and finding it—no surprise these days—as hard as it could be. “And I see you are, too. Thinking about all of those girls you’re going to fuck at that party?”

		

		He chuckled and said, “Yeah, and about all of those guys I’m going to watch fuck that hot little body of yours, babe!”

		

		Rory shuddered in his arms, a huge pulse of excitement shooting through her as she fantasized about Rick watching her being a slut with a bunch of hot guys! She whispered, “Oh, are you just dying to see me suck some perfect stranger’s big cock, honey?”

		

		Now it was Rick’s turn to shudder, his dick jerked in Rory’s grip as he admitted, “God help me, I am, baby. “I get hard as fucking brick every time I daydream about seeing you fuck some dude we don’t even know, or suck his dick, or lick pussies with some hot girl we’ve never seen before!”

		

		Rory giggled and jacked Rick’s cock up and down a few times. “This swinger stuff is wild, isn’t it? We’ve had incredible sex every night this week, just talking about what might happen at that party, about what I might do, and how many guys I might do it with—or girls, for that matter.”

		

		“Just the thought of it is like a big dose of Viagra,” Rick agreed, turning toward her and taking her in his big arms. “Speaking of which, Thorn said he was bringing some of that with him to the party; and that he’d slip me one if I wanted.”

		

		“You,” Rory sounded super-skeptical, “Jesus, Rick, you’re twenty-eight, not sixty-eight; what the fuck would you need Viagra for?”

		

		He grinned. “Thorny says that it works great on young guys like us, too. He says that the harder your dick stays all night, the more girls you can fuck before the party’s over.”

		

		Rory rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Lucky I’m a girl, I guess. Once I oil my ass up and get my pussy wet…I’m good for the whole evening, and as many guys as I want to take up both of them…no Viagra needed!”

		

		“You little slut,” Rick growled, pretending anger at her flip attitude about getting fucked by other guys, “you can’t wait to fuck a dozen strangers, can you?”

		

		“No,” Rory whispered back, turning onto her back and lining his hard cock up with her very wet pussy, “no, I can’t wait. I want to fuck them all, baby, and have you watch me do them!”

		

		Rick shoved his cock into her and started to really nail her. Rory grinned up at him in mock defiance and fucked him back. She whispered, “And you can’t wait to see me do it, can you, big boy?”

		

		“No, I really can’t,” he hissed, happily fucking his wife for all he was worth…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		Rick made sure he got home early from work that Friday, the night of the swinger party. The first thing he did was to change out of his white shirt, tie, and slacks, into a more casual outfit consisting of a pullover knit shirt, jeans, and athletic shoes.

		

		Rory had left work a little early as well. She now wore a crimson dress that she had bought especially for tonight’s party. It was low cut, to highlight her large breasts, and it also featured a short hemline to better show off her long legs. As per Anita’s advice, she wore no bra or pantyhose under the dress, just a sheer, crimson thong that barely covered her waxed-bare pussy lips.

		

		Too nervous to eat much, the two of them instead grazed on some veggies and dip, plus some pieces of cheese Rory had cut up, along with some crackers. Rick drank one very stiff Canadian whiskey on the rocks before this very light meal and then had a beer along with his crackers and cheese.

		

		He didn’t want to get too drunk, since he had to drive several miles across town, to River Walk, the tony suburb where tonight’s party was being held. Rick wanted a little booze in him, so he’d be loose and less nervous when he arrived at the party, but not enough to impair his driving and risk getting a ticket.

		

		Rory wasn’t driving, so she had no such qualms. She had gunned down two stiff vodka drinks while cutting up the cheese and veggies and getting out the crackers, and then had another one right before she changed into her sexy dress. In addition, she’d downed two beers with the snacks that had passed for dinner tonight.

		

		She was nervous as hell, plain and simple. She was also very excited about tonight, and anxious to go to the party.

		

		But tonight was such a radical departure for her—never having been with another man, sexually, besides her husband, except for Thorn Martin, of course—that she couldn’t help the case of frayed nerves she was experiencing.

		

		“Is it time to go yet?” She asked Rick, glancing up at the kitchen clock and seeing that it was just past six. “How long do you think it will take us to get there?”

		

		Rick shook his head that it wasn’t time to leave yet. He said, “It won’t take us fifteen minutes. There’s no commute traffic to speak of heading into town, the way we’ll be going. If we were downtown, trying to get out into the suburbs at this time of night, it might take us half an hour.”

		

		Rory paced around the kitchen, made herself another short cocktail and downed it in three swallows. She admitted to Rick, “Fuck, babe, I’m jumpy as a cat. Let’s drive somewhere closer to River Walk and find a bar and stop and have a drink, just to kill some time.”

		

		Rick laughed at her huge, uncharacteristic case of the jitters and reached into his shirt pocket. He handed her a rolled up joint of marijuana and said, “Take a couple of hits on this and calm down, honey. I don’t dare do any right now—since I’ve got to drive—but it should help to smooth you out a little.”

		

		“Oh, thank God,” Rory sighed, gratefully taking the dope from her husband and finding a throw-away lighter up in a kitchen cabinet, “where did you score this?”

		

		“The usual place; I bought it from Larry, earlier in the week, just for tonight,” Rick told her, “I figured it might come in handy—you know, to help relax you a little before the party?”

		

		“Good thinking, sweetie,” Rory said, setting fire to the roach and taking a deep pull on it, holding the smoke in her lungs for as long as she could.

		

		Larry was their regular dope dealer. He was a flaky character they’d met back in college, years ago, who had sold dope even back then. He had never graduated, and still lived in a tiny rental house a few blocks from the campus, just kicking back and conning college coeds who were in search of dope into bed with him; selling his weedy wares, and sliding his way through life.

		

		Rory was sort of contemptuous of Larry—it was for sure that he’d never amount to anything. But, on the other hand, she was glad that he was still in business and that she and Rick knew him. He usually had really good smoke for sale and his prices weren’t astronomical.

		

		Oh, yeah, that’s better! Rory thought as the THC from the weed hit her bloodstream moments later. That’s what I needed. The booze alone just wasn’t doing it for me, all by itself tonight. I’m too nervous.

		

		She made another short cocktail, sipped it, and then inhaled a second huge lungful of marijuana smoke. She felt the drug hit her harder this time, seeming to knock all of the tension right out of her long, sensuous frame.

		

		“That’s the ticket.” She smiled a goofy little, I’m high, thank you very much smile at Rick. “Thank you, baby, this stuff is calming me right down.”

		

		Rick took the smoking joint from her and pinched it out. He said, with a wry little grin, “You get much calmer and I’ll have to carry you into the party, babe.”

		

		She giggled. All of a sudden, everything seemed funny to her. She realized it was the dope. That, plus all of the booze she’d hammered down so quickly, had her suddenly feeling high as a kite!

		

		“You’re right,” she whispered, feeling unsteady in her red high heels, “no more dope or drinks for me until we get there.”

		

		He took the half-finished cocktail from her, poured it down the sink, and led her out into the living room, putting the joint back in his shirt pocket. They sat on the couch and watched the local news, with Rory giggling every once in a while at things that seemed funny only to her.

		

		Halfway through the network news, Rick flicked the big-screen off with the remote and said, “Time to party, hot girl. Let’s go.”

		

		Rory—feeling less woozy and out of it than she had when they’d come into the living room but still not anywhere near straight—got unsteadily to her feet and took his arm. She grinned up at him and whispered, “Fair warning, baby, I’m going to be wild tonight. I’m feeling all sexy and hot and ready to party, okay?”

		

		He grinned at her and said, “That’s what this party is all about, now isn’t it, kitten?”

		

		The drive over to River Walk took fifteen minutes, just as Rick had predicted it would. The streets in the upscale subdivision were wide, clean, and mostly deserted. There were huge old maple and oak trees shading each of the lawns in the older, upper-middle class development, giving the little community a small-town America sort of feel, even though it was just minutes from downtown Sacramento.

		

		Rick pulled onto a side street that was a cul-de-sac, turned around, facing back toward the main street in the subdivision, and parked. He pulled out the joint and fired it up, and then hit it hard.

		

		He offered it to his wife but Rory shook her head. “No, I’m just right, babe; fucked up but not so fucked up I can’t talk or walk. I’ll be cool. We’re only, like, a couple of blocks from the party, right?”

		

		Letting the last of the smoke he’d been holding in his lungs out, Rick nodded and said, “Yeah, according to what Thorn said, we hang a right on that main feeder street, go down two blocks, turn left and it’s the third house from the corner, on the right hand side.”

		

		He brought the joint up to his lips, nailed it hard again, and then pinched it out and put the remaining small doobie in the car’s ashtray and closed it. Rick started the car and hung a right on the big street.

		

		In seconds, they were turning onto Bridge Street, where the party house was located. There were a dozen cars parked along the quiet side street and the porch light was shining brightly in front of 3111, the address Thorn had given him.

		

		“Well, I think we’re ready for this,” Rick said as he found a spot thirty feet down the curb and parked.

		

		He got out and came around to open the door for Rory. As she got out and took his arm, he locked up and put the keys in the pocket of his jeans.

		

		“I think we’re ready, too,” Rory said as they made their way arm in arm up the street. “I feel just right…excited…slightly loaded…and ready to party hard!”

		

		When they got to the front door, they could hear loud music playing in the house and the sound of laughter. Rick rang the bell and the door opened seconds later.

		

		The man standing in the doorway was Rick’s size—about six-foot, four—but he was a good fifteen years older than Rory and Rick’s twenty-eight; maybe forty-two or three. He was broad-shouldered and nicely dressed, in a checked-pattern, button-down long-sleeved shirt with an open collar, expensive-looking tan slacks, and oxblood loafers, worn with no socks.

		

		He’s old, but he’s still kind of handsome, Rory thought, eying their host carefully.

		

		The man had a full head of brown hair with gray flashes at the temples, giving him a distinguished appearance, and his face was clean shaven, his features very attractive. He grinned and Rory saw that he had the cutest dimples when he did.

		

		“I’m Maury Livingston, your host for the evening,” he said, his voice full of welcome.

		

		“We’re the Talbots, I’m Rick and this is my wife, Rory,” Rick said, taking the man’s offered hand and shaking it firmly. “We’re friends of Anita and Thorn.”

		

		“Oh, yes,” Maury Livingston responded enthusiastically, “Anita told my wife, Miriam, and I all about you two. We’ve been anxious to meet you. Come in, come in!”

		

		They stepped into the living room and Rory saw that the party was already well under way. There were about twenty people scattered around the nice sized room, sitting on a long couch, standing over by a table that had been converted into a temporary bar for the evening, and seated around the room in several easy chairs.

		

		The ages of the party goers, Rory quickly saw, ranged from their host’s mid-forties down to Anita’s twenty-two, with a bunch of twenty and thirty-something’s in between. Most of them, Rory was relieved to find, were very attractive. She didn’t see any grossly overweight people or bald guys with pot guts.

		

		“Let me introduce you to my wife,” their host said.

		

		He led them across the room, to the temporary bar set up. A tall, slender, blonde woman, who was wearing a pretty green cocktail dress, stood with drink in hand, chatting with an attractive young couple who looked to be in their middle-twenties.

		

		The blonde woman was roughly Maury Livingston’s age, and was still quite desirable. She had small breasts and long, shapely legs.

		

		“This is my wife, Miriam, and our friends, Emily and Rob,” Maury Livingston said, indicating the blonde lady and the couple. “And these new, and very welcome, additions to our little group are Rory and Rick.”

		

		Hands were shaken all around and Miriam then insisted on making drinks for her new guests. Rick had a Canadian whisky on the rocks and Rory accepted a vodka gimlet.

		

		“Hey, this party is really under way now!” Rory heard a familiar voice from behind her.

		

		She turned and Thorn swept her into his arms and kissed her passionately as Anita looked on, grinning. Rory opened her eyes as the steamy kiss went on and saw that the other people nearby were smiling, too.

		

		Anita went up to Miriam and gave her a long sexy kiss as well. When she finished, she bestowed exactly the same sort of tongue-filled kiss on Maury.

		

		The two kissing pairs broke apart at the same instant. Miriam pulled Rory away from Thorn and, staring into the younger girl’s intense blue eyes with her own light blue ones, whispered to Rory, “Anita mentioned that you like women. I think you’re incredibly beautiful, Rory. I do hope that you’ll save me a turn in bed with you tonight.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Rory, slightly startled by the older woman’s directness, stepped back and did a quick assessment of her hostess. Miriam was clearly in her early forties, but she had taken extremely good care of herself—that was obvious.

		

		The woman had gorgeous blonde hair, which she wore straight and shoulder length, and her skin looked supple and elastic, not dried out and wrinkly, the way the skin of some women her age did. Miriam had small breasts but, other than that, she was built much like Rory; she was long and lean with stunning legs.

		

		And she was pretty. She had one of those elegant, upper-class sorts of faces, with a Roman nose and patrician features.

		

		“Sure, I’d love that,” Rory answered her boldly, at last. “I bet we’ll have a ball in bed together.”

		

		Miriam smiled warmly and touched Rory’s bare arm, sending a tiny thrill down her spine. Rory gave her a smile filled with sexual promise in return, and then it was Miriam’s turn to tremble slightly with anticipation.

		

		This old babe is a hot one, Rory thought; I bet she can eat pussy like nobody’s business! She’s probably had years of practice.

		

		“Well, who is this ravishing creature?” a male voice asked just then.

		

		Rory turned and saw a young man—who was Rick’s size, and was in his early to mid-twenties—staring raptly at her. He was gorgeous!

		

		The guy had wonderful gray eyes and a very handsome, boyish face. His blond hair was cropped short, and he flashed the most enchanting smile her way as he unabashedly ogled her long body.

		

		”Josh, this is our newest club member, her name is Rory,” Miriam said. “Rory, this handsome young hunk is Josh Bonham.”

		

		Miriam then directed Josh’s attention to Rick, who was standing right next to his wife, and said, “And this is her husband, Rick.”

		

		Dreamy Josh turned to Rick and said, as they shook hands, “You are one lucky dude, Rick. Your wife is fucking centerfold material!”

		

		Rick laughed self-consciously and nodded his agreement. The extremely beautiful redhead who was standing next to Josh gave him a sharp elbow to the ribs just then and said, “I’m Erica, Josh’s wife, and I’m not exactly a bow-wow myself.”

		

		Rory looked the red-haired woman over quickly and had to admit, Erica wasn’t wrong there. She was about Anita’s age and size but, where Anita was small and trimly built, Erica was lush. She had breasts nearly as large as Rory’s, and her short frame carried a true hourglass figure, complete with a shapely ass and nice legs.

		

		Erica was wearing a dress much like the one Rory had on; carefully chosen to accentuate her assets. It was blue and tight and it featured a plunging neckline—the better to show off Erica’s big knockers—and a miniskirt-like short hemline.

		

		“No, you’re actually pretty hot at that, Erica,” Rory said, extending her hand confidently. “I’m Rory, and I’m pleased to meet you.”

		

		Erica shook hands and then turned to stare pointedly up at Rick. She looked back over at Rory and whispered, “Your guy is a fucking stud-muffin, babe. Do you two wanta’ go fuck? I mean, like, the four of us could go find a bedroom and get it on together, okay?”

		

		Rory’s heart began to pound. She looked over at young, sexy, hot Josh and then back at his super-attractive little wife.

		

		This is what we’re here for, right? Rory thought.

		

		Almost before she knew what she was saying, Rory found herself whispering back excitedly, “I’m all for it…if Rick is.”

		

		Rick looked over at her. A sly, guilty little smile crept onto his face as he said, “That’s fine with me, if you’re okay with it, sweetheart.”

		

		His face breaking into a big smile, Josh reached down and took Rory by the hand. She tipped back her drink, finished it, and placed the empty glass on the bar table before letting him lead her across the living room and into a hallway that proved to be lined with bedrooms.

		

		Glancing back over her shoulder, she saw that Josh’s little stunner of a wife had taken Rick’s hand and was following right along behind them. That made Rory, whose heart was still pounding, feel better. She wanted Rick to be in the room with her when she let this handsome young kid fuck her.

		

		And she wanted to see Rick with Erica, too. She had a hunch that Josh’s young wife was as hot as she could be under that slinky blue dress, and she wanted to see Rick slip her his big cock while Josh was doing the same thing with her!

		

		Josh didn’t waste any time. He stepped into the second open bedroom door he found, tugging Rory along with him.

		

		The room had the usual nightstands, lamps, a dresser, and its own guest bathroom. Along one wall, beneath the high window in the center of the wall, stood a queen bed with a nice spread and matching decorative pillows.

		

		Rory noticed two things: one, that there was a big tube of sex lubricant prominently displayed atop one of the nightstands, and two, that Josh didn’t close the bedroom door after Rick and Erica had entered the room.

		

		He left it wide open, and Rory felt a forbidden thrill crackle down her backbone as she realized what that meant. She was about to get fucked on this nice bed with whoever passed down the hallway watching, if they wanted to do so!

		

		“You’re fucking gorgeous,” Josh said, turning from the doorway and taking Rory in his arms.

		

		Their lips met and Rory sighed as the young man’s tongue slipped immediately into her mouth. She kept her eyes open, watching Rick’s reaction to seeing her getting kissed by someone other than Thorn.

		

		Rick reacted by gathering hot little Erica into his big arms and leaning down to kiss her just as enthusiastically as Josh was macking on Rory. That sent another little thrill down her spine, seeing Rick in action and knowing that he was okay with what she was doing with sexy young Josh.

		

		God, but this kid is good-looking, Rory thought as she made out with him, he’s as tall as Rick and very muscular and, Jesus, but he’s a cutie!

		

		Almost instantly, she felt her nipples begin to firm against the boy’s chest, and her pussy was suddenly feeling very warm and slick as she sucked at Josh’s tongue and rubbed her big tits against his manly pecs. He clearly got the message that she was more than ready to play, reaching in back of her to unzip her dress as he kissed her.

		

		In seconds, Rory found herself nude in her new lover’s arms, except for her red high heels and the tiny pair of sheer thong panties she still wore. Josh sighed and slid his hands down onto Rory’s ass, flicking the thong off over her tight little cheeks and letting it slip down her long legs until it rested on her shoe tops.

		

		He slipped the middle finger of his right hand into her wet pussy as they kissed and she moved her own hands around to the front of his shirt and began undoing buttons as she continued to caress his tongue with hers. She pulled his loosened shirt out of his jeans and slid it off his broad shoulders, as he moved his arms out to his side briefly so that she could peel the shirt completely off.

