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		Prologue

		Another Night of Depravity

		

		May, 2015

		

		“It’s nearly seven-thirty, and we’re supposed to meet Steph there at eight-thirty,” I shouted into the master bedroom, after checking the clock in the living room impatiently again. “Aren’t you ready yet? The limo has been idling in the driveway for ten minutes now!”

		There was nothing but silence from the bedroom. I sighed and drank another sip of Wild Turkey Diamond Anniversary bourbon from my half-empty glass. I’d treated myself to a bottle of the expensive, private reserve booze during my last visit to the local big box discount liquor emporium.

		The stuff is priced at a hundred and some bucks a fifth, but it’s smooth as a lake on a windless day. It’s also over ninety proof; so you had to be careful not to enjoy too much of it at once, or else you would end up on your ass.

		Not wanting to arrive at the party falling-down drunk was only one of the reasons I was careful to just sip at the high-octane bourbon tonight. I was also leery of the heightened levels of alcohol it produced in a person’s bloodstream, because too much alcohol might dilute the effect of the Viagra tab I was fully intending to drop on the way to tonight’s party.

		And that was the last thing I wanted; a reduction in my ability to get hard and stay that way—not at this kind of party!

		Tracy swept into the front room just then. She was wearing a short-hemmed little black dress, with a sequined bodice which featured a plunging neckline.

		My wife is a diminutive woman, but she manages to pack a lot of sex appeal into that small package. At five-foot, one, Tracy is petite, but still full-bodied.

		For starters, she has magnificent breasts. Though not huge, on her tiny frame they tend to look bigger than they actually are. And they’re undeniably a pair of twin beauties; with rose-colored, small nipples surrounded by barely any areole at all, set dead center in her much-more-than-a-handful, perfectly-round breasts.

		Tracy has flawless olive skin, to go along with her sun-streaked mix of dark and light brown hair, worn shoulder length, and a face that sets male hearts to pounding whenever she smiles at them. And those lips! I’d heard them described on the night when I first noticed her at a college frat party a few years back by one of my slightly inebriated pals as “blowjob” lips.

		And he hadn’t been wrong about that. Tracy’s sensual, slurpy suck offs were the stuff of which the average guy’s wet dreams were made. And, as far as I was concerned, the best part was that she loved nothing more than swallowing a big load of semen for the man who was lucky enough to be on the receiving end of one of them!

		“Well, don’t just stand there with your mouth open,” she chided me excitedly, drawing my thoughts back to the present, her brown eyes sparkling with eagerness to get the evening’s festivities started, “what do you think of my outfit? Was it worth the wait?”

		She spun around quickly on her black stiletto heels, the extra four inches bringing her up to a towering—for her—five-foot, five-inches, and the spinning motion throwing the skirt of the dress outward, revealing that she was wearing neither panties nor pantyhose beneath it this evening. Her bare pussy lips, Brazilian-waxed a few days ago, were free of any trace of pubic hair.

		They looked so cute and pink in the low light of the living room. And her bare ass and legs were absolute perfection!

		“You’re not wearing anything at all under that sexy dress tonight?” I asked her, feigning shock at such daring behavior, a big grin lighting up my face all the while.

		“Underwear just gets in the way at a party like this one; you know that, baby!” She kidded me right back, snatching the drink from my hand and finishing it in two big gulps.

		“Ugh, I don’t know how you drink stuff like that!” Her voice was one of mock disapproval and the look on her gorgeous face was akin to the one assumed by our two year old, Charlie junior, when he’s forced to eat something he hates but which is good for him, like broccoli.

		“Still, it must have a lot of alcohol in it,” she admitted, hustling into her wrap and picking up her purse from the coffee table, after setting the empty glass next to it; just a few ice cubes remaining at the bottom of it. “I can feel it already from that small swallow I just had.”

		“You always were a lightweight, when it comes to booze,” I chided her gently as we made our way to the door.

		“But I’m a heavyweight…when it comes to sex,” she turned and smiled up at me, putting her arms around my neck.

		Her almost liquid brown eyes were alive with anticipation of the night’s promised naughtiness. She whispered, “Oh, babe, your little Tracy is going to be so wild at this party tonight—I’ve been looking forward to it for weeks!”

		She kissed me passionately, her tongue shooting into my mouth, my cock going half hard instantly against her lush little body, as I kissed her back. I must admit, I was also thinking about all of those other guys ogling her tonight, both while she was wearing this stunning dress and later—in the orgy room—when she was wearing nothing at all.

		Tracy broke off the kiss and opened the front door, practically skipping down the front steps and the driveway to the waiting black limo. I set the alarm on the house, locked up, and eagerly followed along behind her.

		

		****

		

		After giving the driver of the rented car the address of the party we were attending in the upscale Russian Hill neighborhood of San Francisco tonight, we made sure the thick piece of privacy glass that separated the front seat from passenger’s cabin was all the way back up. We had about an hour’s car ride ahead of us, and wanted to be able to speak freely, without worrying about being overheard as we excitedly discussed details of the anything-goes party we were on our way to attend.

		But first Tracy took out her cell phone and speed dialed Maria, our housekeeper and nanny, who was babysitting our son for us tonight at her house.

		“Hey, I thought I’d call before you put Charlie junior down, just to make sure he’s okay, and to wish him a good night,” she said into the phone when Maria answered. She waited until Maria put our boy on the line.

		“Well, buenos noches to you, too, Mr. Smarty-Pants. Aren’t you the clever one, answering the phone in Spanish?” she said with a big grin as Charlie junior came on a moment later.

		They talked back and forth for several minutes. I gathered, from listening to Tracy’s end of the conversation, that “Tia Maria” had cooked a traditional Mexican dinner for him, complete with tacos and enchiladas, with refried beans and Spanish rice, and that it had been great.

		“Say good night to Daddy, too,” she said finally, as she handed the cell phone to me, covering the mouthpiece for a moment as she did so.

		“I love Maria, and I know she takes care of Charlie as if he was one of her own, but the kid speaks as much Spanish as he does English,” she said half-critically, half-jokingly as she passed the phone to me.

		“Well, since we live in California, maybe that’s not such a bad thing,” I replied as I put the phone up to my ear. “Hey, hotshot, how’s my big guy this evening? You be sure to be good for Auntie Maria; go to bed when she tells you, no arguing!”

		I listened to his excited, boyish chatter, describing the great dinner, and about watching a Spanish-language television channel with his nanny, and about his excitement at sleeping over at Tia Maria’s house. I reflected proudly that he had pretty good verbal skills, for a two year old, both in English and in Spanish.

		“I’ll see you tomorrow afternoon, when Tia Maria brings you back to our house,” I told him, when he finally ran out of steam.

		It was nearing eight o’clock, his normal bed time, and he was getting tired, Maria’s house or no Maria’s house. I could hear it clearly in his youthful voice. “Okay, you mind Tia Maria like a good boy, now. Good night, mommy and I both love you.”

		I ended the call and handed the smart phone back to Tracy, who put it away in the black clutch purse she was carrying.

		“Well, we don’t have to worry about Charlie junior, tonight and that’s a relief,” I told her, putting my arm over her shoulders.

		“No, we’re free to just have fun, thanks to Maria’s watching him,” she said, glancing up at me, with that same electric excitement in her eyes. “Oh, God, Charlie, I’m so jazzed about this party…I need cock, lots of cock!”

		I laughed and asked her, with mock seriousness, “Don’t I give you enough at home?”

		She giggled, girl-like, and in that instant, I could see in her the young, carefree teenager she’d been not so long ago. “You give me plenty, but even you can’t give me two or three at once; not acres of hard dick to roll around in; to suck and fuck to my heart’s delight!”

		Jesus, my Tracy was so hot! And I, God forgive me, longed to see her, absolutely immersed in other men’s stiff pricks, fondling them, licking them, sucking them…fucking them…in both of her tight, slippery holes at once, with a third one in her mouth for good measure!

		After all, they didn’t call her “AT” within the confines of the swinger club we’d joined a while back for nothing. “Airtight Tracy”, with a cock in each of her three openings simultaneously—thus rendering her airtight--had quickly become a staple of the swinger get-togethers we attended, and I was looking forward to seeing my wife perform her signature sex act at tonight’s party!

		“God, can’t this behemoth of a car go any faster?” I asked somewhat impatiently, my voice sounding a bit aroused, even to me, as I went on imagining her naked, in the orgy room tonight, with a dozen guys and girls pawing at her, and her going crazy over their bare flesh in turn.

		“Not without us getting a ticket, it can’t,” she said as she grinned up at me, dropping a hand onto my lap, feeling my hard cock beneath my trousers. “I thought so. You’re stiff already, at just the thought of seeing me being naughty with all those other people tonight!”

		Tracy gave me one of those patented, bad-girl, hotter-than-hot smiles of hers and whispered, “Want me to take care of this, with a little blowjob, before we get there?”

		“No, that’s alright,” I said, staying her hand as she started to unzip my pants all the way. “There will be lots of other women there tonight who will be anxious to handle that little chore for me. I wouldn’t want to deprive them of the pleasure of sucking off my big cock.”

		“But none of them can suck it as good as I can,” she replied with a mock-pout as she reluctantly zipped me back up.

		“Oh, I don’t know about that; Steph is pretty good with her mouth, and so is Liz Henry, and even Regan, if you don’t mind getting your cock sucked by a woman in her fifties.”

		“And you clearly don’t, not when the fifty year old woman in question happens to look like Regan,” my wife answered tauntingly, “I’ve seen that big, contented smile on your face more than once, when that red-hot cougar starts giving you one of those slurpy, humming, ball-licking blowjobs of hers up in the orgy room.”

		“Every fifty-something year old woman should be so lucky as to look like Regan,” I replied innocently.

		“Amen, I hope I look that good at her age,” Tracy agreed, the bright lights of the San Francisco skyline growing closer in the distance.

		

		****

		

		“Hey, you look super-sexy tonight,” Stephanie Bridges’ sincere-sounding compliment greeted Tracy as she climbed into the limo from the spot she’d parked her car, a few hundred yards down the steep hill from the townhouse where tonight’s party was being held.

		“So do you,” Tracy returned the compliment of the tall, spectacularly-pretty professional escort, who was “dressed to the nines”, just as she was, in a low cut, strapless red dress, with matching high heels and a red patent leather clutch purse.

		Stephanie settled into the limo’s seat on one side of me with my wife on the other. As she did so, I took in Stephanie’s outfit for the evening approvingly and the big car began to glide silently up the hill once more.

		Steph wore her long, lustrous, brown hair long, just reaching the base of her elegant neck, the same way Tracy did, but her body and face were, if anything, even more stunning than those of my wife. The professional escort had the knife-edge sharp cheekbones of an haute couture fashion model, incredible, absolutely perfect thirty-six “D” cup breasts, and long legs that seemed to go on forever. Her ass was as gorgeous as the rest of her; sleek and curved just right, without an ounce of fat on it, the way only a young woman’s—and I pegged Stephanie at no more than twenty-two years of age--in tiptop shape, can look.

		The smoked glass panel between the driver and us was now all the way down, to make communication between the front seat and the rear passenger’s compartment easier. I leaned forward and said to him, “Pull over to the curb right here and wait until Mrs. Reynolds is inside; then move up to a spot in front of the door she goes into. And make sure you’re back here, waiting to pick us up, promptly at two o’clock.”

		“Whatever you say, Mr. Reynolds,” the driver answered curtly, not seeming to find it at all strange that my wife would go in to the party without me, alone, while I followed a few minutes later, with the breathtaking Stephanie on my arm. Like good professional help everywhere, he seemed to know that the really big tips came from never turning a hair at any strange requests made by his passengers.

		What he didn’t know—because he didn’t need to—was that Tracy and I were engaging in a little added fantasy tonight. We’d retained a professional escort to accompany me to the party, while my wife went as a “unicorn”, an unescorted single woman who wanted to “swing”.

		Stephanie and I made innocuous small talk as we waited inside the car for a few minutes while Tracy got out of the limo, walked up the steep sidewalk, and climbed the steps of an elegant-looking townhouse just a few houses up the block and went inside. Then the big car moved up the street as per my instructions; we emerged from it arm and arm, and made our way after her. I rang the bell, and we were almost immediately greeted on the front porch by Will Leland, the owner of this stylish home who, along with his beautiful wife, Carolyn, was hosting tonight’s party.

		Once inside the century-old, Russian Hill house, it was easy to locate my wife. She was sitting at the small bar in one corner of the high-ceilinged living room, surrounded by a corps of admirers, laughing and coming on to each of them in that sly, subtle way she had about her.

		They had all fucked her before, many of them several times, as they would again tonight, if they were lucky. She had hooked up with a good many of their wives at past parties, too, sometimes together with their husbands, sometimes separately. And I knew that she would be indulging in some steamy mutual pussy-licking tonight, as well.

		I had come to absolutely love seeing her like this, completely in her element; carefree, happy, acting not at all like the conscientious little wife and mother I saw at home every day. Tonight she was completely carefree, behaving like the sensuous, desirable creature she was beneath those other more mundane personas that she presented to the world on a regular basis.

		This sort of taboo excitement was what she lived for. This was who she really was, deep down inside.

		My mind drifted back all those months ago last fall, when this side of her, a side I had never dreamed existed, slowly began to reveal itself to me.

		The bizarre manner in which that revelation had come about had almost cost us our happy marriage…

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		Suspicions Aroused

		

		August, 2014

		

		My name is Charlie Reynolds. If you had asked me three days ago, I’d have said with utter conviction that there were no dark secrets lurking, undiscovered, in my wife’s past. I would have insisted that Tracy is a smart, funny, very pretty girl who was born and had been raised in Council Rapids, Iowa, twenty-eight years ago; that she had matured into a smart, funny, attractive wife and adoring mom.

		I might have gone on to add that she now lives with me and our two-year old terror of a son, Charlie junior, in a house which may have been worth about three-hundred and fifty thousand dollars, had it been located back in my hometown of Topeka, Kansas, or hers, in Iowa. But here, in Campbell, California, just outside of the fabled Silicon Valley, when we bought it last year, we shelled out almost a million bucks for it.

		Being somewhat proud of our modest three-bedroom, two-bathroom house as a result of that huge price tag, I might well have rushed to describe the place in greater detail: it has a detached, two-car garage in back, and is worth somewhere north of a million now, what with appreciation and all of the improvements we’ve lavished on our little slice of California heaven. The rule of thumb is: everything costs more out here.

		For example, having the new heated swimming pool and deck extension off the old patio built had set us back a pretty penny. The area rugs which we purchased to cover part of the hardwood flooring featured throughout the house were of the finest quality--and as such—had proved to be quite costly, too. And the new central heat and air conditioning system, which we recently sprang for to make our home, originally built in 1956, more comfortable in the hot California summers and the cool, sometimes foggy winters, had also cost us a bundle.

		Luckily, we can afford it.

		I am a consultant, with a bachelor’s degree in electronics, and a master’s degree in digital design, both from the University of California at Berkeley, where I first met Tracy. My status as a semi-retired dabbler in electronics development, at just thirty years of age, comes from listening to two of my buddies from graduate school, who insisted we should start our own company, instead of taking one of the many lucrative offers from the well-known electronics outfits in the nearby Silicon Valley which came our way upon graduation.

		It turned out my pals were right. Though it was pretty lean pickings at first, after a few years we finally sold our little start-up company to a bigger, more established electronics firm in the Valley, for a hundred million bucks, plus stock options in the parent company. That huge payday had been well worth all the scrimping and saving it had taken to make our small venture into a success.

		My cut of the sale was thirty-three million and change, plus a third of the stock options in the larger firm. So now, instead of being stuck working as a wage slave for some electronics giant, I was, instead, a rich young entrepreneur. I do some consulting to keep my mind engaged, and I also keep myself busy looking for someplace to invest my newfound millions.

		Tracy, instead of working as the top-flight software code writer she had trained to be at Berkeley, had quit her job and was now a stay at home mom, watching after Charlie junior. And that young scamp needed watching, every minute, let me tell you.

		We were living a pretty idyllic existence and we knew it.

		That was about to change, abruptly. And all because I decided to surprise my wife with an unexpected gift which I was sure would delight her…

		

		****

		

		Yes, it all started when I impulsively plunked down the money for some first class airline tickets and a suite at the finest hotel in her hometown, so the two of us could attend her ten year high school reunion in Iowa in style. I knew it was coming up in September, in just a few weeks time. She’d said she didn’t especially want to go to it, but I figured she secretly did, and just didn’t feel right about spending the money it would have cost to attend.

		I mean, really; who doesn’t want to go to their ten year high school reunion? We had gone to mine, two summers ago, in Topeka, and we’d had a blast.

		Tracy has always been a bit hesitant about spending our newfound wealth. I’d had to practically dragoon her into allowing me to make the improvements on the house, once we’d bought it, and she had rebelled at first against the new Mercedes sedan I’d bought for her to drive, trading in her old Ford on it.

		“But, Charlie, my Fusion is only a few years old,” she’d protested when I’d gone ahead and made the trade. “I don’t really need a new car, especially one that costs that much money!”

		I’d had no such qualms in regard to up-grading my own transportation. I didn’t hesitate when it came to buying a top-of-the-line, gleaming white, 760Li BMW for me to drive, which had run almost a hundred and fifty grand, with all of the extras it had been loaded with.

		The unexpected hissy-fit Tracy had thrown at the reunion tickets and the plans I’d already made for us to attend her reunion struck me as being all out of proportion to the “crime” of assuming that she’d be delighted to see her old classmates again. But she’d gone truly ballistic when she saw the tickets, and the hotel reservations, and the trip itinerary.

		Like most people, I’d heard the expression “going postal” before, but I had never personally witnessed such behavior until the day I emerged from my home office—actually, the third bedroom, which we used as a home office and a guest room—grinning broadly, proudly waving around the electronic plane tickets I’d just purchased online and the hotel reservations I’d made for us in good old Council Rapids.

		“You did…what…?” She’d shrieked in a shrill voice I didn’t even suspect she possessed. I had never heard anything like it emanating from her before in the roughly five and half years I’d known Tracy.

		“Listen, I just thought I’d surprise you and take you to your ten-year high school reunion in style,” I explained with an extremely proud-of-myself smile. “Everyone wants to go to their tenth reunion.”

		“Well, I don’t!” She had screamed back at me irrationally, still teetering on the brink of losing control entirely.

		She’d stomped over to me, wrested the paperwork out of my hand, and torn it cleanly in two, and thrust it back at me. “Get our money back, if you can. If you can’t, well, then…fuck it—I’m not going anywhere near that damn reunion, and that’s final, do you understand?”

		“Okay, okay, you don’t have to bite my head off,” I remember saying, holding up my hands in a gesture of surrender, complete with the torn in-two tickets and the reservations, which she had thrust into them angrily, still clutched tight. “I thought you’d be pleased…I guess not.”

		She’d just continued to stare daggers at me for long moments, before turning on her heel and stomping out to the backyard, where Charlie junior, was playing, watched like a hawk by the ever-patient Maria, our housekeeper and nanny. I’d shrugged and headed back into my office, where I’d cancelled the flights, a bit miffed at being forced to pay a seventy-five dollar cancellation fee for each ticket, and notified the hotel that I wouldn’t be needing the suite I’d booked for us not twenty minutes earlier.

		I remember thinking at the time; I guess I’ve heard of people who didn’t care whether or not they attended their class reunions. But I never heard of someone going off the deep end like that over the very idea of attending one. And I’ve never seen Tracy that upset before—she was like a whole new person, someone I barely recognized!

		

		****

		

		Did I mention that my Tracy is nothing, if not unpredictable? That night, coming on the heels of the big blow-up over the plane tickets and the aborted trip home to Iowa, she awakened me from a sound sleep by slipping my boxer shorts down under my balls and taking my limp cock into her mouth.

		Pleasantly surprised doesn’t quite describe my reaction; I looked over at the LED numbers on the alarm clock/radio next to the bed and was shocked to see it was two in the morning.

		Now, we’re just like most young married couples. Our once red-hot sex life had gradually cooled down to a once a week routine. Impromptu blowjobs during the middle of the night were fond memories from our courtship and early marriage days, not staples of our current relationship.

		So I was somewhat blown away when I suddenly awoke to the sensation of her lips around my rapidly-hardening cock. Not merely surprised; it was more like I was flabbergasted.

		“Oh, babe,” I sighed in complete, rapidly-rising ecstasy, “what brought this on?”

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all she said for a moment, her lips and tongue doing some of their finest work all along the length and breadth of my quickly-hardening, bigger-than-average prick.

		Tracy didn’t stop licking and sucking until she had me as hard as a baseball bat. Then she slipped her fist around her rigid creation and stroked it gently, planting tender little butterfly kisses on the head while she whispered, “I wanted to show you how much I love you.”

		She ran her tongue all around the head of my dick a few times, and then murmured, “I was so nasty to you today, when you tried to surprise me with the trip to the reunion. Really, I don’t want to go…but I thought a lot about it since then, and you were so sweet to want to offer to take me in such style.”

		Before I could even answer, she opened her lips once more and sucked all of my thick eight inches into her lips and throat and proceeded to gobble up me for a full minute. Then, panting to catch her breath, she smiled up at me and whispered, “This is to thank you for being so considerate. Enjoy.”

		She began to really go after my cock, and I had no illusions about what she wanted to do. Tracy was going to suck me all the way off, by way of a thank you for my thoughtful if unwanted gesture with the tickets, and as an apology for her out-of-control behavior today.

		Oh, God, she’s good at this, I recall thinking as her head went up and down over my rampant cock, her tongue never ceasing its licking, teasing caress of my whole shaft and especially my sensitive glans.

		I wriggled around on the bed, my eyes at half-mast, watching her suck me. She was the best I’d ever had when it came to sucking cock, and she hadn’t lost anything over the years, even though we didn’t do this nearly as often as we did when we first started dating.

		How long had it been since she’d sucked me all the way off and swallowed every drop of my come for me, the way she was clearly intent on doing it tonight? Four months, six, maybe even a whole year…it didn’t matter; she was as good as she ever was and seemed just as eager to taste my jism!

		“Oh, babe, it’s been almost a week since you got my nuts off,” I sighed, warning her that there was going to be a lot for her to swallow tonight.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she gurgled happily back, never missing a head stroke or a tongue swirl on my getting-ready-to-explode cock.

		She knew how to make it last. Tracy stopped just as I was about to erupt into her mouth. She stopped sucking and kissed my dick all over lightly, tantalizingly, maddeningly, smiling up at me all the while, like a naughty little schoolgirl who knew she was being very bad.

		“Ooh, I hope there’s a lot for me to gulp down for you tonight!” Her voice was provocative, teasing.

		She had me ready to pop, and she knew it. She reveled in it, as I did.

		God, my wife could be incredibly sexy, when she wanted to be!

		And tonight, she outdid herself. She kissed my nuts slowly, with lots of tongue, her wet lips making smacking sounds as she nuzzled them for long moments. Tracy did all this in between languid passes up and down my cock shaft with that suctioning mouth and flicking tongue tip of hers.

		My naughty wife brought me close to the brink a half dozen times; then tortured me exquisitely with her stroking fingertips. She took me lightly in her fist and plopped my throbbing prick head against her soft cheek, smiling at me tauntingly, as if daring me to come all over her elfin face.

		The sensational, unmatched blowjob went on for a good twenty minutes. My nuts were so constricted that they were practically begging for release, and my poor, engorged cock was so hard I could have hammered it against a metal door without feeling it.

		“Don’t hold back,” she urged, turning fully onto her stomach, taking one of my balls lightly between the fingertips of each hand and teasing them as she got ready to swallow my blasting spend. “I want you to unload these big boys right down into my tummy, darling!”

		With that, she once again engulfed my cock head with her lips and twirled her tongue all around it as she pushed downward with her head. For the better part of a minute, she sucked and licked like a madwoman, as if she was truly thirsty for my hot come.

		I remember arching my back off the bed, drilling my long cock deep into her sucking lips, stifling a scream—in deference to my sleeping child across the hall—and firing off a huge gout of nut cream into my wife’s mouth, She purred with satisfaction, and I noticed that her right hand had left my balls and stolen down into her own pussy slit, frigging it furiously to a hot climax as she swallowed wave after wave of my come.

		“Oh, fuck, suck it down, Tracy,” I gasped, floating near Heaven, my balls still emptying into her lips and working throat.

		I fell back onto the mattress, panting for breath, my dick continuing to spew semen into her sucking lips, still coating her caressing tongue with my jetting come. I remember thinking that great blowjobs like this one were as good as any of the hot fucks she had ever given me--whether I had been inside Tracy’s tight little pussy, or it was her super-snug ass opening I happened to be fucking!

		And I remember falling asleep a little while later, cuddling her naked body close, thinking that I was the luckiest man alive to be married to such a sexy, accomplished-in- bed woman!

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		From Good Girl To BJ Queen?

		

		Tracy had been acting a bit differently in the few weeks that had passed since the reunion fiasco, followed by the super blowjob; not anything big, just “different”. She didn’t seem to be quite as outgoing and cheerful as she usually was, for one thing. It was as if she had something on her mind, bothering her, distracting her.

		We still had frequent sex. I couldn’t complain about that. If anything, our sessions in the bedroom were better, and spaced closer together, than they had been at any time since before Charlie junior had been conceived.

		But I just couldn’t shake the feeling that all was not right with my wife. It was as if a part of her mind was somewhere else when we made love, although that exquisite body of hers was undeniably right there in bed with me, and hotter than ever.

		And I noticed that at least twice she logged off her laptop in a hurry when I came home early from running some errands, almost as if she didn’t want me to see what she’d been up to on the computer in my absence. I thought about trying to access her laptop when she was out, but rapidly abandoned the idea.

		Tracy knew her way around a computer every bit as well as I did; so if she was hiding her tracks online, it would be hard to find out what she was up to anyway. Besides, I didn’t know her password and she was good enough with security that it would be a hard one to guess. I was sure of that before I even tried it.

		Besides, she was my wife, for God’s sake! I didn’t want to start a game of super-hacker vs. Zen computer master over what was probably nothing, anyway.

		That phase of the undiscussed “estrangement” between us lasted until the mid-September--a week after the ignored high school reunion had come and gone without us in attendance—when she suddenly announced from out of the blue that she was flying down to Los Angeles next weekend to visit her older sister, who was a political reporter with the LA Times. Deb had been living out here on the west coast for almost a year now, and she had flown up once to spend the weekend with us just after we’d moved into our new house.

		Now, I knew Tracy and her sis were not what you’d call “close”. There was the seven years difference in age between them, for one thing. Deb had been away at college and out of the house by the time Tracy was in high school. And they were totally unalike in almost every respect, both physically and in terms of temperament.

		Deb was a big, raw-boned woman, taking after their dad, while Tracy was small and petite like their mom. Deb liked to talk politics for hours on end, while Tracy had little interest in the subject.

		My diminutive wife’s idea of a perfect day was visit to an art gallery or a museum; perhaps some shopping, followed by a stop at some local winery to do some tasting. Her big sister’s was to “debate” politics in some coffeehouse at the top of her lungs, while belting down endless cups of the strongest espresso available.

		Needless to say, we’d run out of things to talk about by the end of the first night Deb had visited us, and the rest of the weekend had been spent in an uneasy silence, followed by fits and starts of conversation, which petered out almost as quickly as they had begun. Deb had no interest in electronics or coding or computer technology, she having been a Political Science major in college, and we, in turn, displayed almost zero interest in the politics, California or national, which seemed to be Deb’s sole passion in life. The two of us had been relieved to see Sunday afternoon roll around, and Tracy’s older sister depart on a plane for southern California once again.

		So why this sudden interest in seeing Deb; in spending the entire weekend with a sister that she barely had anything--except for the two of them being sisters--in common with?

		I must confess, I didn’t ask. By now, I was Jonesing for some alone time, to better enable me to snoop through the old boxes stored in the garage without Tracy being around to catch me going through them!

		The Reunion Mystery, as I had come to think of it, preyed upon my subconscious. Why had the very thought of attending it set her off the way it had? And why had the whole, sorry affair wrought this subtle change in our relationship?

		I was determined to find out. And having Tracy away for the weekend offered me the perfect opportunity to go through the few mementos that she kept of her past life to my heart’s content.

		

		****

		

		That fateful Friday came at last, and I drove Tracy to the San Jose airport at around noon. The flight to Los Angeles took less than an hour, and she had said that Deb was getting off early today, so that she could be at LAX to pick her up. I kissed her good bye and she bent down and kissed Charlie junior lovingly.

		Then she did something that struck me as odd. My wife turned, straightened back up, and kissed me again, passionately, as if she was going away for a long time instead of just a quick weekend hop down to southern California. Her eyes bright with what might have been tears, she whispered, “I love only you, Charlie. Always remember that!”

		She turned abruptly and disappeared into the labyrinth of modern security measures, designed to keep the “homeland” safe from attack. Tracy was due to return home Sunday evening on the flight from LAX that landed at around seven o’clock in the evening.

		The strangeness of our leave-taking had left me shaken, but I dealt with it as best I could, and turned to the little boy that still stood waving good-bye to his mommy, even though she was no longer visible.

		“Well, Charlie, me lad, let’s see what undiscovered treasures the garage holds, shall we?” I whispered to my son and heir as we made our way out of the airport and to the short term parking where we’d left my new BMW.

		“It appears that Mommy’s got some secrets after all, and Daddy wants to know all about them,” I muttered as I strapped him into the child seat in the rear and hustled behind the wheel.

		The San Jose airport is a bit rundown and ugly, but it is a lot closer to Campbell than San Francisco International is, plus it enjoys the added advantage of being easier to get into and out of than that much larger, modern nightmare of an airport. Thus Charlie junior and I found ourselves already out in the closed garage behind our house only a half hour after his mom’s plane had left the ground for LA. He was busily playing with his favorite stuffed animals in his portable crib while I was nursing a beer and lifting down likely cardboard boxes from the overhead storage area above the two cars and carefully going through them.

		I hit pay dirt with the third box. There, I uncovered all four of her old high school yearbooks.

		“Well, Charlie, let’s see what her friends had to say about Mommy back in the day,” I said to my on-looking progeny, as I wiped the light coating of dust off the freshman edition with a rag and leafed through it.