		

		Damn, what a nice upper body this young sweetie has got! Rory thought as she broke off the kiss so that she could open his jeans and yank both them and his boxers down over his muscular butt cheeks.

		

		She looked down and saw his cock for the first time and sucked in her breath. Not only was this boy built like a serious weight-lifter, his dick was nearly as thick as a Coke bottle and was at least an inch longer than Rick’s pussy-pleaser of a cock!

		

		When they were both completely nude, seconds later, they moved onto the bed, taking the left side so that Rick and Erica, who were now as naked as they were, could use the right. Rory looked over at her man and smiled almost shyly at him, with Josh’s massive arms wrapped still around her naked body.

		

		Rick grinned back and Rory felt a huge surge of relief flow through her. She was having fun kissing this hottie and running her hands all over his amazing body, but she felt oh, so much better about doing it, knowing that her sweet Rick was all right with what she was doing.

		

		She took a second to give Erica’s spectacular little body a thorough look-see. The girl’s red hair was shiny and copper-colored in the room’s low light, and her tits were almost twins of Rory’s own impressive set. The difference was in how white the little redhead’s skin was and in how many dark brown freckles she had peppered across those big tits of hers and her bare shoulders.

		

		Rory noticed that Erica’s pussy was as nude as her own and thought: I see she’s a bikini waxing enthusiast, too.

		

		Rick went back to kissing the hot-looking young girl and Rory turned her attention back to Josh, finding his enormous hard on with her right fist and working the skin up and down slowly as she bent closer to him and kissed his chest lightly.

		

		“Would you suck it for me a little, before we fuck?” he whispered hopefully. “I just love having my cock sucked by a really pretty girl, and you’re about the prettiest fucking girl I’ve ever seen in my life, Rory!”

		

		Rory’s pussy clenched and then reopened at those words of praise. She hoped for Josh’s sake that Erica wasn’t the jealous type; the way her husband kept prattling on about Rory being such a beauty.

		

		“I’ve never sucked one as big around as yours before, babe,” Rory whispered, sliding down the bed and going over onto her tummy, “but I’m the kind of girl who loves a challenge.”

		

		Rory took his huge dick in her fist again and slid her hand down low on it, just above Josh’s much larger than average sized nut sac. She then ran her tongue all over the knob-like head, glancing over at her husband as she did so to make sure Rick was cool with her sucking this young cutie’s cock for him.

		

		Rick stared at Rory for long moments—clearly fascinated to see his wife’s tongue all over another guy’s prick tip—and then got back to what he had been doing; which happened to be sucking Erica’s petite pink nipples for her. Reassured once again that Rick was okay with all of this, Rory stretched her lips open and took all of Josh’s big cock head inside them and began to suck on it.

		

		“Oh, oh, man, but that looks hot!” Josh sighed, “a girl as pretty as you, sucking my dick, babe!”

		

		Rory ate another three inches of him on the first bob of her head, her tongue still eagerly polishing his knob as she sucked. He put a big hand on the back of her raven tresses and urged her down even further, and she took a full seven inches of him, at least, on her next pass.

		

		Fuck, this thing is huge! Rory thought as she tilted her head back so that she could swallow more cock. If I really try, I can deep-throat every inch of Thorn’s big prick, and I can gobble up all of Rick’s, too. But this kid is hung heavier than either of them; I don’t know if I can swallow this entire monster dick or not!

		

		Josh didn’t seem to mind a bit that a few inches of his cock were still outside Rory’s sucking, licking mouth. He was lying back against the pillows lining the headboard, sighing in ecstasy as she blew him.

		

		“Fuck, but you’re good,” he moaned just them. “What a hot cocksucker you are, pretty girl!”

		

		Rory loved hearing that. She ground her aroused clitty against the spread and redoubled her efforts. She glanced over at Rick out of the corner of her eye and noted that he had moved down Erica’s body and was now licking her pussy, just as Rory was sucking Josh’s cock.

		

		This is cool, Rory thought, Rick’s eating that babe’s pussy like he can’t get enough of it and I’m going nuts on this hottie’s huge boner!

		

		“Jesus Christ, look at this,” Rory heard a male voice say from the hallway just at that moment. “That beautiful Rory girl is just as hot as she looks; and her hubby’s driving Erica crazy with his tongue!”

		

		Pulling her mouth momentarily off Josh’s cock, Rory fisted it instead as she turned and looked back over her shoulder. Her host, Maury Livingston, was now naked and standing just inside the doorway, his very large dick driven deep into a kneeling—and also naked—Anita’s mouth. Next to him stood an equally nude Thorn, his cock being sucked by Miriam, who had also shed her clothes and was down on her knees in front of him.

		

		Out in the hallway, Rory saw at least six other naked swingers, most of them people she hadn’t even been introduced to yet, total strangers, who were watching her and Rick with Josh and Erica! A thunderbolt of erotic energy tore through her and she tightened her grip around the thick cock in her fist.

		

		This is incredible—I fucking love this! She realized in that instant, a small but intense, sharp little mini-orgasm gripping her as she discovered that she adored being watched by total strangers as she had sex. This swinger stuff is fucking…hot!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fourteen

		

		What happened next made Rory even more excited. The people from out in the hall and the ones who had entered the room already, now moved over, en masse, to surround the bed, so that they could watch even more closely.

		

		Rory glanced over to her left out of the corner of her eye—her head moving slowly up and down Josh’s massive dick once more—and saw that Anita was now standing right beside the bed, just a foot away from her. Maury, their host, stood right next to the little blonde, his big, long cock jutting out over the mattress.

		

		What a nice one, for an older guy, Rory thought as she watched Anita fist their host’s fleshy rod, it looks a lot like Thorn’s; its about as big around and just as long.

		

		“Can we play, too?” Anita suddenly asked, letting go of the cock she’d been stroking, and instead squeezing onto the bed right next to Rory. “Josh has such a big one; there’s plenty there for the two of us to share, girlfriend!”

		

		Letting Josh’s dick ease out of her lips temporarily on her next upward pass, Rory turned her head and looked at her friend, “What about Maury, you crazy girl?”

		

		“Oh, he wants to fuck that hot little pussy of yours while we take turns sucking Josh’s big boy for him,” Anita said, grinning at her.

		

		A huge jolt of per-come sensation shot through Rory’s whole body as she imagined what that would look like to the assembled crowd of swingers! Before she could fully react, Maury Livingston had scrambled onto the bed behind her and gotten in between Rory’s spread legs.

		

		“Here, sweetie, just get this unbelievably nice ass of yours up in the air just a little,” he whispered as he put his palms under her thighs and urged her up onto her knees.

		

		As soon as her butt was thus elevated, she felt her host’s long, thick cock being shoved into her juicy depths. She gasped and glanced over at Rick, who had stopped licking Erica’s pussy long enough to watch his wife get fucked by her first strange cock of the evening.

		

		“Oh, oh, man; what a nice one!” Rory sighed as the party’s host filled her pussy with hard dick.

		

		Maury started to fuck her, slow and easy, and Rick shot her an approving little grin, so she knew he was okay with it. She turned back to Josh’s neglected prick and began to run her tongue up and down the right side of it as Anita moved in, nearly cheek to cheek with her, and ran her tongue up and down the left side.

		

		God, this is so crazy-wild, Rory thought, licking cock with Anita while I’m getting fucked by a guy I met for the first time only a few minutes ago!

		

		“Oh, look at what a nice prick you’ve found for yourself,” Rory heard a woman’s voice say from across the bed. “See, I’ve found a nice one, too. Let’s make out together and get fucked at the same time. What do you say?”

		

		Glancing over to Rick’s side of the bed out of the corner of her eye—never missing and lick on Josh’s towering cock as she did so—Rory saw Miriam Livingston getting on the bed, along with Thorn. In moments, Erica had slid down further onto the bed and turned onto her side, facing Miriam.

		

		The two women embraced and started to kiss each other and rub their bare tits together sensually as Thorn got onto his side behind Miriam and pushed his cock into her pussy from in back. She sighed with satisfaction as he took her, and Rick moved onto his side behind Erica and slid his long cock into her in just the same way.

		

		Thorn’s ass was nearly touching Rory, and she recalled—as she eyed the position he was in, fucking Miriam—how he had fucked her that very first night, right after Rick had finished up inside her, using the very same position. She reached out and caressed Thorn’s hunching ass with her fingertips as he fucked the other woman, her tongue still running up and down her new lover’s swollen prick shaft.

		

		This is insanely hot! Rory thought to herself as another big jolt of pre-come excitement shot through her. Licking a strange cock with Anita, stroking Thorn’s cute ass while he bangs another woman; all of us sucking and fucking right next to one another on the same bed!

		

		Anita moved her lips up to the top of Josh’s dick just then and swallowed almost all of it. Rory moved her tongue lower and licked the boy’s big nut sac while Anita sucked his cock.

		

		Josh groaned and said, “Jesus, you two are so fucking pretty. I can’t believe two babes as hot as you two are working my dick over together!”

		

		After another minute of licking and sucking, Anita traded with Rory and began to lick and kiss the boy’s balls while Rory ate his prick enthusiastically. Josh sighed and said, “Please let me the next guy to fuck you, Rory, after Maury, okay?”

		

		“That won’t be too long,” Maury panted, fucking hard. “This little pussy is so tight and slick that I’m not going to last long, young Josh. Rory is way too hot a fuck for that!”

		

		Rory ran her tongue all over the young man’s cock and sucked harder on it, her pussy clasping and unclasping around Maury’s driving prick. He was giving her a good, hard screwing and she was loving every second of it—especially with everyone in the room watching it happen and with Josh’s cock in between her lips at the same time!

		

		“Oh, oh, here it is, you hot little puss!” Maury gasped, his dick jerking inside her, a huge wad of semen erupting into her inner recesses.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm!” murmured around the boy’s big prick, as she started to come right along with him.

		

		She let Josh’s cock escape her lips, so that she could suck in a big breath, and Anita took over sucking it. So good, I’m coming so good from this guy’s hot fucking!

		

		Miriam squealed excitedly just then and pulled her lips from Erica’s so that she could sigh, “I’m coming, too. Oh, Thorn, you’re fucking me so great!”

		

		Thorn stayed with his hostess until she stopped orgasming and then pulled his still very hard dick out of Miriam’s satisfied pussy. He rolled over on the bed to face Rory and said, “I’m going to fuck you in the ass now, babe, while Josh does your pussy. You know you want it—double-fucking is your favorite.”

		

		Rory shivered. Maury had just pulled his spent dick out of her from behind. She didn’t say “yes”, but then she didn’t say “no”, either, so Thorn took the initiative.

		

		He got the big tube of lubricant from the nearby nightstand, reaching over Rory’s now prone body to get it, and squeezed a big jet of slick lube into her anus, which was quickly followed by his finger. She sighed and let him lube her up, and when his rigid cock head replaced his finger moments later, she just relaxed and let him push his thick, lengthy dick all the way into her ass.

		

		“If you’re ready for some of the sweetest pussy you’ll ever fuck, and you don’t mind sloppy seconds, Josh-boy, then go ahead and mount up!” Thorn said, turning onto his back, keeping his cock buried deep in Rory’s stretched-open butt as he did so.

		

		Josh didn’t have to be asked twice. He pulled his cock out of Anita’s mouth and got in between Rory’s legs, her back resting against Thorn’s big chest.

		

		Rory heard Rick’s familiar moan, just as the young man’s cock penetrated her for the first time. She turned and saw her husband—his eyes slightly bugged out at watching his wife getting two huge cocks at once—begin to shoot his come into Erica’s willing little body.

		

		The pretty redhead moaned and whispered, “Oh, that’s right, give it to me! I’m coming, too, you hot fucker! Fill me with spunk while my Josh fucks your wife!”

		

		Rory moaned just then, too, as Josh did just what Erica had said he was going to do. The boy’s huge cock filled Rory’s pussy completely, and having Thorn’s big dick up her ass at the same time meant that she was stretched to her very limit with hard, pulsing prick meat!

		

		“Oh, oh, Jesus, what a lot of dick,” Rory murmured to no one in particular, “I’m so full of cock!”

		

		The two men started to give it to her in tandem and all Rory could do was moan and take it. Her big tits jiggled wildly as she got penetrated again and again. She closed her eyes and rocked her hips and just laid back and enjoyed it!

		

		“Damn, look at her take both of those huge things at once,” a woman’s awed, and slightly envious-sounding voice said.

		

		“This new girl is not only gorgeous, she’s a white-hot piece of ass!” a man said.

		

		Rory felt another massive rush of excitement ripple through her as she heard the on-looking crowd talking about her as she got fucked! She loved this; there was no doubt about it.

		

		She opened her eyes, which had gradually closed with rising passion, and glanced over at Rick. He was watching her, smiling proudly, and her heart clenched hard within her chest.

		

		I’m glad my Rick is so cool with this…because I’m just crazy about this kind of hot, kinky sex—this swinger stuff is just the best!

		

		“Oh, man, were you ever right?” Josh sighed just then, fucking Rory furiously. “This girl’s pussy is fantastic!”

		

		“You ought to try her ass sometime, junior,” Thorn panted, reaming that ass out with everything he had. “It’s even tighter than that hot little cunt you’re fucking!”

		

		“Sounds impossible, dude,” Josh sighed, really giving Rory’s pussy a ride, “but I’m game for finding out later if that‘s true or not!”

		

		Oh, that goes for me, too, Rory thought, feeling her inner muscles tighten around the boy’s driving dick and her ass grip at Thorn’s cock as well, I’m totally ready to take it up the ass from your wonderful cock anytime you’d like, sweetie!

		

		“She’s going to need a little clean-up, after they finish up inside her,” Rory heard a female voice say.

		

		She opened her eyes again and saw Anita kneeling on one side of her and Miriam on the other, watching her getting doubled. Miriam nodded her agreement at what Anita had just said, and offered, “I’ll be glad to lick the come out of her asshole, if you’ll do her pussy, dear?”

		

		“Sounds good to me, but you might have to help,” Anita replied. “I’ve fucked Josh lots of times at parties, and he always comes so much, especially the first time he goes off that night, that there’s going to be a bucketful of spunk up inside Rory’s pussy, since Maury already came up there, too.”

		

		Rory shivered with excitement. She was already right on the cusp of coming again, and hearing Miriam and Anita talk about licking all of the jizz out of her flooded holes soon sent her hurtling right over the edge.

		

		“Oh, oh, God, I’m getting off again!” she suddenly gasped, her pussy and ass clenching hard, her big breasts jerking in unison on her chest as they were jiggled about by the hard hammering she was getting.

		

		“Man—that does it for me!” Thorn sighed, his dick jerking in the grasp of Rory’s anal muscles, a huge jet of cock cream spewing into her. “I’m coming right up this tight little butt!”

		

		“Oh, oh, yeah,” Josh agreed, burying his cock deep in Rory’s pussy and letting loose.

		

		Jesus, they weren’t kidding, Rory thought as she felt the come boiling out of the younger man’s cock and exploding into her womb, this kid shoots jizz like a fucking water cannon when he goes off!

		

		She trembled and moaned and took the big loads the men gave her, coming furiously as she did so. The more spunk they shot into her, the hotter her own orgasm seemed to get.

		

		When they at last ran out of semen, she felt Thorn pull out, closely followed by Josh. They laid her gently on the bed and moved back, Josh saying; “Thanks a million, Rory—that was one of the hottest fucks I’ve ever had at one of these parties. Come to think of it, that was one of the best fucks I’ve ever had in my whole life!”

		

		Rory smiled up at him. It was one of the hottest ones she’d yet enjoyed, too.

		

		“Oh, there’s our little party girl,” Miriam’s voice cooed just then. “All ready for us.”

		

		She bent and kissed Rory, who opened her mouth for the older woman without even thinking about it. After the hot, sensuous, woman-to-woman kiss had gone on for long moments, she felt her legs being pushed open, so that Anita’s tongue could dip into her come-filled pussy lips!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		Oh, God, how perverted that feels! Rory thought as her young friend began to suck and lick the come out of Rory’s cunny. And how utterly wonderful, too!

		

		“Man, look at all of that jizz,” she heard a man’s amazed voice say. “Josh really filled that sweet-looking cunt of hers up!”

		

		“Yeah, lick it out and swallow it, Anita, you hot bitch,” a woman’s voice demanded.

		

		Rory opened her eyes and saw that the woman who had spoken, a pretty young girl of about Anita’s age, was leaning over the bed, her big brown eyes ablaze with lust as she watched Anita lick up cock cream. The girl was naked, of course. She had a nice-sized rack, with tiny reddish-brown nipples which were jutting outward from her creamy-white mounds as she excitedly watched every lick Anita’s tongue was giving Rory’s gaped-open pussy.

		

		That’s that Emily girl, Rory remembered. She and her husband, Rob, were the first ones that Miriam introduced Rick and I to, when we first got to the party.

		

		Looking the naked girl up and down, Rory felt her clit throb. Emily was very nice looking with her clothes off.

		

		She had a cute little pussy with a tiny brown, close-cropped muff of fur left above it. And her legs were first rate.

		

		I know she likes girls, Rory thought, from the way she’s ogling my goodies while Anita licks me.

		

		“My turn, now,” Miriam said, breaking off the kiss and rocking back onto her knees.

		

		Anita and Miriam moved Rory around onto her side so that Miriam could shove her long, wriggly tongue up her come-laden ass while Anita continued to lap jizz out of her pussy. Rory sighed with pure pleasure. She had, of course, never before had both holes licked simultaneously by two hot-looking women, and it felt incredible!

		

		She shifted her gaze back up at Emily and saw that the girl was practically drooling as she watched. Rory smiled seductively up at the pretty brunette and whispered, “Don’t you want a taste, too, Emily?”

		

		Like a magnet drawn to metal, Emily put both knees on the edge of the bed and came forward. Then she just sort of melted down into Rory’s offered arms.

		

		They were kissing seconds later, Emily’s limber tongue all over the inside of Rory’s mouth, her nice tits pressed up against the older girl’s as they made out passionately.

		

		Rory remembered Anita’s story about the orgy room, and getting licked and kissed by all of those hot girls. What was happening to her now was very close to that. She sighed as Miriam sucked out a big load of cock cream and swallowed it, while Anita’s tongue slid deep into her pussy canal once more.

		

		Damn, this little Emily is hot as a fucking pistol! Rory thought, her tits jerking against the other girl’s chest as they made out. Her lips are so soft, and her little mouth is so sweet to kiss and to slide a tongue into!

		

		“Hey, you hot bitches,” Rory heard another female voice just then, “my pussy is full of come, too, thanks to this sexy cunt’s cute hubby. Who’s going to lick me?”

		

		Rory opened her eyes and saw that Erica, Josh’s pretty red-headed wife, had moved over right next to the scrum of female bodies. She was up on her knees, and Rory saw that her pussy slit was, indeed, packed full of pearly-white semen from her recent fuck session with Rick.

		

		“Why don’t you help her out, while I suck these luscious tits of yours?” Emily suggested, pulling her lips away from Rory’s.

		

		In seconds, she had moved her body downward and had her mouth tight against Rory’s left nipple, her tongue all over it. Rory sighed at how nice that felt, with Anita eating her pussy and Miriam tonguing her ass.

		

		“Here we are,” Erica said with a catty little smile, moving up closer and turning Rory’s head upward, until she was facing the ceiling.

		

		Erica then threw her left knee over Rory’s head, and lined up her juicy, come-filled pussy with her mouth. She lowered her pelvis downward.

		

		Rory’s mouth was abruptly filled with her husband’s come, fresh from Erica’s waxed-bare lower lips. The girl straddled her head and worked her pussy against Rory’s sucking lips, her hands creeping up to grab one of her own nipples in each of them, so that she could tweak them while Rory ate her.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Rory sighed, letting Erica and everyone else in the room know that she just loved licking pussy and swallowing come.

		

		She sucked a big mouthful of the girl’s juice and Rick’s cock cream out and swallowed it, her tongue all over Erica’s clit. The red-haired girl moaned and pressed her juicy quim down harder as she tugged at her own swollen nipples, rocking back and forth on Rory’s mouth, her eyes closed with rising passion.

		

		“Oh, God, but you’re a sexy bitch, Rory!” Erica whispered. “You suck a pussy as well as you sucked my Josh’s big cock!”

		

		Rory, whose long body was still twisted at the waist so that Anita and Miriam could access both of her holes at the same time, sank her nails into Erica’s tight ass cheeks and pulled her down even tighter onto her mouth, her tongue going crazy inside the moaning, sighing girl. Emily nipped lightly at Rory’s nipple with her sharp little teeth just then and a jolt of pre-come excitement rocketed down her spine and into her well-licked cunny.

		

		Jesus, am I ever going to come? Rory thought frantically. This Erica bitch’s pussy tastes fantastic—her pussy juice is sweet as honey—and my Rick’s come mixed in with it makes it even better. And all of these female mouths all over my body are driving me fucking crazy!

		

		“Goddamn, look at those bitches go after her!” a male voice said.

		

		“Yeah, that’s one of the hottest girl-on-girl scenes I’ve ever watched,” another man offered.

		

		“This new girl, Rory, is incredible,” another man said. “She’s got these other twats going crazy over that super-hot body of hers!”

		

		That was all it took to send Rory shuddering over the edge. She sucked hard on Erica’s pussy lips and screamed up into them, coming hard.

		

		“Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm!” she wailed, her body twisting and shivering beneath the women’s busy tongues, her nipples, ass, and pussy all spasming as if they were one, huge erotic nerve ending.

		

		Erica wailed right along with her, and Rory’s yowl of pure pleasure was abruptly cut off by a small spurt of female ejaculate that flooded her mouth and left her gulping down warm, sweet fluid in mid-wail. All she could do was moan and swallow and tremble her way through the torrid climax the women’s mouths were causing.

		

		God, oh, God, what a come! Rory thought. All of those tongues…all of those mouths…teasing me…tasting me. And this hot cunt, Erica, is coming like crazy on my mouth!

		

		The women stayed pressed together, groaning and sighing, until the last flutter of excitement drained from their sated pussies. Then they broke apart, Rory rolling fully onto her back as Anita and Miriam pulled their faces away from her lower body. Erica oozed down onto the bed next to her, panting to catch her breath after her own torrid climax.

		

		“You’re one hot bitch, babe,” Erica gasped, staring admiringly into Rory’s intense blue eyes.

		

		“So are you,” Rory whispered back.

		

		“I want to suck those big tits of yours and eat your pussy in a little while,” Erica said, her breathy voice low and hungry-sounding.

		

		“That sounds great,” Rory shot back quickly.

		

		She was flying! She had never felt like this before in her entire life—so utterly open and free and totally wild.

		

		This whole swinger scene is unbelievable! Rory thought blissfully. I feel completely liberated, like I can do anything I want and no one will be shocked. I could let this hot babe eat me, and then eat her again. Or I could let her cutie-pie hubby fuck me in the ass while I’m eating Miriam’s cunt Or I could fuck two men at once again…anything goes in this wild atmosphere…the sheer freedom of it is totally intoxicating!

		

		Erica scooted over closer to her and they embraced, turning onto their sides, to face one another. Rory’s tongue shot into her mouth as they kissed, and Erica shivered with excitement as she tasted her own pussy oil and the remnants of Rick’s come.

		

		“Over here, you hot bitch,” Rory heard Anita’s voice say sternly.

		

		The young blonde reached over and grabbed Erica by the shoulder as she spoke and drug her away from Rory. Anita smiled down at the pretty redhead and whispered, “Time to quit hogging Rory’s attention, Erica. You want to suck some pussy, well, here’s mine!”

		

		With that, Anita straddled the startled girl’s head and brought her bare pussy down onto Erica’s lips. The lush redhead tried to wriggle out from under her for a moment, but then just seemed to give up.

		

		Her tongue was suddenly all over Anita’s petite pink lips, and then it disappeared up inside them. Anita sighed with pleasure and began to rock her hips atop Erica’s gliding tongue, riding her mouth like a cowgirl settling into the saddle.

		

		Emily got up onto her hands and knees and came over, going around the sprawled out Erica, to where Rory lay on her side, watching. She slid right into the spot recently vacated by Erica and took Rory in her arms, her tits crushing up against the bigger girl’s.

		

		“You’re so hot,” Emily sighed, leaning in for a kiss, “I can’t wait to lick your pussy, babe!”

		

		Rory opened her mouth for her newest lover and thought; I can’t wait for that, either. This little mouth of hers is delicious to kiss…I bet her pussy is just as sweet.

		

		She hadn’t been kissing Emily for over a minute when she felt something tap her on her left shoulder. Rory stopped kissing the other girl for a moment and turned her head to see what it was.

		

		It turned out to be a very nice-sized cock, belonging to Emily’s husband, Rob. The prick was as long as Thorn’s and just as thick, and it lay pulsing and stiff on her shoulder.

		

		Rob smiled down at her and said to his wife, “Can I play, too? I’d love to fuck Rory while you eat her, babe.”

		

		Rory grinned up at the handsome young man. He was dark-haired and slender, with six-pack abs and, of course, that gorgeous hunk of cock meat that still sat, throbbing, on Rory’s shoulder.

		

		“We could sixty-nine, and you could fuck me up the ass while your wife eats pussy with me?” Rory suggested.

		

		Rob’s dick jumped against her skin and his smile grew even larger. He said, “That sounds incredible. Where’s that lube?”

		

		He found it in just a few moments and lubed up Rory’s ass with a big glob of it while she and Emily licked pussies together. Rory was on top, with Emily on the bottom, and they were soon gobbling each other frantically as Rob worked his finger in and out of Rory’s tight back sheath.

		

		“God, what a pretty, tight, little butt!” he sighed as he eased his two fingers out of it and slid his thick cock in instead.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” Rory murmured as he filled her back entrance with hot dick.

		

		She drug her tongue up and down Emily’s pretty little pussy slit and then worked it deep inside, right over her clit. Emily twisted with pure joy underneath her and returned the favor as her husband began to fuck Rory up the ass with long, steady strokes.

		

		“Jesus, Jesus, that looks hot—I love watching you take Robby’s big dick up your little butt while I lick you!” Emily hissed excitedly, as she momentarily pulled her tongue out of Rory’s twat.

		

		It feels hot, too! Rory thought, settling into Rob’s rhythm, working her ass back against him as Emily went back to licking pussy. It feels fucking wonderful!

		

		She glanced over and saw Rick watching. He had his dick inside an extremely cute young nerdy-looking girl who wore big glasses and nothing else. She had long, reddish-brown curls and cute tits and a very nice ass, and Rick was fucking the bejeezus out of her as he watched Rory getting doubled by the husband/wife team.

		

		He grinned at her and rammed his dick into the cooing girl in front of him, who was on her hands and knees, causing her glasses to jump on her nose as he bottomed out in her pussy. Rory winked at him and he winked back, taking his cock out of the young nerd-girl and setting it against her ass opening.

		

		“Oh, not back there!” the girl whined as he slid into her ass. “You’re to big to…Ohhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, fuck, it’s big!”

		

		The young girl shuddered as Rick shoved slowly into her anus until his balls were snug up against her empty pussy. He took one of her small tits in each hand and began to squeeze them as he fucked her asshole.

		

		Rory smiled at the sight and then turned her attention back to licking Emily’s cute pussy again. Rob’s thick cock felt just right in her ass as she lapped at his wife’s sweet slit.

		

		She could feel her pussy tightening up under Emily’s enthusiastic licking, her orgasm gathering strength as Rob increased his pace in her ass…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Rory was finally wide awake. She looked over at the digital clock on the nightstand and saw that it was nearly five in the afternoon.

		

		It was Saturday, the day after the swinger bash in River Walk. She and Rick had gotten home at four that morning, taken a quick shower together, and then had fallen into bed, totally exhausted.

		

		She remembered waking up at around nine, groggy, disoriented, and needing desperately to use the bathroom. She had, and had then had gotten back into bed and snuggled up to Rick, who was still dead out and snoring lightly, the way he did when he was really tired.

		

		Rory had awakened at noon, and had found Rick still asleep. She could have gotten up then, but had found that she didn’t want to do so.

		

		Instead, she had laid in bed, pretending to be asleep, her back to Rick, her head filled with new thoughts, new emotions, fears, dreads, excitement—all swirling around in her barely-awake consciousness. It had taken her a half an hour to fall asleep again.

		

		During that time, she’d relived the party in her mind; all of the men she’d fucked, all of the cocks she’d sucked, all of the various women she’d licked and who had licked her. The thoughts of all the depraved things she’d done the night before were electric, wildly erotic and thrilling.

		

		And terrifying, too, in their way; what if Rick woke up soon and called her a disgusting tramp…a total slut…a degenerate bitch who was too debauched to be his wife any longer? He’s seemed fine with everything last night, but now, as she lay here remembering all of the incredibly lewd, down-and-dirty things she’d done at that party, while he’d watched her doing them—what if all of that didn’t seem so sexy and cool to him in the cold light of day?

		

		Rory suddenly felt like crying. Last night, it had all seemed fantastic—fun, taboo and nasty, it was true—but also unbelievably freeing.

		

		It had been, easily, the most exciting, pleasure-filled night of her entire life!

		

		But what if it cost her Rick? What if Rick, having slept on her lascivious behavior, woke up and found himself to be disgusted by what she’d done? What if…?

		

		Rory had fallen back asleep just then. Now, five hours later, she awoke to find herself alone in bed. Rick’s side was empty.

		

		What if he’s left me? She thought frantically, sitting up in bed and throwing the covers off. What if he got up, packed a bag, and just left? It would serve me right; after all of the unbelievably nasty things he watched me do last night!

		

		She jumped out of bed, naked, and quickly found her bathrobe. Brushing her hair back with her hand, looking in the mirror briefly to make sure she looked okay, she practically ran out of the bedroom.

		

		Rick was sitting on the couch in an old pair of work out shorts and a tank top, reading the paper. He looked over at his wife, his face blank for the moment.

		

		Rory’s heart was beating so fast that it threatened to explode in her chest. At least he was here; he hadn’t left the apartment in disgust…yet!

		

		“Well, awake at last,” Rick said, and then his face broke into a huge grin and Rory felt so relieved that she almost peed herself. “All of that…uh…extra-curricular activity last night sure tired you out, babe.”

		

		Rory practically ran across the room to him. She snatched the sports section out of his hands and tossed it onto the coffee table as she sat down in his lap, her arms going around his neck, her eyes glowing with love.

		

		“I love you,” she told him, bending low and giving him a scorcher of a kiss that lasted for a full minute and a half, complete with lots and lots of tongue.

		

		“Whoa, I love you, too, darling,” he panted as they finally broke apart. “What brought that on?”

		

		Rory smiled hugely at him and then whispered, “Do you want the truth?”

		

		He nodded that he did, and she murmured, “I was afraid you’d disowned me, after last night. You know…after all of the stuff I did at that party?”

		

		Rick gave her a serious stare and then said mischievously, the perennial twinkle returning to his eye, “Oh, you mean all of the fucking and sucking other guy’s cocks and taking them up the ass, and licking all of those girls’ pussies?”

		

		Rory grinned self-consciously and managed to squeak out at tiny, embarrassed, “Yes.”

		

		Her husband wrapped his strong arms around her and hugged her tight as he whispered, “That’s the kind of party it was, babe. Why on earth would I be mad at you for being the hottest girl there, when the whole object of the thing was to show up there and to act…hot?”

		

		“You really aren’t mad or, you know…disgusted with me?”

		

		Rick laughed. “God, why would I be? I must have had at least five guys corner me last night, before the party broke up, and tell me that I was the luckiest guy alive, to be married to you.”

		

		“Really, Rory asked, “they really said that?”

		

		“One of ‘em told me that if I ever told his wife what he’d said that he’d deny it until his dying day, but that you were the hottest fuck he’d ever had in his life,” Rick said, sounding quite proud to be married to “the hottest piece of ass at the party”.

		

		Rory sighed and put her head down on his shoulder. “I’m so relieved. I mean, in a lot of ways, last night was a total revelation for me, as well as being the most fun I’ve ever had.”

		

		She raised her head up from its resting place and stared at him contritely as she added, “But I went so overboard! God, I just went crazy!”

		

		Rick laughed. “It’s okay, babe. That’s what those parties are for, to do things you’d never in a million years do normally; to experiment, to just let go and try everything!”

		

		Rory said, with a good deal of chagrin, “Well, I certainly did that all right. I think I fucked every guy at that party, some of them more than once. And I blew quite a few of them, too.”

		

		She shook her long raven tresses and sighed, “And we won’t even talk about the other girls at that party, and what I did with them!”

		

		They sat silently for a long moment and then Rory—to her shock—felt Rick’s big cock getting hard underneath her. She stared at him questioningly and whispered, “You can’t still be horny, after last night! How many girls did you fuck with that wayward trouser snake of yours?”

		

		Rick laughed again. “I took one of those Viagra’s that Thorn brought with him. I stayed hard as I could be, and got stiff again nearly immediately—right after I shot off in some girl—as soon as another cute one came along and…you know…encouraged me!”

		

		Rory giggled. “Yeah, I saw at least four or five different girls ‘encouraging’ you to get hard again last night, mister! It seemed like every time I turned around, that big wanger of yours was down some poor girl’s throat!”

		

		Her husband grinned and nodded, “Yeah, there were some talented young cocksuckers there last night, that’s for sure. And some older ones, too; that Miriam can gobble dick with the best of them.”

		

		“She licks pussy really great, too,” Rory sighed, remembering a fiery-hot twenty minutes or so she’d spent in bed with last night’s hostess, just before the party had ended.

		

		Some cute younger guy had been fucking Rory in the ass while Miriam had been eating her pussy in a torrid sixty-nine. The resulting three shared orgasms had been spectacular to say the least!

		

		Rory got up off her husband’s lap and stared down at the rising lump of male flesh behind the old shorts. She asked wryly, “So, where is this nice hard on coming from?”

		

		“From you, sitting on my lap, with me remembering all of the wild things I saw my sweet little wife doing last night,” Rick said, grinning up at her smugly. “You were fucking incredible, Rory, my love!”

		

		She smiled down at him seductively and opened her robe. “Oh, would you like to sample a little of what all of those other guys got to enjoy last night?”

		

		“Jesus, yes,” Rick sighed, staring up at her bared treasures, “those poor fuckers only got a tiny taste; while this mother lode of hotness is all mine, all of the time! Am I right?”

		

		“You are one-hundred percent right, darling,” Rory murmured as Rick reached for her and brought her back down onto the couch and began to suck her left nipple as he held her in close to him.

		

		She sighed contentedly, “Except for the occasional swinger party, this body belongs exclusively to you, babe!”

		

		****

		

		“Just like that, you big sweetie,” Rory moaned, holding Rick tight, whispering in his ear.

		

		He was all the way inside her, teasing her clit with his thickness, stirring his fully buried cock around inside her depths. She sighed, God, he just feels so good inside me! All of those other cocks were fun and very exciting to experience—but Rick’s is still my very favorite!

		

		Rory thought about that for a moment, realizing that it was another positive thing she’d gotten from her swinger experience. Aside from Thorn, Rory had never fucked anyone besides Rick, until the big party last night.

		

		Now she finally had something to compare his love-making to, and she was more pleased than ever with it! Her Rick fucked her wonderfully.

		

		Aside from the undeniable excitement of enjoying the variety those new cocks had given her, she certainly wasn’t missing anything; her sweet Rick was a true cocksman!

		

		“Ooooooooh, you do me so good, baby,” she murmured as he began to slip in and out of her again. “You’re the absolute best!”

		

		“Yeah?” he asked her teasingly. “Even better than that Josh kid; that guy had a dick like a fucking gorilla!”

		

		Rory chuckled way back in her throat and ran her hand through her darling man’s hair as he rode her pussy. “He was fun; I’ll say that for him. He has the enthusiasm of youth, and he does have quite a dick on him, but he hasn’t got your technique, my love.”

		

		“Mmmmmm,” Rick murmured, feeling Rory’s pussy caress him as she fluttered her inner-muscles around him. “What about old Maury and some of the older dudes in the club who fucked you last night? They must have technique to burn, at their age.”

		

		Again, Rory laughed softly. This was cool, talking with her husband about the different studs that had balled her last night, while he was balling her!

		

		“Well, all of those older guys owe whatever chops they’ve got now to Viagra, or something like it, or they’d all be one-shot wonders, that’s for sure,” Rory said, rolling her hips easily beneath Rick’s gentle thrusts.

		

		“The best fuck among them is probably Don, that friend of Maury’s that I screwed about two hours before the party ended.”

		

		Rory looked up at Rick and gave him an innocent little smile. “He could really fuck; he knows just how to ride a pussy high, to really stimulate a girl’s clit. But his cock isn’t nearly as big or as long as yours, and you know how to do everything he knows how to do. So, overall, I’d much rather ball a true hottie like you than I would some well-preserved old pussyhound like Don.”

		

		Rick laughed and shook his head. “This is sort of perverse fun at that, fucking you while you tell me about the other guys who fucked you last night.”