		The slim volume didn’t tell me a lot; just that Tracy had been a typical high school freshman girl. The few photographs of her indicated that she hadn’t had much in the way of breasts as of yet, and that spectacular little ass of hers hadn’t begun to fill out, either.

		The sophomore book was a bit better. She’d been a junior varsity cheerleader by then, and she looked cute as she could be, leading cheers and jumping for joy when her team scored a touchdown or a basket. Her ass looked to have started to round out, too, but there were scant boobies to be seen as of yet. The inscriptions of her fellow classmates struck me as being as bland and inane as those that had been written during her first year of high school.

		The book from her junior year told a slightly different story. She was on the varsity cheerleading squad now, and her growing knockers began to fill out those cheer sweaters nicely. Her legs had lost the last traces of their baby-fat, as had that cute little face of hers. The boys seemed to have noticed, too; the typical “see you next fall”, promises seemed to be laden this year with references that contained a slightly sexual undercurrent about what a “neat girl” the juvenile Tracy was, and how much of a “babe” she was turning into.

		I had to agree with the high school boys’ assessment. As I leafed through the book, I caught several glimpses of the Tracy I had come to know so well, in the formative stages of her development.

		“Damn, it’s a good thing I didn’t go to the same high school as Mommy,” I told my son with a leer. “I’m afraid teenage-Daddy would have wanted to nail teenage- Mommy something fierce!”

		I eagerly reached for the last book, the one that chronicled my wife’s senior year. The old yearbook fell open to a big picture of Tracy.

		She had been the head cheerleader that year on the varsity squad and, as such, she had rated a big, nearly full-page picture of her cheering her little head off, her mouth open in mid-yell, her pompoms up-thrust. Someone had rudely drawn a “thought balloon”, in pen, next to an arrow pointing to that open mouth, with those signature pouty lips of Tracy’s that said, “These look empty without a cock between them!”

		My heart froze. I was so shocked to read that unexpected, obscene observation from one of her classmates that I dropped the book on the garage floor.

		As I rapidly bent over to retrieve it, the yearbook flipped open to the back, inside cover, where other classmates had written that year’s personal comments and good wishes and such, just as they had in the first three annuals. The ones in the previous books had consisted of normal high school fare, made out to Tracy, or Trace. But some of the ones I read in this book were addressed to…“the BJ Queen”!

		

		****

		

		My head spun around, and it wasn’t from the lone beer I’d drunk while I’d gone through the box of hidden away high school memorabilia. This new, lascivious appellation for my wife gave me total pause; it caused me to flashback to the time I’d first met Tracy, at that frat party at Berkeley, and the weeks we’d started dating hot and heavy afterwards.

		During those first early days of our burgeoning relationship, not one but two or three of my friends had suggested to me that Tracy’s reputation on campus left a lot to be desired in a steady girlfriend. They told me that she was generally thought of as a smart, very pretty girl who was somewhat wild--some said crazy wild--as far as her private life went.

		And yet I’d seen none of that when she was with me, although I’d had to admit, it was a fact that she proved to be spectacular in bed. I had rapidly discovered—much to my delight--that she knew how use that talented mouth and tongue of hers on a guy’s cock, as well as her hands, and that she was also more than adept at employing that incredibly tight, cute little pussy to likewise please a man. And her just-the-right-size-for-her-body tits were to die for--as was her ass.

		I thought back to those first heady weeks we spent together. She became the first and only girl I’ve ever had anal sex with.

		Those big, liquid-brown eyes of hers had really lit up when I had admiringly remarked what a nice ass she had in bed one night. She’d said without hesitation, “Oooh, I want that big cock of yours up there tonight—how about it, baby, do you want to fuck me right up my hot little butt?”

		And I had; both that night and dozens of times since then. It turned out that Tracy dearly loved to be fucked up the ass, and thought of it as being no more exotic than regular sex. Balling her still tight, firm little bum had come to be a relatively frequent ritual with us and had been for years—especially during that “time of the month” when her snug pussy was bleeding too heavily to fuck without making a bloody mess of the sheets.

		She had always either given me a slurpy, spectacular blowjob or let me fuck her in the ass on those nights, if we chose to make love during her menstrual periods. That was one thing about Tracy; she rarely said she was too tired or too sore, or used some other excuse to beg off from doing her “wifely duty”. The girl just seemed to have loved sex!

		“And, apparently, she has been that way for a while,” I mused wryly to Charlie junior as I tidied up the garage at bit and then carried him back into the house.

		Luckily, an afternoon nap about now was part of his daily schedule. I put him down gratefully, and went back to move the collapsible play pen back into the house, along with my wife’s rather surprising, revealing senior yearbook.

		I wanted time to study it some more at my leisure, without worrying about whatever mischief Charlie junior might be getting into. And as I sipped another beer, and mulled over my discoveries in the yearbook that afternoon, I tried to recall exactly what my friends had said about Tracy’s past, back in the day, when she and I had first met.

		Tony--later one of my partners in the start up--had mentioned that he’d heard from a friend in another fraternity that Tracy had been the center of attention at a wild party at their house a few weeks before she and I had hooked up. She had supposedly “pulled the train” for over a dozen of the fraternity brothers present on that particular night.

		But again, he hadn’t been there, he’d only gotten the story secondhand from this friend of his. I seemed to remember that when Tony pressed his buddy for details on the story, at my behest, he hadn’t been all that sure that it had even been my Tracy who had at the center of the dozen-man gangbang.

		I had been completely infatuated with her by then, of course, and so I had let the matter drop without investigating further. We were sleeping together almost every night, and she was giving me the greatest sex I’d ever had—I elected not to push it by asking her directly about the group-sex story.

		I got up and fished another beer out of the refrigerator. Again, after checking on my son and finding him to be snoozing peacefully, I opened up the yearbook and carefully read the inscriptions on both covers more carefully.

		I spotted a note from some classmate named “Ed”, saying that the night of the big victory that year in the football game against Lincoln was one he and some of his pals on the team would remember for the rest of their lives. He also thanked Tracy for delivering on the “reward” she’d promised the team if they won!

		Tracy and I had never talked much about her high school years; just casual references here and there. But even from those, I knew that she had attended John Adams High, and that their greatest cross-town rival was Abraham Lincoln High.

		What had she “rewarded” the victorious team members with, I wondered as I sucked down my third beer…a blowjob for each player, a fuck…a chance to screw her trim little high school ass? I almost drove myself crazy, imagining my sweet little Tracy, dressed in her cheerleading costume, sucking cock for a bunch of beefy Iowa farm boys, sharing her snug young pussy and that great teenage ass with them.

		God, what a rush that mental image gave me! Plus, a scenario like that one would certainly explain her reluctance to see any of those guys again, ten years later or not!

		My cock was as hard as a brick, thinking about Tracy being a bad girl with all of those teenage boys. I groaned aloud as I got up and went into the bedroom.

		After checking on my kid once more in the nursery, I laid down on our king sized bed, dropped my trousers and jockey shorts, and got out my rock-hard prick. I felt like a horse’s ass, masturbating two hours after my wife had flown out of town, but I couldn’t deny that the mental image of her younger self…servicing all of those young cocks was simply too much for me to ignore!

		She’d given me a great fuck, just last night, in this very bed, even commenting with that devilish little smile of hers, after I’d shot a bucketful of come up inside her as she rode me to what had been a sensual, perfect orgasm for both of us, cowgirl style, “Well, that ought to hold you until I get back Sunday evening, tiger!”

		No such luck, babe, I thought ruefully as I “took myself in hand”; and started to stroke my hard on, still daydreaming about Tracy sucking off all those young football players ten years ago—at least in my mind’s eye. I saw them clearly, in a big circle around her kneeling figure, still clad in her cheerleader uniform, except that the top of it was now down in her lap as she dutifully went from cock to cock, sucking and licking enthusiastically, as the boys bent and pawed at her youthful, bare tits in the moonlight.

		My mind flashed forward, to college, just as I felt my balls begin to tighten and I got ready to come. My mental image of her now shifted to one of her being completely naked, spread out on a bed in some frat house, taking on all comers. Big wads of spent come lined both of her cheeks and her chin, where guys had shot off in her mouth and she hadn’t quite managed to swallow it all for them. And both her anus and her pussy leaked out a steady stream of thick, pearlescent cream as guy after guy rutted into her, and each of them deposited his load with a grunt of complete satisfaction.

		“Ugh, oh, oh, God, Trace, you little slut, you!” I gasped as the first big rope of come shot out of my cock and plopped down onto my tee shirt as I frantically jerked my hard dick off to those lewd mental images.

		What can I say? I’ve always been oversexed…just like my wife, apparently!

		

		****

		

		It was immediately after I’d served Charlie junior a meal of left overs and set him to watching television in the front room—some program my wife had DVRed from PBS, geared for toddlers--when the phone rang. It was Tracy’s cell, according to the caller ID, and I grabbed it up after guiltily putting down the senior yearbook, facedown to mark my place, on the dining room table.

		“Hey, how is it down there?” I spoke airily into the phone. “How is Deb?”

		“Oh, it’s great, and she’s fine,” Tracy answered me cheerfully. “I’m taking her to dinner in a few minutes, to a place in Santa Monica called The Raj. It’s supposed to be quite good, and very expensive. I hope you don’t mind?”

		“No, you two have a great time,” I answered her. “I just fed Charlie the rest of the pasta, peas, and chicken you made earlier in the week. I’m about to grill myself a steak and microwave a baked potato while he watches reruns of something called “Mine Car Mash”, from The Electric Company that you DVRed for him. Nothing but fun unabated, here at Chez Reynolds, for us two bachelors tonight.”

		She laughed and said, “Don’t let him stay up past eight. You know how cranky he is when he doesn’t get enough sleep.”

		“Yeah, I don’t think we have to worry about that,” I said truthfully. “He had about a two hour nap this afternoon earlier, and Dad joined him for about an hour of it. I was tired, too, as it turns out.”

		“Maybe it was due to that performance of yours in the bedroom last night,” she whispered into the cell phone teasingly, dropping her voice so that her sister wouldn’t overhear. “God, you really filled me up when you came!”

		I felt myself blushing, remembering my jerk off session this afternoon, which was followed by an hour nap, just like I’d told her. I murmured into the phone, “You were pretty great, yourself, kiddo. God, I can hardly wait until your plane comes in Sunday night.”

		There was a long silence. Finally she said, in a tone that sounded full of forced “normality”, “Yeah, I can’t wait for that either. Well, listen, put Charlie on. I want to tell him good night and we’re about to leave for the restaurant. It’s at least a thirty minute drive across town each way, so I don’t think we’re gonna be back by eight o’clock, when he goes to bed.”

		“Okay, I’ll put him on. I’ll be sure to pause the DVD so he doesn’t throw a fit at having missed some of his show,” I told her, getting up.

		“Oh, and you don’t have to call tomorrow night,” she added casually. “It’s silly to call every night, when I’m going to be home the day after tomorrow.”

		“Okay,” I said, just before I reached for the TV remote and hit the “pause” button before handing the phone over to Charlie junior.

		Something about Tracy’s tone was almost too casual. Why didn’t she want me to call tomorrow night?

		As she talked to Charlie, the phrase “you don’t have to call tomorrow night” kept ringing in my head. Why? It was no trouble to make the call. I planned to be at home, with Charlie junior.

		Where was she going to be?

		The question popped into my mind and simply would not go away.

		

		****

		

		At about nine o’clock, after I’d put Charlie down at eight, I abruptly realized that I had to hack into Tracy’s laptop somehow. If I was truly going to find out what my wife was up to, I had to get inside her latest e-mails, not to mention check out her recent web activity.

		I also realized that, since she was nearly my equal when it came to computer knowledge and security measures, that I would require the services of a guy who was way better than either one of us was, in order for me to look around, and leave no traces of my…visit for her to find when she returned.

		Luckily, I knew of a guy with just such talents living in the area. Val Markov was a legend in the “Valley”, and had made a fortune by hiring out as a security troubleshooter to the major electronics outfits.

		I rummaged through my desk in my home office, found his business card, and called him at home. He answered on the third ring.

		“Hey, I remember you,” the raspy, know-it-all voice offered upon answering. “You were one of the whiz-kids who was about to unload that start up company on one of my security clients. You and your two partners bought me a great lunch at the Greek place in San Jose the day we met.”

		As he remembered, I’d met him just once, when he’d been called in to do a complete hack on the system of the major company we’d sold our start up to, in order to assure that their computers could not be accessed from the outside and valuable data either corrupted or stolen.

		Markov had charged them over a hundred-thousand dollars for two day’s work and had come by to pick up his check. The simulated attack on the system at the company had been launched from the comfort of his den, which supposedly housed one of the most powerful home computers ever created.

		I and my partners had prevailed on him to go to lunch with us, as he was about to leave the company campus, a hundred-thousand dollars richer. We were honored to meet him and to talk artificial intelligence and system security with such a renowned personage in the computer world.

		We only got him to agree to go to lunch with us by offering to take him to the Nemea Greek Tavern in San Jose, which ended up costing the three of us almost a grand total, counting the price of the two bottles of expensive wine and the price of the four lunches. But as far as we were concerned, it had been worth it to meet and spend some time in the presence of the renowned Valentine Markov.

		For one thing, Markov seemed so much brighter and more intense than any of our professors at the university had been. And he had made more money than any of them had; that was for sure.

		We paid for the lunch and he gave each of us a business card with his cell phone number on it in return. As we’d watched him depart the restaurant, we realized that we’d been spectacularly unsuccessful at picking that giant brain of his, as we had planned.

		He was simply too far above us, in both knowledge and experience, for the three of us to even formulate the right questions to ask him! We’d left the expensive restaurant, each of us a few hundred dollars poorer and considerably chastened.

		Val Markov was too good for us--and we fancied ourselves to be on the cutting edge of technology! After all, not many recent grads were able to put together a company that was then on the verge of being sold for a hundred million dollars.

		But I’d kept his card, just in case I ever wanted to get in touch with him again. And now, I definitely did!

		“I need to get into my wife’s laptop, without her knowing it,” I said without preamble into my cell phone. “And she’s a U.C. Berkeley grad, too, in software coding, so she’s no slouch when it comes to computers.”

		I continued with my ad-libbed story, making up impromptu lies as I went along. “She’s away for a few days, and I don’t think I can reach her, where she is vacationing. I don’t want her to know I was snooping around, but it may be vital to retrieve some of the information from her hard drive tomorrow, before she flies home on Sunday night. Can you help me out?”

		“Tomorrow--my young friend--is Saturday.” I could practically see the smug, superior little smile playing across that long face of his—a face that somehow made me think of a Russian wolfhound--as he answered. “I’m afraid that I will have to charge you double for working on a Saturday.”

		I sighed. This guy was not the skydiving, rock-climbing-in-Yosemite type of dude. Most likely he would be home anyway, hovering near his computer. The double-for-working-on-Saturday gambit was a flat rip off, but I held still for it. I knew I really needed his help to access Tracy’s computer.

		“Okay, double it is,” I said. “How much will that be?”

		“Five thousand dollars for an hour’s worth of my time.”

		Five-thousand bucks…fuck…that was highway robbery! How badly did I really want to see just what was inside of my wife’s computer?

		After a few more seconds, I answered that question for myself by caving in to Markov’s outrageous demands, “Okay, five-thousand it is…if I decide I need your services tomorrow.”

		I shut off my cell and went back into the front room to study the yearbook some more. As I did so, I decided to ignore Tracy’s request tonight: You don’t need to call tomorrow.

		I would make it a point to call Deb’s house tomorrow, after all!

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		Snooping

		

		I spent the whole night tossing and turning, sleeping fitfully, wondering what my wife was up to down in Los Angeles. Again and again I asked myself the question: why this sudden trip to see Deb anyway?

		By the next morning, totally without rest as a result of my largely sleepless night, I went about my morning daddy chores listlessly, my mind on Tracy. By mid-morning, I found I couldn’t stand not talking to her for another moment. I snatched up my cell phone and hit the speed dial.

		The call, which I finally broke down and placed at ten that morning, proved to be a bit anticlimactic. I got Deb’s answering machine. A second call, made to her cell phone, went right to voicemail. A call to my wife’s cell yielded the same frustrating results.

		“Well, Mommy and Aunt Deb must have gone out for breakfast this morning, but not us. Hey, champ?” I said with a disappointed sigh to Charlie junior, who was just finishing up a small pancake, one fried egg, and two pieces of crisp bacon.

		My son and I sat across from each other at the kitchen table; he in his high chair. I stared at the two bigger pancakes, two fried eggs, and four pieces of bacon that I had cooked for myself.

		They sat largely untouched. The food was okay—I am a fair, if infrequent cook—and according to Charlie junior’s nearly empty plate, this morning’s breakfast tasted as good as it looked.

		But I had no real appetite, having spent the night dreaming fitfully about Tracy and youthful suck offs of entire football teams, and college parties, and hot coeds who all looked like her, who gladly “pulled the train” for all comers.

		Damned yearbooks, I groused mentally as I munched a strip of bacon, along with a forkful of egg and pancake.

		The school annuals had fueled more questions than they had answered. Tracy had started high school a normal, somewhat ugly-duckling freshman girl, and had graduated a minx-like, sexy blowjob queen--the “head” cheerleader in more ways than one!

		Or had she? Maybe this guy, “Ed” and some of his friends were just having a bit of senior-year fun at Tracy’s expense.

		Writing a bunch of untrue crap in the yearbook of one of the prettiest girls in school may have been the rat-fuck prank to play in that part of the Midwest that year! Perhaps it was a purely local trend that hadn’t even made it as far as Kansas, where I had gone to school, so I hadn’t even heard of it before.

		After all, the damning inscriptions were all written in ink. I reasoned that removing them would have seriously defaced the yearbook.

		It would have looked weird to have left the innocuous best wishes of the rest of Tracy’s friends and classmates, amid the edited out--via white-out or ink eraser, clear down to the start of the book’s binding—crude remarks of the football players. It would have turned her senior book into a real eyesore.

		But if none of it were true, I asked myself, where had her near pathological fear of attending that damned reunion come from? Why was she so dead set against seeing anyone from her old high school class again, if the damning BJ Queen comments were mere fiction?

		And what about the nasty remark inked in next to her cheerleader picture? The real meaning of that particular comment was undeniable.

		

		****

		

		Somehow, I held off on calling Markov in to crack Tracy’s computer until four o’clock that afternoon. That was when I finally reached Deb on her cell phone; all calls to Tracy’s phone were still going directly to voicemail.

		“Hey, Deb, why don’t you put Tracy on?” I asked with relief when her sister finally answered the phone. ”She must have her phone turned off.”

		There was dead silence from her end. After what seemed like forever, Deb asked in that straightforward, no-nonsense tone of hers, “Listen, I don’t mean to pry. But are you guys having marital problems of some sort?”

		I squirmed in my recliner at the unexpected question and managed to stammer, “Why, what makes you ask that?”

		“Well, for starters, I don’t know why Tracy bothered to fly down here yesterday,” her sister answered, clearly put out. “She took me to dinner at this really fancy, expensive restaurant over in Santa Monica, bought me a great dinner, and had too much to drink. She seemed upset over something, but she didn’t want to talk about it. She kept insisting, half-drunkenly, that you and little Charlie will be fine without her for just one weekend.”

		There was another damning long pause and then Deb said, “She flew out of here for San Francisco International on Southwest at around noon today, instead of back to San Jose, where she came in from. What’s the deal with that--is it cheaper to do it that way, or something? She wouldn’t really answer me as to why the change in airports when I brought it up, and she all but stone-walled me on her reason for going back a whole day early--claimed she had some shopping to do in San Francisco. That sounded kind of…lame to me, and I told her as much.”

		“Uh, thanks, Deb, for being so accommodating during her short visit. Good bye, now; we’ll talk to you soon,” I replied woodenly, hurrying off the phone, somehow not really surprised by this devastating bit of news.

		Deep down inside, I had been expecting something like this, without really being sure about it. This confirmation of my darkest fears suddenly made me want to access to that laptop of hers more than ever!

		

		****

		

		“Okay, if the five-thousand is still agreeable; you’re on,” I spoke bluntly to Val Markov when he answered the phone that afternoon on the second ring. “What’s your checking account tracking number? I’m forwarding the funds as we speak.”

		When the business of paying the money into his account was completed less than a minute later, Markov asked me for her email address. I heard his fingers flying over the computer keys at his end.

		“Are you going to run some variant of John the Ripper on it, to get her password?”

		He laughed derisively, “John the Ripper, indeed…please, you are dealing with a professional, here, Mr. Reynolds. I’ll be emailing to you, in a few minutes, the password and explicit instructions outlining how to peek inside your wife’s computer as much as you want, and how to exit it, all with her being none the wiser as to your snooping around. Now, what is your email address?”

		He was as good as his word. Within fifteen minutes, I was staring at the email message from Markov. It contained both Tracy’s password—a very difficult to break random series of letters and numbers—and detailed instructions for looking at all the files, included “deleted” emails, and files that had been sent to the recycle bin, and how to exit the laptop without leaving behind any telltale electronic “footprints” that would be a tip-off as to my “visit”.

		I had a vague idea about how to do most of this stuff already, but not the fine details. The explicit instructions alone on how to snoop around without leaving any trace as to my presence were worth the exorbitant fee, as far as I was concerned. And of course, I hadn’t known Tracy’s password or how to access it.

		Now Val Markov had as much access to her computer as I did. But that was the downside of doing business with an evil genius like him.

		With my heart pounding, I broke into my wife’s laptop, using the password I’d paid Markov five-thousand dollars to crack. I went to her emails first.

		There was nothing out of the ordinary there. Somewhat discouraged—had I really just squandered five-thousand dollars in order to read some recent correspondence with Deb and her folks?—I used the printed out instructions Markov’s email provided for recovering “lost” emails.

		Bingo; there was a whole string of emails between Tracy and someone named Liz Henry, who turned out to be the secretary and main contact person between a local “swingers’ club” in the San Francisco area and the public at large. I read through them quickly, wondering what Tracy wanted with a group of wife-swappers, when she had no one to swap.

		Or at least I didn’t think she did. Perhaps there was even more to my wandering wife’s secret life than I imagined!

		After a bit of digging I soon learned, that in the swinger universe, there was such a thing as a “unicorn”; an unaccompanied female guest who was readily admitted to most parties. The theory apparently was that there couldn’t be too many willing-to-participate-women at a gathering of sex-crazed swingers.

		These unaccompanied women were called unicorns because they were, much like the mythical animal they were named for, so rare that you never actually saw one in real life. A single woman who wanted to “swing” was apparently an aberration indeed. And my wife was scheduled to attend a big swinger bash this very night, as just that—a unicorn—to be escorted to the party by Liz Henry and her husband, Wyatt.

		It was all in the emails that they had been exchanging for the past few weeks or so, starting a few days after I had bought those accursed plane tickets to that damned reunion. That’s when all of this had begun, right after I’d made that monumental mistake!

		Quickly, I searched through the rest of the deleted emails. They showed nothing out of the ordinary; most of them proved to be just “spam” and had been deleted for good reason.

		I did a search through the expunged history files and also found, to my shock, that my wife looked at…porn! I went to a few of the sites, and discovered that she favored orgies, or at least threesomes, usually two guys and girl, but sometimes two girls and a guy.

		She even liked some of the same sites I occasionally perused on my own computer! Now, I accepted that it was “normal” for men to glance at pornography once in a while.

		But I knew from articles about the subject I’d read on the net that most women were, at best, neutral when it came to pornography. Some were turned off by it. A few would admit to liking it; an even smaller percentage of them would admit to being aroused by it.

		Apparently, from the frequency of her visits, my wife was one of those exceptions to the rule: she was clearly turned on by watching other people having sex.

		That didn’t really surprise me.

		As I said before, Tracy loved sex. It was not much of a leap from loving sex to watching other people having sex and being turned on by it.

		Acting on such impulses, however, was an entirely different matter! I couldn’t get over her joining the swinger club and concocting this elaborate, I’m-flying-out-of-town-to-visit-my-sister ruse in order to attend one of their lewd parties.

		I went to the club site, also found among the deleted files, and looked around. I felt my dick getting hard as I imagined my little Tracy, naked and cavorting with the attractive, fit-looking men I saw portrayed on their webpage.

		Out of curiosity, I Googled Liz and her husband, Wyatt Henry, and found out that they were a prominent San Francisco couple. He was a partner in a well-known architectural and construction firm and she was a very successful interior decorator, with an impressive client list.

		They were in their mid-thirties; just a little older than my wife and me, and both were extremely attractive. She was small, like Tracy, with a petite woman’s elfin charm. Her pictures showed an extremely cute young thing with gorgeous pixie-cut brunette hair, an impish, I-love-to-have-fun face, and eyes that seemed to twinkle with mischief. He was tall, athletic-looking, and male-model handsome.

		I imagined Tracy naked with both of them—I had sensed but she had never brought it up, so I hadn’t either, that my sexually adventurous wife had experienced some girl-on-girl liaisons, either in high school or in college, or maybe both—at the party tonight. My cock, which was already hard enough to crack walnuts with, grew even harder as I imagined her eating Liz Henry’s pussy while her studly-looking husband boned my wife’s cute little twat from the rear as she licked and sucked clit!

		

		****

		

		Other than discovering that we had almost the same tastes in porn sites, I didn’t learn anything more about Tracy’s hidden dark side by exploring her computer more thoroughly. And I spent the next few hours, on and off, at the task. I put it aside just long enough to see that my son went down for his daily nap, and again to fix him some dinner.

		It wasn’t until I was thinking about putting Charlie junior to bed later that I realized I fully intended to get blind, stinking drunk tonight--it was either that or go nuts sitting around the house, imagining Tracy in all kinds of wild sexual scenarios with a bunch of strangers!

		Maybe I could call this Liz Henry and…and what? Demand that she give a message to my wife from me, at tonight’s party?

		Or perhaps I could browbeat her into giving me the address of the party, so I could show up there in person, and cause a scene with Tracy that would be talked about among the shocked party-attendees for years to come?

		None of that sounded feasible, the more I thought about it. Liz Henry didn’t look like the sort of woman that could be easily browbeaten by an irate husband over the phone.

		Besides, explosive confrontations like that just weren’t my style.

		And there was Tracy to think about, too. She obviously needed to do this!

		After all, she had been willing to risk our marriage just to attend this party. I could barely get my mind around that: a woman I would have sworn I knew better than I had known anyone else in my whole life, suddenly doing something crazy wild like this…

		

		****

		

		I called Maria at home at around six-thirty, all the while wondering if swinger parties started this early, or didn’t really get rolling until later. I contemplated my wife getting ready to go to her first one, by herself, as the phone rang at our nanny’s house.

		“Bueno?” the female voice at the end of the line asked.

		“This is Charlie Reynolds,” I stammered, “I know it’s a lot to ask, but I’ve decided to join my wife down in southern California, for a little spontaneous, spur-of-the-moment…vacation--would you be willing to take Charlie junior for us for a few days? I’d be glad to pay you double the usual rate, for the inconvenience?”

		“Oh, Mr. Reynolds, no, that’s okay,” she said amiably. “I’m not doing anything special this weekend, and Charlie is such a great little guy. I’ll be by to get him in an hour or so, will that be alright?”

		“Sure, that would be super,” I said into the phone, relieved that Charlie would be in good hands while I drank myself into oblivion tonight and had it out with Tracy when she finally returned home. “I’ll let you pack what you think he needs for a couple of days. Like I said, this trip is a last minute deal, so Tracy didn’t pack anything for him, the way she normally would have.”

		“Oh, that’s okay,” she assured me, “it won’t take a minute to throw together some clothes for him to wear, and some of his favorite toys. I’ll see you soon.”

		As I was about to get off the phone, she added, “I think it’s so nice that a young couple like you two can get away to spend time together like this. I bet more marriages would last, instead of breaking up, if the people involved would just do more of this kind of thing.”

		“Yeah…this kind of thing,” I echoed woodenly, hanging up.

		

		****

		

		Maria showed up right on time. I’d even had the presence of mind to put one of my suitcases on the king bed in the master bedroom, open, with a few pairs of underwear, socks, and shirts tossed inside it for effect, as if I was actually packing to fly out of town and join Tracy for an impromptu getaway.

		The nanny quickly got some clothes together for my son, and rounded up his can’t-do-without toys. She then bundled both the bags of clothes and toys into her small Kia sedan and secured little Charlie in his child’s seat in the back.

		“Have a good time, Mr. Reynolds,” Mari called from the driveway as she started to back out. “Say hello to Mrs. Reynolds for me.”

		I waved, smiling robotically at her and Charlie. Then I went into the kitchen and got out the bottle of Courvoisier Cognac XO I’d just bought and hadn’t even opened yet.

		I intend to drink this whole bottle and go to bed and pass out, I remember thinking. With any luck, I won’t give a thought to the lucky guys who will be fucking Tracy tonight at that swinger party…

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		Hard Truths Revealed

		

		It didn’t work out that way, of course. I had drunk the whole fifth of cognac all right, before falling drunkenly into bed.

		But I slept even more fitfully than the night before, when I slept at all. My waking thoughts and my dreams were filled with images of Tracy; sucking cock, taking it up the ass, or joyously riding some stranger’s obscenely big, hard-as-a-rock prick with that tight little pussy I knew so well.

		All the while, a crowd of eager, naked men with even bigger cocks looked on appreciatively, awaiting their turn with her. Only this time, I knew the dreams were real; my sexy, loving wife was actually doing all of those things, while I lay in this bed, imagining her doing them!

		I awoke for the first time at seven the next morning and heaved myself out of bed to empty my bladder, take two aspirin, and brush my teeth again. The second time I got up, it was nine o’clock. I staggered out of bed to pee once more and drink some more water. I then fell into a deep, exhausted sleep, perhaps my best of the night.

		Something, someone, was shaking me gently. I started awake, glancing at the bedside alarm clock and discovered it was just past one in the afternoon. I rolled over to confront my unexpected visitor.

		The person trying to awaken me was Tracy. She was home, sitting on the bed next to me, dressed in a pair of designer jeans, a tee shirt, a light jacket, and managing to look both apprehensive and defiant, at the same time.

		“Where is Charlie junior?” She demanded worriedly, her brown eyes wide with motherly concern.

		“He’s at Maria’s house, staying with her. I felt the need to get roaring drunk last night.”

		Her eyes grew even wider. In an apprehensive voice that was barely a whisper, she asked “Why?”