		

		When he finally stopped chuckling, Rory said, “Well, turn-about is fair play, as they say. Who sucked your big dick as well as I do it last night, darling?”

		

		He thought about that for a moment and finally said, “That little Emily has got quite a way with a cock, orally speaking, but old Miriam has had years of experience over any of the younger babes, so she’s a definite contender, too.”

		

		“Who fucked you the best?”

		

		“Ass or pussy,” Rick shot back, grinning happily, “I had some of each last night, you know.”

		

		“Pussy first,” Rory demanded, smiling hugely, “which one of those cuties that you fucked last night did you the best?”

		

		“I’d have to give the golden cunt award to Erica,” Rick confessed. “That little bitch can really ball.”

		

		“And ass,” Rory asked, “who gave you the sweetest tail last night, darling?”

		

		“Believe it or not, Cindy, that cute little nerd-looking babe, the one with the big glasses,” Rick admitted. “She had a really cute ass and I don’t think she does anal that much, so that was a real thrill, nailing her pretty young bottom the way I did.”

		

		Rory gave a little faux snort, as if she was put off by his answer, which she wasn’t in the least. “Part it couldn’t be the fact that she looked like a fucking teenager, could it? That little chick could have passed for sixteen!”

		

		Rick chortled. “Well, she’s barely twenty-one, as it turns out. I asked, before I fucked her, because she did look so young.”

		

		“Pervert,” Rory hissed up at him, still pretending anger, “child fucker!”

		

		Rick all but giggled, balling her even harder. He whispered, “You fuck pretty well yourself…you know…for an…older gal.”

		

		“Pretty well,” Rory repeated incredulously, tossing her hips up to meet his thrusts, and then wrapping her arms tightly around him, really starting to fuck him back hard, “I’ll show you ‘pretty well’, you bent teenie-fucker! Just for that, I’m going to screw you silly!”

		

		And she did.

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Rory couldn’t believe how much swinging had changed her life, or at least her outlook on life. During the week since the party, she seemed to have more bounce in her step than she’d ever had before.

		

		Everything seemed sweeter, better, more intense. Even the girls who worked for her at the office, at the dental practice where Rory was the office manager, commented on what a good mood she seemed to be in all of the time.

		

		Who wouldn’t be in a good mood, after having the fuck session of a lifetime last weekend, and having my handsome, horny husband relive it with me every night in bed, and get so randy as he talks to me about all of those nasty things I did with all of those other guys that he nearly balls my brains loose every night?

		

		Rory grinned broadly at that thought, and then went on to realize: not to mention my being as excited as I can be about the two of us being invited to the big fuck party this weekend up in Lake Tahoe. I’m looking forward to my second swinger party so much that I can barely stand it—and my sweet Rick feels exactly the same way!

		

		Her cell phone rang just then and she punched on her hands-free set up, so that she could talk as she drove without worrying about getting a ticket. Anita’s voice came over the speaker and Rory smiled.

		

		“Hey, babe, are you jazzed about Saturday night?” Anita asked.

		

		“Am I ever?” Rory sighed, “I was just thinking about the party, to tell you the truth.”

		

		There was a small silence and then Anita said, “Thorn was wondering if you guys wanted to drive up together, with us? We’re leaving about two in the afternoon, to give us plenty of time to get up to the lake, get checked into the hotel, grab some food and maybe gamble a little before we head up to the room to change for the party at eight.”

		

		“Let me check with Rick,” Rory said. “That sounds perfect to me. What are you wearing to the party?”

		

		“We got a room on the same floor as the party suite, so I’m not wearing much; just a nice cocktail dress and some high heels, with nothing on underneath.”

		

		Rory giggled and said, “That’s what I was planning on doing; why bother with a lot of clothes?”

		

		“Yeah, in a mass grope and fuck session like this party’s going to be, clothes would just get in the way!” Anita chuckled.

		

		“God, I’m so excited,” Rory whispered when they finally stopping laughing together. “It sounds so risqué…so fucking wild…just fifty of us swingers in a big, plush hotel suite, all naked and sipping cocktails together, and then…just fucking whoever we want to, right in front of everyone else at the party!”

		

		“Yeah, I’ve never gone to a party exactly like this one before,” Anita said, her youthful voice giddy with excitement. “There is a big, separate bedroom, of course, besides that huge main room in the suite, but the door is supposed to be wide open during the party, so everyone can see exactly what’s going on in both rooms, if they want to look.”

		

		“Well, I’m going to want to look, I’ll tell you that!” Rory practically shouted into the phone, she was so wound up about attending the coming party. “I got off super-hard on being in that small bedroom last week, with maybe a dozen people watching me get fucked, and me watching them. Fifty great-looking people, all fucking and sucking and taking it up the butt at once? I can hardly fucking wait to see that!”

		

		Anita giggled again. “I know, isn’t it wild? We’re lucky we’re both part of a hot-looking couple, or we wouldn’t have gotten invited. This is the first secret, invitation-only swinger affair I’ve ever been to. Usually, everyone knows about a party that’s being held at someone’s house, and they either show up or they don’t. But only twenty-five couples even know about this Lake Tahoe romp, babe!”

		

		“God, I know!” Rory whispered eagerly. “I feel so lucky that Rick and I are on the invitation list, us having just joined the club and all!”

		

		Anita laughed, and then asked her friend, “Are you kidding? If there had been a vote on who was the hottest couple at the party last week, you and Rick would have won hands-down. Your studly hubby is so good-looking— plus there’s the small matter of his being a master cocksman—and you nearly burned that place down, you’re so hot in the sack once you get going, Rory!”

		

		After another short burst of laughter, Anita went on to add, “If you two guys hadn’t ended up on the invite list, the organizers of this party would have been ridden out of the club on a rail, babe, trust me on that one!”

		

		Rory’s face lit up in a lop-sided grin at her young friend’s sexy compliment. She reached up to shut off her phone connection, saying, “I’ll call you back later tonight, after I talk to Rick, honey, about riding up to the party together, okay?”

		

		“Okay, talk to you then, hot girl!”

		

		Rory disconnected, still smiling. She realized that she liked being thought of as “hot” by Anita and the rest of the swingers in the club. She liked it a lot!

		

		And she was thrilled to have been selected as one of the young, ultra-sexy participants in this weekend’s exclusive party. As she got off the freeway and headed for her apartment complex a few blocks away, Rory experienced a pang of guilt when she thought of Maury and Miriam and several of the other very cool, but older swingers she’d met last week.

		

		They hadn’t been asked to attend this weekend’s bash. They weren’t even aware that it was happening.

		

		The cut off age for inclusion on this invitation list was thirty-five, from what Anita had said. Anyone over that age, no matter how studly or sexy or well-preserved they might have been, was not getting asked to this party.

		

		Rory sighed as she pulled into the carport. Being young and hot and in demand was a fleeting experience, she realized.

		

		Rick and I had best enjoy it while we can, she thought as she got out and locked her car up, it won’t last forever.

		

		****

		

		“That sounds great,” Rick said at dinner that night, after Rory had presented Anita’s offer to ride up to the lake with Thorn and her on Saturday afternoon. “We’ll only have the one suitcase and Thorn’s got that big Lexus sedan, so hauling our stuff, along with whatever he and Anita are going to bring, should be no problem.”

		

		“And I like the idea of getting there a little early, so we can look around and eat, and maybe gamble a little before the party starts.”

		

		“Yeah,” Rick said enthusiastically, his face lighting up, “I’ll kick ass at the tables on this trip; I can feel it!”

		

		Rory smirked and couldn’t suppress a tiny, derisive snort of laughter. “Yeah, like you did last time we spent a weekend up there, sport? What did you lose, four-hundred bucks?”

		

		Rick sat up straighter and then looked down at his plate of food, “Something like that, but this time will be different, you’ll see, babe.”

		

		She giggled. “Yeah, I’ll bet, Diamond Jim. The blackjack dealers at Harvey’s would be licking their chops right now if they knew you were coming this weekend; talk about lambs to the slaughter.”

		

		Rick answered stiffly, “Well, you didn’t exactly rob ‘em blind at those video poker machines you like so much last time, either, Rory, my love.”

		

		Rory stopped smiling. She said, just as stiffly, “No, I didn’t—but at least I didn’t lose four-hundred bucks.”

		

		“That’s because you gamble like a little old lady, playing those nickel machines you like,” he chided her, smiling again. “If you’d been playing quarters, or dollars, God save us, you’d have lost that cute little ass of yours, too, babe!”

		

		Rory smiled back at him somewhat smugly and replied, “You shouldn’t make fun of me just because I know those machines aren’t there for us to make money on. So I don’t risk much; I just have a little fun, lose my money like a good little idiot gambler, and then quit for the night.”

		

		He just grinned at her level-headed attitude and she went on to say, “I’m sure to have fun this time, at the party…I’m going to get to play with lots and lots of strange cocks…and that is a sure thing, babe!”

		

		His smile got even bigger as he shook his head in agreement and said proudly, “It is at that, honey. Every guy at that party is going to want to fuck my beautiful little Rory, and that’s for sure!”

		

		****

		

		They got a break on the weather. It had rained during the week, but Saturday dawned cool and clear; a gorgeous day to head up into the Sierra Nevada Mountains, to Lake Tahoe. There was no more rain or snow forecast for the mountains until at least the following Wednesday.

		

		Thorn and Anita showed up at Rory and Rick’s apartment right at two o’clock and Rick locked the place up and toted their one small suitcase down to Thorn’s waiting Lexus. Rory had given Thorn a hard time about buying the big, luxuriously-appointed sedan a few years back, but she had to admit: it was a nice ride on a short road trip like this one.

		

		“The leather in this thing always smells so nice,” Rory said as she settled into the back seat with Anita, while Rick got into the front passenger’s seat next to Thorn, who was driving.

		

		Thorn turned up the stereo and headed out of the apartment’s parking lot and onto the street. Amid the muted strains of the local classical music station, the four of them glided along until they came to the on ramp for U.S. Fifty, the highway that led to Lake Tahoe, ninety miles away, and took it.

		

		“I’m excited,” Anita whispered to Rory in the back seat.

		

		Thorn and Rick were talking football, debating on whether or not they should visit one of the sports books at Lake Tahoe and place a few bets on tomorrow’s NFL games once they got there. Rory tuned them out and turned to smile at Anita.

		

		“I’m stoked, too, honey. I can hardly wait until the party tonight.”

		

		She touched Anita’s hand as she spoke and a tiny electric thrill shot through both of them. Anita sighed and whispered, “Every guy there is going to want to fuck you tonight, Rory. You’re just so incredibly pretty, and sexy.”

		

		Her voice trailed off and then she undid her seat belt and slid a little closer to her friend, whispering, “And every girl, too, of course…they’ll all want eat that sweet pussy of yours.”

		

		Rory glanced around furtively. They were up on the freeway, barreling out of town by now, just leaving Rancho Cordova, a small municipality just outside Sacramento, and the land on both sides of them was now open and undeveloped, except for the occasional huge car dealership, or a strip mall. And the freeway was relatively deserted this afternoon as well.

		

		“How about you, sweetheart, will you want to lick my pussy, too?” she whispered to Anita.

		

		“God, yes,” the younger girl murmured, staring raptly up into Rory’s electric blue eyes, “you know I will!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, how wonderful,” Rory sighed, leaning down to kiss her and hold her close.

		

		“Hey, what’s going on back there?” Thorn’s voice challenged gruffly just then.

		

		Rory broke off the steamy kiss and glared at the front seat as if she were angry— which she wasn’t—she could see that Thorn was grinning broadly, just fucking with them; giving the two girls a hard time, just for fun.

		

		She said, with mock testiness, “Why don’t you guys just go on talking about football and keep your beady little eyes on the road, Thorn, darling? What goes on back here is of no concern of yours, horndog!”

		

		“Yeah, give a girl a little privacy, why don’t you, babe?” Anita said to her grinning boyfriend. “Rory and I have things to discuss.”

		

		“Hard to discuss much with your tongue down her throat,” Thorn said, laughing.

		

		“Eyes on the road, if you please,” Rory demanded again, taking Anita in her arms once more, “I have a feeling that the discussion back here is about to heat up.”

		

		With that, she went back to making out with Anita, her hands finding the younger girl’s pert tits, squeezing the braless little orbs through the blouse and sweater Anita was wearing. The young blonde sighed and ran her tongue all around Rory’s, her own hands now stealing up to grope Rory’s big tits under the loose sweater she wore, also braless.

		

		****

		

		“Remember when I bought this car and you called it a big pussy-wagon? Thorn asked Rick.

		

		“Yeah, I remember.”

		

		“Well, thanks to your wife and my girlfriend, it sure smells like a pussy-wagon now,” Thorn groused, smiling nevertheless as he spoke. “We’d better roll the windows down once we hit the Pioneer Trail short cut into town, or the valet at the hotel is going to laugh his ass off when he gets in this thing.”

		

		“No, don’t do that yet!” Anita said vehemently from the back seat, “Don’t let that cold mountain air in yet. My baby girl needs to come again, and I’ve almost got her there. Drive slower, Thorny and let me finish up back here.”

		

		Rick peered back over the seat and shook his head, grinning hugely. Anita was on her tummy, between Rory’s long legs, and Rory’s jeans and panties were pushed down around her ankles, so that Anita could lick her pussy.

		

		And Rory’s sweater was pushed up under her chin, baring her big tits. The pink nipples in their centers were jutting straight upward with total arousal. The younger girl looked up at him and smiled; her face shiny with pussy juice.

		

		“Look how close she is,” Anita said proudly, “this won’t take a minute.”

		

		Rory moaned and ran her fingers through Anita’s blonde locks, urging her face back down toward her ready-to-explode pussy lips. “Eat it for me, sweetie, please?”

		

		Anita was only too happy to comply. Rick sighed as he watched the two girl’s antics. He told his wife, “You realize I’ve got a boner up here that you could break rocks with, right?”

		

		Rory looked up at him, a languid, I’m-about-to-orgasm-again smile on her pretty face, and said, “I can’t help you right now, baby. Even I can’t blow you from the back seat…and, besides, don’t you want to save your spunk for tonight’s party?”

		

		Rick sighed even louder. “Yeah, it’s a bitch, being a guy sometimes. You girls both got to come twice on the way up here; it’s just not fair!”

		

		Turning back to stare down at Anita, who was licking pussy like a little sex machine, Rory smiled again and pushed her pelvis against the girl’s talented tongue. “I know, baby, oh, oh, God, here I go again!”

		

		Anita sucked Rory’s clit into her wet lips and lapped at it hungrily with her tongue tip as she sucked. Rory whimpered and began to come furiously.

		

		“Damn,” said Rick, grinning, “damn, but this is starting out to be a fun weekend!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		“Did you see the look on that valet kid’s face when he got in the car to park it?” Thorn asked; a wry smile on his face. “I told you that a few miles with the windows down wasn’t going to be enough to clear all of the pussy smell out of my car—not after you two naughty hotties had been licking each other for ninety miles.”

		

		Rory giggled. They were at dinner in the restaurant at the top of Harrah’s hotel tower, Friday’s Station. They had a table with a lakeside view and, since it was just six o’clock, they’d had no trouble getting such great seating; most people tended to eat dinner later at the lake.

		

		The four of them were hungry, however, and they had also wanted to let their excellent dinners settle a bit before all of the partying started at eight. Rick smiled and said to Thorn, “I’m sure you pretty much see it all, working as a valet up here, man. That guy’s probably opened the back door of limousines and seen guys getting a blowjob in the backseat a dozen times. I bet a little aura of eau-de-pussy in the air was no big deal to him.”

		

		Thorn chuckled and took a sip of the pricey cabernet they were drinking with their steak dinners and nodded his agreement, saying, “No, I suppose not.”

		

		Looking out the window at the dying light as the sun dipped below the horizon, he added, “Goddamn, but this place is beautiful.”

		

		“It sure is,” Rory agreed, taking in the spectacular sunset, the towering pine trees surrounding the gorgeous, large lake, and the lights from the cabins, homes, and businesses that lined the shore coming on as they watched, glittering like fireflies on a spring evening. “I love it up here in the autumn, the fall colors on the drive up, seeing the snow along the road, plus that lake—God, what a view!”

		

		“I didn’t know you could see the fall leaves, with your nose buried in Anita’s pink little snatch,” Thorn commented wryly, taking another sip of his wine.

		

		All four of them burst out laughing.

		

		****

		

		After they finished dinner, it was still wasn’t seven o’clock yet, and the four of them wanted to try their luck in the casino briefly before the party. So they took the elevator from the restaurant down to the basement and then walked through the underground tunnel that links Harrah’s to Harvey’s, across the street. Then they took the Harvey’s elevator up to the ground floor, where all of the gaming tables, roulette wheels, and slot machines were located.

		

		“We’re getting the best of the lake on this trip,” Rick commented as they exited the elevator and stepped into the large casino area. “I prefer the rooms at our hotel, where the party’s going to be, but you can’t beat the view and the food at the top of Harrah’s.”

		

		“Yeah, and the gambling, here at Harvey’s, is as good as it gets up here,” Thorn added, “not that we’re going to win anything.”

		

		“But at least here it seems like you might win something once in a while,” Rory noted. “At most of the other casinos, I feel like I’m just flushing money down the toilet. I never seem to be able to get on any kind of a roll in those places, you know what I mean?”

		

		“Yeah, I haven’t gambled up here as many times as you guys have,” Anita said, “since I just turned twenty-one last year, but I never feel like I’m going to win anything at those other casinos. I actually won fifty bucks here once.”

		

		They all shared a laugh over her giant “windfall” of fifty dollars, and then Anita and Rory headed for the video poker machines while the guys went off to find a friendly—they hoped—blackjack dealer who would deal them a few good hands. They had agreed that the guys would find them in the machine area just before the party and they’d all walk back to their hotel together.

		

		“I remember when you actually got rolls of nickels and dimes and quarters from change girls and fed them into the machines one at a time by hand,” Rory said to Anita when they were seated at a couple of nickel video poker machines, as she took a twenty from her purse and slid it into the slot. “You actually came away with dirty fingers after a night of gambling, from handling all of that change.”

		

		“Really,” Anita asked, feeding her own twenty into her machine, “they’ve always been like this since I started coming up here; where you get a ticket to take over to the cashier’s cage or one of their automated pay-out machines to cash in.”

		

		Rory got a pair of kings and smiled. “Well, I may just be getting my bet back, but at least I won’t lose my first hand.”

		

		The threw everything else away and drew three cards, getting another king, making three of a kind and actually going up a little on the house. She grinned over at Anita, who had lost her bet, coming up with nothing, and said, “I’m playing on their money now. Watch out, here I go!”

		

		The two girls played the machines for another fifteen minutes, Rory staying ahead and Anita managing to get back to even with the house. They were laughing and talking animatedly about tonight’s big party, getting more and more excited about going to it as the evening wore on, when Rory suddenly drew three aces.

		

		“Who, this is a winner, for sure,” she whispered to Anita.

		

		She tossed the other two cards and drew a fourth ace. The machine she was on was a “Bonus Poker” machine, so it paid on a graduated scale, with four of a kind paying two-hundred and fifty coins if your cards were fives through kings; deuces, treys and fours paid four-hundred coins, and four aces was worth a whopping eight-hundred coin payout!

		

		Rory giggled happily. She had just won forty bucks! With the five dollars she’d already been ahead, that meant she was forty-five dollars up so far for the evening.

		

		“What are you doing?” Anita asked as Rory hit the payout button.

		

		“Rick always says I’m too chicken to play dollars,” Rory explained, grinning merrily. “Well, that’s usually true. But this is their money, not mine, so I’m going to waste it all on a few hands of dollar video poker.”

		

		She took the ticket and stood up. Anita cashed out and stood up, too.

		

		“I gotta’ watch this, okay?” she said to Rory.

		

		“You bet, kid,” Rory answered, heading for the nearby row of dollar video machines. “It probably won’t last long, but what the hell, right?”

		

		“Yeah, this is our night to party, let’s live a little!”

		

		****

		

		“Dollars…you’re playing dollars?” Rick’s incredulous voice came from over Rory’s shoulder a few minutes later. “Where’s my penny-pinching little Rory? What have you done with her, you high-rolling hussy who happens to look just like her?”

		

		“Hush, this is serious business!” Rory said, not turning away from the screen, “I’m actually ahead!”

		

		Rick leaned closer and read the numbers at the bottom of the screen. “A hundred bucks…you actually put a hundred bucks into a poker machine…you?”

		

		“No,” Rory said, still concentrating on the screen as she bet five dollars on the next hand and got her cards, “I won forty-five bucks on the nickels and put it in here, and now I’m up to a hundred dollars; so pipe down. I’ve got to pay attention to what I’m doing.”

		

		“Jeez,” Thorn whispered, “you’re no fun when you’re playing for real money, instead of nickels, Rory. Lighten up.”

		

		Rory sighed, ignoring the two men as best she could as she studied her hand. She had been dealt a deuce, an ace, a trey, a five and a king.

		

		Should I toss the other four and keep the ace, or go for the straight? She thought to herself. Oh, fuck it—it’s not my money anyway; may as well be bold!

		

		She dumped the king, held the other four cards, and got a four. That completed her straight and meant that she had just won another twenty-five dollars!

		

		“Yes, yes, yes,” she shouted happily, “am I a red-hot poker playing mama or what?”

		

		The other three all laughed along with her, and then Rory bet another five dollars and got five more cards. This time, she was dealt all spades, except for one card, which was a four of diamonds.

		

		Rory’s breath caught in her throat. The spades were all face cards, except for one, which was an ace—she had four out five cards representing a possible royal flush!

		

		“Oh, be a queen,” Rory prayed out loud, her finger hovering over the “deal” button as she held the four spades and got ready to draw, “be a queen of spades, pleassssse!”

		

		After another agonizing ten seconds—that seemed to both Rory and her three companions to be more like ten minutes—she hit the button. A queen of spades showed up and the screen went crazy. Bells rang, buzzers buzzed, and the light atop the machine began to flash frantically as the word “Jackpot” kept flashing alternately with the five spades representing her fill royal flush!

		

		“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeh!” Rory squealed with delight, staring, mesmerized at the screen. “I actually fucking won—how much money is that?”

		

		“Four thousand bucks,” Rick said, his voice sounding disbelieving, almost reverent, “you just won four-thousand dollars, babe!”

		

		Rory turned and looked up at him in shock. She said, “The house fund…this will do it. This will put us over the top; we can finally buy a house!”

		

		Rick grinned and shook his head that it wouldn’t. “You’ll have to pay taxes on the four grand, honey. The payout people will make you sign a tax form before they pay you, and then Uncle Sam will know you won it, so you’ll have to pay the IRS.”

		

		Still smiling, he slipped a big wad of hundred dollar bills out of his pocket and showed it to her. “But this will make up for that, so we’ll still be able to buy our house after all. I won a thousand, playing high-stakes blackjack. And I didn’t have to fill out a form because it wasn’t over eleven-hundred dollars, so this money is ours to keep, free and clear.”

		

		He looked over at Thorn and told Rory, “Hell, even Thorny won five-hundred tonight, and he fucking never wins—this trip is starting out fantastic!”

		

		“No kidding,” Thorn said, smiling like the demented pussyhound he was, “first there was that red-hot floor show that you and Anita put on in the back seat, to help while away the miles. And then there was that sensational dinner; and now we’ve all won enough money to pay for our weekend and then some.”

		

		“Not to mention the party waiting for us up the street,” Rory reminded him with a sly little wink.

		

		“I didn’t win anything, much,” Anita said sourly.

		

		Thorn went over to her and kissed her on the cheek, saying, “You’ve already won me, baby girl, so you’re way ahead, because I’m paying for your weekend, so you can’t lose.”

		

		She smiled and looked at her three friends and said, “I guess that’s true. Where is that payout guy? I want to get out the hell out of here while we’re still all ahead and go to the party!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		Thorn and Anita went on up to their room to change into their party clothes while Rick and Rory stopped briefly at the desk so that Rick could transfer forty-five hundred dollars in one-hundred dollar bills into an envelop. He then had the night manager put it in the safe for him until checkout tomorrow. He hadn’t wanted to carry that much cash with him to the party and he had been reluctant to leave it in their hotel room while they attended the party.

		

		That taken care of, Rory and her husband rode back up to the sixteenth floor, where their room was. The party was in one of the twelve-hundred square foot suites just down the hall from them, and they lost no time in changing into their party clothes, since it was now ten minutes to eight, the hour the party officially got under way.

		

		“God, I’m excited!” Rory whispered as she shinnied out of her clothes and got into her dress. “It feels a little weird to be wearing a nice outfit like this without a stitch on underneath it but, hey, it’s a swinger party, right?”

		

		“You got it, babe,” Rick said, zipping up the new sweatshirt he’d purchased just for tonight.

		

		It was black and he wore no other clothing under it. As soon as he had it properly zipped, he got into his matching black sweat pants, also worn with no underwear. Stepping into a pair of new black Keds slip-on loafers, he was ready to go. He looked casually dressed in this outfit, but he could be naked in seconds.

		

		“Nice, baby,” Rory said approvingly, slipping into her new black cocktail dress, bought to match Rick’s all-black attire for this evening, “how do I look?”

		

		“Great, that neckline really shows off those pretty tits of yours, honey,” Rick answered with a big smile, and that short hem showcases those long, sexy legs.”

		

		Rory smiled back and got into her black high heels. She took a deep breath and asked Rick, “Have you got our room key on you, and our party fee money?”

		

		He pulled a folded up hundred dollar bill out of his right pocket in the sweatshirt, along with one of the magnetic key cards that opened the door to their room. All of the party guests were contributing fifty dollars each to the general fund, to pay the roughly thousand dollar suite rental for one night, the remaining money going towards liberally stock the bar for tonight’s bash.

		

		“Let’s party,” he whispered; his brown eyes alive with excitement.

		

		Rory took his offered arm and the two of them left their room and strolled down the long hallway until they came to the suite’s double doors, where Rick rang the bell. Moments later, Josh Bonham opened the right door and said with a huge smile, “Hey, Rory, God, I’m glad you two made it tonight. This is going to be an awesome party, and it’s going to be even more awesome with you guys here!”

		

		Rick and Rory stepped into the large suite and Josh closed the door behind them. After glancing around the big room, Rick asked Josh, “Who do I give our hundred dollars to?”

		

		“Rob, over there, you met him last week at Maury’s party; he’s married to Emily. You should remember her, I saw you fuck her last week, and Rory sucked pussies with her, too.”

		

		Rory felt her face begin to color at the younger man’s breezy recollections of last week’s get together at Maury Livingston’s house. But before she could say anything, Rick offered, “Yeah, that’s true, I did. Have you ever…uh…done Emily, Josh?”

		

		The big body builder grinned happily and nodded that he had. “Probably a dozen times, over the last year and a half, or so; she’s a great fuck, isn’t she? And she sucks cock really well, too.”

		

		He turned to Rory and said, an infatuated look on his youthful face, “But she’s not as hot as your Rory. No one is.”

		

		Now Rory did blush, but she was smiling as she did so. She touched Josh’s arm and asked, “Where’s Erica?”

		

		“Over there, by the bar, of course, drinking what few inhibitions she has away before the party really gets rolling.” He nodded his head in that direction and Rory saw the beautiful redhead Josh was married to sipping a cocktail and talking with Emily, Rob the party planner’s wife, and Cindy, the young nerdy-looking girl with the big eyeglasses that Rick had fucked in the ass so memorably last week.

		

		“What a good idea,” Rory told the two men, “I think I’ll join her.”

		

		She started to leave, but Josh reached out and caught her by the elbow and said, “Be sure you save a turn for me tonight, gorgeous. I can’t wait to fuck you again!”

		

		Rory cut her eyes quickly over to Rick, to see how her husband would react to such a blatant plea to fuck her hot body tonight. But Rick just grinned and shook his head, so she smiled at him and told Josh, “Sure, I’d like that, too, handsome. I just love that huge cock of yours.”

		

		And then she pulled her elbow out of his light grip and crossed the big room to the wet bar. It stood right next to the large picture windows that looked out onto the moonlit lake. She came up to the little group of women and asked, “Who is bartending tonight?”

		

		“Hey, hi, Rory,” Erica said, smiling at up at her warmly, “I’m afraid it’s pretty much pour ‘em yourself at this party. But at least there’s plenty of booze.”

		

		She swept her hand toward the bar and Rory saw several open cases of top-of-the-line scotch, gin, vodka, Canadian whiskey, and rum. There was also an array of clean glassware, as well as several cases of imported beer, wine and cocktail mixers, along with a tubful of ice and beer sitting next to the well-equipped bar.

		

		“So how does tonight work?” Rory asked Erica and the other girls as she stepped behind the bar, added ice to an empty glass, and poured herself a strong vodka tonic.

		

		“Well, at nine, after everyone’s here,” Emily said, “we lock the door, shut these drapes so that the people in the other hotel towers can’t see into the suite, and turn the lights down way low.”

		

		She took a sip of her cocktail and went on to say, a mischievous smile on her pretty face, “And then we all get naked and fuck, until morning comes or the guys run out of hard dicks, whichever comes first!”

		

		Rory and all of the others giggled at that blunt description of the night’s planned activities. Emily rolled her eyes and added, “Of course, after that thing with the hard dicks happens, it will be lady’s choice among all of us gals who are still awake and ready to play some more.”

		

		“Pussy licking heaven,” Erica said with a sly grin, “that’s what it’ll be!”

		

		Rory laughed and said, “That sounds wonderful to me; all of that cock and then some hot pussy for desert.”

		

		She thought about it for a moment, and then shared the story of her and Anita’s wild ride in the backseat up to the lake this afternoon. All of the girls howled with laughter as she told it, and Erica said, “My God, how utterly shameless you two girls are! Weren’t you afraid someone you passed on the freeway would see you?”

		

		“No, there wasn’t that much traffic and I was on my back and Anita was down on her tummy, between my legs when she was eating me, and vice-versa when I licking her.”

		

		She paused a moment and then added, “The only problem was when we passed big trucks. One driver leaned on that air horn of his like a maniac—we heard it honking after we went around him, going up the mountain for, like, two whole minutes after we passed him. He must have really liked what he saw!”

		

		All of the girls were roaring with laughter again at the thought of that horny trucker when Rob, Rick, and Josh walked up to them moments later. Josh looked over at Erica and said, “Well, you gals seem to be having a good time so far. Did we miss something?”

		

		“No, sweetie, it was just a little girl story that we all liked,” Erica looked over at him and lied charmingly. “Is everybody here yet?”

		

		“Just waiting for Thorn and Anita, and Leon and his wife,” Rob said, glancing over at the door to the suite. “As soon as those four show up, we’ll be officially under way.”

		

		Rory looked at Emily and asked, “Who is Leon? He wasn’t at last week’s party, was he?”

		

		“No, honey,” Emily said with a wistful little smile and a sigh, “believe me, you’d remember him if he had been there. He’s gorgeous!”

		

		“Yeah, and he’s hung like a fucking elephant, too!” Erica said. “God, what dick that guy has got—he even makes my Josh look puny in comparison.”

		

		“Hey,” said Josh, smiling, “standing right here, babe…way to make me feel inadequate.”

		

		Erica came over to him and hugged him, and then consoled him by saying, “Oh, baby, you know that you’ll always be my big-dicked love daddy. But even you have to admit, that Leon is something else again.”

		

		“Dude’s packin’ the meat, I’ll give him that,” Josh conceded somewhat grudgingly.

		

		Just at that moment, the doorbell rang. A guy Rory hadn’t met yet went over and opened it, and in walked Thorn and Anita, accompanied by an extraordinarily tall black man and a statuesque white girl who had shoulder-length sliver-blonde hair, huge boobs and long, beautiful legs that seemed to go on forever.

		

		“That’s Leon,” Erica sighed, “what a fucking hunk he is!”

		

		“And that spectacular blonde puss with him is his wife, Carmen,” Emily added in a whisper to Rory. “She eats pussy as well as Leon fucks…which is really saying something.”

		

		“Well, we can start the party now,” Rob said, starting toward the door to lock it.

		

		“We’ll give the late arrivals time to slug down a few drinks,” Emily said to the group, “and then we’ll close those drapes, lower the lights, and all get naked.”

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm, that sounds wonderful to me,” Rory said, finishing her drink and going behind the bar to make another.

		

		She was getting more excited by the second. She and Rick had several black friends but of course she’d never fucked any of them,

		

		Glancing over at the tall, ebony Leon, Rory wondered if he’d want to give her a tumble tonight. Her clitty twitched as she imagined that…she bet Rick would go nuts over seeing her take a huge black cock up her smallish pink slit. Her horny husband would ball her brains out this coming week, remembering that party highlight!

		

		She smiled as she stared across the room at Leon. He was at least two inches taller than Rick’s six foot-four, and he was very handsome. She felt her pussy getting wet as she daydreamed about him mounting up on her soon, and she knew without even thinking further about it, that if he wanted to, she’d gladly let him ball her.

		

		His eyes met hers just then, and he broke into a huge smile, his teeth white as polished pearls contrasted against his dark skin. Still smiling, he led his gorgeous wife across the room to the bar and slipped behind it, right next to Rory, to make a drink for the both of them.

		

		“Erica, Emily, Cindy, how are you beauties doing tonight?” he asked them, his eyes still fixed on Rory, “and who is this lovely creature?”

		

		“Leon, this is Rory, our newest member,” Erica said. “She was a big hit at last week’s party, the one you missed.”

		

		“Yeah, I heard about that,” Leon said, his eyes sweeping up and down Rory’s long body, “no wonder all of the guys I talked to who were at that party were raving about her. You’re quite the dish, Rory. I’m Leon, by the way.”

		

		“Hi,” Rory said simply, smiling up at him.

		

		“I’m Carmen,” Leon’s tall, stunning wife said, accepting the drink from him and turning to look Rory over carefully.

		

		They were the same height, and had the same sort of build, with Carmen having slightly bigger tits and carrying just a few pounds more flesh on her long frame. Their eyes were the exact same shade of electric blue, and Carmen smiled broadly as she said, “God, but you’re a beauty. Do you like girls, I hope?”

		

		Rory grinned and said confidently, “So are you, Carmen. And, yes I do, especially knockouts that look like you!”

		

		“Ooooh, how exciting—I think you and Leon and I are going to have a lot of fun at this party before morning, babe,” Carmen whispered back in a breathy growl that seemed tinged with pure lust.

		

		Rory felt her pussy lips open and close, a large flash of pre-come thrills shooting through her clit. She replied softly, “I’ll just bet we do at that.”

		

		She turned, handed her empty glass to Leon, and said, “Make me a vodka tonic, please, and make it a strong one, hot stuff.”

		

		He did. As she took it, she heard Rob shout from across the large room, “Fifteen minutes until the curtains close and the clothes come off, kiddies! So belly up to the bar, if you need some more liquid courage before the fucking starts; this party begins to roll hard in fifteen short minutes!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		As he finished up his announcement, Rob was already halfway across the room, headed for the bar. He got there just ahead of the crowd of suddenly thirsty swingers who followed him over, and made a strong-looking whiskey and water for himself.

		

		Then he elbowed his way through the gathering throng to where Rory now stood and said, “So, beautiful, who is going to get to be first with you tonight?”

		

		Rory smiled at the handsome young man, remembering the really hot ass-fucking he’d given her last week, as his pretty wife, Emily, had licked pussies with her. As she started to speak, Leon said, “I think I got first dibs on Rory tonight, Robby boy.”

		

		“Oh, no, I put in my request as soon as she walked in the door earlier,” Josh insisted, stepping forward to confront the other two men.

		

		Jesus, it’s nice to be wanted, but this is getting embarrassing! Rory thought to herself, seeing the upset, disappointed looks on Erica, Carmen, and Emily’s pretty faces.

		

		They’re all really beautiful girls, and hot, too, Rory thought, feeling sorry for them, I don’t think any of them are used to seeing guys totally ignore them to fight over another girl.

		

		She made up her mind abruptly—wanting to fuck each and every one of the three studly honey’s who were arguing over which of them got to do her first tonight—but also wanting to end this bickering before it got any worse. She pushed her way into the tight circle formed by the three contentious men and said, “I think Carmen and Emily and Erica and I are going to kick our evening off with some pussy, instead of cock. You guys get to watch, okay?”

		

		The handsome men looked shocked by that statement, but the three other girls all beamed their instant approval of Rory’s hastily-put-together plan to start the party off. Carmen sneered at the guys and said, “That sounds great to me. You fucking bozos can watch us lick pussy in a big daisy chain, with your dicks in your hands, boys. It fucking serves you right!”

		

		The three girls all laughed and began to high-five one another and then made a great show of high-fiving Rory as well. Emily whispered to her as they slapped palms, “Way to go, girl, that was so cool. You put these assholes in their place, for sure!”