		A dozen, lightning-fast thoughts flashed through my befuddled mind as I started to answer. I knew that the future of our marriage might hinge on what I said now; but my sudden rage at her behavior last night flared up from out of nowhere. I didn’t care whether we stayed together or not.

		No, that wasn’t true. I realized it before I could even open my mouth to lash out at her verbally, the way I wanted to.

		I did care, desperately. A big part of me wanted to stay with this gorgeous, sexy, warm woman who had been such a good wife to me, a great mom to my son—or at least she had been until last night--as far as I knew.

		But I realized that in order for that to even be a possibility, I had to know: why this sudden change in her behavior? After taking what seemed like forever to consider my limited options before I answered her, I decided to tell her the truth.

		“Because I paid Valentine Markov to hack your laptop yesterday,’ I admitted defiantly, “so I could read your deleted emails. I know all about the swinger party you went to last night.”

		She looked stunned by this revelation. And then, slowly, her face morphed into a very ashamed one; a face flushed with embarrassment. Still, she remained silent.

		“I finally caught up with Deb yesterday afternoon, and she told me you’d flown up to San Francisco yesterday. That’s when I called the professional hacker in.”

		I told myself that my not mentioning the yearbook-snooping and calling Markov initially Friday, not yesterday for the first time—as I had just led her to believe—were totally justified. After all, she had cheated on me; not the other way around!

		She reacted to each of my statements as if I was throwing round-house rights her way and each of them was landing squarely on her chin. Tracy looked down at me as she perched on the side of the bed, glassy-eyed.

		Emboldened by my success so far and full of self-righteous fury, I decided to throw my last verbal punch. I hoped it would be a real haymaker, and that it would land with as much impact as the others had.

		“I also found your old yearbooks tucked away in the rafters of the garage …B.J.Queen.”

		I struggled to sit up amid the twisted wreckage of the sweat-strewn sheets surrounding me. I glared over at her, my stare unwavering, unforgiving. “I have some theories about what causes a normal Iowa high school kid to go from head cheerleader to head cocksucker almost overnight; and from there to being a brainy coed at Berkeley who also pulls the train for a bunch of drunken frat guys on the weekends in her spare time…but I’d much rather hear your explanation.”

		Sucking in a deep breath, totally carried away by my righteous rant, I continued to hold her eyes with mine. “And please tell the truth for once, Tracy for a change.”

		There was a long silence, while she gathered her thoughts. At last, with an almost bashful little I’ve-been-such-a-bad-girl smile of apology playing across those sensuous, pouty lips of hers, she said, “I never lied to you about my past. You didn’t ask about it…so I didn’t volunteer much; just the innocuous stuff.

		She seemed to like that line of defense, the more she considered it, and plunged ahead with it, “You never said much about your past either, until that weekend we spent in Topeka, at your ten-year reunion a couple of years ago.”

		I saw the opening she had just given me and immediately pounced on it. “That was what started me thinking, the way you went off the deep end when I made those plans to attend your ten-year reunion a few weeks ago. I began to wonder if you had something in your past that you were desperate to keep me from discovering.”

		There was another long, awkward silence. It was during this lull in the conversation, she seemed to notice the sparsely packed, open suitcase lying next to me on her side of the bed, with the few pairs of socks, underwear, and shirts scattered around inside.

		“What’s this for?” Her inquiry was triggered by mere curiosity, a need to divert the path of the conversation before it plunged down into the inevitable abyss represented by her past bad behavior.

		Then I saw Tracy start—as if she had just realized something—and her head jerked upward from the open suitcase to my face again; a look of panic suddenly registering on her features as she did so, “You…you were going to leave me!”

		Looking back on that fateful morning, this huge leap to the wrong conclusion on her part may be what ultimately saved our marriage.

		She seemed to be genuinely terrified of losing me and our shared life together. And her sincere reaction to her mistaken belief that I had considered ending our marriage really got through to me.

		She still cared about being with me, as a couple. She hadn’t decided to go out on her own, as I’d feared; to take up the swinger lifestyle as a single mom, and a wildly-partying…unicorn!

		That sudden realization on my part seemed to help quiet the raging anger I had been feeling toward her about last night up until that moment; a night of deceitful cheating on me—and on our marriage—with those nameless, faceless men at the swinger party.

		“No, I wasn’t going to leave you,” I finally admitted--after letting her twist in the wind for a few more long moments.

		Then I explained the small ruse I had pulled on Maria, in order to avoid telling the nanny the real truth—that my wife had seemingly overnight turned into a cuckolding cheat. Relief spread across her face, as well as shame, as I called last night’s behavior on her part what it was: deceitful, bald-faced cheating. The forced calm of her demeanor suddenly began to crack apart before my eyes, and she started to cry.

		Soon, Tracy was sobbing inconsolably, saying, “Oh, Charlie, I don’t know if I can tell you what last night was about or not. I’m not sure I know myself!”

		For some reason, her admission failed to reignite my anger. She sounded so forlorn, so utterly lost as she sat there on the edge of the mattress, crying her eyes out.

		I had the sudden impulse to gather her into my arms and assure her that things would be alright between us. Even though I was far from sure they would be.

		“Come here,” I breathed softly a full minute later, finally giving in to my desire to cuddle her close to my chest. ”Let me hold you. I want to know what triggered all of this; let’s start at the beginning, why don’t we?”

		“It was that damned reunion,” she began, melting into my arms as she spoke, still sobbing hard, gasping for breath, clinging desperately to me, nuzzling her face against the naked skin of my chest. “I did…things my senior year…things that I didn’t want you to know about.”

		She pulled back away from me, so that she could see my eyes. There were big tears still brimming in hers as she whispered, “You said you saw the yearbooks?”

		I nodded that I had. She sniffled and drew a deep breath before continuing.

		“Everything in my life was pretty normal, until the start of my last year in high school. A new girl had moved into town with her parents during that summer. Her name was Kendall--like Kendall Jenner? Only she was a tall blonde, with a great build—not a skinny, tit-less brunette like Kendall Jenner—and this Kendall had some awesome cheerleading chops.”

		My wife shook her head wryly in honest admiration at the memory of the other girl’s cheerleading prowess. “If she had transferred to our school a year or two earlier, she would have been voted head cheerleader instead of me; she was that good. The only reason they elected me was the other girls on the squad felt I’d earned it. But everyone in school knew that Kendall was better than me, prettier than me…sexier than me.”

		Tracy made a sour face as she went on to add, “I was prepared to hate her at first, but she was just so impossibly…cool. She was from Los Angeles, Beverly Hills, to be exact; and all of her outfits were made up of styles that didn’t make it to Iowa until months later, if at all. And she seemed so hip…so dialed in. She made the rest of us girls feel like we were Midwestern, small-town hicks.”

		She stopped a minute and thought back. At last she said, “I guess you could say I kind of fell under her spell. Kendall became my BFF, except for the “forever” part—I didn’t see her again or even talk to her once high school was over. I moved to California, to go to college and we completely lost track of each other.”

		Tracy hesitated for another moment, and then said, somewhat ruefully, “Which was just as well, I guess--because Kendall turned out to be really wild. She talked me into doing things that would turn a parent’s hair white. And, as a result of her influence, I did enough things like that on my own, at college, before I met you and settled down.”

		My ears perked up at her mention of “settling down” with me. I asked her, “Why did you pick me? It sounds like you…uh…met a lot of guys at school before me.”

		“When you say ‘met’, you really mean ‘fucked’, don’t you?” She asked the question bluntly and I didn’t bother to answer. We both knew the answer was “yes”.

		I wouldn’t have thought it possible, from the woman I was finally having this conversation with--the promiscuous girl Tracy had clearly been before she met me—but she blushed. She looked away, her face turning a bright shade of red, as she admitted, “I heard you that you had a reputation around campus as a stud, a real…cocksman, from some of my girlfriends.”

		She looked back at me, an almost shy smile on her beautiful face, which then turned serious as she went on, “I checked you out on campus a few times, before that party. I liked what I saw. You were handsome, and tall, and in good shape. And I knew you were smart; a guy doesn’t get into the graduate program at UC Berkeley without being smart.”

		Given the circumstances surrounding this unexpected revelation, I smiled at her in spite of myself. I said, “You mean, ours wasn’t a chance meeting?”

		Tracy shook her head, the shy smile deepening on her face. She answered, “No way; I had decided I wanted to meet you. I wanted to go to bed with you, to see if you could keep me satisfied; if you were the one I could give up the wild life I had been living ever since my senior year of high school to be with. A guy I could settle down with on a permanent basis.”

		Her face turned dead serious again as she added, “It was halfway through my last semester at college. I knew I wanted to change, that I had to change or I’d be stuck with being a party girl all of my life.”

		She said firmly, “And I didn’t want to be nothing but a gangbang girl, getting a job writing code somewhere and then fucking a dozen guys at some house party for fun on the weekends.”

		She suddenly turned defiant once more, saying, “And it was fun, living that kind of life! I loved to fuck; I loved to get fucked by a bunch of guys, all at once, one right after the other.”

		Looking away from me again, she continued in tone that was so soft it was almost a whisper, “I guess that was what last night was about, experiencing that…sensation again, just like back in high school after Kendall and I sucked off and fucked the whole football team. And when I…‘pulled the train’ for a bunch of guys I barely knew at a whole slew of college parties.”

		My wife turned back to me, rebellion still flashing in her eyes. She added, “I missed that…that…thrill so much. I just had to experience it again; to see if my memory of doing that kind of thing, of having indiscriminant sex with a bunch of near strangers was as big a rush as I remembered it being. Or if I was romanticizing it, the further I moved away from that kind of lifestyle.”

		I knew I shouldn’t ask her this, because I had an ache in my gut as I did so: I was also pretty sure I knew how she would answer the question before I even asked it.

		“Was it?” I asked anyway. “Was it as thrilling as you remembered it being?”

		She took a long time answering, like she was really mulling it over. At last, turning her gaze away from me once more, she answered with a big sigh, “Yes, I loved it. God help me, but I really loved it…still!”

		There was a long, uncomfortable silence between us. Now I knew. I really knew for the first time what sort of a woman I was married to, what sort of wild girl lurked just beneath the surface of that sunny little wife and mom I’d thought I knew so well.

		“Thinking about that reunion, and why I didn’t want to go, brought those old, carefully-suppressed memories bubbling to the surface again,” she admitted. “I couldn’t stop reliving them, in my mind. I had told myself that I was all through with that kind of life…that I didn’t want that for myself anymore; that I had matured, that I had moved on.”

		Her face gradually morphed back into the devastating mix of disgust for herself and sadness that it had assumed when she’d burst out into tears a few minutes ago. She shrugged and said, “I wish I could tell you that was the case, that I didn’t enjoy being at that party last night. But I did. I loved it, being touched by all of those strangers, fucked, and licked, and kissed all over my naked body by them.”

		She was silent again, and then gave out with a tiny wail of pure despair as she began to cry hard once more. She sobbed, “Oh, God, what’s wrong with me? I love you and Charlie junior more than anything…and at the same time, I love behaving like a total slut, too!”

		Tracy looked at me, her eyes brimming over with tears of utter humiliation at her own actions, her own dark desires. As I stared back at her, I made a fateful decision.

		I took her in my arms again and held her close as she cried. My own mind was assaulted by a mass of conflicting emotions; I hated her, I loved her, I was repelled by her--I also had to admit that I was incredibly turned on by the thought of her being with other men, fucking them, sucking their cocks until they spewed forth into her mouth, and lustily swallowing down their come!

		The evidence was undeniable that I was excited by this side of her. My cock, beneath the covers, was as hard as a fucking brickbat as I imagined her totally misbehaving at that orgy last night!

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		More Revelations

		

		Another milestone moment in our marriage occurred right then: Tracy also discovered how aroused I was by the thought of her being with other men. She had been running her hands all over my naked back as we embraced, cuddling her head into my chest.

		As she did so, she moved her right hand around to caress my ribcage, my stomach. Her wrist bumped into my raging hard on as it jutted upward, covered only by the thin cotton of my boxer shorts.

		Startled by the towering stiffness she suddenly ran into, Tracy pulled away slightly. Her face went from shock to a wry smile as she held my rigid cock loosely in her fingertips.

		Though tears still glistened in her eyes, her smile deepened as she whispered, “Hey, for a guy who was so upset with me for sneaking away and attending that party last night, you seem to be awfully…turned on by something!”

		I grinned sheepishly and didn’t say a word for long moments. How do you tell your wife that the thought of her behaving like a slut last night with a bunch of strangers gets you hot, even as the whole notion of it appalls you at the same time?

		Hell, I realized, even my wild mental images of her getting nasty with a group of college guys a few years back was both exciting and a huge turn on to me, when I thought about it—even though I knew it shouldn’t be.

		My thoughts quickly flitted back to my last jack off session in this very bed. The thing that had gotten me too hard to ignore was thinking about Tracy and a bunch of high school jocks after a football game, played over ten years ago!

		I realized in that instant I was a bigger perv than I had ever imagined myself to be. I managed to stammer at last, “I guess I’m as screwed up as you are, babe. I’m dying to know more about this side of you; a side I didn’t even suspect existed until recently.”

		She let go of my stiff cock for a moment, so that she could reach under the waistband of my boxers. Then she took my naked dick in her fist once again and began to stroke it lovingly.

		“And yet at the same time, part of me still wants you to be my sweet Tracy, the girl I thought I knew so well, until now.” I finished up in a mumble, as she threw back the bed clothes and pulled my boxers down and out of the way, her hand barely missing a beat on my engorged shaft as she did so.

		“I’m still that woman, too, and I desperately want to continue the life we’ve built together.” Her eyes held mine; they seemed to plead with me for understanding as she spoke, her tone just on the edge of utter despair.

		Tracy’s brown eyes went wistful as she continued, “When I think of what I risked, just for a few hours of raunchy fun—you, Charlie Junior, this great little…nest we’ve shared so happily—I can’t believe I actually did that!”

		She took a deep breath and acknowledged, “But that’s exactly what I did. And I know it.”

		I didn’t look away. It felt so weird, sitting there, her hand gently stroking my hard cock, while hearing her…”confession”.

		A guilty little smile crept onto her pretty face as she also admitted, “And I knew that I’d get caught, somehow. You’re not a stupid guy, and I’m not some sort of spy girl or serial cheater. I’m not really very good at covering my tracks, I guess. I haven’t had any experience in doing that, and it strikes me as a lousy way to live your life, anyway.”

		Tracy’s eyes never left mine as she went on to add, “That’s why I decided to come home early, to admit everything to you, and to have this talk.”

		My cock was starting to really throb in her fist, and it was impossible to ignore. Did I mention Tracy was nearly as good with her hands as she is with her mouth?

		I was torn between the fast-growing need to pursue my orgasm—either with one of her slow, sensuous hand-jobs, or beg her to lean down and take me into her mouth and blow me, or to rise up in the bed, rip her clothes off, and fuck that hot, cheating little pussy of hers—and my desire to hear her full “confession”.

		In the end, I decided to do both. I stopped her hand in mid-stroke on my throbbing hard on and growled, “Take off those clothes and get into bed with me.”

		To my relief, she quickly did as I asked, without discussion. She simply let go of my pulsing cock and stripped out of her clothes in record time.

		I pulled her to me once again, reveling in the feel of her naked skin against mine. For a brief second, I thought of a number of nameless, faceless men holding her just like this, only last night.

		The mere idea of that made my cock lurch against her bare belly, and I kissed her passionately, somewhat desperately, grinding my hardness into her as I did. Tracy turn out to be just as aroused as I was, opening her mouth for me instantly, and running her hands all over me, mussing my hair, pushing her big, firm breasts up against my naked chest, their nipples as hard as tiny pebbles as they dug into my skin.

		She moaned and I slipped the middle finger of my right hand into her pussy slit. It was as warm as a hot spring bubbling out of an outcropping, and felt just as liquid!

		“Why are you so excited?” I whispered.

		Tracy smiled up at me almost bashfully. She breathed out another confession. “I didn’t know if we’d be in bed together, like this, ever again.”

		I suppose my facial expression was one of utter shock. She whispered softly, “I was afraid that you were going to throw me out…when I told you about what I did last night; about going to that party. I didn’t know what to expect, so I prepared myself for the worst.”

		Again, her simple admission touched me deeply. I still wanted her. God, but I still wanted her…more than ever!

		A huge shudder of desire went through me as I imagined her beneath other guys, just like this, last night at that party--and them slipping their hard cocks into her super-heated pussy, as I was about to do now.

		I laid her down on the bed and she opened her legs for me. Scrambling between them, I eased down into her.

		“Oh, damn, Trace, you feel so good,” I moaned into her ear as I filled her pussy with my cock.

		“So do you, darling,” she whispered back as I bottomed out in her.

		I fucked her for a little while, neither of us speaking, my cock sliding in and out of her juicy, super-hot cunt as we stared lovingly into one another’s eyes. At last I murmured, “How many…how many guys did this to you last night?”

		Tracy bit her lower lip in shame and turned her head to the side. She couldn’t look at me as she admitted, “A lot of them; I didn’t really count…”

		Silently, I continued to plow into her wetness, imagining that, trying desperately not to come immediately. I pictured her like this, on her back, naked, with a whole army of buffed, well-hung guys banging her, one right after the other.

		My dick jerked within her tight confines and I struggled to keep from shooting off then and there. I clung to her and fucked her harder, wanting to make her come before I did.

		“Oh, God, you’re really giving it to me,” she murmured in my ear as I rode her pussy, turning her head back to face me. “And it feels so good!”

		I grimaced, still trying desperately not to shoot my load into her yet. Leaning down, I kissed her again and pushed my tongue into her mouth.

		She responded immediately. I felt her big tits clench as one against my chest, and she moaned way down deep in her throat as she threw her calves over my hunching butt and urged me to claim her cunt still deeper!

		My little Tracy was balling me so great…I wondered if any of the men who had fucked her last night had fucked her as good I was doing it right at that moment? The thought of that, of many guys using her magnificent body as I now was, sent me spiraling over the top.

		I jerked my head back and gasped, “Oh, fuck, Trace, I’m coming…I’m coming in your hot little cheating cunt!”

		Tracy spasmed beneath me as if I had tasered her and held on tight, her pussy clasping wildly at my spurting cock, milking it. She shuddered and came hard as well, her fingernails digging into my back as I filled her with jism.

		The two of us just held each other as the last twinges of our mutual orgasms rippled through us. I cuddled her against me, my cock slowly going soft in her semen-filled depths and leaving her.

		“That was incredible,” I sighed into her ear.

		“It was,” she agreed; a pleased little smile on her face as I slid off her and scooped her into my arms for more snuggling and kissing.

		We lay together on our sides--facing each other, our hands running over each other’s bare backs as we kissed—for what seemed like forever. I still loved her so, and I could feel that she loved me.

		Last night seemed like a bad dream in those tender moments; a nightmare scenario that somehow wasn’t real. And yet I knew it was. Tracy had admitted as much, during the torrid fuck we had just shared.

		After another minute or two of the intense making out, I pulled my mouth from hers. Staring into those liquid brown eyes of hers, I whispered urgently, “We have to talk more about all of this…about last night…about what it all meant.”

		A stricken, almost panicked look crept over Tracy’s face. She swallowed hard and answered in the tiniest voice possible, “Do we have to? Couldn’t we just pretend it never happened, and go on from there?”

		I knew in that instant that I couldn’t do that. Was her need for other men, a whole group of other cocks, “out of her system” now?

		What if it wasn’t? What if we ignored last night, and things went along fine for a while, and she suddenly “disappeared” for another night?

		Could I deal with that? Could I let our marriage go back to normal, with the time bomb of Tracy’s further infidelity ticking along merrily in the background?

		I wouldn’t live like that. I couldn’t!

		“No, we have to talk this through,” I insisted softly. “I need to know where all of this came from. How it started, and if it’s over or just on ‘hold’ temporarily. I won’t live like that, waiting for the other shoe to drop. I don’t want to wonder if you’re gone shopping too long—is she meeting someone else, for quick and dirty sex? Is she cheating on me this afternoon?”

		Tracy looked as if my words were daggers, and I was driving them into her chest as I said them. She turned her head away from me again, and I could feel her small body heave in my arms, as she started to sob uncontrollably once more.

		I didn’t let go of her. If anything, I held her tighter.

		“Oh, Charlie, I’m so fucked up inside,” she moaned as she clutched herself against me.

		Her tears were hot against my neck as she trembled within my arms. She could barely catch her breath, she was crying so hard.

		“It’s alright,” I heard myself whispering reassuringly. “We’re going to get through this, somehow. I love you, and I know you love me. We’ll find a way—but we have to talk about this!”

		We lay that way for a long time, until she stopped sobbing. I stroked her hair and held her close.

		“O-okay,” she said hesitantly at last, “I guess you’re right; we do need to talk this through.”

		There was another long silence. She finally said, “But not here, in our bedroom; not in our house.”

		She pulled herself away from my, eyes still filled with tears. She sniffled as she said, “I don’t want to do this in our home. I don’t want to…to taint this place with bad memories. Let’s get up and get dressed and go for a walk or something.”

		I glanced over at the open suitcase that lay behind her on the bed. A much better idea came to me as I stared at it.

		“How about we go for a drive, instead of a walk? How about we fill that suitcase up with enough clothes to last a day or two and we go on a little trip together, just you and me. Maria has Charlie junior at her house already, and she expects us to be gone for a couple of days anyway.”

		Tracy looked uncertain. She asked softly, “Where would we go?”

		I thought about that for a moment. “Why don’t we drive over to Monterey? It’s not that far, and it’s been a couple of years since we were there.”

		Her eyes brightened. We had vacationed briefly in the nearby seaside city a few years ago, before Charlie junior was even conceived, and we’d loved the place.

		We hadn’t had much money back then. Mental pictures of the little dump of a motel we’d been forced to stay in due to a lack of finances came flooding back.

		But we’d had a ball anyway. Monterey, in my mind, was a magical place; full of gorgeous scenery and fun, funky restaurants and shops to browse through.

		“Okay,” Tracy agreed, her voice sounding much more confident and normal than it had moments ago, at the thought of our impromptu getaway, “if I’m going to tell you everything, I’d feel more comfortable doing it in a neutral spot, like Monterey; not in our home.”

		

		****

		

		It took surprisingly little time to finish packing the suitcase. I quickly threw in a couple of pairs of shorts and pants, two more shirts, and my shaving gear.

		Tracy merely got her cosmetics bag and hair dryer out of the small bag in the front room that she had packed to take to Los Angeles with her. The sight of an unfamiliar, obviously new—since I had never seen it before—red party dress crammed into her suitcase reminded me that she hadn’t been in southern California last night. No, she had been wearing that dress at some debauched swinger bash in the city. I felt a huge twinge of jealousy as I stared at it.

		Tracy saw me looking at the sparkly crimson dress and quickly closed the suitcase. She took the cosmetics bag and the hair dryer into the bedroom, telling me almost apologetically as she went past me, “I won’t be needing anything else from that case for our trip to Monterey. The rest of what’s in there is mostly dirty clothes that I’ve already worn. I’ll throw in some shorts, a sweater, for layering, and a couple of nice, dressier outfits, in case we decide to go someplace upscale for dinner, and I’ll be ready to go in no time.”

		I heard the zipper close on the big bag less than a minute later, and I joined her in the bedroom. After hefting the large suitcase off the bed, I rolled it across our hardwood floors and over to the front door. Tracy set the alarm and we were off to Monterey.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		Road Trip

		

		The trip over to Monterey took us up winding Highway Seventeen, through the Santa Cruz Mountains, with their dramatic, thick growth of pine forest—so unexpected in this low-lying section of California--and nearly down into the city of Santa Cruz itself. It’s a spectacular, if short drive, from our place in Campbell, and the last time we made it, the two of us had thoroughly enjoyed it.

		Today was different. The tension between us as we rode along in my big white BMW was so thick you could cut it with the proverbial knife.

		“God, I love the ocean,” Tracy commented neutrally, breaking the silence, when we at last crested a hill and the Pacific lay stretched out in front of us.

		“Yeah, it’s something, alright,” I answered, concentrating on my driving, trying not let my mind to dwell on the real reason for this trip; my wife’s infidelity with a bunch of horny strangers last night.

		The almost palpable wall of silence descended between us once more. I took Highway One toward Monterey. It runs right along next to the ocean, and we just sat and admired the view, neither of us saying a word as the miles glided by.

		Eventually, we came to the town of Seaside, hunkered down among the rolling sand dunes. The elevated freeway took us right through the middle of it and we saw the much larger city of Monterey off in the distance.

		“Where will we stay this time?” She asked me the question, again breaking the long, awkward silence of the trip

		I looked over at Tracy and smiled for the first time in miles. On our last visit to this small seaside retreat, we hadn’t been married that long, and we were struggling to get the new business going, without a dollar to spare. This time, however, we were a couple of nouveau riche entrepreneurs with cash to burn.

		“Let’s stay at that swanky hotel right on the Bay that we walked through last time; I think it was called the Plaza or something like that.”

		Tracy’s eyes lit up. “You mean that gorgeous, five-star place, with the pretty flower boxes out on the patios, and all of that rich wood and marble everywhere?”

		“Yeah, let’s stay there,” I said, really smiling for the first time since we’d left the house.

		“I bet its way expensive,” she said hesitantly.

		“What the hell; we can afford the best,” I retorted.

		She thought about that for a moment and then said simply, “Yeah, I guess we can at that.”

		

		****

		

		The Plaza Hotel was everything we remembered it being and more. Since we were there right at the start of the high summer tourist season, the big hotel was nearly full, even though the cheapest rooms started at something like two-hundred and sixty bucks a night.

		But I wasn’t interested in the cheapest rooms anyway. I asked for and got us the Presidential Suite, at a whopping three-thousand and fifty a night, for two nights.

		I didn’t give a damn about the price. This was all about saving our marriage, and I didn’t care how much that cost!

		We rode up to the top floor in the elevator with a liveried bellman, even though we had just the one bag. He showed us to our penthouse room and opened the door.

		After putting the bag on the luggage stand in the huge bedroom he bowed to us deferentially and I tipped him two twenties. He bowed again, smiling, and left. Tracy, who had wandered off to admire the rich furnishings of the lobby while I checked us in, looked around the roomy suite, clearly amazed by all of the luxury and opulence surrounding us.

		“Wow, this is fabulous!” She blurted the words out excitedly, spinning on her heels, taking in the lushness of the roomy suite.

		Her face went serious as she asked, “How much is this room per night?”

		I grinned at her and took her in my arms. “Never mind about that, I want you to have the best, always. You’re so worth it!”

		She wrapped her arms around my waist as she beamed up at me happily and said, “I already have the best. I have you, Charlie.”

		

		****

		

		After freshening up a bit, we made our way back down to the lobby and one of the valets brought the car around. I drove down Cannery Row, until we cruised by the world-famous Monterey Bay Aquarium—we’d spent over four fascinating hours there on our last visit, seeing all the various marine life, along with the cute sea otters—and stayed on that street until it went up a nearby hill and crossed Monterey’s main drag.

		Turning right, I followed the street into Pacific Grove, a little town that butts right up against Monterey. You have to watch for the sign, to know you’ve passed through Monterey and into Pacific Grove.

		I took Ocean View Boulevard, which runs right along the Bay. The deep blue water lay just yards from where we drove along. Soon we were leaving the residential section and I found us a parking space.

		We walked, hand in hand, down onto the nearby trail which winds along by the Bay. You only have to cross a few yards of sand once you leave that pathway, and you’re standing at the water’s edge.

		We stopped and sat down on the first bench we came to. At first, Tracy just stared at me. Long moments went by.

		She heaved a big sigh of resignation and asked, “So, where do you want me to start?”

		I thought about that for a minute before answering, “Why don’t you go all the way back to the beginning? What were you like before this girl, Kendall, moved into town?”

		Tracy tossed her hair and said, “Well, I was a normal teenager, I guess. I mean, I was a cheerleader, so I was popular. I wasn’t exactly a virgin—I had let a boyfriend talk me into surrendering my cherry when I was fourteen and, like all fourteen year girls who make that mistake, I was sure he was the one—and I’d had several boyfriends after him.”

		She shrugged and said simply, “I had sex with all of them, after that first guy deflowered me. But I wouldn’t call myself particularly promiscuous. Most of my girlfriends sucked off their boyfriends on dates, and fucked them, too. It was kind of expected, I guess.”

		I nodded my agreement. It had been pretty much that way for me back in high school, as well. I had sweet-talked a girl into blowing me when I was barely fourteen, and I had fucked another girlfriend at fifteen. I’d had several more “steadies” before I’d left high school, and I’d gotten blowjobs and regular sex from all of them.

		“Go on,” I urged her, trying to keep my irrational jealousy of these long-ago “rivals” out of my voice.

		After all, that was quite a while back, and what she had done was pretty normal behavior for teenage girls nowadays. I leaned closer to her and said in a low voice, “What about after this Kendall girl got to town, and you became best friends? Tell me more about that.”

		Tracy looked out at the ocean and said, “Well, she was a really bad influence on me. I don’t know how I would have turned out if I hadn’t met her…but I did meet her, and she talked me into doing the thing with the football team.”

		Tracy turned and looked at me. She shook her head.

		“I mean, I knew how to suck a guy off already. I’d done that with a couple of my old boyfriends. And I liked to fuck.”

		She blushed slightly as she further admitted, “I’d even taken it up the ass quite a few times by then. I had gone steady with a guy who really liked that, the summer before my senior year. He showed me how to do it, and I discovered I didn’t mind that kind of sex at all.”

		Her blush deepened as she whispered, “I actually kind of liked it, as a matter of fact. It was exotic, different…and the guys I dated really seemed to enjoy the novelty of it, too, since most girls wouldn’t even consider doing it like that or didn’t know how to do it.”

		We just stared at each other for a while. Finally, she went on to say, “Anyway, our big football rivals were the Lincoln Blue Devils, from across town. Our high school hadn’t beaten them in six years, and it looked like that year was going to be no different. Their team had won something like four games and our guys had won only one when we played them.”

		She shrugged again. In a soft voice, clearly reliving those days in her mind as she spoke, Tracy said, “Kendall hated losing as much as I did. I remember we were sitting in my room the week before the big game, talking about cheerleading, and how hard it was to keep your enthusiasm up when your guys were getting trounced so badly.”