		

		Rory grinned, happy that she had thought of this sexy alternative to having to choose one of the horny guys to start the party off with. She didn’t mind being thought of as the most desirable woman in the club—that was a hoot, actually—but she didn’t want to alienate any of the other hot girls in the group, either. This way, they all got to have fun together and all of them stayed friends.

		

		“Crap,” Rob commented succinctly, clearly disappointed at the way the party was starting out as he turn toward the bar with his now empty drink, “do you want a refill, Rory?”

		

		“You bet,” she said, chugging the rest of her drink and handing him the empty, “that’s a tall vodka tonic, light on the tonic and heavy on the vodka, babe.”

		

		Once he got there, Rob stayed behind the bar and redid all of the other girl’s drinks, too. They chugged them down quickly and got still another round of refills.

		

		Rory could feel the booze hit her and that made her smile. Slightly drunk was fine with her. It would just loosen her inhibitions and make her even more ready to party than she already was. And, besides, it wasn’t like she was driving anywhere tonight!

		

		After that final round, Rob checked his watch, smiled, and then walked over to the curtains, grabbed the cord, and closed them. He turned back to the room and went over to a master dimmer switch on the far wall and lowered the lights until the big suite was very dimly lit. Then he lowered them some more; you could still see…but barely.

		

		“Oh, yeah, that’s just right,” Carmen whispered in Rory’s ear, as she unzipped her dress from behind and kissed her on the ear lobe.

		

		Rory shivered and put her empty drink on the bar, letting Carmen help her out of her now loose dress. The tall blonde girl sighed as Rory stepped out of the garment, now dressed only her black high heels.

		

		“Oh, baby, are you ever the real deal?” Carmen murmured, looking hungrily at the other girl’s naked body. “I’m going to eat you right up, you pretty thing!”

		

		Rory turned and reached behind Carmen, unzipping the blonde girl’s nice dress and helping her out of it. Carmen wasn’t wearing any underwear either, and Rory licked her lips as she saw the tall girl’s waxed bare pussy lips and shapely ass, not to mention those spectacular tits that were full and natural and at least a cup size bigger than Rory’s own thirty-eight “C’s”.

		

		“You’re a real babe, yourself, Carmen,” she whispered, staring into the other girl’s bright blue eyes.

		

		‘I want you,” Carmen murmured back, taking Rory into her arms, their big tits mashing against one another.

		

		“Then take me, darling,” Rory hissed hungrily, “I’m all yours and I want you, too.”

		

		Moments later, they were down on the soft carpet together, their heels kick off, their hands all over each other as their tongues dueled while they kissed. Rory’s felt her blood singing through her veins. Carmen was red-hot; there was no fucking doubt about that!

		

		Her mouth was as sweet as could be, and her nipples were full and erect against Rory’s own extended nubs. She thought, God, but I want to suck those big, pink nips of hers and then lick that cute little pussy for her!

		

		“Look at those two super-hotties going after one another,” she heard a guy sigh longingly.

		

		“God, I guess,” Josh’s voice chimed in, “those two making out together is so fucking bone-worthy that I can barely stand it. I’ve got a hard on that you could pound nails with, dude!”

		

		“That’s no shit, buddy boy,” she heard Leon’s black-sounding baritone voice add. “My big dick is way past ready for some of that hot-looking Rory pussy!”

		

		Rory glanced up from macking on Carmen and saw that the boys weren’t kidding. Nearly everyone in the room was nude by now, and Josh and Leon—standing right next to each other and banging down booze as they watched the girls kissing on the carpet right beneath them—had massive erections.

		

		Holy fuck, what a pair of cocks! Rory thought as she stared up at the two huge pricks.

		

		Josh was just as long and fat as she remembered him being, and Leon was a revelation. His thick black cock was at least two inches longer than Josh’s monster and it looked to be bigger around as well!

		

		I’m not sure I can even get that thing inside me, Rory thought, her pussy clenching as she eyed it. But I’m more than willing to try!

		

		Carmen tore her mouth away from Rory’s just then and hissed, “I’ve got to suck these big tits of yours, babe; they’re so nice-looking. Jesus, what a sweet rack you’ve got, for such a slender girl!”

		

		And then her mouth was all over Rory’s swollen nipples. Her fingers tugged and rolled Rory’s pink spears of flesh tenderly as Carmen’s lips and tongue alternated from tit to tit.

		

		“Oh, suck ‘em, you hot bitch!” Rory groaned. “Eat ‘em right up, babe!”

		

		She didn’t give Carmen too much time to “eat ‘em up”, however. Rory was far too aroused already to do that.

		

		After just a minute or so of Carmen’s frantic sucking and tonguing on her swollen nipples, Rory pulled away and turned the tables on her new lover, pushing Carmen over onto her back and going after the statuesque blonde’s nipples instead. She sucked and licked at the sweet pink nubs, nipping at them with her sharp teeth as Carmen whined and tugged at Rory’s raven locks, saying, “Oh, you hot bitch, that’s right…bite ‘em, lick ‘em, suck ‘em for me you sexy cunt!”

		

		“Jesus, look at them going after one another!” Rory heard Erica’s amazed-sounding voice.

		

		“Yeah, what a pair of hotties,” Emily sighed. “Watching those two go at it is making my pussy juicy!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that sounds wonderful,” she heard Erica answer. “I’ve got a tongue for that juicy pussy, honey!”

		

		Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Erica, Emily, and cute little Cindy getting down on the carpet together a few feet from where she and Carmen were entwined. They quickly got onto their sides and formed a chain, with Erica shoving her pretty face in between Emily’s thighs, lapping at her wet pussy as Emily ate Cindy. Moment’s later, Cindy completed the chain, pushing her tongue deep into Erica’s cunny and licking hungrily at the gleaming pink folds.

		

		Wordlessly, Rory pulled her mouth off of Carmen’s luscious tits and moved around into a sixty-nine position over the leggy blonde, her pussy just above Carmen’s lips as she lay on her back. Rory lowered her hips just slightly and felt Carmen’s tongue go deep inside her as she began to lick at her new lover’s plumped-out clit.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm!” Carmen sighed, pushing her hips up off the rug, mashing her pussy against Rory’s tongue and lips.

		

		“Fuck, that’s hot!” Rory heard a male voice sigh. “Every one of those babes is a real looker, and Rory and Carmen could be centerfolds!”

		

		“Man, my dick is about to explode, watching this shit!” another man moaned.

		

		Rory felt her clit throb hard against Carmen’s tongue. She was going to come. Knowing that dozens of excited male and female eyes were watching her torrid session with Carmen, and that virtually every one of them were going to want her—to fuck her, to lick her, to touch and tease her—as soon as she and Carmen got each other off; all of that stimulation had Rory teetering on the brink of a huge orgasm.

		

		And Carmen wasn’t far behind her. She could sense that the luscious blonde was close. Her delicious pussy was pouring out girl lube under Rory’s delving tongue, and her sleek belly rippled with spasms, signaling that her climax was very near.

		

		All at once, Carmen sucked in her breath and squealed up into Rory’s pussy that she was coming. Rory lapped wildly at the screaming girl’s clit and held on tight as Carmen bucked and wailed and shivered beneath her.

		

		A fireball of orgasmic bliss suddenly ripped through Rory’s cunny as well, as Carmen sucked hard on her clit and batted it with her tongue tip. Rory moaned and ground her exploding clitty down onto the girl’s mouth, flooding that mouth with pussy juice as she did so.

		

		She heard Carmen swallowing cunny oil like she couldn’t get enough of it, and a second, even larger orgasm clutched at Rory’s pussy. She thought, oh, God, but this hot bitch can suck cunt—what a tongue-ride she’s giving my poor clitty!

		

		The two women kept their mouths buried in each other’s pussies until the last tiny spark of orgasmic bliss had drained away. As they at last broke apart, Carmen, panting for breath, smiled at Rory and said, “You are fucking incredible. I think you might be my new best girlfriend, babe.”

		

		Rory grinned back and whispered, “Sounds good to me…you’re sensational, too.”

		

		Rick stepped out of the surrounding crowd, naked, his dick as hard as a pool cue. He smiled down at Rory and said, “That was super-hot, honey. Who’s your new friend?”

		

		“This is Carmen, darling.”

		

		Carmen looked up at Rick and licked her lips. She turned her head back toward Rory and asked, “Is he yours? He’s gorgeous.”

		

		“Yeah, that he is, and he’s all mine,” Rory answered her proudly, and then added, “but I’m not stingy. You can borrow him for a little while if you’d like. I think he really goes for you. Just look how hard his cock is!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-One

		

		Carmen got up onto her knees and made her way over to where Rick stood. Smiling up at him seductively, she reached out and took his big cock in her right fist and murmured, “Why don’t you come down here and fuck me with this pretty thing, baby?”

		

		Rick grinned down at her and then looked over at Rory, who smiled and nodded that he should waste no time in doing just that. He got down on the carpet next to her and went down onto her tummy right in front of him and placed the head of his stiff dick between her lips.

		

		She reached behind him and took a muscular ass cheek in each hand and pulled herself forward, gliding across the carpet, burying every last inch of his prick deep in her mouth and throat. Letting go of his butt, she put her forearms on the rug and levered her upper torso up off the carpet until her mouth was just at the angle she wanted.

		

		Then she began to bob her head in and out, swallowing all of his cock with each pass, her cheeks indented with suction. Rory could see the girl’s tongue swirling around and around as she sucked. It made an impression on her cheek indentions each time it circled Rick’s shaft.

		

		Nice mouth-work, she thought, that girl can really give a blowjob.

		

		“They say turnabout is fair play,” Leon’s deep voice whispered right next to Rory’s ear just then. “My Carmen is sucking your guy’s cock like a well-oiled BJ machine. How about giving me some of this sweet pussy of yours while we watch?”

		

		Rory turned her head and smiled at the yummy-looking Leon. She murmured, “You talked me right into it, stud. How do you want me, on my back, on my side, or doggie-style, on my hands and knees?”

		

		“How about I get down on my back and face parallel to Carmen and your guy while you ride my big dick. That way we can all watch each other suck and fuck.”

		

		He moved as he was speaking, going onto his back, his eyes roving from Rick and Carmen back to Rory. As soon as he was lying down, she grabbed his huge prick and threw her right leg over it, lining it up with her super-juicy pussy as she let her weight down on it.

		

		“Oh, fuck, but that’s a lot of cock!” she gasped as inch after inch of the giant black shaft slid up into her depths.

		

		Rick’s eyes, as he looked over at the sight of his wife taking the last few inches of the incredibly long prick, were enormous. He said, “Damn, babe, I didn’t think you could get it all in you!”

		

		Rory’s eyelids fluttered. She was so stuffed full of hard cock that she could barely believe it.

		

		“I…I didn’t know if I could, either,” she sighed, “but I did!”

		

		Leon reached up and took a nipple in between the fingers of each hand and began to squeeze them lightly, saying, “Ride it, baby, ride my big dick; your hot pussy is tight as a fucking drum but it feels slick as hell around my thick cock, so I know you can do it!”

		

		He tightened his fingers slightly around her nipples and dragged her down onto his chest, never letting go of them. Their lips met and Rory felt his long, slippery tongue spear itself up into her mouth as they kissed.

		

		She moaned and began to move her hips as he started to thrust his ass up off the carpet, fucking her. Another, even larger moan escaped her lips as she felt the hot cock meat gliding against her thoroughly aroused clit and her tits jerked around his teasing fingertips.

		

		“Look at how tight that little pink pussy of hers is stretched around Leon’s big bone!” a man commented as Rory’s hip movements picked up speed.

		

		“That’s really hot to watch!” another man sighed. “That Rory gal can really fuck!”

		

		Rory felt her pussy heating up like crazy. She loved being the center of attention at a big party like this one, and Leon’s mammoth prick up inside her was feeling better with each roll of her hips atop it.

		

		“Man, I want some of that sexy bitch next,” still another guy murmured as he watched. “Just look at how she wriggles that perfect little ass of hers down onto him and sucks at his tongue. Rory’s like Pure Sex!”

		

		A tremor of pre-come ecstasy shivered through her body. She glanced over at Rick and Carmen and saw that he now had her up onto her hands and knees, and that he’d moved around behind her. As she watched, he shoved his cock into her and began to drill her pussy hard and deep.

		

		Oh, yeah, give it to that fucking hottie, darling, while her husband gives it to me! What a team we make!

		

		She felt something touch her anus and thought at first that it was Leon, exploring a little, but then she realized that both of his hands were still occupied with her nipples. A male voice that she recognized but couldn’t place right away said, from behind her, “I can’t wait, babe, and besides, I’ve been dying to fuck you in that primo ass of yours since last week’s party!”

		

		It’s Josh; she realized as his big finger penetrated her butt with a huge glob of sex lube, I recognize his voice now.

		

		She started. Normally, she would have welcomed a second cock. After all, being double-penetrated was one of her favorite things.

		

		But Josh was enormous! He wasn’t as big as Leon, but together…the two of them were liable to rip her apart with their large-bore pricks.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm!” she protested, trying to pull her mouth off of Leon’s.

		

		But he wouldn’t let her. He held her mouth down onto his, letting go of her right tit and moving his left hand up to the back of her head, pressing it downward, and his tongue still in her mouth.

		

		“Here it is, baby, just relax,” Josh said soothingly, he cock head suddenly replacing his thick finger up her ass.

		

		“Nooooooooooooo! She wailed helplessly as the boy slid six inches of steely-hard dick into her rear hole and then pushed the rest in as well, bottoming out between her tight ass cheeks.

		

		Her muffled protest went unanswered. She’d stopped moving her lower body when Josh had entered her. The three of them just held their positions for a moment, as Rory’s impaled body tried to adjust to having this much cock in it at once.

		

		I’ve done this with Rick and Thorn dozens of times, and I did it last week, at that first party a few times, too. And it was fine.

		

		She shivered as her pussy and ass muscled both fluttered in unison around the two massive hunks of buried cock meat. She groaned and Leon tweaked her nipple with his fingertips, his tongue all over hers inside her mouth.

		

		But this is just so much more, she thought desperately, I don’t know if I can handle this much dick at the same time!

		

		The two men took her lack of movement as a sign that she was okay with being doubled. They began to move in tandem, fucking her slow and easy.

		

		“Oh, man, what an ass!” Josh sighed. “So fucking tight, so pretty, man, what a fuck this girl is!”

		

		“Her pussy is terrific, too,” Leon commented, “it really grabs at you while you’re fucking it.”

		

		Rory looked up and saw that there were at least thirty naked swingers watching her. A firestorm of sensation shot through her as she saw how entranced their faces all looked; how hard the men’s cocks were, how erect the women’s nipples looked.

		

		Dear God, this is so hot…so thrilling, having all of these people watching me take these two huge cocks! I’m going to do this—somehow, I’m going to do it. I love being the star of a fabulous swinger party like this one, so I am, by God, going to do this!

		

		She began to rock her body back and forth, fucking the men with both gripping holes. The crowd oooooohed and aaaahhhhed as they watched her; and Rory felt another massive rush of excitement ripple through her impaled body.

		

		Her breasts jerked against Leon’s chest and her clit throbbed hard against his gliding cock shaft. Josh moaned and said, “Jesus, this little ass of hers is perfect to fuck, man! I feel her inner-muscles sucking at my dick, dude!”

		

		Rory sighed with sheer pleasure and worked her hips faster, driving both dicks deep into her twin openings with each lunge. It felt better with each stroke, her tight sheaths of muscle gradually adjusting to being pried open so far, her body pouring out lubricant, her nipples swollen to complete fullness as she ground them into Leon’s chest fur and tweaking fingers.

		

		“That’s my Rory!” she heard Rick gasp. “Look at her go. Look at her take both of those monster cocks at once!”

		

		Rory glanced up just in time to see Rick ease his cock out of Carmen’s pussy and line the gleaming wet rod up with her ass instead. He pushed forward and Carmen moaned, every last inch of Rick’s long, thick dong disappearing into her backdoor.

		

		Good, thought Rory; let her get some of what I’m getting. Stretch her asshole out, Rick darling; fuck her up the butt good and hard!

		

		Knowing that Rick not only wasn’t disgusted by what she was doing—taking on two giant cocks at once in front of an adoring crowd of swingers, but that he was actually proud of her and excited to watch her do it—removed the last shred of inhibition she might have felt. She tore her mouth away from Leon’s, forcing his hand upward with the back of her head so that she could grab a deep breath and then sigh, “Fuck me. Fuck me hard, you studs; really give it to me. I want it!”

		

		“Man, what a hottie!” Josh grunted, drilling her ass furiously now, not holding back at all. “What a fuck this babe is—her ass is incredible!”

		

		“Do it, dude,” Leon rasped from underneath Rory’s wriggling, bouncing body. “Bang it into her deep. This sweet bitch is about fuckin’ my dick off with that hot little pussy of hers!”

		

		Rory whined with ecstasy, her pussy and ass opening and closing around the flying cocks as she rapidly approached orgasm. She closed her eyes and got ready to come, knowing it was going to be a big one.

		

		“Oh, oh, yeah, right up my ass!” Carmen screamed just then. “Shoot it, you sweet-dicked fucker! Fill me with it!”

		

		Her eyes snapping open, Rory saw Rick begin to unload up the wailing blonde girl’s nice ass, his right hand underneath her, teasing her clit. He grinned at Rory and that was all it took.

		

		“Yessssssssssssssss!” Rory hissed, her own climax suddenly gripping her.

		

		“Fuck, here it is, baby,” Leon moaned, his cock jerking hard within Rory’s clasping pussy walls, a geyser of cock cream jetting up into her as she came.

		

		“Yeah, oh, yeah,” Josh sighed, filling her butt with come in two big squirts and then burying his prick all the way inside her as more of the fiery semen splashed deep into her bowels.

		

		Rory shivered from head to toe, her eyes closing again as she came and came, right along with the men. She heard the crowd murmur excitedly as they watched three of them all going off together.

		

		“What a hot bitch!” she heard a woman sigh.

		

		“Maybe I’ll try two huge dicks at once tonight,” another female voice said. “That was the sexiest threesome I’ve ever seen.”

		

		Rory smiled, feeling the boys started to soften inside her as their jism finally ran out. She had to admit, that had been one of the best fucks in her entire life, and hearing the other envious women commenting on how hot she was made it even better!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Two

		

		Well, I guess Carmen and I really fired up this party, Rory thought, vastly pleased with herself and her performance as she looked around her.