		Tracy sighed and said, “And we’d gotten really clobbered the week before—our team lost by something like fifty-two to seven. We both agreed that it had been especially depressing, standing on the sidelines, watching the slaughter, trying to sound all rah-rah and up for the crowd, when we were all so down.”

		I remembered some of my own games back in high school. I had played flanker; a decent player, but no stand out. And our team was at best so-so, as well. We’d gotten really pummeled a couple of times during my senior year, by schools bigger than ours, with much better players.

		After another couple of moments slipped by, Tracy said, “We were kicking around ideas on how to help motivate the team, after the thrashing they took the week before. Kendall came up with the bright idea that we—the two of us—would offer to fuck and suck off the entire team if they won the big game against Lincoln.”

		Tracy’s face turned a bright crimson as she admitted, “I was totally against it, at first. But Kendall talked me into it. She said it would be fun, and we probably wouldn’t have to make good on our offer anyway. Our team really wasn’t very good, and Lincoln was leading the division.”

		My wife’s voice dropped lower as she went on to add, “I told her that I didn’t know if I could go through with it, in the unlikely event that we won. She just laughed and asked me if I knew how to fuck.”

		Tracy giggled—a slightly guilty giggle--and went on, “I said ‘yes, I know how to do that okay’, and she asked me if I could suck a guy off. I admitted that I’d done it quite a few times, too.”

		After letting out a big sigh, Tracy said, “Kendall just smiled and said that that was all I really needed to know, in order to deliver on our promise to the team if they won. She talked to the captain of the squad on Monday, and promised him that we’d come through if they did.”

		My wife winced as she went on, “I didn’t really feel right about agreeing to be part of it. But I didn’t want Kendall to think I was some sort of small town rube who wasn’t sophisticated enough to hang with her. So, in the end, I agreed to do it if she would.”

		I felt my dick getting hard under my jeans. An eternity went by, or at least it seemed that way to me, before Tracy said, “Against all odds, our team won by one point that night. So Kendall and I did what we said we would.”

		“H-how…did it happen?” My voice wavered with the illicit excitement I was feeling.

		Tracy looked away from me, at the ocean again, and said, “We met the guys on the team under the grandstands, after everyone else had gone home. The field was deserted. Most of the players were there, though a few had gone on to the dance in the gym instead, thinking that Kendall and I would never in a million years show up and do what we’d said we’d promised.”

		Another long moment went by. She whispered, “There were over twenty guys there, at least. Kendall and I took care of them all, with our mouths. Most of them fucked us at least once, too.”

		I just sat staring in amazement at Tracy. She squirmed uncomfortably on the bench.

		“That night just was the start of my bad behavior,” she admitted quietly.

		After another pause, she turned and looked at me defiantly as she confessed, “I found out that I liked it! All of those guys pawing me, while I sucked their hard dicks, all of them wanting me…I can’t explain it. I just seemed to go crazy! I came, like, twenty times in an hour or so during our two-girl gangbang. It was like I couldn’t get enough cock!”

		Shame stole over her features. She looked away again as she said, “And, like I said, that was only the start. My boyfriend dumped me immediately, when he heard what I had done. It was all over school, of course, by Monday morning. So I started going out with the varsity quarterback instead, double-dating with Kendall and another guy from the team.”

		She swallowed hard and went on to confess, “We went to several parties where the other guys, the other football players were there. They all took turns fucking us again. Every time we did that, I swore to myself that I wouldn’t let it happen again, that I’d quit behaving like such a slut.”

		Taking a deep breath, she said softly, “But it was as if I couldn’t help myself.”

		Turning back toward me, her eyes starting to tear up again, she whispered, by way of an explanation, “God, it was so exciting! And I always came so hard…so many times!”

		I put my arms around her and held her close as she began to sob uncontrollably. I felt her hot tears on my neck once again, as she nuzzled into me and whispered, “When the school year finally ended, I couldn’t wait to get on that plane for California. I swore to myself that I would make a fresh start out here, that I wouldn’t let myself act like…like…such a whore anymore!”

		It took a few minutes for her to calm down this time. I waited until she cried had herself out and brushed the remaining tears away with the heels of her hands.

		Red-eyed and sniffling, she said, “All of my good intentions only lasted one semester. By the middle of my freshman year, my roommate in the dorm had flunked out, and I met Paula, when she was assigned to replace Claudia.”

		Tracy shook her head. She said, “Paula wasn’t nearly as beautiful as Kendall had been, but she was definitely cut from the same cloth. She talked me into going to a wild frat party with her at the end of the second week we lived together. My old roommate, Claudia, had been all about studying, all the time—not that it did her any good. She just couldn’t quite cut it at Berkeley. Like I said, she flunked out.”

		After a moment, Tracy said, “But Paula turned out to be bright and funny and a real party girl. So I went along with her to that frat blow out …and you know the rest. Within a month, I was ‘pulling the train’ at parties nearly every weekend. I became the party girl’s party girl!”

		I sat in silence for a while, as did Tracy. I now knew her whole story.

		How did I feel about that? I asked myself that question as I shook my head in wonder.

		Here, in front of me, sat the love of my life. She had just bared her soul to me totally for the first time; letting me in on all of her dirty little secrets.

		Did I still love her? Could I forgive last night…and the swinger party, in light of her past behavior? Could the two of us work through this, and get back to some semblance of a normal life together?

		I realized in that moment that I did love her. God, how I loved her!

		At last, I folded her into my arms and whispered in her ear, “Let’s go back now. It’s getting cold out here, being right next to the ocean like we are.”

		She shook me off. Eyes flashing, she demanded, “Not so fast; I’ve never told anyone all of it before. I need to know, after hearing what a tramp I really am; deep down inside…do you still want to be with me?”

		Tears sprang to my own eyes as I drew her into my chest once again and hugged her so tight I was in danger of popping a couple of her ribs.

		“Tracy, I love you so,” I murmured truthfully, “and nothing will ever change that; nothing!”

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		Where Do We Go From Here?

		

		We must have presented quite a sight for the occasional jogger or cyclist passing by on the path, a couple embracing so tightly, sobbing softly together right next to the small waves that rippled their way to shore. But Tracy and I didn’t care. We sat there for a long while; just holding each other, waiting for our tears to stop flowing.

		When at last they did, I pulled away from her slightly and said, “I meant what I said a few minutes ago, about it starting to get cold.”

		She smiled at me through her tears and nodded her agreement, “I’m freezing. Let’s go back to the hotel.”

		I grinned at her and helped her up from the bench. We all but ran to the car and got in. I started the heater and made a quick U-turn, heading back toward the hotel and warmth.

		We made record time in getting from the beach to the Plaza, but Providence smiled down on me and I somehow kept from getting a speeding ticket. I turned the car over to valet parking again and we went inside, hand in hand.

		I shut the door to our suite and guided Tracy into the bedroom. Pulling back the bedspread and covers, I pointed to the bed.

		“Get in,” I ordered her with mock sternness, a big smile still on my face.

		I had her stripped down to nothing in seconds and she hopped right in, grinning up at me mischievously as she did so. In a few more seconds, I was as naked as she was and I joined her beneath the warm covers, holding her body close to mine.

		“This is almost like a second honeymoon,” she whispered, kissing my ear and rubbing those sumptuous tits of hers against my bare chest.

		“Its better than the first one,” I whispered in return, luxuriating in the warmth of the hotel room and Tracy’s lush body next to me, “because we know each other so well now--there’s no post-wedding, honeymoon jitters to get in the way this time.”

		Tracy looked at me lovingly, her dark eyes still dancing with excitement. She sighed, just before we kissed, “God, I love you. You’re my everything!”

		My own heart overflowed with love for her as well. The nagging anger I felt concerning her betrayal last night with a group of strange men was pushed to the back of my consciousness…for now.

		As soon as my cock got fully hard—which didn’t take long—I slipped a finger into her pussy, to make sure she was wet enough to take me. There were no worries on that score; my darling Tracy was as slick inside as she could be and very ready.

		She cocked her left leg at the knee, so I could slip into her easily while we faced each other lying on our sides, our eyes still locked on one another. I pushed in slowly, filling her.

		“Oh, God, you feel so good inside of me,” she sighed, her eyes going half closed as I took her. “Love me, Charlie, please. Let me make it all up to you.”

		I kissed her and did just as she asked. We made love tenderly. Time seemed to slip away; there was only her sensuous, perfect little body and my hard cock inside it.

		She came twice, screaming. The second time, I erupted within her when she reached her peak, with me crying out loudly about how tight and slick her pussy was, as I filled it with my come…

		

		****

		

		The room was almost dark when we awoke in each others arms. I glanced over at the slider which led out onto the big patio/sundeck and saw that the sun was beginning to slide down into the Pacific. A quick look at the bedside clock/radio told me it was after eight.

		Damn, we slept for something like three hours. We both must have been exhausted.

		That made sense, I thought ruefully. I hadn’t gotten a great deal of sleep last night, envisioning my wife getting gangbanged by a bunch of horny swingers, and she probably hadn’t gotten much rest either—being on the receiving end of hours of strange cock!

		I tried to banish those unwelcome thoughts from my mind and quickly discovered that I couldn’t, totally. A deep sigh of frustration escaped my lips.

		“What,” Tracy started fully awake in my arms, “did you say something, darling?”

		“No, not really,” I told her truthfully. “How about getting something to eat? I’m really hungry!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, me too, now that you mention it,” she agreed brightly, stretching beneath the covers, a smile of utter contentment on her face. “Do you want to get up and go out, maybe down to one of the hotel restaurants?”

		“What if we order from room service? That dining room table in the other room must seat twelve. Or we could eat by the fireplace.”

		“That sounds just right,” she responded snuggling closer to me. “I don’t even want to put clothes on. I just want to be naked with you in this bed for the rest of the night, after we eat.”

		I let go of her--somewhat reluctant to leave the comfort of her arms myself--and rolled out of bed, padding barefoot over to the closet. Two lush spa robes, with the hotel’s crest embroidered on the chest pockets hung there.

		“Here, slip this on,” I said, tossing one of them onto the bed and donning the other one myself. “We’ll look at the room service menu and take these off as soon as the waiter who brings our orders up leaves.”

		As she sat up and got the robe on, I found the two room service menus and hopped back into bed with her.

		“That Alaskan Halibut sounds great to me,” Tracy said, after studying the menu for a moment.

		“You know me, babe; Kansas boy through and through,” I said with a grin. “I’ll go for that steak!”

		She frowned at me and shook her head, saying, “I’m going to have fun, being a rich widow, when you die of a heart attack at fifty!”

		We laughed. It was an old bone of contention between the two of us, my love for red meat. Tracy had tried, with some success, to get me to eat more chicken, fish, and vegetables and less beef since we’d been together.

		But old, ingrained habits die hard. I still loved a good steak from time to time, and the one on the Plaza menu sounded delicious!

		Reaching for the bedside phone, I quickly dialed room service and ordered the steak, medium rare, for me and the fish for her. I got a nice bottle of Krug champagne to go along with our dinners.

		

		****

		

		“That was just right,” Tracy said as she finished up the last of her meal. “I was famished!”

		“The steak was perfect, too,” I answered contentedly, leaning back against the couch in front of the fireplace.

		I looked around the lush suite as I poured the last of the champagne into our flutes. Nervousness battled with serenity inside my head as I did. I knew I had to finish the discussion with my wife that we’d started--last night included--but I hated to spoil the mood by bringing up her…compulsion to cheat on me right now.

		“You know, all of those late nights at that little hole-in-the-wall office we started out in were sure worth it,” I sighed, sipping my champagne, stalling, still not at all sure how to go about bringing up last night…the swinger party; wanting to put it off, lest it spoil the easy atmosphere that had settled over us.

		I gestured around the suite, with its great bay view, at the big deck with the Jacuzzi, fireplace, the expensive furniture, and smiled at Tracy. I whispered, “I love it that we can afford all of this. You know I think you’re the best, so I want you to have the best, right?”

		Tracy stood up and doffed the robe. I smiled up at her sudden, unexpected nakedness as she reached down and took my right hand, urging me to my feet.

		“I want desert,” she said, a devilish smile on her face as she untied my robe and then pushed it off my shoulders. “And I know just what I want.

		She reached down for my limp cock and stroked it a few times. Looking up at me, she whispered, “I think I want the creamy surprise for desert! Do you think you can help me out with that, mister, if I do promise to do all of the sucking?”

		“Oh, I suspect that I can rise to the occasion,” I said, smiling down at her.

		As she let go of my stiffening cock and took my hand again and led me into the nearby bedroom, my mind was still working on the problem of how to broach the subject of last night, without killing the mood between us. Things had gone so well today—much better than I feared they would—and I didn’t want to lose this regained sense of closeness between the two of us.

		She had bared her soul to me. For the first time, I felt I really knew my wife, on all levels, including the ones she had kept carefully hidden away before.

		I didn’t want to jeopardize this newfound, fragile trust between us by bringing up the transgressions of the night before. But I still knew that we had to discuss them. I couldn’t just give her a pass on her cheating behavior and hope it wouldn’t happen again.

		I didn’t think I could live like that. I refused to!

		Still, things felt so right between us now. This little impromptu mini-vacation had taken us a long way toward where I felt we needed to go, on our way to becoming a solid couple again, with no hidden urges between us…no lies that threatened to suddenly derail our whole marriage.

		We had reached the bed. She smiled up at me, like a naughty schoolgirl, and murmured. “You just lie down on your back and relax. I’ll take over from here, darling.”

		And take over she did. My cock was soon buried between her slurping, sucking lips. She lay on her belly between my spread legs and gave me exquisite head, her fingernails tickling my ball sac, her full lips stopping with each down stroke right at that wrinkled pouch, my now very hard prick reaching all the way to the back of her throat.

		That playful little tongue of hers was all over my cock, too, as she sucked, teasing and swirling. She licked off my oozing pre-come and gulped it down eagerly.

		It was heavenly.

		Still, I couldn’t help but wonder how many cocks she had done the exact same thing to at that party last night. How many guys did she blow? How many of them had fucked that snug little pussy of hers as well?

		Had any of them claimed her gorgeous ass? Did any of them get to enjoy one of her delicious titty fucks, their pricks nestled among the luscious set of breasts I now held in my palms? Had those lucky guys experienced their sensitive glans receiving a long lick or maybe a brief suck as their cocks had emerged from between these two big, firm mounds of flesh I was squeezing?

		I moaned softly, imagining that. My cock jumped in her mouth and she eased her lips off of it momentarily and smiled mischievously up at me, whispering, “Is it good, baby, am I doing it just the way you like it? Are you going to give me lots and lots of come to swallow?”

		Something about the impish way she was staring up at me, my rigid, gleaming-with-saliva prick in her fist made me say what I said next. I didn’t think she’d take it the wrong way, if I was careful.

		“Can I tell you something?”

		She giggled and said, “You ought to know by now that you can tell me anything, honey. After all, I told you all of my dirty little secrets.”

		“I…I was thinking about the party you went to last night, about you doing this to other guys.”

		I waited breathlessly for her reaction. I’d endeavored to sound excited—because, I won’t lie, part of me was—turned on by her actions at the party, rather than judgmental of them.

		After long moments had ticked past, she asked tentatively, “Do you like that, to think of me doing this with other men?”

		“Yes, part of me gets very aroused, picturing you being such a bad girl,” I admitted in a soft voice, unable to look directly into her searching brown eyes as I said it.

		A couple more seconds went by before I stammered, “I think I want to hear all about it, like with the high school and college stuff.”

		She looked at me strangely, as if she couldn’t quite believe what she was hearing. At last she said, “I don’t know if that’s such a good idea.”

		I just stared down at her. She shrugged and a guilty look, resembling that of a little girl who knew she had been very naughty, crept over her features. Tracy blushed slightly and admitted, “I was really bad last night, at that party, Charlie. I don’t see what good it would do us to go into specifics. I think it would be best to just leave it at that, and go on from there.”

		I lost it at that moment. She squeaked with surprise when I suddenly reached down for her and jerked her upward, until she was sitting just above my stiff prick, her pussy wet and hot against my stomach. I wrapped my arms around her and said fiercely. “You don’t seem to get it, Tracy. I want to know all of it! Every little thing you did last night. I think I’m going to go crazy if I don’t!”

		She shivered at my vehemence, trembled beneath my hands as I lifted her and pushed her backward, my cock head finding the entrance to her juicy little quim and burrowing inside. A big tremor of fear…lust…arousal--I don’t really know what it was-- rippled through her as I forced her down onto my prick, burying it all the way inside of her.

		I yanked her torso downward, mashing her big tits flat against my chest, and kissed her as hard as I’ve ever kissed anyone, fucking up into her even further, burying my hard cock in her as deep as it would reach, as I shot my tongue up into her mouth. She moaned and closed her eyes in pure lust.

		It was as if I’d never seen how hot she could be before. Tracy seemed to go slightly nuts as she balled me flat out; whipping her hips up and down my prick, sighing and whimpering at how good it felt as we…fucked!

		After another minute of the furious humping, I rolled her onto her back and really gave it to her. I didn’t think I’d ever done her this hard or this deep or this fast before.

		I tore my mouth from hers, seeking more air. She stared up at me wild-eyed, totally in “the zone”, and begged me, “Fuck me, Charlie, oh, God, fuck me harder. Rip me up inside!”

		Flashing an almost predatory grin, I did just that. I saw red…imagining all of those other guys, doing this to her last night!

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, fuck!” Her breaths came in gasps now and she stared up at me as I ravished her, an odd combination of rapture and fear etched upon her face.

		I don’t know how long we kept at it: I really couldn’t say. On the one hand, it seemed as if I plowed that magnificent little cunt of hers endlessly; on the other, it was over too all too soon for both of us!

		I felt that familiar spasming around my plunging cock. Tracy went rigid for a moment, her tummy muscles rippling, and she screamed, “Oh, I’m coming! Fuck, am I ever coming? Give it to me, you big dicked-stud, really pound it into me!”

		Visions of other cocks banging down into her, as I was doing so fiercely now, just last night, danced before my eyes. I went absolutely crazy!

		“Take it, you slut!” I yelled out the words angrily, both loving her and hating her at that moment.

		My hips took on a life of their own. I had no idea they could move that fast!

		“Eeeeeeeee,” she wailed, her orgasm hitting with the force of a hurricane coming ashore. “That’s right…fuck me…hurt me with that big cock of yours!”

		My own release roared through me, but I didn’t let up for a second. I reamed out her clutching, grabbing, cheating little pussy violently, spewing my load deep inside it.

		I buried myself a far as I could thrust my cock inside her and simply let loose. It didn’t feel like I’d ever stop coming.

		Tracy shivered and bucked underneath me, her own orgasm going on and on. Her violated cunt gripped me, milking the come out of me, sucking at my sheathed dick!

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		Frank Admissions

		

		She didn’t speak for a while after we finally unclenched and I pulled my gooey, now soft prick from her overflowing pussy. Staying close to me, but not really touching, Tracy looked at me with a mixture of awe, love…fear.

		“Where did that come from?” She asked the question at last in soft, yet insistent voice.

		I decided to be truthful, saying, “I honestly don’t know: anger, at what you did last night; part of it was about wanting to take my revenge on you.”

		Scooting downward, I got my head comfortable on the pillow and went on to say, “Passion for you, too; there was a lot of that, as well. Desire…love for you…I meant every word I said today, Tracy. I love you beyond all reason.”

		“Nobody’s ever fucked me like that before,” she murmured dreamily. “And I mean nobody.”

		A few seconds later, she added in a tone that was almost hero-worshipping, “You were like a bull, just then; a hard-charging bull!”

		She turned her head away from me and said, “You scared me. You were fucking me so hard, babe. It was like you hated me…and loved me at the same time.”

		“That was part of it,” I admitted, somewhat sheepishly, now that the craziness had passed.

		I looked at her worriedly and asked, “Did I hurt you? I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

		Tracy moved over and cuddled with me, her arm coming over my body. She kissed my shoulder lightly and said, “I know that. I know you’d never intentionally hurt me.”

		After a moment, she looked up at me and marveled, “God, it was so intense! You really gave it to me!”

		I grinned at her, my chest swelling with pride. I said, “I was lost in it, for a minute. Just wanted to fuck you and fuck you and fuck you!”

		She giggled and murmured, “You sure did that.”

		Coming up a little in the bed, so that her head was even with mine, she went on to add wryly, “I’m afraid you’re going to have to take it easy on me for a while. I’m kind of sore down there now, after that mega-fucking you just gave my poor little pussy!”

		My thoughts immediately went back to last night. How many guys had ridden her pussy at that party? The nagging suspicion that all the use her cunt had been put to at that swinger orgy contributed to her being “sore down there” as much or more than the royal screwing I had just given her.

		It was obvious that her thoughts paralleled mine. She blushed and averted her eyes as she admitted softly, “My pussy got a lot of use last night, too. None of those guys were as…adamant as you just were just now, but there were quite a few of them.”

		Her frank admission hung in the air between us. At last she said in a quiet voice, “Okay, I’ll tell you whatever you want to know, just like I did about my previous…bad behavior.”

		She looked up at me with those soulful brown eyes and whispered fearfully, “God, I hate doing this. I hope I don’t fuck up our marriage any worse than I already have!”

		I scooted closer to her and gathered gently into my arms. My own voice was soft and, I hoped, reassuring as I said, “Like you said just a little while ago, you can tell me anything…”

		After a full minute of thinking about it, Tracy finally nodded affirmatively and asked, “What do you want to know?”

		I tried to keep my tone light as I replied, “Everything, I want to know just what you did last night, down to the smallest detail.”

		Tracy seemed aghast. She slid back from me a bit, her eyes going fearful once more.

		“No, I don’t think I want to do that,” she said defensively. “I already told you I was very bad last night. Why do you want to know all of the gory details?”

		“Because I think it’s important that I know everything you did,” I responded quickly.

		Tracy shook her head insistently from side to side and said, “I can’t see that doing our…relationship any good. Nothing positive will come of it!”

		I was unbending. My gaze never wavered. I insisted, “I want to get this all out in the open, so that we can get on with rebuilding our lives. Please, Tracy, do as I ask!”

		She sulked for at least another full minute, remaining silent. Then, with a pouty look still on her face, she caved in at last.

		“Okay, I guess. Where should I start?”

		“I want to know it all, so you should start at the beginning, when you first got to the party. What time did you arrive?”

		The time she had gotten to the party had nothing to do with anything sexy or uncomfortable—like her giving me actual details on her slutty behavior last night—and that was why I had suggested she start her revealing narrative there. I needed to ease her into talking to me about the party, and precisely what she had done there, the way she had finally agreed to fill me in on her gangbang sessions with the football team in high school and those ‘pull the train’ parties she had been a part of back in college.

		It seemed to be working. She visibly relaxed a bit as she offered, “Well, I took a cab from my hotel in downtown San Francisco to the address in the Marina District I had been given. I got there at about nine-fifteen. My contact in the…uh…club said the party started at eight-thirty or so.”

		Liz Henry, I bet, that woman I saw the picture of on Google.

		“Anyway, the house was one of those large old two-story affairs that overlook San Francisco Bay. A man—he introduced himself as Jack Curtis, the owner of the house—answered the doorbell and invited me inside.”

		Tracy looked intently at me, studying my face closely. She seemed to be gauging my reaction, seeing how upset I was by all of this so far.

		As a result, I tried my best to remain calm, outwardly at least. Inside, I was a seething mess of conflicting emotions.

		I wanted to hear this lurid tale in its entirety. Somehow I sensed that it was important for her to tell me everything—the way she had about her high school and college experiences—for me to get my head around her recent night of cheating, and what had driven her to it. But at the same time, I found myself a bit reluctant to know all of the excruciating details. What man wants to hear about his wife acting like an out-and-out slut with a bunch of strangers?

		She plunged ahead, growing slightly more nervous, now that she was describing events at the actual party. Licking her lips, she said, “From what I gathered, this particular club likes to keep the main party room a clothing-at-all-times area, for the benefit of people who are more comfortable with the rest of the house being the…uh…swingers zone.”

		My wife went silent for a moment, now that the dreaded word “swingers” had finally been spoken aloud between us. In an effort to get her started talking again, without making a big deal out of it, I asked, “So nothing…sexual happens in the main room?”

		“No, I guess it doesn’t,” she replied quickly, “at least nothing out of the ordinary happened at the party last night.”

		Realizing that she had just admitted to me, once again, that she had attended a raunchy swinger party, she rushed to add, “You would never know what sort of gathering it was, just from sipping cocktails with the other guests in the lower portion of the house. It seemed like a normal cocktail party, just small talk and friends catching up on what’s been happening in their lives since they’d last seen one another.”

		After another momentary lull in the conversation that quickly started to feel awkward, she said, “Of course, some of the women were braless; more than you’d see at a regular cocktail get-together. And a good many of them were wearing sheer tops as well.”

		“I bet that lent a certain undercurrent of naughtiness to gathering,” I said as neutrally as I could manage.

		“Yeah, I guess it did,” she agreed.

		To avoid another gap in the conversation, she went even further, describing the atmosphere downstairs as “electric”. She bit her lower lip and whispered, “It was very exciting to be there, despite the low-key ambience of that cocktail party. You sensed that just up those stairs, the whole tone of the gathering changed to one of ‘anything goes’.”

		I was afraid that now that she was poised on the brink of actually starting to reveal the specifics of what she had done last night, she might freeze up again. So I asked as casually as I could, “What sort of things did happen upstairs?”

		As if I didn’t already know the answer to that question!

		She looked relieved. Since I wasn’t coming right out and asking her what she had done upstairs, her tone became slightly clinical as she answered, “Well, I found out that at a party like that one, there is what they call ‘open’ and ‘closed’ swinging. If you go upstairs with someone, you first find an unoccupied bedroom. Then you can either choose to leave the door open as you do whatever you’re going to do with that person, or you can close it.”

		I thought about that for a moment and asked, “So what does it mean if the door is left open?”

		Like a graduate assistant teaching basic theory to a class of freshmen, she answered, “Well, if the door is left open, people passing by can see what you’re doing. And it’s considered okay to stop and watch. If you don’t want that, you close the door.”

		My cock lurched to attention beneath the covers as I thought about that: other people, other “swingers” watching my little Tracy being a bad girl with another guy. I sighed at the hotness of that image and murmured softly, “Did you do that, when you were upstairs?”

		Her face colored slightly and she averted her eyes from mine as she whispered back, “Yeah, the people I went upstairs with prefer it that way, so I didn’t say anything when the door was left open.”

		I was hard as a rock by then, thinking about that scene. Tracy, naked as she was now, cavorting with some stud on a bed with a crowd of on lookers watching her every move!

		It was a big part of her pattern, I realized with a start. The football guys were watching her and her little pal, Kendall, fucking and sucking beneath the bleachers! The guys at the frat house were all naked, with their cocks in their hands, as they had watched Tracy taking on all comers at those parties back in college!

		“You like it,” I suggested quietly, stroking her hair as I spoke. “You like being watched…while you’re being a bad girl.”

		She shuddered under my fingers and closed her eyes as she confessed, “Yes, I do…I just love it. I love being watched while I’m…while I’m behaving like a…slut!”

		Her breathing grew faster. Now her eyes were shining with an unholy excitement when she opened them and added, “Last night, at that party, the people didn’t just watch. If they liked the look of the people in the room and what they were doing, they came right into the room and joined the party!”

		My dick threatened to shoot off without me even touching it as I imagined that. Complete strangers, just doffing their clothes and getting on the bed, taking part in the “festivities”.

		“Did…did you do that?” I croaked, my voice refusing to work right, I was so excited.

		In about ten or twelve rapid heartbeats, she sighed, “Yeah, it was hot, so hot! Putting on a sex show for a bunch of horny swingers; at one point, I had three other couples on the bed with me, all naked and groping me, taking turns kissing me, sucking my nipples!”

		Again, my prick jerked and I thought for sure it was going to go off. I trembled as I fought off the impulse to come right then and managed to choke out the question in a voice that was barely a whipser, “Who…who were you with, when that happened, babe?”

		She gave me an incredibly naughty little smile and whispered back, as she took my quivering hard on in her palm, “Liz Henry…I was eating her and she was eating me when all of those people showed up, darling.”

		The look on my face gave it away: I was going to come, right then, and come hard!

		Wordlessly, Tracy slid quickly down on her side and took me into her mouth. I cried out mindlessly as she twirled her tongue around me and started to suck.

		Spurt after spurt of come blasted into her mouth and she swallowed them eagerly, making little cooing and gurgling sounds of appreciation as she ate my hot goo!

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		Blow-By-Blow Description

		

		“My God, Charlie, what’s come over you?” Tracy chided me lovingly as she licked off the last of my semen from her chin and swallowed it. “We’ve been fucking like a couple of teenagers, ever since I got back to the house in the early afternoon, and yet you nearly drowned me with spunk just then!”

		I laughed and brought her back up even with me. A light sheen of my own come was still visible on her lips, but I drew her in and kissed her anyway.

		Slightly repelled by the taste myself on her mouth, I nevertheless shoved my tongue inside, where it was greeted with a much stronger exposure to the way my semen tasted as I caressed her tongue with mine. It wasn’t awful, but it wasn’t very good, either.

		Tracy seemed to like my doing that, though. She moaned and pressed her breasts against me, her fingers coming up to entwine themselves in my hair as we made out.

		The exotic, semen-tinged kiss went on and on. She was panting for breath when we finally broke it off. I was, too!

		“God, sometimes I forget what sexy guy I’m married to,” she whispered, her eyes filled with love—and passion—for me. “You gave me such a great fuck just a little while ago, and you came like a young boy in my mouth getting his first blowjob. And now you kiss me, while my tongue is still coated with your jizz!”

		She nuzzled in closer to me and murmured again, “What’s come over you, Charlie? You’re so damned…hot!”

		I pulled her even closer and growled out the truth, “You’ve come over me, Tracy, you sexy bitch!”

		She didn’t know quite how to take that, until I whispered, “The idea of you with another woman…I never thought of you that way, until recently.”

		A guilty, yet pleased expression spread over her beautiful face. She murmured, “You can blame Kendall again. I told you she was a bad influence on me!”

		I started and asked, “You and her..?”