		

		As soon as Leon and Josh had pulled their spent cocks out of her, and Rick and Carmen had broken apart, a furious mass-fuck scene had immediately been touched off all around them. Everywhere she looked, girls were getting it up the ass, in their pussies; cocks were being sucked all around her, and several women had DP’s going on as well.

		

		She started to get up and head for the bathroom—thanks to Leon and Josh, she was oozing large wads of pearly cock cream out of both gaped-open holes—when a young man she hadn’t seen before emerged out of the dimness and said, “Hi, I’m Marc. Could I be next with you? You’re the hottest woman I’ve ever seen at one of these parties, and I’m just dying to fuck you!”

		

		Rory stared up at the young man. He was probably twenty-one or twenty-two at the most, and he was dazzlingly cute.

		

		“I’m full of spunk, honey. Let me clean up first, okay, and then I’d be glad to give you a turn.”

		

		The excited lad moved in between her legs before she could move, and she looked down his trim torso, past his six-pack abs, and saw an absolutely beautiful cock that was almost as big as young Josh’s. It was brick hard and poised right above her come-filled pussy mouth.

		

		“I don’t mind seconds if you don’t, ma’am,” he whispered urgently, reaching down and gliding his fat cock head against her juicy lips, teasing her clit with it, further smearing Leon’s spunk all around her pinkness.

		

		“Go ahead and put that gorgeous cock inside me,” Rory whispered back.

		

		Her clit was throbbing like crazy as his thick knob caressed it, “And for Christ sake, don’t call me ‘ma’am’ again; kid. You make me feel like I’m old enough to be your mama when you do that.”

		

		The boy grinned and pushed his big dick into her warm depths slowly, sighing, “Oh, man, what a pussy! I can’t believe I’m fucking a girl as pretty as you, Rory. You’re the hottest woman at this party!”

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” Rory murmured, wrapping her arms around the pretty young man, working her ass up off the carpet to meet his thrusts, loving what he’d just said. “Fuck me, baby, fuck me with that sweet cock of yours. I just love getting fucked!”

		

		This is so fantastic, Rory thought blissfully, getting fucked by a college-age hottie like this, who is way too young for me but who is so frigging handsome and hung and…just yummy to look at, who thinks I’m the prettiest woman he’s ever seen!

		

		Young Marc was turning out to be a good fuck, too, which made it even better. The kid rode her high, mashing that big dick of his in and out of Rory’s slippery cunny right across her clit. In no time, she was sighing and licking his earlobe and digging her nails into his cute butt cheek as he rode her, saying, “Oh, baby, what a nice prick you have. You’re turning me on so much; I’m going to come again. You’re a great fuck, Marc, you really know how to give it to me just the way I like it!”

		

		Rory wasn’t just complimenting the much younger man, either. Her pussy was tightening around his sliding prick and her breasts gave an involuntary jerk against his nearly hairless chest just then.

		

		“Oh, oh, yeah, here I go, baby!” she sighed as those wonderful spasms claimed her body again, “I’m coming…can you feel me come?”

		

		Marc closed his eyes, rammed his cock in as deep as he could get it, and exploded up inside her clasping pussy sheath. He groaned, “God, yes, I can feel you going off, Rory, you super-hot bitch. Take it, take my come!”

		

		Fuck, but these young guys shoot a bucketful when they go off! Rory thought, enjoying her own glorious orgasm, as well as the feel of the boy’s jizz blasting up into her climaxing pussy. My sweet Rick still shoots a big wad when he goes off, but not this much!

		

		“Oh, oh, that was wonderful,” she whispered in the young man’s ear when he finally stopped spurting. “You fucked me great, honey. Thank you.”

		

		“Thank you!” Marc said, grinning from ear to ear. “That was the best fuck I’ve ever had; you’re fantastic, Rory.”

		

		She felt like purring like a contented kitten. That had been a great fuck, and it had followed that first searing set of anal and vaginal orgasms that Josh and Leon had given her. This party was turning out to be everything she’d hoped it would be and more!

		

		Patting Marc on the cheek, she stretched out on the carpet and smiled to herself. She felt so good. Fucking was great fun.

		

		Rory glanced over at the spot where she had last seen Rick. He wasn’t there anymore, but peering into the dim light, she saw him a few yards further back, his cock in the mouth of Cindy, the little nerd-girl redhead with the big glasses and the nice ass.

		

		She smiled, hoping that Cindy took good care of her baby, once she got him hard. She was having the time of her life so far, and she hoped Rick was, too.

		

		“Uh, hey, Rory, these are some college buddies of mine,” she heard Marc’s voice just then.

		

		Turning away from Rick and his little friend, she saw four strapping young men who were all just as young as Marc, standing with him a few feet away. They were all nicely built, too. And, glancing down, she saw that all four of them had wonderfully hard, lengthy cocks as well!

		

		“How would you feel about doubling a couple of us?” the tall, dark-haired young dreamboat on the far left side of the group asked her boldly. “We were watching when you did Josh and Leon, and that was fucking super-hot!”

		

		“And then we watched you fuck Marc just now,” a red-haired sweetie who looked like the prototypical all-American boy next door—if the boy next door happened to be a real hottie, that is—added excitedly. “So we thought we’d ask.”

		

		Rory looked back over at Rick and saw that he was hard again and that he was about to give the youthful redhead, Cindy, another good ass-reaming. She smiled and turned back to the eager quartet of boys and said, “I don’t see why not, if you guys don’t mind fucking an ass and pussy that already have a lot of spunk inside them?”

		

		The dark-haired boy grinned and shook his head that he didn’t. He said, “That just makes the fucking all that much slicker.”

		

		The four boys were down on the rug, surrounding her, moments later. They got her up onto her hands and knees and the redheaded kid slid under her on his back, his eight inch boner sticking straight up in the air, and his dark-haired friend got behind her on his knees.

		

		“Here you go, baby, bring that perfect little pussy of yours right down here,” the redhead urged her, notching his cock head into her semen-slick lips as he pulled her hips downward, onto his prick.

		

		“Oh, what a nice one,” she sighed as he filled her cunny with hard dick.

		

		“Man, what cute ass!” the boy who was kneeling behind her murmured as he pushed his fat prick into her rear hole slowly, riding in on a thick cushion of sex lube and male come.

		

		“Ummmmmm, that feels so good,” Rory whispered to no one in particular as she got both holes filled again. “I just love getting doubled, so fuck me good, you sweet boys. Give me those nice cocks of yours!”

		

		The boy underneath her reached up and took a big tit in each hand and began to massage them as he shoved his dick upward, screwing her tight pussy enthusiastically. His pal caught on to the rhythm and started fucking her in the ass in time with his friend’s lunges upward from beneath her.

		

		Man, I love this, Rory admitted to herself as she rode the two firm, marvelous-feeling young dicks. Fucking two handsome college kids like this, not even knowing their names or caring who they are; watching Rick fuck that hot little Cindy in the ass while I’m getting doubled, and knowing that he’s watching me ball these two cuties while he does her—what could be better?

		

		She looked over at the other two college kids and saw that they were watching her screw their friends, mesmerized by the sight. They worked their hard dicks as they stared at her, waiting for their turns within her two juicy holes.

		

		Oh, man, what a party this is turning out to be, she thought, her clit starting to throb again as she thought about doing the other two cute boys right after these two came in her.

		

		“There they are,” she heard a female voice say. “And would you look who they’re fucking!”

		

		Rory opened her eyes and saw five naked young girls looking down at her. She realized instantly that these pretty little college girls must be the dates of the boys she was currently screwing.

		

		God, they’re all so young and cute! Rory thought, staring up at the quintet of gorgeous coed. That little blonde reminds me of Anita, and that redhead has bigger tits than Carmen does!

		

		“Can we be next, after the guys all fuck you?” the pretty blonde she’d just been eying asked as she got down on the carpet right next to Rory and her two lovers.

		

		“Yeah, we know you like girls, because Anita told us you did, Rory,” a very attractive little brunette murmured from Rory’s other side as she went to her knees right next to her. “We’d love to lick the come out of you. I heard about Miriam and Anita doing that at the party last week, and it sounded super-hot!”

		

		The excited brunette impetuously leaned in and kissed Rory on the mouth when she’d finished speaking, and Rory’s tits jerked in the palms of the boy who was squeezing them. The passionate young girl’s tongue shot into her mouth and Rory’s clit throbbed hard.

		

		Fuck, I’ve died and gone to heaven! She thought as she rode the two cocks inside her even harder, daydreaming about all of these luscious young coeds licking her and kissing her as soon as their boyfriends were done fucking her senseless.

		

		It definitely didn’t get any better than this—swinging was fantastic!

		

		****

		

		“Huh, what,” Rory started, looking up from the fat cock she’d just sucked off, a big wad of gooey jism leaking out of her mouth and running down onto her chin, “Rick, what is it?”

		

		She was lying on the floor on her tummy, looking back over her shoulder at her husband, who had just tapped her lightly on the shoulder. He was dressed in his black track suit again, and he had his shoes back on as well.

		

		“I’m going back to our room, babe,” he told her gently, a smile on his face. “I’m just about fucked out, and I really need to crash. But you can stay here and party some more if you want. Just knock on the door when you get back and I’ll get up and let you in.”

		

		Rory smiled up at him drunkenly. She wasn’t inebriated, she was feeling high on all of the sex she’d had tonight. She was drunk on sensation, excitement, and orgasms!

		

		“No, I’ll go with you, babe,” she sighed, getting up onto her knees. “I’m about partied out, too. God, what a night this has been!”

		

		He helped her up and then ran his fingertip from the bottom of her chin up to her lips. She saw the big glob of pearly cock cream on it and opened her mouth so that he could tuck it inside and she could lap it off with her tongue and swallow it as he watched.

		

		“Jesus, but you’re a sexy bitch, darling,” he whispered, his eyes twinkling at her antics.

		

		“I am,” she admitted, “but now that the party’s over, I’m officially your sexy bitch again, sweetie, exclusively!”

		

		“Until the next party, that is,” he whispered.

		

		She grinned at him and said, “Yeah, until then I’m all yours.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty-Three

		

		Rick had asked for and received a late check out time when he’d registered for their room, as had Thorn. So he and Rory were able to sleep in the next morning until just before noon. They felt they needed it, since they hadn’t returned to their room from the party until four-thirty that morning.

		

		When they at last awoke to answer the electronic wake-up call they’d called down to the desk to schedule early that morning, Rory found herself snuggled tightly against Rick’s body. They were both naked, having showered briefly upon their return to the room last night and then fallen into bed, exhausted by the night’s “activities”.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, did I really do all of the incredibly obscene stuff I seem to remember doing last night?” Rory asked, yawning and stretching.

		

		Rick turned over on the bed to face her, having lifted the receiver off the hook and then returned it to its cradle, ending the wake-up call. He grinned at her and said, “You did all of it and more, from what I can remember, darling. You were the hit of the party again.”

		

		Rory giggled happily. “God, I’m such a slut!”

		

		He pulled her into his arms and whispered, just before he kissed her, “You are at that, babe. But I love you anyway.”

		

		****

		

		“…all of that was wild, all right,” Anita whispered, her blue eyes aglow with excitement, “but my absolute highlight memory of the night was when Rory did Leon and Josh at the same time. That was fucking incredible!”

		

		“Yeah, that got the party really rocking,” Thorn said, grinning at the memory.

		

		The four of them were seated at the very back of a coffee shop in their hotel, at a booth that was well away from the nearest other customers, so that they could whisper and trade remembrances of last night’s super-party at the suite in private. It was nearly two o’clock in the afternoon and they had just finished up a late breakfast.

		

		“I really liked that five-way thing she did with the college kids,” Rick said proudly. “Fucking all of those guys and then licking pussies with all of their hot girlfriends…man; that was something to see!”

		

		“I thought you were too busy fucking that Cindy girl in her cute little butt to notice,” Rory said, giving her hubby a hard time, just for fun.

		

		Rick grinned and said, “I was sort of busy doing that, now that you mention it. But I still made time to watch my Rory in action, as did nearly everyone else at that party.”

		

		“Yeah, you were the belle of the ball again,” Thorn said. “Even Carmen told me— while I was fucking her just before I passed out and fell asleep—that this new girl, Rory, was hell on wheels. She really digs you, babe.”

		

		Rory smiled and said, “I dig her, too.”

		

		She looked over at Anita and asked, “You’ve eaten her pussy, right? Isn’t that little twat of hers sweet?”

		

		Anita sighed and said, wistfully, remembering past tête-à-têtes with Carmen, “It sure is…and those nipples of hers are such fun to suck, aren’t they?”

		

		Rory nodded her agreement and Anita leaned closer to her and murmured, “The only ones I like sucking even better are yours, girlfriend. And I intend to do that real soon.”

		

		“Oh, no,” Thorn moaned theatrically, “don’t even fucking tell me that my car is going to end up smelling like pussy again all the way home!”

		

		The two girls turned and gave him mock glares, and then Rory said sweetly, “Rules of the road for the ride home are that you keep your eyes on traffic, and not on that rear view mirror, Thorny, you fucking horndog perv!”

		

		The four of them roared with laughter and Rick reached for the check. Thorn gave him a look, but Rick simply pulled the envelop containing his and Rory’s gambling winnings of his coat pocket and extracted a hundred dollar bill, saying, “My treat, guys, I insist, we can afford it.”

		

		****

		

		The next day, Monday, Rory went to the bank on her lunch hour and deposited three-thousand dollars into the special savings account they had established five years earlier when they’d begun saving to buy their own house. The next day, she put another fifteen-hundred in, raising the balance into what she and Rick thought of as “down-payment territory”.

		

		Rick had made her make two separate deposits the avoid scrutiny by the IRS, which monitored accounts that received more than three-thousand dollars a day in cash deposits. They were looking for drug dealers, but Rick and Rory were sure beady-eyed types at the federal tax agency would take the occasional non-reported gambling win if they could get it, so they elected to err on the side of caution.

		

		The day after that, Rick swung by the bank and picked up a cashier’s check for everything in the savings account, closed that account out, and went by the realtor they had been using to put an offer on the house they’d had their eye on for months now. The realtor assured him that the Talbot’s ability to swing a heavy down-payment would close the deal quickly, and that proved to be right.

		

		Prices in Sacramento were on their way back up, but the builder who had bought this particular home a year earlier, at the bottom of the real estate down-turn, was heavily leveraged into a number of other properties as well, and proved to be anxious to close the deal and cash out on this one when the loan closed. He took their somewhat lower than the asking price offer right away and the loan went through in just a few weeks.

		

		And so it was that Rick and Rory became the proud new owners of a four- bedroom, three bathroom, urban rambler of a house, complete with shake roof, a two car garage, a small pool in the backyard, and a totally remodeled kitchen. The house had hardwood floors that had been refinished and recently polished, new paint throughout, a beautiful family room with a fireplace, and new drapes and window blinds where there weren’t drapes.

		

		Rory was in heaven. She bought new oriental area rugs and hall runners for the interior and then dragooned Thorn and Anita into helping her and Rick do some minor re-landscaping of the backyard next weekend.

		

		“Okay, so you used your old furniture, mostly,” Anita said; her eyes bright as she toured the house with Rory before they started work in the backyard, “and you had the guest room covered, from the second bedroom furniture in your old apartment.”

		

		“But what are you going to do about furnishing the other two bedrooms?”

		

		Rory smiled and said, “Well, one room is going to be the baby’s room, here in a year or so, when we get serious about a family.”

		

		Anita beamed and said, “Oh, Rory, you and Rick will be such good parents! I’m so happy for you!”

		

		Showing Anita the second unused bedroom, which was totally devoid of any furniture at all, currently, Rory said, slyly, “And we thought that for the next couple of years, until we start having kids, that this bedroom could be fixed up like kind of a mini-orgy room, for swinger parties!”

		

		She smiled at Anita, who was nodding her enthusiastic agreement with that plan, and said, “It will be the bedroom that belongs to our second child, eventually. But in the meantime, we thought we’d get some cheap mattresses for chaise lounges and store them in the closet in here, in between parties, and then bring them out and cover the floor with them on party nights.”

		

		“Very cool,” Anita said, grinning, “this house will be a great party venue, with the big rec room and that pool, plus four bedrooms and the living room for fucking. I like it!”

		

		“I’m glad you do,” Rory said, putting an arm around her smaller friend and guiding her back out to the backyard area, “because now it’s time for you and the horndog to help us start converting this tired-looking yard into what we envision will be Swinger Party Central by springtime next year.”

		

		She handed Anita a shovel and then went over to Thorn, who was drinking a beer, talking football with Rick, and handed him a hoe. She smiled at him and said, “I know you love hoes, Thorny, so here you go.”

		

		Thorn frowned and said, “Not this kind! The sort of ho’s I dig are spelled different, and they’re a lot more fun, Rory, you snatch!”

		

		They got a huge amount accomplished that afternoon. Just before dark, sweating and tired. Rory planted the last of the roses she’d bought and wiped the dirt off her hands, smiling in triumph as she looked around her new yard.

		

		“I hope dinner is great tonight,” Thorn sighed, rubbing the small of his back. “It’ll have to be, to make up for driving me like a field slave today, Rory.”

		

		“You’ll sing a different tune in a few weeks, when we have the first party in this house and you get to look out at this wonderful setting when you’re fucking some little hottie in our rec room, staring out the slider at perfection!” Rory challenged him, a big grin on her face.

		

		“As long as the girl is hot enough, I could be looking out at the fucking Sahara and it wouldn’t make any difference to me, slave-driver,” Thorn sighed, still working on his sore lower back muscles. “I need another beer…stat!”

		

		“Come inside, you poor cripple, and we’ll give you another brew,” Rick told his old friend.

		

		“It’s not so bad, darling,” Anita said, coming over to rub Thorn’s back for him, kissing him on the cheek. “And besides, Rory and Rick have agreed to help us get our house into shape, just as soon as you buy me one!”

		

		“Hah! That’ll be the fucking day,” Thorn said, laughing sarcastically.

		

		To his and the Talbot’s utter shock, Anita’s smiling face collapsed in on itself. She began to cry softly, saying, “It was just a joke. But you don’t have to be so mean about it, like it’s some sort of huge joke that anyone would ever want to marry me!”

		

		Thorn looked stricken. He just stood and watched the small blonde girl cry for long moments, and then he swept her into his arms and said, “Stop that. It was just a joke.”

		

		He held her to his chest for long moments and then said, “It’s not so crazy, you know…the idea that we could get married and buy a house like this together, cutie.”

		

		Anita looked up at him, sniffling; her blue eyes shiny with tears. She said, “Don’t tease me, Thorny, not about something like that.”