		The smile deepened, as she said, “Yeah, she was my first female lover. Then there was my dorm roomie back in college my freshman year, Paula.”

		Tracy made a what-are-you-gonna-do expression and went on. “I told you she was just like Kendall. First she seduced me. It wasn’t that hard, believe me. I had really gotten to like having girl-on-girl sex with Kendall the year before, in between the gangbang parties. Like I said, Paula wasn’t out-and-out gorgeous the way Kendall was, but she was extremely sexy, somehow, and she was a lot of fun in bed.”

		My wife’s eyes sparkled when she admitted, “So, when she wanted to play, I didn’t exactly say ‘no’. After a while, we slept in the same bed most nights; sometimes just the two of us, sometimes with a third person. Usually, it was a guy, but occasionally, it was another girl.”

		Against all odds, my cock began to stir to life once more. I blurted out, “Haven’t you been attracted to other women, since we’ve been together?”

		Her smile turned playful, impish, as she whispered, “From time to time, but I haven’t done anything about it…until last night, at that party, that is.”

		Her face turned serious. Her eyes were still locked on mine as she said, “That’s another part of what going to that party was all about for me, I guess. In that sort of an atmosphere, nothing is taboo. I could make love to another girl. I could suck off a stranger’s cock, while another guy I didn’t even know was fucking me. And no one would think a thing about it.”

		She held me tighter as she promised me vehemently, “I’d never cheat on you with another person, Charlie, male or female--it’s being bad, really bad sometimes that I can’t seem to resist! I love being a slut in front of a whole crowd of people…not all the time, but once in while.”

		Her voice dropped to a whisper as she asked me, desperation creeping into it, “Can you understand that? I crave it--I seem to need it!”

		For what seemed like an eternity, we just stared at one another. Again, a whole host of conflicting emotions raged through me as we lay with our arms wrapped around each other.

		I loved her so much. And I was still deeply in love with her, too, I realized.

		But her actions last night had hurt me. There was no denying that.

		Thinking about her past slutty behavior had turned me on something fierce. I couldn’t be a hypocrite about that, either.

		Just imagining her as the object of lust for two dozen horny high school athletes got me hard. Seeing her, in my mind’s eye, taking on a line of naked college guys in some frat bedroom set my blood to boiling, too.

		At last I said, “I think I’m beginning to get it.”

		I waited a couple of beats; then said softy, in what I hoped was an undemanding tone, “Finish telling me about last night, all of it, from the beginning.”

		A shudder passed through her body. She sighed, “Do you really think that’s a good idea?”

		“I think I need to hear it, if I can stand to do that. It will help me to understand your…compulsion to do this a lot better—I hope!”

		She let out a deep breath and said, sounding resigned, “Okay, here goes. Like I said, I got to the party at a little after nine. It had started at eight-thirty, so it was well underway when I arrived.”

		Tracy, now that she was started, plunged ahead, explaining, “The house was big, and everything on the ground floor was just like your regular Saturday night cocktail party, except that some of the women were showing off their boobs, wearing really sheer tops and no bras.”

		I was aware that she was repeating herself, but I didn’t point it out. It was as if she was like an athlete warming up for a competition; she needed to reach a certain momentum.

		“For the first half-hour or so, I just met people and traded small talk with them,” she said. “Then Liz Henry and her husband, Wyatt, showed up and introduced themselves to me.”

		She gave me a catty little smile and went on to say, “You know who Liz is, since you read all of my e-mails.”

		I took her small dig at having her computer professionally hacked with what I hoped was aplomb. Merely grinning at her, I nodded that I did, indeed, know who Liz Henry was. As the swinger club secretary, she was the public face of the club, the one who had eased my wife “into the fold”, so to speak; telling her about all “unicorns” and inviting her to attend last night’s party and setting it up so that she could.

		“Anyway, Liz is a real cutie, small, like me, and elfin and gorgeous, with short dark hair and a dazzling smile,” she offered. “Wyatt is tall, muscular and very handsome. Both of them were super-friendly, and we all hit it off immediately.”

		There was a long moment of silence before she said simply, “When they asked me to go up the second floor with them…I did.”

		My heart nearly seized up in my chest. For a moment, I wasn’t sure I could take this after all!

		“Tell me,” I pleaded, my voice sounding anguished, even to me. “Tell me about it!”

		Tracy shrugged her shoulders and did just that. Her voice soft and matter-of-fact, she said, “We found an empty bedroom and left the door open. Liz was just as attractive naked as she was fully clothed. And so was Wyatt.”

		I felt as if someone were tearing my heart from my body as I asked this, but I couldn’t seem to stop myself, “Was he…big?”

		She grinned and nodded, reaching down to find my semi-hard prick with her fist. Tracy murmured, “You two could be twins, cock-wise. His is just like yours: it’s long and thick and just right.”

		I shivered at the mental image that produced and she went on to say, “Liz and I got on the bed together, and he got very hard, watching us make out…and lick each other.”

		My naughty wife smiled at me and said, “I sucked her nipples and she sucked mine until we were really turned on. Then we did a sixty-nine in the middle of the bed, with me on the bottom, and licked pussies together until we both came. It didn’t take long; we were very into each other.”

		My dick was rock hard again by now. It pulsed within her fist and she stroked it gently as she went on with her story. “He fucked me for the first time as soon as Liz got off. I was still flat on my back and I was really wet, from our pussy-licking session. Wyatt just slipped that big old cock of his into me…and we fucked!”

		I gasped at the mere thought of that. After a few moments, I croaked, “Did you…did he...?”

		“Make me come again?” She completed my sentence and said with a teasing smile, “Oh, yeah, he sure did. Liz was making out with me toward the end, playing with my nipples while he fucked me. I came like crazy.”

		Again, my cock jumped in her fist. She whispered, “I didn’t notice that we had an audience until then. Like I said, the door to the bedroom was wide open, and there were a bunch of couples watching the three of us.”

		She waited a moment and then added, “One of the bolder guys—learned later that his name is Mark—asked Liz if he and his wife could play too. Liz said of course, and Mark and his wife, plus a few other couples came right inside and began to get naked with us.”

		Tracy didn’t pause as long this time. She said, “Then they got on the bed, and suddenly I was being caressed, touched by a lot of different hands, male and female, and kissed and sucked and licked…”

		Her gaze remained steady, unrepentant, as she admitted, “I loved it. A minute later, Jack was fucking me and I was making out hot and heavy with his wife. I found out later that her name is Mary Anne. She’s a little blonde with great tits and fine ass…and God, can she ever eat a pussy!”

		I wasn’t sure what came onto Tracy’s face now was a blush of embarrassment or a flush of arousal, but she turned slightly red as she continued her tale of lust and debauchery. She said softly, “The next hour was a blur of cocks, and pussies, and tits; a few more guys fucked me and I made it with four or five other girls. I must have come, like, a jillion times!”

		Silence descended between us. She seemed to gather her thoughts, and said, “I learned later, from talking to Liz, that new people are a big deal to this group. They’re very selective about whom they party with; so there aren’t that many new club members each year. And, being new, no one had made it with me before, so they all couldn’t wait to get a turn with me.”

		The seconds ticked by. At last she said, “We cleaned up, Liz and I, and got dressed again. Then we went back downstairs and had a few more drinks and talked.”

		My wife said simply, “I guess you could say I needed to decompress a bit. Upstairs had been so thrilling; it was all I’d hoped it would be, and more.”

		She looked at me apologetically and went on, “I’m sorry I loved it so much, but I did. I’d do it all over again in a heartbeat.”

		Well, it was all out in the open now. She hated cheating on me, but she made no guarantees she wouldn’t do it again. One side of Tracy just loved group sex too much to promise that!

		“At around midnight, Liz and I went up to what they call the ‘orgy room’,” she said from out of the blue, as I was desperately trying to get my head around my wife’s newly-revealed…obsession to have sex with a whole group of people at once.

		“I gather those can be really elaborate—with mirrored walls and ceilings, low lighting to enhance the mood, and mattresses for flooring from one side of a big room to the other—but this one turned out to be just a spare bedroom where the furniture had been moved out and a couple of king size mattresses were scattered about on the carpet.”

		She hesitated a moment, then mentioned, “The lights were all very low, though, so low as to be almost nonexistent. There were about twenty or so people inside the room when Liz and I got there; all naked and fucking or sucking one another.”

		Staring at me defiantly once more, she explained, “Anything, except guy-on-guy sex, goes in the orgy room. You don’t go in there unless you’re ready for that—that’s the rule. In the rest of the house, you can say ‘No, not right now, but thank you for asking’ when someone approaches you for sex and they don’t really do it for you. But not inside the orgy room; there, they don’t ask first, they just do it.”

		I was trembling at the mere thought of my wife being in such a room! I’ll admit it. My cock was hard enough once more to drive spikes with!

		“H-how long did you stay?” I gasped, suddenly unable to catch a full breath.

		“Until two or so,” she said a bit bashfully, after a long pause, averting her eyes from mine.

		She slowly looked back at me, still keeping her gaze lowered a bit. Ashamedly, she whispered, “I told you…I was very bad last night.”

		My dick jerked in her light grasp. I was finally able to ask in tiny, almost inaudible voice, “How many guys did you...?”

		“Did I fuck or suck?” Her tone suddenly turned defiant once again. She smiled pityingly at me and added, “I didn’t turn anyone down, and like I said, there were at least twenty people in that room, so at least ten guys.”

		After a moment, she added, “And new people were coming and going all the time. I licked pussy and had mine licked and sucked cock and swallowed come and…and…fucked…until there was no one left to fuck!”

		I came all over her belly. I couldn’t help it; the thought of her doing all that, just last night, was too powerful to resist!

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		New Beginnings

		

		We took another shower each, with her going first. After all, she was the one with spunk all over her stomach, clear down to her thighs.

		As I waited for my turn in the bathroom, I thought about all I had learned today. I was surprised by the fact that, somehow, knowing all that had happened last night made me feel a bit better about it.

		While I took a long, hot shower and luxuriated in the marble and glass surroundings, the sheer luxury of the suite, I tried not to dwell too much on last night’s…activities. That was impossible, of course, given what Tracy had just shared with me--my mind kept being drawn back to endless men, fucking her, getting complete blowjobs from her, with her swallowing their come eagerly—but I tried.

		As I walked out of the bathroom, one huge fluffy white towel tied around my waist, another in my hands, using it to dry my hair, I heard her talking softly on her cell phone with someone. She was still naked, but she was now dry, and she had the cutest little smile on her face as she sat cross-legged in the middle of the bed.

		“…yeah, I think it’s going to be alright after all,” Tracy was saying. “I told him everything, and I mean everything!”

		There was a short silence, as she listened to what the person she was talking to was saying. She nodded in agreement, her expression changing to one of doubt.

		“What a cool idea. But I’d have to run it past Charlie first, of course. I haven’t a clue as to whether he’s ready for anything like that.”

		I stopped and listened intently, after hearing her mention my name and wondering whether I was ‘ready’. Ready for what, I asked myself?

		“That would be so great, Liz, but like I said, I’d have to talk it over with him first. I’ll call you later tonight or early tomorrow morning, okay?”

		She bobbed her head again and said softly, “Me, too, darling, me too!”

		She hung up and looked up to see me standing there, towel in hand. A sly look crept onto her face as she asked, “How long have you been there?”

		“Long enough,” I answered, curious as to what my straying wife had been talking about with her new friend and lover, Liz Henry. I asked her,“What are you not sure I’m ready for?”

		She flashed a naughty, hopeful grin my way and patted the mattress. “Come over here and talk to me.”

		I walked over and sat down where she had indicated. She immediately reached over and yanked off my towel free and tossed it away, leaving my cock and balls exposed. I tossed the other towel that I had been using to dry my hair down onto the carpet, on top of the other one.

		“That’s better,” she said to me, touching my limp cock lightly, “I think this conversation will go better if you are as naked as I am.”

		“Oh--and why is that? What do you want to talk about?”

		She said evenly, “Liz and I really hit it off. She’s a kick in the ass. And she was very worried that I was going to be divorced soon, after that little stunt I pulled last night—going to that party without telling you about it. I promised her I’d call her as soon as you and I talked.”

		So, that was the reason for the hushed phone call. That made sense.

		When the two of them had taken their leave of each other last night, the future between Tracy and I was still very much up in the air. I remembered her hangdog look in our bedroom today as she told me she didn’t know how I’d react to what she’d done. Divorce might have been eminent, for all she knew.

		“I understand. You were reassuring her that our marriage wasn’t going to break up over your going to last night’s party.”

		She smiled and nodded her agreement, before saying, “I told her about our day today and our trip and…tonight. God, you were awesome tonight!”

		I smiled and puffed my chest out a little. I thought my prowess in the bedroom of late had been quite a bit above average. It was nice to hear that she thought so, too.

		“I told Liz a little about that…about what we did today, and tonight,” Tracy offered shyly. “She thought it was so cool. She said you sounded like quite the stud, and said she couldn’t wait to meet you.”

		I must confess; I didn’t know how I felt about that. On the one hand, Liz was a stone knockout, and very sexy, from what Tracy had said about her. On the other, I wasn’t entirely comfortable at the thought of meeting my wife’s female lover and her well-hung husband. After all, they had both been in bed with her almost as recently as I had!

		“Liz said there’s another swinger party next month, at Dean Flornoy’s mansion over in Portola Valley. She wants us to go with Wyatt and her.”

		Noting how I blanched at that thought—I wasn’t at all sure I was ready to see Tracy getting fucked by a bunch of strange men; fantasizing about it was one thing, seeing it for real was quite another—she rushed to say, “I told her I didn’t know if you were ready for that. I said I had given you a fairly detailed account of last night’s party and it had excited you, rather than repelled you. But I didn’t know if you were up for… seeing me in action, so to speak, for real.”

		I thought about that for long moments. Was I? Could I take seeing my wife behaving like a slut with other guys…with other women for real, instead of just fantasizing about it?

		Mulling it over frantically in my mind, I realized that I didn’t know the answer to whether seeing that would turn me on, or make me angry, or sicken me!

		I said as much to Tracy. She nodded that she understood my dilemma.

		“That’s what I told Liz,” she offered. “I said we’d have to discuss it.”

		A full minute crept by as we continued to stare at one another. I cleared my throat and pointed out, “I guess we have to actually talk to each other, in order to discuss something.”

		She laughed and said, “Yeah, I think that’s a requirement.”

		The silence between us was more comfortable now, the tension broken by her laughter. She said, “Liz had a suggestion and I think it might be very helpful, but I want you to think it over tonight and let me know what you think in the morning.”

		I waited, wondering what Liz’s suggestion was. Tracy whispered, “Liz and Wyatt have kids, but they’re away at summer camp for two weeks. She said that the two of them were taking a little time off from work while the kids were away—so they could drive down here tomorrow, if we wanted. That way, they could answer any questions you or I might have. After all, they’ve been in the lifestyle for some time now.”

		My first reaction was, “no fucking way”. I didn’t want to meet the couple my wife had “swung” with just last night so soon, if ever!

		But I held my tongue, somehow, thinking it over. Perhaps it would be a wise move on our part after all, if I could overcome my jealousy, my resentment.

		“I don’t know,” I said at last. “What are they like, as people?”

		Tracy thought about that for a little while before she said, “Well, they seem very nice. He’s a big-time architect in San Francisco and she’s a very successful interior decorator. They have two kids. They seem like a very normal couple; I guess you’d have to say—unless you count this little ‘hobby’ of theirs.”

		I laughed and said, “Yeah, most successful young couples don’t fuck other people on the weekends, just for fun.”

		Tracy grinned and said, “Not every weekend. The club only has one party a month, on average, from what I understand.”

		Gathering her naked body into my arms, I moved back on the bed. I reached over and turned off the light on the nightstand on my side.

		“Okay, I’ll think about it,” I told my wife. “What time would we have to let them know in the morning?”

		“As early as we can,” she said, reaching over and turning off the lamp on her side, plunging the big suite into darkness. “It’s a two hour drive down here from their place in San Francisco, at least.”

		“Yeah, that’s true,” I said. “That’s four hours gone out of the day, even if they were to just drive down here, turn around and drive back.”

		“And we’d need some time to talk, to make the whole visit worthwhile, if you do decide you want to meet with them.”

		All of the sex we’d had today and the stress of the last twenty-four hours suddenly overwhelmed me. I felt myself drifting off to sleep when Tracy added softly, “And Liz said we might want to play a little if they showed up tomorrow, so that you can actually see me with other people. She said it could be useful in making your final decision about our going to the party next month or not.”

		The breath caught in my throat. Tomorrow…Liz Henry and her handsome, studly husband might be naked with my Tracy, right in this very bed, as early as tomorrow?

		Good luck in getting any sleep now, buddy! I had that thought just then, and knew I wouldn’t get a wink of sleep tonight…

		

		****

		

		“Hey, are you awake yet, sleepyhead?” Tracy’s voice was soft and gentle in my ear.

		The suite was filled with early morning sunshine and the view of the Bay was spectacular. I had slept like the proverbial log all night, despite my misgivings about today.

		I guess exhaustion trumps nerves every time.

		Looking over at the bedside clock, I saw that it was barely seven o’clock. My eyes went from the clock’s digital face to Tracy’s.

		“What do you want to do about today?” I asked her straight out.

		“Whatever you’re comfortable with, darling,” she answered me just as forthrightly. “We can tell them to stay home, or we can call them and tell them to come.”

		She plopped both of those naked, gorgeous tits on my chest and smiled down at me. My wife went on in a teasing tone of voice, “We can either elect to play or not, if we do decide to have the Henrys drive down here. I can tell Liz to cool it and I’m sure she will. If you prefer, we can just chat and get to know one another a little today.”

		I thought about that for a bit before I answered. Part of me was intrigued, I’ll admit, by the idea of seeing Tracy getting all nasty with them. And part of me wanted to fuck Liz Henry; I’ll admit that, too--the lizard-brain, hard cock, wet pussy, good fit!—part of my psyche was definitely intrigued by that idea.

		But I was also reluctant. How would I react, in reality, not fantasy, to seeing my wife in bed with others?

		I just didn’t know.

		“Isn’t it too early to call them now?” I changed the subject, stalling for time.

		Tracy rolled her eyes and said, “Please, they have kids. Even if the kids are away at camp, Liz and Wyatt are awake by now; ingrained habits die hard.”

		She reached for her cell phone atop the nearby nightstand and got ready to send. Looking over at me, she asked, “What should I tell them?”

		I had decided to go slowly, but to move forward. We could always decide about the “play” aspects of the Henry’s Monterey visit after they got here and after we had talked a bit and--hopefully--I had gotten comfortable with them.

		“Tell them to definitely come on down,” I said at last. “I think you’re right. Talking with a couple of experienced swingers could prove very helpful to me right now.”

		She seemed to be waiting for something. You didn’t have to be a genius to know what it was.

		“Let’s leave the…other stuff for later, before we decide,” I said quietly. “Let me meet them and get to know them a little, before we agree to jump into bed with them.”

		She nodded her agreement and hit the “send” button on her autodial…

		

	
		

		Chapter Eleven

		Meeting Liz And Wyatt

		

		They must have been up and ready to go when Tracy called, I thought as the doorbell to the suite rang at just after ten-thirty that morning. They made excellent time, even at that.

		We were dressed casually, me in olive drab shorts and a luau shirt, Tracy in a simple white, short-sleeved cotton top and blue shorts. She hurried to answer the door and I got up off the couch, where I had been sitting reading the morning paper.

		Liz Henry was gorgeous, all right. She was dressed in a cute red and white-striped sundress that came to just above her knees and which featured a scooped bodice and showed off her pert little set of breasts. Her olive-green eyes seemed to radiate naughty fun and her face was, indeed, very pixie-like and cute. The short, dark hair completed the altogether desirable picture.

		And those lips! They were full and plump and had to stop myself from imagining them around my hard cock, sucking me off.

		Stop it, I told myself sternly. Just because you know they’re swingers and that she probably had those lips around more than one strange cock the other night, at that party, doesn’t necessarily mean they’re going to be around yours anytime soon, you idiot!

		“Hey, I’m pleased to meet you, Charlie,” Wyatt Henry said, stepping into the suite and closing the door behind him. “Tracy told us all about you.”

		I took his offered hand and shook it, trying to keep my mind off the fact that this hand had been all over my wife’s naked body the night before last. Those smiling lips had no doubt sucked both her breasts, maybe eaten that sweet pussy of hers as well.

		“Wyatt, I’m glad to make your acquaintance,” I said, biting back whatever jealousy and unease I was experiencing.

		Wyatt Henry was tall, with broad shoulders and an outstanding physique, which tapered downward to a trim waist. He was also very good-looking, with sandy hair and a warm smile.

		I didn’t blame Tracy for wanting to fuck him; he was almost male model handsome, and Tracy had assured me that he had a great cock and that he really knew what to do with it: what woman wouldn’t want to fuck him, if she got the chance?

		And both he and his sexy little wife seemed to exude an aura of sensuality which was unmistakable. Maybe it was the fact that I knew they were swingers and both had recently been in bed with Tracy, but I swear I could sense the animal attraction, the sheer sexual allure radiating off this very attractive couple.

		“Why don’t we all go out onto the terrace?” Tracy suggested, gesturing toward the nearby patio. “It has a lovely view of the Bay and we can talk out there.”

		She led us over to the sliding glass door that led out onto the spacious sundeck. I took my seat across from Wyatt at the square, glass-topped table and Liz was on my left, Tracy on my right.

		“This is some suite,” Wyatt said, looking around the expansive sundeck admiringly, at the Jacuzzi and the other amenities.

		“Yeah, it’s pretty plush,” I agreed.

		“It’s that awkward time of the day,” Tracy said. “If it were earlier in the morning, I’d have a pot of coffee sent up. But just as it’s a little too late in the day for coffee, it’s too early for drinks. What can we offer you?”

		“Oh, I don’t know,” Liz responded, the twinkle in her eyes growing more pronounced, “We’re all on vacation, kind of. How about a pitcher of mimosas? That’s even healthy; it’s got orange juice in it!”

		The four of us laughed, and Tracy said, “I love the way you think, Liz. You’re always ready to have a good time!”

		“Well, we’re all parents here,” Liz offered with a shrug. “We have to get our partying done while the kids are away.”

		“Mimosas it is,” I said with what I hoped was a gracious smile, standing up once more.

		I went into the suite and picked up the phone, dialed up room service, and ordered not one but two pitchers of champagne and orange juice, and four flutes sent up to the suite. I figured we might as well do this right!

		

		****

		

		The four of us stood under the portico, waiting for the Henry’s car to be brought round. It was nearly noon and we had decided to go for a ride and get some lunch along the way.

		Like many people who live in San Francisco, Liz and Wyatt hadn’t really spent any time in Monterey. They were too busy with their hectic lives, attending the kids’ activities, and getting ahead in life to take many long Sunday drives that included knocking around quaint little seaside cities, just exploring and kicking back.

		As second time vacationers in Monterey, Tracy and I had taken on the role of tour guides, and we had volunteered to show our guests around the area. We had told them all about the world-class aquarium and the spectacular views afforded of the Pacific and the Bay throughout the area. We had also expounded upon the wonders of nearby Carmel-by-the-sea, along with the Pebble Beach golf course, and the world-famous Seventeen Mile Drive, which wound its way through the million plus dollar homes and the wind-blown Cypress trees.

		We’d elected to take the Henrys’ car because it was a convertible and would be better for showing them the sights than my enclosed BMW sedan. I sucked in my breath when it finally rolled to a stop in front of us a moment later.

		“Oh, man, when you said you had a convertible and that it would be best if we took it to sightsee in, I wasn’t expecting…this!” I’m afraid I sounded like a bit of a kiss ass--I was totally in awe of the Henrys’ utterly pristine, pearly-white, Cadillac convertible from the middle seventies!

		The thing seemed to be half a block long, with acres of hood, shiny, wire-spoke wheels, and bright red leather interior. The white top was down and we could see into the spacious four-seater easily, and admire the flawless upholstery, the perfectly restored dash and the wooden steering wheel.

		“It was in pretty nice shape when I bought it,” Wyatt explained modestly. “I got it from an old couple down in Palm Springs, who had a winter house down there, and only drove it locally. It had only twenty-nine thousand original miles on it when I acquired it last year.”

		He shrugged and added, “I only had to do some cosmetic touches, new paint and a couple of things to the interior; I didn’t end up spending that much money to fully restore it, actually.”

		Liz rolled her eyes and said, “Don’t let him kid you. This thing eats money! That huge V-eight is very thirsty, especially around town. And as for not spending a lot of money to restore it…I guess that would depend on your definition of ‘a lot’!”

		Wyatt had the good sense to look slightly chagrined. He offered, in his defense, “Well, it didn’t cost nearly as much to restore as the Viper, or the Mustang for that matter.”

		Liz only shook her head and said, “You’re looking at part of our kids’ college tuition. When they get old enough to go, we’re selling the car collection in order to finance their education.”

		“Now, honey, maybe we won’t have to sell them all,” Wyatt said hopefully to his wife.

		He grinned and went on bantering with her, “You could always get some big decorating jobs between now and then. And I could get lucky and land some monster projects to work on.”

		She smiled back at him and answered, “We’ll see. In the meantime, let’s take advantage of this gas guzzler while we still own it.”

		Wyatt turned to me and suggested, “Why don’t you drive, since you know where we’re going, and I don’t?”

		I looked at the gargantuan land yacht and experienced conflicting emotions: one side of me could hardly wait to get behind the wheel of the huge Cadillac.

		My other, more practical side was put off by the sheer size of the low-slung convertible. What if I hit something with the classic car? After all, it was way longer than my BMW and probably wider, too.

		Aw, I drive a hundred and fifty grand vehicle every day, I told myself confidently, the side of me panting to drive the Caddie winning out in the end. How much can it cost to fix it, if I dent a fender? Besides, what’s car insurance for, anyway?

		Without further ado, Wyatt opened the passenger door and climbed into the back seat. He looked over at Tracy and said, “Why don’t you sit back here with me, and give the lowdown on what we’re seeing, beautiful, while Charlie gives us the grand tour?”

		She shrugged and looked over at me questioningly. I hesitated, until Liz grabbed my arm and said, “Don’t worry; I’ll sit up front with you and keep you company, handsome.”

		I looked down at the diminutive stunner and grinned, in spite of myself. As I gazed raptly at the nice gap between her small breasts in that sundress, it seemed a fair trade off to me!

		

		****

		

		We did the whole tourist thing, taking them slowly down Cannery Row, lucking out and finding a parking place big enough to accommodate the Caddie right in the middle of the big tourist trap. We got out and Liz and Tracy attacked the souvenir shops, giggling over the cheesy T-shirts and oversized dark glasses, which all read “Monterey Bay” on the side.

		Wyatt and I stood back and shot the breeze, watching the two girls shop and carry on like a pair of ditzy teenagers on a spree. He turned out to be a great guy, and we talked animatedly about his growing car collection and how much fun he had adding to it, working on it whenever he could.

		“Do you do all of the mechanical work yourself?” I quizzed him.

		He grinned and admitted, “No, I leave the really hard stuff to the experts. But I tune them myself, and do simple things, like rotating the tires, changing the oil, lube jobs, and detailing them every couple of months.”

		“It must be costing you a fortune to warehouse them in the City,” I ventured.

		“No, I caught a real break there,” he responded. “My firm has an option on a place in South San Francisco, but its way down on our priority list, as far as development projects go. The firm we were partnering with ran into some financial difficulties and was forced to withdraw at the last minute. We’re suing them, of course, for pulling out and sticking us with the property; so the whole thing is tied up in what looks to be a protracted legal hassle.”

		He smiled as he went on to say, “In the meantime, a massive old warehouse that occupies the property sits abandoned and unused. Enter yours truly and his car collection.”

		The smile morphed into a big grin as he added, “For only the cost of the monthly electricity bill and the payments to the alarm company, plus the insurance on the cars—which I’d have to pay wherever I stored them—I get the run of the place. I currently have five cars there, counting the Caddie.”

		“Man, I’d like to see them sometime,” I said truthfully, “you said you had a Viper and Mustang?”

		“Yeah, one of the early Vipers, and a nineteen-sixty-eight Shelby GT 500 convertible,” he answered proudly. “It’s got the big, black roll-bar and the car is red, with white racing stripes. It set me back a bundle, but it was worth it. That thing out-and-out flies, when you stomp on the gas!”

		“I’ll bet,” said admiringly, daydreaming about fast collector cars and tooling around with Tracy in a sleek convertible, like the Mustang, with all eyes on us.

		“I’ve got a couple of others, real project cars, in various states of restoration,” he added. “I’m looking for parts, as well as saving up the cash to buy them with when I do find them.”

		He flashed me a semi-guilty grin and admitted, “A guy with two kids and a mortgage can’t justify spending all his spare money on cars.”

		I had an idea. It was the kind of wild, spur-of-the-moment thing that was totally out of character for me, but I rushed ahead with it anyway: it just felt right, somehow!

		“How would you like a partner in the car collection?” I offered. “I could give you cash for half of what you’d spent already, and go halves with you on parts and acquiring more cars. All I’d ask is to drive them whenever I wanted. When you’re not using one of them, I mean.”

		Wyatt looked shell-shocked for a moment, and then the grin returned. He asked incredulously, “You’re serious about this?”

		“Sure I am,” I assured him. “I’ve got lots of money, since selling my start up company. And Tracy and I don’t spend much, as a rule. We’re normally a pretty laid back couple; presidential suite aside.”

		“Oh, man, we could have such fun, the four of us, going on classic car runs on the weekends,” he said enthusiastically. “And I could use the big infusion of cash to finish the Corvette and the Cobra kit car I bought.”

		He thought a minute and blurted, “And we could maybe take a closer look at a nineteen-sixty-six Chevelle Super Sport convertible I’ve been dickering with the owner about buying down in Arizona. It’s red, too, with a three-ninety-six engine—with two four barrel carbs--a close-ratio four speed transmission, and a limited-slip differential.”

		I didn’t know nearly as much about vintage muscle cars as Wyatt obviously did, but that all sounded good to me! As he spoke, I was nodding along, a big, shit-eating grin creeping onto my face.

		“Hey, what are you two talking about so animatedly?” Tracy asked me at that moment.

		She was carrying two big shopping bags, as was Liz. I smiled at her, not caring how much money she had just wasted in the tourist shop on sweatshirts and ball caps we’d probably never wear.

		“Uh…nothing,” I lied, knowing I had just committed myself to spending a hell of a lot more on stuff we didn’t really need than she had. “Wyatt has a very interesting hobby…vintage car collecting, and I’m thinking about getting involved, financially.”

		“Oh, that will be nice for you, dear,” was all my wife said, smiling. “It will do you good to get your eyes off a computer monitor for a change. Working on old cars will be great for you.”

		She looked at Liz and dismissed the whole subject by saying, “I’m hungry. Let’s get some deli sandwiches and continue our drive. There are some great picnic spots nearby. How does that sound?”

		Liz smiled and nodded her approval. She said, “Wyatt and I were up early and getting ready to go, just in case you said yes to our proposal to get together today. We only drank some coffee and ate an English muffin each before leaving the house, so we’re good and hungry, too.”

		

		****

		

		By the time lunch was concluded—we had stopped at a Nob Hill market which had a great deli and picked up chips, sandwiches, and a chilled bottle of white wine to accompany our little feast, along with some red plastic cups to drink it from—it felt like we had known Wyatt and Liz for a long time. We were all laughing and very at ease with one another.

		I drove us along the shore, where we saw otters and seals cavorting just a few yards out in the Bay. We stopped at several look outs and watched the waves crashing against the big rocks, the spray shooting a hundred feet into the blue sky.

		We took the famed Seventeen Mile Drive and oooohed and aaahed at the mansions tucked back among the foliage, with great views of the Pacific and the twisted Cypress trees that dotted the rugged shoreline. I drove into them into Carmel-by-the-sea, and we finally found a space big enough for the Caddie and I managed to park it without dinging a fender once again.

		We got out and toured the wildly expensive shops together. Tracy and Liz each spent a few hundred dollars on clothes. Wyatt and I couldn’t say much about that, because our wives bought only things which were on sale at a deep discount. Plus, there was the small matter of the thousands of dollars I had rashly committed to owning half of the car collection hovering in the backs of our minds.

		The day seemed to fly by. We stopped in along the way on our walk around town at several wine tasting places and a few quaint little bistros, for drinks and more lively conversation.

		On the way back to Monterey, Liz sat close to me in the front seat of the Caddie, while Tracy moved over next to Wyatt in the back seat. I kept my eyes mostly on the road, but I think her hand strayed into his lap several times as she laid her head on his shoulder, the wind blowing her hair this way and that.

		Liz’s hand rested on the bare skin of my leg, just below where my shorts ended, her nails drawing little figures on the surface. My dick got hard and stayed that way as that luscious little creature leaned against me, rubbing her tits against my arm, and her wandering hand finally moved onto my stiff cock atop my shorts.

		I didn’t really know what was going to happen when we got back to the hotel. But I had a pretty good idea that Liz and Wyatt would be spending the night in our suite!

		

	
		

		Chapter Twelve

		Our New Friends Stay Over

		

		We had dinner at place in Monterey that was located right on the pier where the fishing and pleasure boats tied up. It was a steak and seafood restaurant, naturally, and we spared no expense, either on the before dinner cocktails or the wines with dinner.

		The interior was dark and elegant, with white linen tablecloths and candles on each table. We got a four seater by the window, looking down into the Bay. It was just getting to be dusk when we sat down and we were all delighted to see several harbor seals swim by, along with a fat fellow who had a bristly mustache and who floated by on his back.

		“Oh, he’s so cute!” Liz sighed, entranced by the sea otter’s unexpected visit.

		“God, this is a magical place!” Tracy said, beaming.

		She was sitting on the other side of the table, next to Wyatt. Liz was sitting next to me.

		No one had suggested the seating arrangement. It just seemed natural, after we had valet parked the Caddie, for me to put my arm loosely around Liz’s slender shoulders and for Wyatt to do the same with Tracy.

		I surprised myself by feeling no jealousy as I watched my wife snuggle next to another man across the table. Maybe it was the way Liz’s arm had been hugging my waist as we walked into the restaurant and the feel of her head leaning against my shoulder.

		We had a great meal, with lots of laughter and joking back and forth. I was amazed at the instant camaraderie we seemed to share with this couple. It felt as if we had all been friends for years, instead of just a few hours!

		Liz’s hand went right to my crotch as I drove the few blocks from the restaurant back to our hotel. I think if the trip were longer, she’d have unzipped me and gotten my hard cock out.

		I glanced back in the rearview mirror a few times, and wasn’t surprised to see Tracy cuddled up right next to Wyatt. They kissed at least once that I know of, and his tongue was in her mouth as they made out.

		What really floored me was the minimum of jealousy I felt as I watched the two of them carrying on so openly. Instead, I have to admit, I was turned on by the sight of my hot little wife making out with my new pal.

		Again, Liz’s fingers teasing my hard on through my shorts while she snuggled up against me as I drove may have had something to do with the relative ease with which I took in Tracy’s naughty behavior! That little vixen of Wyatt’s had her hand all over my swollen dick during our short journey back to the hotel, and she was staring up at me with those big olive-green eyes, so full of promise and out-and-out…lust!

		Normally, I’d have been as embarrassed as hell, walking through a posh hotel lobby sporting noticeable wood. But the place was all but deserted anyway and Liz was hanging all over me, the way Tracy was with Wyatt.

		We crossed the lobby quickly and made for the elevators. In seconds, we were inside the suite and its double doors were locked for the night.

		“We…uh…didn’t talk much about swinging today,” I stammered, suddenly nervous as to the next step in this little sexual drama I found myself involved in.

		“We didn’t have to,” Liz whispered, putting her arms around my neck and staring up at me.

		Tracy did the same to Wyatt. We were standing just a few feet apart, in the entryway to the suite.

		“Let’s show you all about it, instead of telling you all about it,” Wyatt suggested, in a breathy, obviously aroused voice.

		“What a good idea, darling,” Liz chimed in, going up onto her tiptoes to bring her lips close to mine.

		We all kissed at precisely the same moment. I saw Tracy open her mouth for Wyatt’s tongue before I closed my eyes and soul-kissed Liz for the first time.

		Her tongue was immediately in my mouth and I crushed her slender body to me eagerly. She felt so good against me, the first woman I’d kissed like this since I’d met Tracy; the first I’d held like this, her petite breasts mashed against my chest.

		In a matter of moments, we were all in the bedroom and clothes were flying off. The four of us tumbled into the big bed together naked, Tracy still in Wyatt’s arms, Liz in mine.

		“God, Tracy didn’t exaggerate a bit,” Liz panted, her eyes agleam with excitement as my hard on pressed up against her sleek belly. “Your cock is magnificent, Charlie. It feels so good up against my bare skin!”

		I drew back from her slightly. We had stripped each other so rapidly; I hadn’t taken the time to appreciate her beauty.

		Now, I stared at those small, perfect, conical breasts of hers with their impossibly cute little pink, slightly puffy nipples; at that flat belly, the Brazilian waxed pussy, so hairless and beautiful, featuring the same pink skin as her nipples. I sighed.

		“God, you’re a little beauty, Liz,” I whispered.

		“Isn’t she pretty, darling? I knew you’d like her,” Tracy said brightly, from a few feet away, nestled in Wyatt’s big arms. “You should eat her, before you fuck her. That little pussy of hers is sweet as it can be; take my word for it!”

		My dick jerked against Liz’s stomach again. This all felt so weird but, at the same time, so right!

		Here I was, having a conversation with my wife about the sweetness of another girl’s…cunt, while she was cuddled up, naked, with big, macho Wyatt! It was surreal, but great fun at the same time!

		I grinned at Tracy and said, “Maybe I will, after I suck these pretty nipples of hers for a moment, baby.”

		“Ooh, you should do that, too,” she cooed back at me, rubbing her own bare breasts against her lover’s big chest. “They’re almost as fun to suck as that honey-sweet twat of hers is to eat!”

		“I seem to remember your nipples as being quite the treat to suck, too,” Wyatt said at that moment.

		My wife flashed him a sexy smile and suggested tauntingly, “Why don’t you sample them and find out?”

		In moments, both girls were flat on their backs, right next to one another. Wyatt was feasting noisily on Tracy’s nipples while I sucked Liz’s.

		God, it was incredible, having sex like this, right in front of each other! I winked at Tracy and she winked back at me and smiled, as I went from breast to breast, hungry for those small pink buds of Liz’s.

		Tracy moaned. Wyatt was gobbling her tits just as avidly as I was nursing at and licking his wife’s.

		Both women were soon wriggling around on the bed beneath us. Wyatt slipped a finger into Tracy’s pussy and she groaned and hunched it against the invading digit, all the while pressing his mouth down tighter on the tit he was sucking.

		He broke free of her grip and grinned over at me, saying, “Man, this little girl of yours is wet, partner! I know a clit that needs licking!”

		Tracy whined and thrashed beneath him, her eyes at half mast. She pleaded, “Yes, eat me right up, you big tease, you!”

		“Oh, what a good idea,” Liz sighed, looking up at me suggestively.

		I got the message immediately and slid downward until my face was over that weeping slit of hers. She smelled wonderful, and her pussy looked so juicy; so ripe for my lips and tongue to explore!

		The two of them cried out simultaneously as Wyatt and I began to lick and suck. I almost laughed at how their voices joined together in one soft, pleading moan of pure feminine pleasure.

		There was no sound in the big room for long moments, except for our mouths and tongues kissing the wet pinkness, lapping at it. And the girls sighing and murmuring out their rising bliss.

		I had to admit it: this was fun! It was raunchy and nasty and totally against our marriage vows, but it was also unbelievably fun!

		Liz’s hands were in my hair, tugging me down tighter against her pussy as I ate her. I glanced over at my wife and Wyatt and found that the illicit picture they presented was much the same: Tracy was moaning and grabbing at his head, working her soupy cunt eagerly against his roving tongue.

		“Oh, God, I’m going to come already!”

		Liz’s abrupt outcry drew my eyes back to her. She was writhing beneath my mouth, her eyes closed tightly. Her pelvis was in constant motion, grinding her sex against my tongue and lips.

		Tracy gave that familiar, mewling little growl that signified her own orgasm hurtling down upon her. I glanced at her out of the corner of my eye as I concentrated on making sure the little goddess beneath me enjoyed a climax as spectacular as the one now gripping my own wife a few feet away.

		Both women were crying out in passion, their pussies gushing forth big waves of cunt oil for Wyatt and me to gulp down. We did so greedily, each of us licking for more, Tracy and Liz squealing and groaning, twisting their lower bodies against our mouths, flooding both of us with their slick, sweet juice!

		When they came back to earth at last, the two women smiled at one another. Liz panted, “You said he was a great fuck…you didn’t tell me he could eat pussy like that!”

		Tracy giggled and said, “Your Wyatt is no slouch either, girlfriend. God, he made me come so hard just then!”

		Wyatt looked over at me, his cheeks and chin shiny with Tracy’s come and smiled. He asked, “High five, bro, I feel like celebrating a little!”

		I laughed and got up onto my knees between his wife’s thighs and reached over and slapped palms with him. He was kneeling between Tracy’s legs and I saw his hard cock clearly for the first time.

		She hadn’t lied about that either. His was roughly the same length and thickness of mine; substantial, but not porn star big.

		He looked at my raging hard on and smiled, turning his gaze back toward Tracy, who lay sprawled out beneath him. Glancing at me again, he said, “I will if you will?”

		By way of an answer, my eyes shifting down onto Tracy’s face, I set the head of my rampant prick against Liz’s super-wet cunt lips and shoved forward a bit, penetrating them with just the head of my dick. Tracy smile up at me encouragingly and whispered, “Fuck her good, darling. Enjoy that tight little pussy of hers, you deserve it.”

		My eyes still locked onto hers, I let my weight down onto Liz, breaching her fully, burying my cock inside her. Wyatt’s wife moaned and said, “What a nice one. Fuck me, Charlie; fuck me good with that great dick of yours!”

		Her husband followed suit immediately, shoving his fat cock down into my wife’s slick gash, not stopping until his big ball sac was resting against her ass cheeks. Tracy moaned and opened her arms for him, her eyes never leaving mine.

		“Fuck me, Wyatt; really give it to me, while my Charlie watches!”

		Wordlessly, we began to ball each other’s wives. I only took my eyes off Tracy every now and then as I fucked Liz.

		It felt so wrong, to be doing this. But Liz was a great fuck, and her little pussy felt snug and slippery around my plunging cock. I soon lost myself in the oddness of the experience; fucking another woman while I watched Tracy getting fucked by another man.

		After the first minute or so, as I got used to the almost out-of-body sensation of seeing Tracy do the same things with another guy that she usually did with me when we made love—stroking his hair, running her hands up and down his broad back, down onto his hunching ass—I was able to turn my attention to Liz. She was a real cutie, and God, could she ever fuck!

		“Don’t worry, it’s normal, to want to watch her, especially the first time,” Liz whispered up at me with the tiniest of understanding smiles.

		She ran her hand along my cheek and then she kissed me. Our tongues met and our already torrid fuck heated up.

		Liz was humping her pussy up to meet my every thrust expertly, her wetness engulfing me, her hotness surrounding me as we kissed. God, but she was a sexy little thing!

		I rutted down into her, kissing her feverishly. Suddenly, I didn’t care that Tracy might be watching me make love to another woman. I was totally into Liz at that moment, consumed by her passion, her fiery embrace, as well as that slick little sheath of hers!

		The girl beneath me started to whimper. Her kisses became even needier. This was the first time I’d fucked her, so I wasn’t familiar with the noises she made when she was about to come—the way I knew Tracy’s sounds so well—but I guessed that this was the case.

		She was groaning constantly, her pussy fluttering around me. I felt the come rising in my nuts and tore my mouth away from hers.

		“Can I…?” I gasped.

		“You’d better, mister,” she panted excitedly as she grinned up at me. “You’d better flood me with that hot stuff!”

		She turned her head and glanced over at her husband and Tracy and sighed, “He’s about to come in her, too. I’ve been married to the big lug long enough to know when Wyatt’s about to shoot.”

		How did I feel about that? Did I want to see my wife take another man’s load deep inside her? Would I be okay with that?”

		I felt my own balls abruptly tighten at the mere thought of witnessing that and threw back my head and roared as I began to fill Liz’s pussy with my come. I heard the telltale growl that Tracy emitted as she began to come and saw Wyatt’s body go rigid.

		“Oh, God, here it is!” He gasped.

		We all came together: I in his wife, with her clutching at me; and shivering through her climax beneath me, and he orgasmed in mine at the same moment. I saw Tracy’s eyes roll back in her head and watched her whole body begin to quiver as he shot his load deep into her.

		The four of us shared in the ecstasy of total release. We stayed locked together until the last tiny spurt of Wyatt’s jism had been absorbed by Tracy’s cunt, and until my own dick stopped gushing out its big load of spunk inside of Liz.

		Slowly, we disengaged. Tracy and I looked guiltily at each other, each of us waiting for the other to speak.

		Liz, vivacious, elfin, mischievous Liz delivered us from this self-imposed hell of waiting for the other shoe to drop. She scooted out from beneath me and stared down longingly at Wyatt’s creamy goo oozing from my wife’s pussy.

		“Yum, yum,” she sighed, licking her lips as she stared at her husband’s recently deposited semen.

		“Want to lick my pussy clean, while I do yours, girlfriend?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Thirteen

		Getting Comfortable

		

		“Damn, do you ever not get excited, seeing this?” I queried Wyatt.

		We stood at the foot of the bed, sipping some cocktails we’d made ourselves from the honor bar, watching while Tracy and Liz ate each other’s pussies like a couple of confirmed lesbians. Liz was on top in the classic sixty-nine, with Tracy on the bottom, licking up into her friend’s cunt, sucking out and swallowing my jism as she eagerly tongued Liz.

		“No,” Wyatt said, grinning, “I think a guy would have to be dead or very gay not to be turned on by seeing two beauties like our wives loving each other like this.”

		All at once, both women started to come. Tracy gave out with the little growl she always made as she started to orgasm and Liz began making the high-pitched, keening noise she’d made before, when she came while I was fucking her.

		“God, I love watching the two of them orgasm together,” Wyatt said softly, his cock sticking out in front of him, now fully erect once more.

		“It’s something, alright,” I agreed, my own prick as hard as it could be. “I’m not used to seeing Tracy with another woman, the way you are with Liz. Jesus, it’s hot, watching her lick pussy!”

		“Come on, let’s join them,” Wyatt suggested, finishing his drink and moving toward the bed. “We’ll see if the girls want some hard cock to suck on, after all that pussy!”

		That sounded great to me! I finished the cocktail I’d made for myself and put my empty glass down next to Wyatt’s, on a nearby table.

		The girls had switched around by the time we got on the bed with them, cuddling each other in a naked embrace, their breasts mashed against one another’s. Their mouths shone with cunt oil and lady come as they smiled contentedly up at us.

		“Can we help you?” Liz asked languidly, clearly basking in the afterglow of another furious climax.

		“We thought you two might like to suck some cock,” Wyatt said boldly, smiling down at the pair.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that sounds just right,” Tracy purred, reaching up and taking his big dick in her small fist.

		Liz rolled away from her and reached for mine. She gave me a coquettish little smile as she drew it downward, within reach of her naughty tongue.

		“How about you, good-looking,” she murmured, lapping teasingly at just the tip of my hard dick. “Would you like a blowjob, from a girl who really knows what she’s doing?”

		“Hah, like I don’t?” Tracy laughed softly, pulling Wyatt’s stiff cock downward, until it was within the reach of her own talented tongue.

		“Let’s just see if you do,” Wyatt dared her. “Suck me, baby—suck my big cock off for me, why don’t you?”

		My breath caught in my throat as my naked wife squared herself around on the big bed and patted the mattress, never letting go of Wyatt’s hard on. She challenged him right back, saying, “Lay here, with your head on the pillows, and spread your legs open, so I can get in between them on my tummy, stud.”

		Liz grinned at me and said with mock sternness, “You; assume the position right next to him. Us girls are going to put on a little cocksucking exhibition.”

		She didn’t have to ask me twice. In a matter of moments, I was on my back, next to Wyatt, with my legs open so that Liz could scramble between them on her belly, as Tracy got in between the other man’s.

		“Your husband has such a nice cock,” Tracy whispered to Liz, looking over at her, Wyatt’s hard on still grasped in her fist.

		“So has yours,” Liz shot back, reaching for mine once again. “I’m going to love sucking it for him!”

		“Probably as much as I’m going to love sucking Wyatt’s,” Tracy replied teasingly, licking all around the fat cock’s head as soon as she finished speaking.

		My stomach got tight all of a sudden, as I watched my wife licking another guy’s dick for the first time. It was so…upsetting, in a way.

		And yet, it was red hot, too! In my mind’s eye over the last few days, I had imagined Tracy doing this; with long-ago high school boys, with college guys at fraternity parties, and at that swinger party just the other night.

		But actually seeing it was very different than just imagining it. My eyes bulged out as I watched her licking Wyatt’s cock like an ice cream cone she was afraid would drip.

		Around and around that naughty little tongue circled, until he was shiny with her spit. I groaned as she eased him into her mouth and began to suck.

		“Aw, don’t worry, sweetie,” Liz whispered just then. “I’m going to take good care of you, too.”

		With that, she popped my cock head in between her lips and began to suck it. I moaned again, as her tongue went to work on my glans, while her lush lips started moving up and down my whole shaft.

		Tracy’s eyes grew large as she watched Liz blow me. After a moment, she winked at me and I began to relax and enjoy what was happening …what I was witnessing.

		This…this…swinging, I decided in that moment, was cool! Watching my little Tracy be a bad girl, at least with these two—I decided once and for all--was not a bit scary…it was great fun!

		I reached down and claimed a nipple in each hand and began to squeeze them, just the way that Tracy liked it when she sucked me off. Liz liked it, too, apparently.

		She groaned and shuddered and rubbed that little pussy of hers against the bedspread as she sucked me even harder, her tongue going into overdrive as she twirled it around my cock. I sighed and looked over at Tracy and Wyatt, and smiled.

		Goddammit, but this is hot! I thought to myself. Watching Tracy gobble up that big cock of his while Liz sucks mine…I could get used to this!

		“Jesus, pal, your wife is really good at giving head,” Wyatt moaned at that second, “what a blowjob she’s giving me!”

		I grinned at him and nodded my agreement, saying, “So is yours, my friend. Your little Liz is super at sucking cock, too!”

		We just laid there like two oriental potentates, being serviced by two beautiful slave girls and smiled. Tracy and Liz didn’t seem to mind; they just sucked harder and moved those lips faster, as if seeking our come!

		All at once, it hit me. I didn’t want a blowjob right now—I wanted to fuck that cute little pussy of Liz Henry’s again. I wanted to blast a second load of come into Wyatt’s elfin, doll-like wife while he watched me do it!

		Maybe it was an attempt on my part to get even with him for fucking Tracy at the party the other night; maybe I was just horny for Liz’s tight, slick little pussy. I didn’t stop to debate, I just reached for her.

		“Wha-what,” she gasped, surprised by my move as I manhandled her petite body upward, “didn’t you like that?”

		“I did, that’s for sure,” I explained, notching my hard on into her juicing cunt slit, “but right now, I want to fuck you again, Liz, you little hottie!”

		“Ooh, Charlie, you say the sweetest things!” She cooed out her answer softly, as she settled down onto my length.

		Tracy looked genuinely shocked as she let Wyatt’s cock slip from her mouth and turned to watch me fuck Liz. To my surprise—and I must admit, relief—she broke into a big smile after a few seconds.

		“Damn, that’s so hot to watch!” She said softly, admiringly, without a trace of guile. “Fuck her, darling, fuck her good and make her come again on that marvelous cock of yours!”

		My wife went back to sucking Wyatt’s dick and I smiled at Liz as she humped enthusiastically up and down my shaft. I whispered, “Come here, you little minx, and kiss me while I fuck you!”

		Liz smiled back and leaned forward. Her lips met mine and seconds later, our tongues were as intertwined as our bodies.

		“God, they’re really into it,” I heard Wyatt comment. “I guess I’d better keep an eye on old Charlie. He’s liable to steal my Lizzie right away from me!”

		Liz giggled and broke off the kiss. She turned her head toward her husband and grinned impishly at him as she said, “No way that’s happening, darling. But he does have a nice cock. And I do love the way he fucks me with it!”

		The four of us shared a laugh at the situation; Liz riding my dick, Tracy on her belly, with her lips moving up and down Wyatt’s big dick. It all seemed like just so much harmless fun all of a sudden.

		I really began to relax and enjoy being with our two new friends in this most intimate of ways. Tracy wasn’t going to leave me for Wyatt, and Liz—while she enjoyed fucking me and sucking my cock—was very much into her husband; that was obvious from the loving way she looked over at him from time to time as she rode me. That is, when she wasn’t busy smiling at me and slipping that hot little tongue into my mouth as she kissed me!

		We shared a great fuck. It was juicy and tight and oh, so hot. Liz kissed me like she meant it and sucked at my tongue as if it were my cock.

		She rubbed those exquisite little tits against my chest, their nipples all hard and pointy. And she moaned.

		God but she was noisy one, once she got going!

		It really turned me on, the way she devoured me; the way her hungry, tight little body ate mine up. I felt the come rising in my balls and struggled not to shoot off quite so soon.

		Then there was Tracy. She was really gobbling up Wyatt’s cock!

		I watched out of the corner of my eye as my wife sucked and slurped at his engorged manhood. She seemed to love the way he tasted, the way he filled her mouth and throat up as she sunk her lips balls-deep onto his up-thrust prick again and again. Tracy was grinding her pussy against the surface of the bedspread as she sucked cock, rubbing her clit on the fabric and groaning out her arousal, while Wyatt toyed with her nipples, squeezing them just the way she liked it.

		He was totally into what she was doing to him, too. I could tell. He kept on glancing over at the way Liz was fucking me and grinning, and then concentrating on Tracy and her wildly lashing tongue, her hot suction around his ready-to-pop dick!

		Against all odds, the four of us all went off at almost the same moment once again. I cut my eyes over to Tracy as I heard her growl, knowing she was orgasming, rutting her hips down onto the bedspread like a crazy girl, her big tits jerking in between Wyatt’s fingertips.

		He gasped and his whole body was suddenly as stiff as the cock Tracy was sucking so furiously. She made a swallowing sound and her throat began to work, gulping down the big spurts of come he was unleashing in her mouth and down her gullet.

		I felt myself loose control as I watched my wife swallow another man’s semen for the first time. My cock bucked inside of Liz and she shivered while her pussy clutched at it. Pulse after pulse of my hot, gooey man-cream inundated her tight little sheath once more and she tore her lips from mine and wailed, “Oh, I’m coming! Shoot it! Give me another big pussy-bath with your hot come, you stud, you!”

		We clung together, orgasming as one, while Tracy continued to swallow and Wyatt sighed and pumped his softening cock between her sucking lips, as if it was a pussy. She milked the last of his come and licked for more, her eyes shining with the power of her own release.

		No one spoke for what seemed like an eternity. Then Wyatt let out a deep breath and whispered, “That was outstanding, you guys. The first time was great—but that second time…wow!”

		Tracy got up onto her hands and knees and crawled over to Liz and I. Liz leaned over and kissed her, and I watched as the smaller woman’s tongue licked the traces of her husband’s ball juice off my wife’s lips.

		When they broke apart at last, my cock slipped out of Liz and plopped down onto my balls. Tracy smiled shyly at me and asked softly, “Did you like that, darling? Did you like watching me sucking off Wyatt, while Liz fucked you so beautifully?”

		Liz slid off me and went over to her husband. They embraced, kissing, Wyatt apparently not minding the taste of his own jism on his wife’s lips.

		I pulled Tracy to me and kissed her as well. Our tongues got reacquainted, and I tasted another man’s come in her mouth for the first time.

		I didn’t care. I loved her so much at that moment I just didn’t care.

		When we finally broke apart, I murmured, “I loved it, babe. All of it; you were fantastic…so sexy and gorgeous…so hot when you swallowed it all for him!”

		She blushed with happiness and whispered back, “You were pretty great, too. I loved that you made her come so hard. What a stud I’m married to!”

		

		****

		

		It was very late when we finally called it a night. We used the hot tub on the sundeck and lolled around in the warm, bubbling water.

		Liz stayed by my side and Tracy was with Wyatt. We kissed and talked and laughed together.

		I don’t think I’ve ever felt so at home with two other people as I did the Henry’s, especially not so quickly. Perhaps that’s what fucking each other’s wives will do for you.

		Strangely enough, we didn’t have any more sex right away. It was enough to just kick back and relax with each other, to trade stories and make plans to get together in the near future.

		“Hey, what about next Saturday,” Wyatt asked at around midnight. “Are you guys busy?”

		I looked at Tracy, who was nestled under his right arm in the roiling water across the tub from Liz and me. She shrugged and said, “Not that I know of, unless Charlie has something going on that I’m not aware of.”

		I shook my head that I didn’t. We all looked at Wyatt, who said, “Well, if that’s the case, you could drive up to our place in the City on Saturday afternoon and the two of us could go down to the warehouse and look over the cars.”

		He grinned at me and said, “I’ll have a set of keys made up for you by then, and the code written down to the alarm system, so you can come and go as you please.”

		“And I’ll bring a check for half of everything,” I responded quickly, liking the idea of having a bunch of classic cars to drive whenever I wanted more and more as I thought about it. “You figure up what I owe you this week and I’ll pay you when I see you Saturday.”

		Liz spoke up just then, saying, “We are supposed to have another couple from the club over for a barbeque that evening, but you two are welcome to stay for that, too! It will be a lot of fun—you’ll like Zoey and Dan. They’re so hot to party with; the six of us would have an absolute blast together!”

		I looked at my wife, and she looked back at me. Did I want to do this again, so soon, with another couple I didn’t even know added to the mix?

		“Zoey is quite the little fireball in bed, Charlie,” Wyatt said with a sly grin.

		He turned and looked down at Tracy, whom he had cuddled under his arm, and said, “She likes girls almost as much as she likes guys, too. And she’s an incredible babe.”

		Liz giggled and said, “And her husband, Dan? God, he’s very nice-looking, and he has a great cock, too!”

		Tracy joined her in a giggle-fest. When they finally stopped laughing, my wife looked at me and said, “What do you think, honey?”

		I thought about it a minute and asked Wyatt in a teasing tone, my eyes never leaving Tracy’s, “She’s a real babe, huh, tell me more about this Zoey girl.”

		Tracy threw back her head and roared with laughter. When she finally got control of herself again, she said to Liz, “Tell me more about this handsome Dan and his great cock!”

		We all dissolved into helpless peals of laughter. When we stopped, I went to fetch us yet another round of cocktails.

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen

		Our First House Party

		

		It was already Tuesday afternoon; by the time we picked up Charlie junior from Maria’s house and returned home. I slipped a protesting Maria an extra hundred dollar bill for her trouble and we drove the six miles from her modest house to ours.

		My son and heir was happy to be home, as much as he had loved staying with his nanny. He began running noisily about as soon as we entered the house, making sure that all had stayed the same in the few days he had been absent.

		“God, that kid has a lot of energy,” I observed, watching him dart from room to room.

		“He takes after his daddy,” Tracy turned and ran her fingertips along my cheek, a sly smile playing across her beautiful face. “You have been fantastic, these last few days. Between you and Wyatt, you about wore poor Liz and I out last night!”

		I grinned and took her in my arms. She smiled up at me and I whispered, “We were inspired, that’s all. Just look what we had to work with.”

		Our kiss went on and on, interrupted by Charlie junior, who tugged impatiently on my pant leg and said in a complaining voice, “No mushy stuff, Daddy; stop kissing Mommy so much!”

		I laughed and shook my head. “But I like kissing Mommy, tiger.”

		He gave us a disapproving look and said firmly, “So do I. But I don’t do it all the time, the way you do!”

		Tracy and I snickered at his comment and she said, “Hey, I know, go get your swim suit on and Mommy will take you swimming this afternoon, before your nap, okay?”

		“Yeah, swimming, how cool is that?” He beat a hasty retreat into the nursery.

		“Thank God for naps,” I whispered into her ear. “I think I might like a little nap with Mommy, while junior is asleep.”