		

		“Who’s teasing?” he said, grinning down at her. “You must know by now that I love you, Anita. Who the hell else would I marry?”

		

		Anita began to cry softly again, still looking up at him. Rory cleared her throat and said, “Don’t you do this, Thorn. If you’re going to ask her, ask her. If you break this sweet girl’s heart, I’ll brain you with this fucking shovel. I swear I will!”

		

		Thorn laughed and said, “That’s what I love about you, Rory, you’re so fucking romantic! Way to ruin my proposal.”

		

		He looked down at Anita and said, “I do want to marry you, God help me, and I want to buy you a house just like this one.”

		

		Looking back over at the Talbots, he said, “I never liked the idea of settling down with one girl, until I realized that you two have it all. You not only have each other, all of the time, but you’ve got the two of us to swing with whenever the notion strikes us, and we’ve got big swinger blowouts on the weekends, when we all want a little something different to experience.”

		

		He bent and kissed Anita and said, “It took me a while, but I finally came to realize that marrying you wouldn’t be restrictive at all. We would both still be free to do the things we both love, just like Rory and Rick are.”

		

		The two of them kissed again and the Talbots came over to embrace them. Rick said softly, “Come on, let’s go inside and clean up and get some dinner. I’ve got some special champagne that I’ve been saving for a big occasion, and this definitely qualifies. Rory and I are so happy for the two of you, guys!”

		

		Later, Rory would muse on the strangeness most people might find in an engagement celebration wherein the hosts traded off and fucked with the newly-engaged couple. But for the four of them, it seemed just right, and the perfect way to celebrate the impending union.

		

	
		

		

		Epilogue

		

		“What a lovely party,” Carmen said to Rory. “And I just love your new house.”

		

		It was two weeks before Christmas, and there were about twenty swinger couples standing about in Rory and Rick’s new home, sipping cocktails and looking the place over. Anita and Thorn were over by the fireplace, sharing a drink with Leon, Emily, and Rob.

		

		Rory could see Anita’s new engagement ring sparkling in the firelight, as it picked up light from the flickering flames and shone forth like a tiny beacon from the third finger of her left hand. She smiled for her young friend, and though briefly about the wedding, which was to be in April, out in the backyard that Anita and Thorn had helped landscape.

		

		“You are saving me a turn tonight, right?” Josh whispered in Rory’s ear just then.

		

		“Sure, I’ll be the present under your tree tonight, baby, and that’s a promise,” she smiled up at him. “If you play your cards right, you can be the one to unwrap me.”

		

		Josh eyed the lovely red cocktail dress Rory had on and grinned. “It’s a shame to remove such a pretty wrapper, but I know from experience that what’s under it is even prettier.”

		

		“You’re getting to be quite the smooth-tongued devil as you grow older, Mr. Bonham,” Rory teased him. “But I like it.”

		

		“What about me?” Carmen asked the young man with a mock pout. “Don’t you want to fuck me anymore, Josh?”

		

		His grin grew even larger as he looked Carmen up and down; clearly loving the tight black sheath dress she’d worn to the party. The plunging neckline showed off her big boobs, and the snugness of the fabric emphasized the lushness of the rest of her show-stopping build.

		

		“You know I’m going to want fuck you tonight, too, babe,” he assured the stunning blonde.

		

		“Well, see that you do,” Carmen teased him. “A girl wants to be wanted.”

		

		Josh nodded and headed for the bar for a refill on his drink. Carmen leaned in closer to Rory and asked her, “Would you be up for doing something a little wild tonight?”

		

		“Sure,” Rory said without even thinking about it. That was, after all, the purpose of swinger parties, as far as she was concerned…doing the wildest things you could imagine!

		

		“Later, after the clothes are all off and the party is really rocking,” Carmen went on to explain, her dazzlingly blue eyes shining with excitement, “I want to do some special blowjobs; you and me. I’m just dying to suck a lot of dicks tonight and swallow a lot of come.”

		

		An electric thrill shot through Rory as she imagined her and Carmen sucking dicks together. That sounded hot to Rory!

		

		“What did you have in mind?” she asked her blonde friend.

		

		“You, naked and on your tummy, right next to me,” Carmen explained, “and me sucking a guy’s cock while you’re gargling his balls. And then, every other guy, we’d trade off and I’d do the ball licking and you blow them, okay?”

		

		“How many do you envision us doing?” Rory asked, her heart beating faster as she imagined herself participating in Carmen’s big suck-o-rama.

		

		“All of them,” Carmen said with a big grin. “Every guy at the party, only we’ll have to time it so that you suck off Leon and I do Rick because, you know, we blow them all the time anyway, so it would be more fun for them, and for us, to trade off, okay?”

		

		There are already twenty guys here tonight, Rory thought, her pussy starting to get wet as she thought about swallowing ten big loads of cock cream, and there might be more couples showing up before the party gets going. Can I suck off that many guys in one night, I mean, really?

		

		She shivered at the very nastiness of it. Blowing ten dudes in one night, one right after the other…Rory shuddered again at the smuttiness of the whole idea…before she finally admitted to herself that she loved it!

		

		“Okay,” she said, “I’m in. Let’s do it.”

		

		****

		

		Rory and Carmen decided that they wanted to do their Suck-Off Christmas Special in the living room, in the middle of the big area rug at the room’s center, so that all of the party guests could watch. They both agreed that having everyone’s eyes on them while they were being such super-sluts together would just make the whole thing even hotter.

		

		Once that was decided, Rory began really belting down the vodka tonics. She was keyed up and wildly excited about doing this, but she was still nervous about it as well. So she wanted some serious booze in her, to help removed all of her inhibitions, before she attempted it.

		

		Rick noticed her sudden increase in alcohol consumption and sidled over to ask her, “How come you’re attempting to drain that big bottle of Grey Goose all by your lonesome, babe?”

		

		“You’ll see, in about another ten minutes or so,” Rory told him cannily, glancing up at the big clock in the kitchen.

		

		She eyed her handsome hubby lovingly and said, “You’ll like it, trust me.”

		

		He raised his eyebrows questioningly and she went on to add, “Unless you’ve got something against shooting a big load of ball juice into Carmen’s mouth as she sucked you, while I’m busy gargling your gonads at the same time.”

		

		Rick smiled and shook his head, and then asked her, “What are you two she-devils up to?”

		

		“Never mind, sweetie, just get ready to start the party off with a bang, or I guess I should say with a blow, all right?”

		

		“That certainly sounds okay by me,” he responded, “Carmen sucks cock great, but I didn’t get to come in her mouth last time, so I’m looking forward doing that tonight.”

		

		“Be sure to give her a big wad to swallow, darling,” she told him, kissing him on the cheek.

		

		That brought another grin to his face and Rory turned at went back over to the temporary bar they’d set up on the dining room table and made herself another stiff drink. She eyed the clock in the kitchen again and decided that at eight o’clock, six minutes from now, she’d get with Carmen and they’d really get this party rocking!

		

		****

		

		The clock hit eight; Rory finished her drink, put the empty glass on the kitchen counter, and stepped out into the living room. Carmen came over and stood next to her.

		

		“May I have your attention?” Rory said in the loudest voice she could muster.

		

		Everyone stopped their conversations and looked at her. She said, with a huge smile on her face, “In honor of the Christmas season, Carmen and I are offering a little gift to all of the guys here tonight.”

		

		Carmen grinned and added, “Since Rick is the host; he gets to go first, with me. Rory and I will be alternating sucking cock and licking balls. And, as a special bonus, you boys get to fuck our pussies while we’re blowing you all.”

		

		“Yeah, that will give you lucky guys something to keep you occupied while you’re waiting your turn.”

		

		Giggling at the sheer outrageousness of what they were about to do, Carmen and Rory hurriedly stripped each other’s dresses off and then got down on the floor, naked except for their high heels. Rick had removed his track suit while they were speaking, and he lay down on his back, as naked as the girls were, in between then, his big cock already stiffening.

		

		Rory crooked her finger at Leon and said, “You’re next, big boy, and then Josh after you; so both of you get to fuck Carmen and me while we take care of Rick.”

		

		The two men got out of their clothes in a flash and joined Rick, Carmen, and Rory on the big circular area rug. The girls were on their bellies by now, and Rory had her husband’s left nut in her mouth, laving it lovingly with her tongue while Carmen’s lips were going up and down on the shaft.

		

		Leon got in between Rory’s spread legs and slid his hard cock into her as she mouthed Rick’s nut sac. She sighed, loving the way his super-sized prick felt in her pussy, fucking her while she gobbled Rick’s nuts.

		

		Josh got down behind Carmen and mounted up. The beautiful blonde moaned around Rick’s cock as Josh’s substantial dick slid into her, but she never missed a head stroke on the prick she was so eagerly sucking.

		

		“Oh, damn, you little sweethearts sure know how to please a man with those pretty mouths of yours!” Rick gasped, his hips coming up off the floor involuntarily as Rory hummed a tune around his right nut and Carmen ran her tongue around and around his sensitive cock head while she sucked and bobbed her head.

		

		“Damn, this was a good idea,” Leon sighed, fucking Rory hard. “This little pussy is terrific, and knowing my load is going down its owner’s throat in a few minutes makes the fucking even sweeter!”

		

		Rory moaned around the fat testicle she was sucking. Leon was really banging her, and it felt so incredibly good! The crowd was all naked by now, and several of the girls were sucking each other’s titties as they watched the exhibition in the center of the room, doubling Rory’s pleasure as she got fucked and sucked Rick’s nuts for him.

		

		I bet we don’t have to suck long, she thought, as she watched Rick’s nuts begin to tighten up, meaning that he was going to come any second now, these boys working our pussies over will have them almost ready to come when we first start blowing them.

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, I’m there!” Rick groaned, his hips bucking up off the floor, his cock tonsil-deep in Carmen’s throat.

		

		Seconds later, Carmen smiled and two streamers of pearly goo leaked slowly out of the sides of her mouth and ran down Rick’s shaft as she moved her head back up it, licking as she went. Carmen jammed the cock back into her throat, her mouth going all the way down to Rick’s balls, her lips right up against Rory’s momentarily.

		

		When she came back up the thick rod, the come was gone. Rory’s pussy fluttered around Leon’s driving dick as she watcher her friend swallow all of Rick’s outpouring before she released his cock from her lips.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that was yummy, Rick,” she whispered breathily. “Thank you for sharing.”

		

		“Thank you,” he sighed. “That was one hell of a blowjob.”

		

		Leon slipped his cock out of Rory and took Rick’s place on the rug, on his back. Josh pulled out of Carmen and shuffled over, on his knees, to slide his long, fat cock into Rory instead while she licked her way up and down Leon’s huge tent pole of a prick. Carmen began to lap at her husband’s nut sac as Rory eased the head and about four inches of the huge black cock into her mouth and started to lick and suck at it.

		

		“Me,” shouted one of the cute college boys Rory had fucked at the Lake Tahoe party a few weeks ago—she never had gotten his name.

		

		He pushed his hard dick into Carmen and began fucking her enthusiastically as she gargled one of her husband’s tangerine-sized balls and Rory sucked his cock. Leon sighed and said, “Jesus, but you two are good at this!”

		

		Rory moaned. She was going to come. Josh’s prick was riding right across the top of her swollen clit with each stroke.

		

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” she murmured, coming hard around his gliding cylinder of hard meat.

		

		Leon groaned and Rory felt his lip-stretcher of a cock jerk in her mouth. She glanced down ad Carmen’s mouth on his nuts and saw them clench together.

		

		Here he comes! She thought excitedly. I hope I can swallow it all!

		

		The first jet of come was very large but Rory gulped it down with no problem. The second one, however, was easily twice as big and the first one had been and jizz shot out of her mouth on both sides and ran down his jerking cock to pool on his balls. Carmen took care of that, licking it up eagerly and swallowing it.

		

		Rory braced herself for what was coming, getting ready to swallow quickly. She did. Leon filled her mouth three more times before he finally stopped flowing.

		

		“Wow, way to cream me, honey,” she grinned at him as he left her mouth.

		

		“That was fantastic, you two,” Leon said, watching with amusement as Rory licked a big glob of his come off her lower lip and chin and ate it as he moved away from her so that Josh could lie down on the rug.

		

		Rory sucked Josh’s big right nut into her mouth and licked all around it as Carmen engulfed his entire towering spear of cock flesh in one long head bob. The young man groaned and said, “Heaven; I think I’ve died and gone to heaven…”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck; what a blowjob!” Maury Livingston moaned as he finished shooting into Rory’s mouth.

		

		She licked the last little dollop of cock cream off and let him slide out of her mouth. Carmen pulled her lips off Maury’s left nut and smiled over at her friend.

		

		“I think that’s everyone,” she whispered.

		

		“God, I hope so,” Rory smiled back wearily. “My tummy is so full of come that I think I’m going to slosh when I walk!”

		

		“Mine, too, girlfriend, but I think every guy here enjoyed their Christmas present from us a bunch.” She looked around the room and her smile grew even wider. “And I think it had the desire effect, too.”

		

		Rory nodded. People were fucking all around the room. Erica and Emily were doing a red-hot looking sixty-nine a few feet away from her and Carmen, and one of the cute college boys was fucking Erica in the ass at the same time.

		

		“I came six times while we were sucking cock,” Rory told her blonde accomplice.

		

		“How many times did you get off?”

		

		“Quite a few,” Carmen admitted with a satisfied smile, “I quit counting at seven. How many guys did we do, total?”

		

		“Eleven each,” Rory said, shaking her head, “I can’t believe I blew eleven guys in a row. What a slut I am!”

		

		“Me, too, and I intend to keep that slut thing going,” Carmen said as she got to her feet and then reached down and helped Rory up off her knees. “Let’s go find some cock to ride.”

		

		Nodding her agreement, she took Carmen’s hand and the two of them left the living room and headed into the family room. They were in luck; there was a group of men surrounding Anita and Cindy, the young dweeb-girl with the glasses that Rick liked fucking in the ass so much.

		

		The girls were taking part in a torrid sixty-nine on the couch and the men were watching them lick each other, their cocks stiff in their hands. Rory and Carmen looked at each other and smiled.

		

		They made their way over to the group and Rory said to a few of the men who had turned when they’d entered the room, “Those girls are really putting on a show, aren’t they?”

		

		Not waiting for an answer, she went on to add, “They’re both hotties, but they’re not going to be able to fuck all of you guys when they finish up. There’s too many of you.”

		

		“Yeah, but Rory and I are here to help,” Carmen spoke up. “Four of you could mount up right now, if you wanted to; you know…four holes…no waiting?”

		

		The men smiled and in moments, Rory and Carmen found themselves down on the rug in the middle of the room’s hardwood floor, a cock in each of their bottoms and another up their pussies.

		

		“Oh, this is more like it,” Rory purred, rocking back and forth in the DP rhythm she’d first learned with Rick and Thorn, loving the feel of two cocks in her at once.

		

		There was an explosion of female shrieks and moans at that moment as both Anita and Cindy went off together. Rory looked over at the couch and saw the two girls shuddering and clinging to one another as they both climaxed.

		

		An appreciative murmur of approval ran through the male crowd of on lookers, and then Rick reached down and peeled Cindy away from Anita and got her up off the couch. He led the pretty young redhead over to the rug where Carmen and Rory were fucking the four men and arranged Cindy on her hands and knees.

		

		Thorn had come along with him and the two of them got down on their knees, Thorn in front of the girl and Rick behind her.

		

		Over on the couch, Rory noticed, Anita was doing a double, with one of the men up her ass and another up her pussy. Two more men were still watching, waiting for their turn.

		

		“Oh, yeah, baby, right up my ass!” Cindy murmured as Rick berthed his big dick in her rear hole.

		

		“That was quite a show you two put on in the living room,” Thorn told Rory as he pushed his hard on into Cindy’s mouth and began to fuck it like a pussy while Rick rode the girl’s ass.

		

		“Mmmmmmmmm, did you like it?” Rory sighed, hunching her hips back onto the two men she was fucking.

		

		“You know I did,” he smiled back. “I came about a gallon in the cute little mouth of yours, remember?”

		

		Rory grinned, “Oh, yeah, I remember. That was sweet, Thorny, I always enjoy swallowing your come.”

		

		Cindy whimpered around Thorn’s gliding cock. Rick was really hammering her taut ass, the fingers of his right hand reached around underneath her, so that he could strum her clit as he fucked her anus.

		

		“Does that feel nice, baby? Is my Rick fucking that cute ass of yours just the way you like it?” Rory asked the much younger girl.

		

		“Ulllllllmmmmmmmmm,” Cindy commented, nodding that she did like it, apparently a lot.

		

		“Jesus, but this kid’s got a tight little butt, honey,” Rick said, smiling over at his wife.

		

		“You should talk,” Don, the older fellow who was fucking Rory in the ass sighed, “this little cutie of yours is tight as a fucking drum!”

		

		Rick laughed, balling Cindy even harder. “She does at that. Enjoy her, Don; she’s just on loan to you tonight. I, on the other hand, get to fuck that sweet ass whenever I want.”

		

		Rory smiled at him and leaned toward him. He leaned toward her and they kissed, just as Don went off in Rory’s butt and Jerry, the guy fucking her pussy started to spunk her it the same time.

		

		Shivering, Rory came. Rick moaned as he kissed her and she opened her eyes to see him going off in Cindy’s bottom as the kiss went on and on.

		

		This is really living! Rory thought ecstatically. Coming like crazy while these two studs ball me, kissing my sweet Rick while he comes in Cindy; getting off in my new house, surrounded by all of my friends…my sweet, hot, wonderful swinger friends…this is perfect…this is what swinging is all about!

		

		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.

		

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our swinger characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		

		That’s because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction.

		

		This is not to say that swinger parties just like the ones described herein don’t happen, because they do, all across the nation and around the world. If anything, the swinger lifestyle is arguably more popular today than it ever was—even with the shadow of AIDs, herpes, and Chlamydia, not to mention the old standbys, syphilis and gonorrhea, lurking close to the sexual action.

		

		To guard against infection and unwanted pregnancy, most actual swinger get-togethers feature dishes full of brightly-colored condom packets scattered throughout the party scene. And the swinger guests are only too happy to use them.

		

		But since this story is, after all, a fantasy, the author has chosen not to include condoms in the story line. Condom usage can be cumbersome and awkward when describing a hot sex scene, so it is my hope that you, the reader, will forgive their omission as an example of author’s license.

		

		Just remember, while it may be more fun to write about and read about unprotected, unbridled sex in fiction, real life isn’t fiction. If you have multiple partners and chose to “swing”—use condoms!

		

		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.

		

		CKR
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