		Tracy smiled at me and shook her head, “I swear, Charlie, what has gotten into you lately? A nap, indeed; I bet neither one of us gets much sleep during that little nap!”

		I gave her a Groucho Marx-like waggle of my eyebrows and said, “Sleep is overrated, my dear.”

		

		****

		

		Since it was a short week to start with, it seemed to really fly by. Tracy and I were all over each other, like a pair of love-sick high school kids who suddenly found themselves alone.

		We even went for a drive one afternoon, leaving our son with Maria at our house, and checked into a little motel. I fucked my sexy little wife for two hours, as often as I could get it up, and we both loved it.

		When we turned up back at home, looking bedraggled and exhausted, but very happy, Maria gave us a knowing look. She shook her head and said to me with a big smile, “That little vacation did you two a world of good, patron. I can see that plainly.”

		The two of us laughed and smiled back at the nanny, who had become “tia” Maria, to our son. She had offered to take Charlie junior again come Saturday morning and we were supposed to go by her place late Sunday afternoon to pick him up.

		Tracy must have talked to Liz on the phone a dozen times that week. I only talked to Wyatt once, just calling to shoot the breeze and to check in with him. He told me that he had the spare keys to all the cars that were currently drivable ready for me, as well as ones that would open the gate and the warehouse doors.

		Liz asked if Tracy could bring some sort of salad for the barbeque. She told her she had a killer recipe for macaroni salad that she’d be glad to whip together for Saturday.

		When the big day finally rolled around, it was overcast and cool that morning; typical summer weather for the Bay Area. We knew that it would be sunny and what passed for warm up in the City later that afternoon—sixty-five to seventy degrees at the height of the afternoon—and dressed accordingly.

		Layering light sweaters over knit, short-sleeved shirts, along with walk shorts and athletic shoes, we gathered up the big bowl of macaroni salad along with the two small overnight bags we’d packed, dropped Charlie junior off at Maria’s, and headed north. I noticed Tracy wasn’t wearing a bra and I asked her about that, as we drove up to San Francisco in the late morning Saturday traffic on the Two-Eighty freeway. It morphed into Highway One as we got into the city.

		Blushing lightly, she said, “I intend to be ready to play when Wyatt and Liz are. She tells me this Zoey and her husband, Dan, are quite the pair of hotties.”

		She turned and looked at me and I saw a look I was becoming very familiar with; my wife getting aroused by the thought of sex with other people! Tracy blurted, “Oh, Charlie, this is going to be so much fun--I bet you’re gonna’ love it as much as I do, once you get going!”

		I wasn’t at all sure about that; getting naked with strangers. I’d had a ball with Wyatt and Liz, down in Monterey, in our suite, it was true.

		But this was slightly different. The other, unknown couple attending today’s barbeque added some zest to the equation, but also introduced an element of uncertainty.

		What if we didn’t click, the way the Henrys and the two of us had? What if this Dan had huge cock and Tracy liked fucking him more than she did me or Wyatt?

		I fidgeted nervously in my seat and drove, my mind flooded with what if’s. What if this Zoey girl didn’t do it for me, the way Liz did? Could I even stay hard around someone I wasn’t particularly attracted to and do my…duty as a swinger party guest?

		My stomach was churning by the time we pulled up in front of Wyatt and Liz’s place at just after noon. I tried to keep a calm demeanor, for Tracy’s sake, but I was nervous as hell as I got out our stuff and locked the car.

		Liz and Wyatt came outside to greet us as we made our way up the cement steps which led from the street up to their front door. The house was one of those old two-story ramblers built during the twenties or thirties in the posh Marina District of San Francisco. I imagine it would have sold for six or seven times what our modest place down in Campbell would have gone for, had the Henrys been willing to sell it.

		We all exchanged hugs and went inside. Since Liz made her living as one of the most sought after interior decorators in San Francisco, it was no surprise that the front room was a showplace of muted browns and cream colors that seemed to go perfectly with one another, plus some kid-friendly furniture that was at the same time, beautiful and very stylish.

		“Geez, honey, our little place looks like a dump, compared to this,” I told Tracy under my breath.

		She turned and grinned at me and said patiently, “Well, what do you expect? We kept a lot of stuff from our old apartment; things that we bought at Target and places like that when we were first married and that’s all we could afford.”

		My wife’s face brightened as she went on to ask, “Does this mean that I can ask Liz to redo our place? God--that would be so awesome! And like you’re always reminding me, we can afford it.”

		I glanced around the comfortable-looking, yet chicly furnished home and nodded my approval, a smile spreading over my own face. “Yeah, I think I’d like that.”

		Glancing over at Liz, I asked, “How about it, Liz, can you fit us in? Can you find time in your busy schedule to remodel our little place?”

		She grinned back at me and said, “I’m sure I can squeeze you two in. What sort of décor did you have in mind?”

		I laughed and said, “You have to remember that Charlie junior is two and that he is a very active little guy. His idea of a good time is smacking his plastic fire truck into the coffee table; so nothing too breakable or easily damaged.”

		Liz giggled and shook her head that she understood. She said, “Our youngest, Katrina, is five now and her brother is a few years older. But I still remember when both of them were two. Don’t worry; I’ll pick out some fabrics that can be easily Scotch-guarded against spills, and some sturdy, kid-resistant furniture that is practical, yet stylish.”

		She reached over and relieved Tracy of the big bowl of macaroni salad and started for the kitchen, saying, “Let’s get this in the fridge and get us all some drinks. We want to get this party started!”

		“What time is the other couple supposed to be here?” I asked Wyatt as the two women disappeared into the dining room and then the kitchen.

		“Any time now,” he answered.

		He dropped his voice and said, “Wait until you get a load of Zoey! Talk about gorgeous, and built!”

		I smiled tentatively and he went on to say in the same quiet tone, “And hot…Jesus, she’s as wild in the sack as Liz or Tracy; and she just loves women, too!”

		My smile grew bigger, as I contemplated that. I asked him, “What about the husband, Dan?”

		Wyatt nodded approvingly and went on to say, “He’s a great guy and a lot of fun to party with. He, as the Irish say, ‘loves to pull a cork’, and he’s quite the cocksman, too. The ladies love him. He’s got great stamina and a very impressive dick.”

		I know that I looked worried as he said that. Wyatt grinned and reassured me, “He’s not that much bigger than you or me, but he’s nice and thick. And like I say, he knows how to keep it up for a long time. I think he uses something like Viagra, even though he’s our age, but what the hell? All’s fair in love and fucking!”

		I was still laughing at that comment when a sparkling new black Tesla pulled up behind my BMW and parked. Wyatt’s car enthusiast eyes lit up and he said, “He got it! Dan was threatening to trade in his Mercedes and get a new Tesla the last time I saw him. Looks like he went ahead and did it; let’s go check it out!”

		Wyatt and I went outside and hurried down the steps. Just as we reached the street, one of the most beautiful women I have ever laid eyes on got out of the gleaming black sedan and smiled at us.

		“Hey, Zoey, this is my friend, Charlie Reynolds,” Wyatt said, taking the stunning blonde in his arms and giving her welcoming peck on the cheek.

		He turned to me and said, “Charlie, this is Zoey Lang. What did I tell you? Is she one magnificent specimen of womanhood, or what?”

		“Charlie, so nice to meet you,” Zoey said, her smile lighting up her whole face.

		She stepped out of Wyatt’s arms and into mine, kissing me lightly on the right cheek as well. Turning back to our host, she said, “Wyatt is such a bullshitter, but a charming one at that.”

		I must admit, I was entranced. Zoey had champagne-blonde hair, which she wore down to her shoulders—a glamorous mixture of gold and brown--dazzling emerald green eyes, and a face that was utterly gorgeous. Besides that, she had a spectacular body; big, sumptuous breasts, long, sculpted legs, and an absolutely great ass.

		She was wearing a scoop-necked cotton blouse which showed off her stunning cleavage to a tee, along with a pair of tight, but not too tight white shorts, which highlighted that ass and those perfect legs of hers.

		“This is my husband, Dan,” she said, turning slightly and introducing the tall, muscular-looking man who was getting out of the Tesla on the driver’s side.

		He shut the door and came around the car, a big, friendly smile on his handsome face and shook my hand as Zoey stepped away from me and leaned into the car to retrieve a covered platter from the back seat. Dan closed the door for her and locked up the Tesla.

		“This is the top of the line model, isn’t it?” Wyatt asked, his eyes having left Zoey’s hot body and gone back to the sleek black sedan.

		“Yeah, dual motors, front and rear, all wheel drive, all the bells and whistles,” Dan answered proudly. “We just love it. The thing is so quiet to ride in, and it will go zero to sixty in less than three seconds!”

		“Wow, that’s really impressive, for big car like this,” I said, “especially one that runs on electricity.”

		“This your BMW?” Dan asked, eyeing my car.

		“Yes, it’s the top of the line, too,” I said proudly, trying to sound modest and failing. “It’s a kick to drive; very fast and it hugs the road as if it was glued to it.”

		“I had a Mercedes that I leased, before the Tesla,” Dan offered. “I liked it a lot, but I like driving the Tesla even better. I guess there’s a little of the show-off in me. There are a ton of Mercedes out there, but not too many of these, as of yet.”

		He patted the roof of his new Tesla fondly. Glancing up the stairs, where his wife was just disappearing into the house, he suggested, “Shall we join the girls? I can’t wait to meet your wife. Zoey and I just got back from a vacation in Tahiti, so we missed the swinger blow out last weekend. But I talked to some of the guys from the club about it.”

		Dan looked at me and grinned wryly, “Your wife really made quite the impression; I’ve got to tell you, Charlie. They all raved about her. That’s why I can’t wait to meet her.”

		I didn’t know how I felt about that. On the one hand, I was proud to be married to a woman that lots of experienced swingers thought was such a…hottie! But I still felt some lingering jealousy, too. A lot of nameless, faceless strangers had fucked my wife last weekend, and that still sort of rankled, when I let myself dwell on it.

		

		****

		

		We three guys stood around the barbeque, out in the Henrys’ spacious, meticulously landscaped backyard. We were sipping beers, just talking back and forth.

		The women trouped in and out of the kitchen, carrying plates, silverware, napkins, and food out in a steady stream. They set the long redwood picnic table and covered it with dishes filled with vegetable dips, baked potatoes, sautéed mushrooms and onions, and a steaming bowl of corn on the cob.

		“God, that little wife of yours is gorgeous,” Dan said to me in a soft voice, meant to reach my ears but not loud enough to carry to the nearby table. “No wonder the guys went on and on about her.”

		I grinned. Three beers had loosened me up a bit, I guess.

		“So’s yours, in case you haven’t noticed,” I murmured back, watching the goddess-like Zoey bend over the table and set a plate down in its middle.

		“Oh, I’ve noticed, believe me,” Dan said, grinning as well. “My little Zoey has her admirers among the other club members, too.”

		“Part of it is that Tracy is brand new,” Wyatt offered, checking the chicken breasts and chunks of steak meat that were almost done on the grill. “Plus, she’s red hot and beautiful as she can be, of course. But then Zoey and Liz are something to look at, too.”

		“We’re three lucky guys,” Dan said, finishing his beer.

		He got another one out of a nearby bucket of ice and opened it with the opener that was tied to the handle of the bucket. Straightening back up, he reached in the pocket of his knit shirt and came up with a small handful of blue pills.

		“Viagra,” he explained, popping one into his mouth and chasing it with a swig of the fresh beer. “Want one? I get the sense that the fun will start soon after we finish dinner, and this meat is nearly ready.”

		I took one of the offered pills and slipped it into the pocket of my shirt, winking at Dan. I whispered slyly, “I want my own meat to be ready, too, if you know what I mean.”

		The three of us laughed at my crude joke. I noticed Wyatt took one of the little blue “helpers” as well and stowed it away in his shirt pocket for later, before he began to fork the chicken and steak onto a platter.

		

	
		

		Chapter Fifteen

		A Night of Fun With Our New Friends

		

		It turned out that Dan was right. After a very enjoyable meal, full of wine toasts to new friends and hopes for a fun filled evening, the party moved back inside the house.

		All during dinner, I had caught Dan checking out my wife, no doubt thinking about fucking her later this evening. I must confess that the whole idea of seeing him and Tracy together turned me on, rather than repelled me.

		I liked Dan. I didn’t know him as well as I felt I knew Wyatt, but I liked what I had seen of him so far, and I could tell Tracy did, too.

		She kept on glancing in his direction, checking him out as well during the meal. I smiled inwardly, feeling like I knew my naughty wife much better now, as a result of the last week’s shared confidences.

		Tracy wanted him to fuck him. That was plain from the way she kept looking his way all throughout dinner, smiling provocatively at him when she thought I wasn’t watching.

		And I could hardly wait to fuck Zoey. I’ll cheerfully admit that as well.

		She was one breathtakingly beautiful woman and I wanted her. I felt a newfound, extremely heady sense of freedom as I stole glance after glance at her during our meal.

		I was going to fuck this stunning blonde tonight and she welcomed it! Several times, I caught her looking at me the way I was looking at her, and we both smiled knowingly.

		God, this swinging was so cool! I wasn’t a bit jealous of Dan sharing a bed with my wife tonight--as long as I got to watch—and I didn’t think Tracy was going to have any more problem with me getting intimate with Zoey than she’d had with me fucking Liz last Monday night in our hotel suite.

		And Liz…she was going to be there, too; Wyatt as well, of course! How was that going to work? Were they just going to watch as I got together with Zoey and Tracy got it on with Dan?

		Or was there some swinger solution to the problem of three couples that I was blissfully unaware of? All I knew was that I could hardly wait to find out!

		

		****

		

		The ladies had brought in the left over food and put it away in the refrigerator. The dishes were in the dishwasher, getting clean. I could hear it sloshing away in the nearby kitchen.

		“Well, who wants another drink, before we adjourn to the upstairs?” Wyatt asked us all as soon as we were assembled in the living room after dinner.

		“I don’t need any more to drink,” Zoey said boldly, latching onto my arm and looking up at me with those lustrous green eyes. “I’m anxious to get to know our new friends a bit better.”

		“Me too,” agreed my wife, nestling into Dan’s side.

		He slipped his arm around her shoulders and she stared up at him adoringly. My gut gave a little flip—fired by adrenalin and pure jealousy--inside my abdomen, but it quickly calmed down.

		After all, Zoey was leaning heavily against me as she caressed the bare skin of my forearm and made goo-goo eyes at me! She had my cock already half hard, and she had yet to touch it!

		“Well, then; let the games begin!” Liz’s voice rang out strongly. “Let’s all go upstairs to the master bedroom.”

		The stairs were nearby and we marched up them two by two, with Liz and Wyatt leading the way. Their bedroom was just down the hall and we soon found ourselves inside of it, with Tracy and me looking around, taking it all in.

		The Langs had obviously been here before. Zoey said, “God, I just love what you did to this room, Liz. Every time I come over and see this bedroom, I swear we’re going to have you redecorate out house, too!”

		“We favor a lot of room, to entertain guests,” Liz said, shrugging out of her top and shorts as she gestured around the abnormally large bedroom, which had clearly been formed by knocking out a wall and combining two smaller bedrooms into one big one.

		She was naked underneath the skimpy outfit and thus, was the first one completely nude, as soon as she had kicked off her sandals. With a huge, almost predatory smile on her face, she turned and stripped Wyatt bare in seconds, yanking off his knit shirt and opening his shorts.

		He had gone as commando as his wife beneath the shorts and his bigger than average cock and balls quickly came into view. Smiling, he slipped his own sandals off and came over to help me strip Zoey.

		The blonde temptress already had me half naked, my shirt joining Wyatt’s on the carpet. I was glad I had popped the Viagra as the dinner had finished up. What was happening in this bedroom was too exciting for me to stop and paw through my shirt pocket looking for it now. My shorts, along with my boxers, soon were down around my ankles as well.

		Zoey had very little on underneath her top and shorts. She wore only a frilly, barely-there bra, which Wyatt and I made short work of, and beneath the shorts, she had on a pair of see-through, white thong panties. Those rapidly joined her other clothes on the floor.

		Fuck, she’s every bit as gorgeous without her clothes as she is with them! I thought as I stared raptly at those luscious tits and at that waxed bare slit.

		“Goodness, you guys, don’t tear them!” Tracy’s amused-sounding voice drew my eyes away from Zoey’s lush body at that moment.

		In their fervor to strip her as naked as the rest of us, Liz and Dan almost ripped my wife’s clothes off. Tracy was smiling as they got rid of the last article of clothing, her filmy thong panties.

		I took a minute to size up Dan’s bare cock. He was hung, alright. His dick was not fully hard yet, but it was about the same size, if not a little longer, than Wyatt’s and mine.

		He was thick, too, as Wyatt had said. I pictured that heavy prick sliding into Tracy’s little cunt and instantly my own cock reached full hardness!

		“How are we going to do this?” My wife asked Liz, staring from Dan’s burgeoning hard on to Wyatt’s and back again. “I mean, Charlie is a great fuck, but I can do that at home any time I want. How do we make three on three work, without someone getting stuck fucking her own husband all the time?”

		Liz winked at her and said, “Watch and learn, honey. How about starting with some cocksucking, since we have three such nice ones to work with?”

		“Yum, yum, I’d love too,” Tracy replied with a naughty smile. “Both of these look delicious and I just adore sucking Charlie’s big boy for him!”

		Liz looked at the three men and grinned. She ordered us, “Sit a little apart from one another on the edge of the bed. We’re going to move from dick to dick, so no one will feel left out.”

		We didn’t argue; we just took our places on the edge of the nearby king bed. Wyatt sat in the middle, and Dan and I sat on either side of him, our already fully engorged cocks sticking up like three fence posts.

		“Each one of these guys has a cock and two balls,” Liz instructed the other two women as all of them sank down onto their knees in front of Dan. “Switch off sucking and gargling, ladies. And be sure to hum a little tune while you suck their cocks!”

		To illustrate what she meant, she slipped the shiny red helmet of Dan’s prick in between her lips and hummed a slightly off-key version of one of Katy Perry’s current songs. I don’t think Dan minded the less than perfect rendition, as the other two girls slid a big nut into each of their mouths and gargled it noisily as Liz hummed and deep-throated his cock.

		“Oh, fuck, but that feels great!” He gasped out the words after enjoying ten seconds or so of the vibrating, slurpy blowjob.

		After a full minute, Liz and Tracy traded places and my wife’s mouth started moving up and down Dan’s gleaming-with-saliva prick, humming another popular song as she sucked him. Liz gobbled up his right nut and gargled loudly, just as Tracy had been doing.

		Jesus, this is so hot! I thought to myself as Tracy once again sucked another guy’s prick while I watched her do it.

		I didn’t feel jealous at all! Instead, I wanted it to be my turn to experience the sensation of these three gorgeous women all lavishing oral love on my hard cock!

		Tracy sucked Dan about as long as Liz had, then traded places with Zoey. She eagerly ate Dan up as well. The knockout blonde turned out to have the best sense of pitch and the nicest voice of the three—she was a natural soprano and the trill of her excited hums filled the room as she sucked her husband’s fat cock.

		“God damn, guys, that was something!” Dan wheezed as the lovely trio moved on to Wyatt.

		“Ugh! I guess!” Wyatt grunted enthusiastically all three feminine mouths descended upon him at the same time.

		Liz was sucking cock again, with Tracy and Zoey gargling his big nuts. They soon had him squirming around on the mattress, moaning and touching their hair as they traded off working his dick over.

		Then it was my turn. I gasped as Liz swallowed me whole, her tongue all over me as she sucked and hummed.

		“Oh, holy fuck, but that feels incredible!” I murmured to no one in particular.

		The sight of three beautiful women worshipping my cock and balls sent chills through me. And the sensation of having both nuts vibrated by licking tongues and the sucking lips—while Liz was giving me a hummer—that had to be experienced to be believed!

		I don’t know how Wyatt and Dan kept from coming, was my panicked thought as Tracy’s lips replaced Liz’s on my dick. Fuck, I’m so turned on by all of this!

		Tracy began to hum and I almost lost it. She was smiling up at me, like a little girl who knew she was being very bad, but who was enjoying herself so much she couldn’t stop.

		Her talented tongue went round and round my glans as she sucked and hummed and Liz and Zoey gave my nuts a thorough going over. I twisted on the mattress, just as Wyatt and Dan had, and tried not to come!

		Zoey took over from Tracy and I came within a hair’s breadth of losing it. She looked so sexy, with my dick in her mouth, sucking and humming in perfect tune, as if she couldn’t get enough of my cock and she wanted to taste my come.

		I started to reach for her tits as they bobbled and swayed before me, and stopped myself, knowing that if I did, I would shoot my load. They were just too sumptuous, too spectacular to risk playing with while I was on the receiving end of this magical, three-way blowjob. My wife has a great set, but Zoey’s were something else again, all round and firm and perfect, with tiny pink nipples set just at the centers of those magnificent, milk-white orbs!

		Too soon, but just in time, Liz called a halt to the proceedings, saying as she spat out my left nut and sat up, “God, sucking these guys’ balls and dicks has me so horny!”

		“Fuck, too!” Zoey agreed, panting for breath; her electric-green eyes alive with desire as she let my cock slip from her mouth. “I need to come…and I mean now!”

		“That makes three of us, girl,” Tracy said in a breathy whisper, her own brown eyes shining with lust.

		“Daisy chain,” Liz suggested, getting to her feet. “We can lick each other’s pussies while the boys take turns fucking us in the ass!”

		“Good idea, Liz, darling,” Zoey sighed, leaping to her feet and plopping down on the bed on her side. “You can lick Tracy’s cunt while I do yours and she does mine!”

		I couldn’t believe I was about to fuck these three beauties in their tight little asses while they ate each other, but apparently I was! Wyatt went over to the nightstand and pulled out a big plastic bottle of sex lube and squirted some on his hard cock, tossing it across the bed to me when he was done.

		“Here, Dan, catch,” I said, when I was also done greasing up, flipping the lube over to him and kneeling on the bed.

		The girls were already lying on their sides, their mouths just inches away from each others pussies. Liz was the nearest to me and that suited me fine.

		Her butt was so tiny and cute that it could have belonged to a very in-shape eighteen year old girl. I got the lube back from Dan and squirted a liberal amount into her tiny pucker, working it in deep inside with my index finger.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, that feels so nice,” Liz purred as she turned her head and looked back at me over her shoulder. “But I bet that great dick of yours will feel even better back there!”

		Quickly, I spooned right behind her and mashed my cock head up against her rosebud firmly, but gently. She moaned and moved those hips backward, spearing me through the resistance of her sphincter muscle and into her rear opening.

		God, but she was tight! I hunched forward and drove more of my hard prick into her perfect little ass and she sighed with contentment and buried her head in between the thighs of the woman in front of her, who just happened to be my wife!

		Dan scrambled past me, taking the bottle of lube from the mattress and oiled up Tracy’s asshole. She groaned loudly as his thick cock sank into her, the sound of her voice muffled somewhat by Zoey’s thighs and pussy. The statuesque blonde girl’s soprano voice meshed with hers as Wyatt squirted a big jet of the clear liquid up Zoey’s backdoor and followed it with his slippery cock head.

		All three girls were cooing and moaning as we fucked them up their asses while they ate each other! God, what sight: three gorgeous women were all taking it up their sleek little butts while they gobbled each others pussies!

		I loved fucking Tracy’s ass—I always had, from that night back in college, when we had first started getting hot and heavy with each other and she had showed me how great anal sex could be. But Liz’s cute butt was, if anything, even tighter.

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, fuck but she’s snug and slick!” I gasped out the words as I reamed out her ass enthusiastically.

		“So is yours, man,” Dan grunted, powering his big dick into my little Tracy’s bottom as if he were drilling for oil. “God damn but she’s tight and hot and slippery back there!”

		“So is Zoey,” Wyatt managed to pant, his dick flying in and out of that spectacular little ass. “Jesus, she’s heaven to butt-bang!”

		The noises that the three women were making escalated. They seemed to love what we were saying about each of them as they ate each other expertly, licking and kissing the tiny pink pleasure beads in front of them.

		It didn’t take long. Tracy came first, growling and moaning, her whole body shivering as a huge orgasm tore through her.

		Zoey was next, her perfect body quaking just as violently as Tracy’s as her own climax hit her full force, with Wyatt banging into her butt like a steam drill, as it washed over her.

		All at once, Liz went rigid beneath my frantic thrusts and I felt her ass sheath clutching wildly at my gliding cock shaft. She wailed up into Tracy’s cunt and gasped that she was coming…she was coming so hard!”

		We men all stayed with them until the last tremors had ebbed away. Breaking apart, the girls quickly rearranged themselves, with Tracy licking Liz this time and Zoey eating her, while Liz did Zoey.

		Us guys simply moved up a girl and rammed ourselves home once more as they began to lick and kiss each others pussies again. I was in Tracy this time, her ass slightly stretched out and looser than normal from the reaming thick-cocked Dan had just given it.

		But I didn’t mind a bit. It was thrilling to fuck her just after he had. I guiltily found myself wishing he had come in her, so I could experience sloppy seconds!

		My wife was really going after Liz’s pussy with her tongue. I watched as she sucked out and swallowed a big wave of the other woman’s hot cunt oil while I fucked Tracy even harder.

		Wyatt was behind Liz this time, really tearing her tight ass up, fucking her hard. Dan was in Zoey, doing her just as avidly as he had Tracy a few moments before.

		Again, it didn’t take long for the women to start going off around our pistoning cocks. Zoey was first this time, after experiencing only a couple of minutes of Liz’s intense pussy licking, coupled with Dan’s frenzied butt banging.

		Tracy was next. I was squeezing her tits as I fucked her asshole hard and deep, while Zoey tongued her clit with fervor.

		My wife gave her signature growl and I felt her bottom clasp wildly at my driving dick as I drilled her. I pinched down on her nipples and really gave it to her, lighting up her rear hole with my all-out lunges into her ass.

		Her scream was again muffled by Liz’s pussy and thighs, and I heard Liz going off as well. Her high-pitched wail of lust merged with Tracy and Zoey’s.

		Once again, we guys managed to stay with them until they had stopped spasming around our buried cocks. Slowly, we withdrew and changed partners yet again.

		I found myself lying behind Zoey’s exquisite little buns, her asshole winking from Dan’s recent penetration. She sighed as I slipped into her and turned her head briefly before gobbling up my wife’s pussy.

		“Hi, handsome, I’ve been waiting all night for this,” she whispered to me.

		Her bunghole enveloped me as I drove forward. God, she was heaven to fuck. I wondered if her pussy was as snug and slick as her ass was. I vowed to find out before the evening was done.

		Zoey made little cooing sounds as I lunged in and out of her backdoor. I felt the come rising in my balls and gritted my teeth, praying that Tracy was as good with her mouth on women as she was on men. She needed to get Zoey off in a hurry, if I was going to last long enough to not embarrass myself by coming too soon!

		I needn’t have worried. In no time at all, Tracy had Zoey gurgling with pleasure and hunching that fine little butt back onto my prick as I fucked her.

		Knowing that I was home free—thanks to my wife’s oral skills—I relaxed and let go in Zoey’s tight rear hole. I grunted loudly and began to fill her with my spunk. Jet after jet spurted out into her bowels and her moans got louder, as I felt her anal sheath tightening and loosing around my cock as I blasted up into her!

		

	
		

		Chapter Sixteen

		Do You Come Here Often?

		

		We all took a communal shower in the master bathroom, after the butt-fucking session. The Henry’s had a bigger than normal shower, but with six adults—even with two of the women being short and very petite—it proved to be a tight, fun fit!

		I washed Liz’s back and then Zoey’s. The other guys seemed to delight in soaping up Tracy big tits, not that she minded.

		Smiling over at me, she leaned back against the tiles and let them rub away to their heart’s content. Her excited nipples poked through the foam and the two men tugged and squeezed them, drawing a long, low sigh of arousal from my slutty little wife!

		I just grinned and soaped up Liz and Zoey’s fine butts, my fingers straying into those two tiny assholes, sluicing the male semen out of them. The girls smiled back over their shoulders at me and reached back and soaped up my cock and balls in return.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, he’s so helpful,” Zoey purred, stroking my hard dick teasingly with her long fingernails.

		“Such a gentleman,” agreed Liz, turning and going up onto her tiptoes to kiss me, the spray rinsing her back and butt clean of suds.

		“I want some of that, too,” Zoey whispered in a mock-complaining voice after Liz had kissed me and played tonsil-hockey with my tongue for about a minute.

		Reluctantly, Liz stopped kissing me. She took over cock-teasing duties from Zoey as the taller blonde girl wrapped her arms around my neck and made out with me.

		I was in heaven. A voluptuous, knockout of a woman rubbing her fantastic tits against my chest as she soul-kissed me and another cute little spitfire of a girl stroking my hard cock while she did so!

		Tracy’s moan made me open my eyes. Dan was fucking her up against the shower tiles as she jacked off Wyatt’s hard on.

		I broke off the kiss with Zoey and commented wryly, “I can’t take her anywhere lately, without some guy shoving a big cock into her.”

		Looking back over her shoulder, Zoey grinned and said, “A girl after my own heart.”

		“You got that right, girlfriend,” Liz rasped, clearly turned on by the sight of Tracy getting nailed up against the shower wall. “What do you say we return the favor?”

		“I’m willing, if Charlie is,” Zoey murmured, flirting shamelessly with me, her big, green eyes of hers never leaving mine.

		Without another word, I pushed her up onto her tiptoes and bent at the knees. My super-hard cock slipped up into her juicy cunt effortlessly, and I began to do her up against the shower tiles, the spray pounding on my back as I fucked her.

		“Oh, Liz, you were so right--he’s got such a nice one!” Zoey’s voice was soft and sensual as we fucked.

		Liz purred and squeezed my butt cheeks as I was drilling Zoey, her devilish little tongue all over my back and shoulders. I gasped and fucked the tall blonde harder, lifting her up onto her tiptoes each time I bottomed out in her unbelievably tight, wet pussy!

		“Oh, honey, they’re both fucking me!” Tracy called out just then, as Wyatt traded places with Dan between her spread legs and started to pound his hard dick into her.

		I merely winked at her and grinned, fucking all the harder into Zoey. After another minute of the watery, sensational fuck, I pulled out and turned Liz around to face the shower wall.

		“Ooh, it goes in so deep this way!” Liz all but cooed as I fed her all of my slippery cock from behind.

		“You look so sexy, taking it this way,” Zoey murmured, bending over so that her mouth was even with Liz’s.

		The two gorgeous women kissed, their tongues immediately coming into play. My cock jumped inside Liz’s snug little cunt at the sight of that.

		Tracy groaned loudly. Wyatt was really laying the dick to her on the other side of the shower, and Dan was beaming, his own cock as hard as it could be, clearly ready to jump in when Wyatt motioned for him to do so!

		This was insanely fun. Sex with these people was incredible. And I quickly found that I no longer felt any jealousy at all. Watching Tracy being passed back and forth between these two big-dicked studs merely added to the excitement as I fucked their wives!

		

		****

		

		I was deep inside of Zoey in the big bed as the others watched. Dan had his cock in Tracy as she lay spooned on her side, but he wasn’t really moving it much.

		The two of them seemed content to lie so intimately with one another while they watched Zoey and me. Our hosts for the evening had gone downstairs briefly, to fetch some more drinks for the next intermission and rest period.

		“That’s it, baby, really give it her,” Tracy urged me on, her brown eyes glittering with excitement. “God, you two look so hot together!”

		I smiled over at my wife and said, “So do you, honey, with that big cock shoved up your tight little pussy.”

		Tracy giggled and said softly, “I don’t know that it’s as tight as it was, after letting Wyatt and Dan fuck me all night!”

		Zoey joined her in the giggle-fest. When they were done, Zoey said, “That’s the nice thing about pussies and assholes—they go right back to their original size, after a little while.”

		I was kneeling behind Zoey, who was up on her hands and knees, doggie-style, taking it eagerly. Just at that moment, I must have done something right, because she groaned and really began to wriggle that fine little ass of hers back at me enthusiastically.

		Tracy smiled over her shoulder at Dan and whispered, “I think I know a girl who just got her g-spot bumped.”

		She looked at me once more and urged, “Do it again, darling. Bang Zoey’s sweet spot for her and make this come a really big one!”

		I gritted my teeth and plowed deeper, adjusting my angle so that my cock head raked her sheath with every penetration. She moaned again and murmured, “Oh, God, that’s it! Fuck me just like that…make me come, baby!”

		Reaching down, I grabbed a dangling tit in each palm and squeezed them lightly as I rode her. She threw back her head and wailed, “Oh, fuck, it feels so fine! Fuck me, Charlie; fuck me good with that big cock of yours!”

		We must have inspired Dan and my wife. He began to move his hips behind Tracy, spearing his thick prong in and out of her pussy as they watched us fuck.

		“Ugh! Oh, yeah, that’s the way to do it,” she sighed. “Fuck me…just the way Charlie is fucking Zoey!”

		I looked over at Tracy. Her eyelids were half-closed and she had the sexiest, “fuck me good, baby!” look on her face as Dan began to really rattle her teeth with the power of his strokes into her.

		Jesus, this was hot...watching her get it from Dan while I gave it to Zoey!

		A look passed between us and I knew that she was thinking the same thing. I grinned at her and balled Zoey even deeper, squeezing her tits as if they were big rubber exercise balls.

		“Oh, yeah, really squeeze them,” she sighed, “hurt me a little. Fuck me hard, the way my husband is doing your wife!”

		Both of us guys redoubled our efforts, spurred on by our partners’ words. The only sound in the bedroom was flesh against flesh, and the occasional low moan of two women getting it just the way they wanted it—hard and deep.

		Zoey whined and I felt her pussy grab at my pistoning dick. She gurgled, “Oh, holy fuck, he’s hitting my g-spot every time now. Oh, oh, God, and he’s gliding in and out right across my clit, too!”

		I sped up my attack on her sweet cunt. Jesus, she was something else to fuck! I wanted to make her come hard, just as I had earlier, when I came in her ass.

		Her arms were shaking too much to support her weight any longer. She shivered from head to toe and went down onto her elbows, her hips tipping upward.

		I went up higher on my knees, in order to keep my angle of entry the same, feeling my cock head drag across her g-spot. I mashed my dick down onto her clit every time I pushed it in or pulled it out, too.

		Zoey screamed, “I’m coming! And oh, fuck, is it ever a good one!”

		Her pussy sucked at me as she started to spasm uncontrollably. I gasped and felt my own come rising.

		“Oh, man, am I ever creaming you?” I roared, my cock jerking within her slippery walls, spewing out come.

		Tracy’s eyes went wide as she watched be coming inside her friend. Did I see envy there…just a slight bit of jealousy?

		The Dan took her in his arms and got her up onto her hands and knees, his own cock never missing a stroke. I guess he must have found her g-spot as well, because Tracy started to mewl and quiver as he banged his big cock into her relentlessly.

		“Oh, fuck, now it’s my turn,” she whined, screwing up her face as if his rapid penetration of her suddenly hurt. “Oh, baby…baby, he’s fucking me so good!”

		She was looking at me and I smiled contentedly at her and nodded my head. I hoped her orgasm was as great as the one I had just shared with Zoey.

		I felt very close to her right then, even though it was another guy who was making her come. She groaned, and flashed me a tiny smile and started to climax…

		

		****

		

		I didn’t think you could get six people in a standard king size bed comfortably, but I was wrong. We all slept together that night, after the last of our little mini-orgy had faded away.

		I had Zoey on one side of me and Liz on the other, so I was a happy man. I realized that Dan and Wyatt had my wife wedged between them, but somehow I didn’t worry about it.

		If they fucked her again; they fucked her again. Maybe I’d have Zoey or Liz again before morning.

		Who knew?

		I went to sleep with a very satisfied smile on my face. This was really living, as far as I was concerned!

		“Hey, want to put this to good use?”

		A female voice broke into my sleep and I felt a feminine hand around my morning wood. I opened my eyes and Tracy was cuddling me, my cock in her fist.

		“How did you get here?” I asked her the question blearily.

		I was pretty sure when I went to sleep that Liz was behind me and Zoey was in front of me. The last thing I remember was watching those magnificent tits of hers rising and falling evenly as she slept.

		“You don’t want to know,” Tracy’s voice was dripping with naughtiness as she went on fondling my hard dick.

		I thought about that and answered with a smile, “No, you’re right. I probably don’t.”

		“Wanna’ fuck?”

		“Yeah, I do,” I told her and rolled her onto her back.

		I felt her pussy, to make sure she was wet enough to take me easily. There was a small lake of come just inside her, courtesy of Wyatt and Dan, so there was no need to worry about that!

		“You get, like, sloppy fifths or sixths this morning, I’m afraid,” she admitted to me with a bashful little smile. “Those two just wouldn’t leave me alone all night, I swear!”

		“I don’t blame them,” I said, scrambling in between her spread legs and setting my cock at the mouth of her soupy gash. “You are just too sexy to ignore, girl, don’t you know that by now?”

		I slipped into her and she sighed. She whispered, “Of all the cock I got last night, I think I like yours the best.”

		Laughing, I began to fuck her. She was utterly liquid inside. I had been fantasizing about trying “sloppy seconds” and now I was experiencing it.

		Talk about gooey and slick!—She was so slippery inside that I about came out of her on each up-stroke, until I learned to shorten my stroke, so as to keep my cock inside her.

		Still, I decided I liked it. The feel of her full of two other guys’ come turned me on something fierce, instead of repelling me.

		“I think I like your little pussy best, too,” I whispered as I picked up the pace, “even if it is full of come this morning, and that come isn’t mine!”

		We shared a conspiratorial laugh over that and went right on making love. Wyatt and Liz woke up and watched us, goofy grins on their face.

		When we were about done, Zoey and her husband stirred awake on the other side of us and did the same. I felt a little like a porn performer, with that audience of four other people watching us.

		But I decided I kind of liked it. Tracy was right about that, too, I guess!

		

		****

		

		After we had all showered, separately this time--using the guest bathroom and the master bathroom showers at the same time—we trouped downstairs for breakfast. We sat around the big dining room table, laughing and talking.

		You couldn’t tell everyone had fucked everyone else last night by just looking at us. We were just three happily married couples; all friends and very at ease in each others company.

		Dan and Zoey left for home about eleven o’clock, promising to see us at the up-coming party in a few weeks at the Flornoy’s big swinger bash over in Portola Valley. We all hugged and kissed as if we had known each other forever, instead of just meeting yesterday.

		“They are a very cool couple,” I said to no one in particular as the big Tesla pulled silently away from the curb.

		“That they are,” Wyatt agreed, still waving as the Langs disappeared in the distance. “And they really liked you and Tracy, too.”

		“This weekend has been a real kick in the ass,” Liz said brightly.

		“It sure has,” Tracy turned and smiled at her. “Thank you so much for inviting us. We’ve had a lovely time.”

		The four of us stood there for a moment, enjoying the camaraderie that had sprung up between us. Then Wyatt clapped me on the shoulder and said, “Let’s go look at the cars. What do you say?”

		Liz and Tracy begged off, electing to sit around and finish the morning coffee and gossip about the big swinger party at the Flornoy’s estate in a few weekends. It seemed to be a foregone conclusion that my wife and I would be attending, after all of the fun we’d had last night with the Langs and Liz and Wyatt.

		

		****

		

		I thought about that on the short drive down to South San Francisco to see the car collection. Wyatt drove us in his two year old Lexus, his mind only on cars and their restoration.

		Listening to him rattle on, but not really paying full attention, I thought nervously about going to a full-blown swinger event. This wouldn’t be just Dan and Wyatt and their lovely wives, whom I considered to be friends of ours, after this weekend and Monday night.

		This would be acres and acres of pussy, for both me and Tracy to explore. That big gala would feature not three, but maybe sixty or so cocks for her to fondle, taste, and fuck.

		Could I handle it? Could I really handle seeing my wife doing that…?

		The cars were great. I got really excited, viewing the Viper and the old Mustang. Both had been lovingly restored to their original, showroom condition, complete with perfect paintjobs and flawless interiors.

		It was so cool, sitting in those great cars, imagining Tracy and I tooling down the street somewhere, drawing stares of admiration and envy. I could hardly wait!

		Wyatt showed me the nineteen-sixty-three Corvette Stingray Split Window Fastback he was patiently restoring. There was really nothing there, except the fiberglass body, along with the split back window, a frame sitting separate from the body, and a few boxes of miscellaneous parts.

		“We’ve got a long way to go on this one, partner,” he said, sighing.

		“This should help,” I said, handing him a check for two-hundred grand.

		“Whoa, this too much,” he said as he looked at the check.

		“Use the extra to buy parts for the Corvette and whatever that old wreck over in the corner is,” I said, pointing at a hulking, rusted body.

		Wyatt drew himself up with mock haughtiness and said, “That’s not a wreck, I’ll have you know. That is a nineteen-thirty-two Deusenberg J Speedster, in need of a great deal of tender, loving care, is all.”

		I shook my head and said, “I should have made that out for a lot more.”

		

	
		

		Chapter Seventeen

		Our First Big Party—Together

		

		I was quiet on the drive home that afternoon. Tracy sensed that I was dealing with some heavy issues, and gave me my space to think things over.

		Wyatt was a great guy, and Liz was a sweetie. Dan seemed fine, too, and Zoey was outstanding--both as a woman and as an incredible sex partner.

		All four of them, I could party with any time and never think a thing about it. I’d already seen both guys fuck my wife every way there was to fuck her and it hadn’t bothered me a bit.

		Hell, if I’m being honest about it, the whole thing really turned me on. I’d loved seeing Tracy suck Dan’s fat cock while Wyatt banged her pussy.

		And I was equally aroused by watching Tracy with Liz and Zoey together. Man, that was really something to see them eating each others pussies and licking a man’s come from their snatches as they did it.

		So what, I kept asking myself as I drove home, was so different about going to a bigger party and watching the same things happen, only on larger scale? Was it the fact that I didn’t know any of these people? Was I afraid of how I would react to seeing Tracy being slutty with new men; with new women?

		We were nearly to Maria’s house, where we would pick up Charlie junior, when Tracy finally broke the silence. She turned to me, a small smile on her face and said, “I had a great time last night. And I really like Dan and Zoey.”

		I smiled back at her and said, “So did I, and I had a fine time, too.”

		We drove on in silence for another mile and she said, “That Zoey is quite the looker, isn’t she?”

		Laughing softly, I replied, “And Dan is quite a handsome man, too. I suppose it doesn’t hurt that he’s in great shape and has a long, thick cock.”

		We both laughed and Tracy shook her head that it didn’t. She chortled, “Well, I may as well make it with someone as nice looking as Dan, or Wyatt, if I’m going to ‘wander off the reservation’, as they say, rather than end up in bed with some fat, ugly guy with a small cock.”

		My wife leaned over and draped herself on my shoulder, pushing those big tits of hers into my arm as she went on to add, in a flirty tone, “After all, I’ve got a great looking, well-hung stud at home who never fails to fulfill my…needs.”

		Before I could stop myself, I blurted, “Oh, then why this compulsion to fuck other men?”

		Tracy reacted as if I’d slapped her. She blinked and said, truthfully, her voice sounding extremely flustered, “I don’t know where that comes from. I’m just fucked up, I guess.”

		I immediately pulled over to the side of the freeway and snapped on my hazard lights. Unbuckling my seat belt, so that I could move around more easily, I took her in my arms.

		“I’m sorry, babe,” I apologized, really meaning it. “I never should have said that.”

		She wiped the tears that had sprung up from her eyes and shook her head, “No, it’s okay. I understand that you don’t quite get it…I don’t really get it myself.”

		“It’s alright,” I assured her, drawing her closer to me. “I had a great time this weekend and I’m sure I’m going to have a blast at the Flornoy’s big swinger blow out in a couple of weeks.”

		Her face brightened like that of a little girl who has just been promised a real, live pony for her birthday. She gushed excitedly, “We’re going? We’re really going to that party?”

		I swallowed hard and nodded that we were, all the time telling myself that I could deal with seeing my wife getting intimate with a bunch of other men. I gave Tracy a confident grin that I wasn’t really feeling and said, “We sure are. I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

		

		****

		

		The next couple of weeks felt odd; they went by slowly, for the most part. On many of the days, we were very happy, cuddling and kissing a lot more than we used to; sneaking off to the master bedroom and locking the door when Maria took Charlie junior grocery shopping with her, for a “quickie”, giggling like two horny teenagers left home alone by their parents.

		And we talked incessantly about the up-coming party. Liz called Tracy nearly every day, as did Zoey. I spoke to Wyatt on the phone several times; sometimes we talked briefly about the party, but most of the calls were about buying parts and arranging a flight for him and me, down to Phoenix sometime before Christmas to check out that Chevy convertible he had his eye on in person.

		I was surprised when I remembered that I had actually met Dan Flornoy, the young billionaire host of the up-coming party, a while back. He and a group of his rich entrepreneur friends had stopped by to “kick the tires” briefly when we were getting ready to sell our start up. We didn’t end up selling it to them, but they’d come around once to take in our dog and pony show.

		It was ironic, when I thought about the fact that Dean Flornoy was going to fuck my wife soon. Hell, he had probably already fucked Tracy; if he had been in attendance at that party she sneaked off to by herself!

		I was sitting in the living room, in my recliner, when that little revelation struck me. Tracy was just coming out of the kitchen, headed for the backyard where Charlie junior was splashing in the pool while Maria watched him.

		“Hey, babe, did you…uh…meet Dean Flornoy at that first swinger party you went to?”

		She turned slightly red and shrugged as she said, “I don’t know. Not all the guys I…met at that party introduced themselves, before we…uh…that is…”

		I grinned up at her, enjoying watching her squirm uncomfortably a little. Served her right, I thought, for sneaking off without me!

		Tracy looked out into the yard, to make sure Maria and the kid were still out on the patio, well out of earshot, and said quietly, “Fucked, is what we did. Not all of the guys at that party said, ‘Hi, I’m Dean Flornoy, want to fuck?’”

		I laughed softly at her candor. She got even redder and asked, “Why do you want to know? He’s going to fuck me at this party, if he wants to, you know. It’s considered very bad manners, from what I understand, to turn down the host, if he wants to ball you.”

		“It’s nothing, really,” I explained, “I just realized that I’d met him when we were first starting to think about selling the start up. He and a few of his wealthy friends stopped by to look us over, is all.”

		A relieved smile spread across her face. She plopped down into my lap, in the recliner, and whispered, “I see. You were wondering if I’d fucked him already, weren’t you, you naughty boy?”

		“Busted,” I admitted with a grin, “you’re too smart for me.”

		“I promise to fuck him just for you, in a couple of weekends,” she whispered, bending low and cuddling up with me, “you can even watch me do it, if you want.”

		My cock started to get hard beneath her as I imagined that--my little Tracy, riding Dean Flornoy’s prick, grinning proudly over at me as she did it!

		“Oh, Charlie, I’m so looking forward to this party,” my wife murmured into my ear, licking the lobe as she did so. “Thank you for taking me, for letting me go to it.”

		I sighed, torn as usual as I thought about that. Part of me wanted to scream at the top of my lungs, “Don’t make me take you…don’t make me watch you being a slut with all of those new guys, please!”

		But there was another side to my psyche that ached to see just that…my gorgeous little wife down on her knees, naked, sucking one stranger’s cock after the other, while some guy I didn’t even know fucked her at the same time!

		“You’re going to enjoy it, too,” she whispered encouragingly just then, “I know you are!”

		

		****

		

		The weekend before the big swinger party, we went on a car club rally with Liz and Wyatt. I drove the Caddie convertible and he drove the Viper.

		Liz rode with me part of the time and Tracy rode with Wyatt. We had a blast!

		The caravan of restored autos, which ranged in age from a 1934 Ford Model A pick up truck to our 1992 Viper, snaked through the Napa Valley, stopping at several wineries for tasting and to just stretch our legs. There was no cuddling or kissing between Liz and me or between her husband and Tracy, since the Henrys knew everyone in the club socially and all of them were well aware of who was married to whom.

		We still had a great time on the run itself. Tracy and I met some of the other couples and we explained that we had bought half of Wyatt’s car collection. The other people in the club thought that was great and told Wyatt that they expected great things from him, now that he had a partner and a “backer”.

		The Henry’s had let their kids accept overnight invitations for sleepovers from two of their schoolmates and we had left Charlie junior with Maria again. We spent the night in Sonoma with the rest of the club members, ate at a great restaurant, had lots of wine, and generally enjoyed a weekend spent with our new friends, amid very convivial surroundings.

		Because Wyatt was serving as president of the vintage car club that year, and Liz was club secretary, it had fallen to her to make the hotel reservations. That little minx had somehow managed to book two rooms together, far away from the other club members. There was even an adjoining door between the two rooms.

		Needless to say, that door stayed open all night and one of the rooms got precious little use. The other one contained a king size bed and it got plenty of use!

		We’d started out the evening by getting naked, and then Liz had all but attacked Tracy, while Wyatt and I watched, grinning, our hard dicks in our hands. Tracy, of course, hadn’t really minded being attacked by her diminutive girlfriend all that much.

		She had lain back and moaned, running her fingers through Liz’s short-cropped brunette hair as Wyatt’s feisty wife had tongue-kissed her until they were both panting, and then moved on down to suck and lick Tracy’s tits. Now she was down all the way between my wife’s spread open legs, lapping at her tender pink flesh as if she couldn’t get enough of it.

		“Damn, but your little Lizzie’s hungry tonight!” I muttered to Wyatt as we stood at the foot of the bed, watching our wives going at it, stroking our own hard dicks and sipping cocktails.

		“I don’t blame her. Tracy’s pussy is so sweet, so juicy!”

		We chuckled with shared knowledge at that true statement and clicked the rims of our glasses together as we saw Liz suck in Tracy’s clit and begin to pummel it with her tongue. Tracy squealed at how marvelous that felt and tugged at her own very erect nipples as she ground her pussy against Liz’s face.

		“Let’s wait until my little Lizzie makes her come once and then double team Liz while Tracy is resting up,” Wyatt suggested, finishing his drink.

		“Then we can do the same to Tracy and shoot our first wads of the evening in her,” I proposed.

		“Do you want ass or pussy on the first go-round?”

		“Ass, I think,” I said, my eyes never leaving the pair of moaning lovers on the bed. “Then you can have the rear-entry the second time we double-fuck them. How does that sound?”

		“Sounds great to me, partner,” Wyatt said with a satisfied smile, “and I know the girls will like it.”

		Tracy growled and began to come on Liz’s lively tongue. We grinned at each other and got on the bed…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, God, Wyatt feels so big up my butt tonight, darling!” Tracy groaned up at me as I banged her pussy.

		She was laying on top of Wyatt, his big cock driven all the way up into her ass. I was between her legs, fucking her in perfect time with his penetrations of her bottom.

		“Well, he’s a big guy,” I shrugged and kept on drilling her.

		“Oh, you don’t care how hard he fucks your little Tracy, right up my tight butt, do you, you beast?” She asked the question in a teasing tone.

		“No, you know you love it,” I said as I grinned down at her. “Now take your ass fucking like a good little slut!”

		She giggled and did just that. In seconds, my tongue was deep in her mouth and Wyatt was nuzzling her neck as he took her from in back.

		Tracy sighed and looked over at Liz, who was frigging her pussy, watching the three of us fuck. Her olive-green orbs were wide with lust and her fingers flew in and out of her juicy cunt lips.

		“Feels so good,” Tracy whined in her direction, “it feels so great to get double-fucked like this!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, tell me about it, girlfriend,” Liz panted, about to come again herself. “These two bad boys of ours did me earlier, remember?”

		“Oh, yeah,” Tracy wriggled atop our driving dicks, “you looked so hot, getting it like this!”

		“So do you, baby, so do you,” Liz assured her and started to orgasm loudly.

		Tracy let out a throaty growl of pure satisfaction and joined her. I felt my wife’s pussy clench at me and Wyatt moaned, “Oh, fuck, man, her ass gets so tight around my cock when she comes!”

		I nodded and unleashed a big load of come into Tracy’s cunt as my pal started to fill her ass with his hot spend at the same time. The room reverberated with the moans of four very ecstatic swingers, all coming at the same time!

		

		****

		

		“We should go back to our house, for what’s left of the night, after we leave the Flornoy estate,” I said. “It’s a lot closer than the City—only about twenty-five minutes on the freeway, at that time of night—and we have a guest bedroom that you’d be welcome to use.”

		Tracy stopped licking Wyatt’s thick, mushroom-shaped cock head and snorted out a short laugh, “Guest bedroom…who are we kidding? You know where they’re going to sleep if they come back to our house.”

		I chuckled, too and reached down to run my fingers through Liz’s short, dark hair and she slowly blew me, saying, “Yeah, I guess you’re right about that, honey. I just thought we might all be tired, after hours of fucking and sucking and eating pussy at the Flornoy’s.”

		“I don’t care how tired we are, I’m still going to want Wyatt to cuddle me, while you snuggle up to Liz in our big bed, darling,” Tracy said, continuing to lick Wyatt’s towering hard on as she spoke.

		“That sounds sweet to me,” I admitted, loving the way Liz’s mouth felt on my swollen prick as she sucked it so wonderfully.

		“Then it’s settled, Wyatt and Liz will pick us up in the Caddie; we’ll get Maria to take Charlie junior for that night, and we’ll all drive up to Portola Valley together next weekend?”

		“Oh, yeah,” I sighed.

		Liz was doing unbelievable things with her tongue on my cock head as she sucked. Did I want to come in her mouth, or fuck her again?

		Wyatt had already decided. He reached down and took Tracy in his arms and spooned behind her.

		She seemed to know just what he wanted and cocked her left leg at the knee to give him easier access to her slick little pussy. He eased his hard cock in as the two of them watched Liz and me.

		I enjoyed her mouth for another minute or so, and then rearranged her petite body in a mirror image of Tracy’s, facing the other rutting couple across a foot of open bed. I fucked Liz just the way Wyatt was fucking Tracy and loved every second of it!

		

	
		

		Chapter Eighteen

		The Big Party

		

		“God, I’m so excited! Do I look alright?” Tracy asked me nervously for the third time that evening.

		I laughed and nodded that she did. I told her, “You look fabulous…good enough to eat!”

		She giggled. “I certainly hope so!”

		“Well, we’ll soon find out,” I said glancing out the front window as a pair of headlights lit up our curtains. “Liz and Wyatt are pulling up the driveway now, in the Caddie. In a half hour, we should be there.”

		Tracy nodded and checked her hair one last time in the round mirror that hung by the front door as a decoration. She was wearing a stunning new off the shoulder blue gown, purchased just for this evening.

		“Come on, quit preening,” I urged her gently. “You look like a damned movie star in that outfit, and your hair is perfect.”

		She grinned at me and snatched up her clutch purse and wrap. In seconds, we were getting into the idling Caddie.

		Our entrance into the big convertible was a bit more difficult than usual tonight, because Wyatt had the roof up and the windows closed, in deference to the girls’ carefully coiffed hair. So we had to lean the front passenger seat all the way forward and duck our heads to get into the back seat.

		“You two look like a million bucks tonight,” Wyatt said as we settled in and Liz shut the door.

		He was dressed in a very nice blue blazer, complete with shiny brass buttons and a knit shirt. She, in turn, was resplendent in a strapless red dress.

		“I’m so excited,” Liz said, turning around and hooking her left arm over the seat so that she could look at us as Wyatt backed down the driveway, “parties at the Flornoy’s estate are just the best! This is the fourth or fifth one we’ve been to and they’re always the most well attended events of the year.”

		Wyatt had explained, during the car rally last weekend, that the main Bay Area Swinger’s club had well over a thousand members. This small splinter group of the larger club was made up of just over seventy couples, and they were all part of a select cross section of the bigger assembly.

		Not a member of this particular group was ugly. There were no “fatties” and no out and out dogs, either of the male or female variety; all of the people who were members were, for the most part, relatively young, attractive, and in shape.

		There were a few older members, but they were in good physical condition, too, and they possessed extraordinary talents in bed. One such couple, Regan James Resler and her husband, Riney—short for Reinhold—were a pair of famous local celebrities; they co-wrote a column for the Chronicle, displaying the collected wit and wisdom of Bay Area wags and various characters about town who happened to be friends of Riney’s and hers.

		Regan James had been a rare beauty and a well known socialite and clubwoman from San Francisco, and Riney had enjoyed a national following for his column before they had married a year or so ago. She had been married for many years to a prominent businessman who was killed in a car wreck before that. Riney had been a confirmed, lifelong bachelor until he had gotten together with Regan at her first swinger party, and they had fallen head over heels in lust.

		He was said to have a cock that was legendary in length and girth among club members and a tongue like a lizard. And Regan was rumored to look just as good out of her stylish clothes at fifty-something as she had when she had been a young debutante.

		Portola Valley was a place featuring showcase estates of the wealthy and famous. Dean Flornoy had made over a billion dollars, both with his own start ups and, subsequently, in providing the financial backing for those belonging to other people. He was barely forty, if that; young, dynamic, and—from what I remembered--not bad looking, either. Millie, Dean’s wife, was a renowned local beauty and was just as active in club work around the Bay Area as Regan. Apparently, also like Regan, she was really something in bed as well!

		Wyatt got off the Two-Eighty Freeway and down onto the surface streets, taking the Portola Valley exit. They cruised through the extremely upscale community and turned onto a secluded residential street that was studded with walled estates whose lawns and grounds were measured in acres, not square feet.

		We drove through a pair of open gates, following the winding driveway through a maze of carefully tended, forest-like growth, along a meticulously maintained lawn that must have been an acre, all by itself, and past a huge fountain which was merrily spouting water high into the air—despite us being in the middle of one of the worst droughts in California history. The ornate fountain had a color wheel trained on it, turning the column of water green, then blue, and then red at thirty second intervals.

		We parked in the crowded drive, about fifty yards from the unbelievably large house, and started walking toward it. The place was huge, consisting of a tall, one-story white structure that seemed to go on forever, and was highlighted by a wall of glass, surrounded by stainless steel.

		“I read somewhere that this house is over forty thousand square feet,” Liz remarked as they came to the large double front doors and rang the bell. “It has something like fifteen bedrooms and twenty-some bathrooms, and there’s a guest ‘bungalow’ out by the pool which has an additional five bedrooms and six bathrooms.”

		“Jesus, some people have way too much money,” I muttered, impressed in spite of my tone.

		The four of us laughed and the owner of the mansion picked just that moment to answer the door. Dean Flornoy was just as I remembered him; of medium height, with handsome features, and full of the confidence that being a billionaire before he was even forty brings.

		“Hey, that’s what I like to see,” he said, beaming at us cheerfully, “happy party-goers! Come on in, Wyatt, Liz, and introduce me to your friends.”

		“Actually, Dean, we’ve met once before,” I said, shaking his offered hand, “I’m Charlie Reynolds and you looked at a small start up company I was a part of. You didn’t end up buying it, but you and a couple of your partners came by and we gave you the tour.”

		“Hey, I thought you looked familiar!” Dean said with a big grin.

		He noticed Tracy just then and the grin morphed into a leer as he recognized her, too. I knew in that instant that he had already fucked my wife at least once; since it was apparent that he recognized her from the swinger party which Tracy had attended on her own.

		“Hey, Tracy, isn’t it?” He inquired, kissing the back of her hand instead of shaking it when he briefly took it.

		“Yes, I’m Charlie’s wife,” she informed him, looking somewhat guiltily.

		He turned to me and said simply, “You’re a lucky man, Charlie. This lady of yours is amazing.”

		I didn’t know quite what to say to that, so I elected to say nothing. I just smiled back at him.

		“Let’s get you all a drink and then you can join the party,” he said smoothly, motioning us toward a large bar which overlooked the lighted pool and cabana area.

		The living room seemed as big as a bus station as we crossed it in a tight little group. Well dressed people were standing here and there in knots, drinking cocktails and chatting.

		Tracy had been right: if you didn’t know what kind of a party this was, you would have never guessed from the crowd that this was a swinger affair. Oh, some of the ladies were dressed in extremely sheer, expensive-looking blouses, with no bras worn underneath, so that you could clearly see their breasts. But other than that, the place resembled any other tony cocktail party you might be attending throughout the Bay Area on any given Saturday evening.

		The room was so large that two gas fireplaces blazed away at opposite ends of it. Each of them had a little cadre of swingers standing in front of it, drinking and laughing.

		I wondered idly how many of the men had already fucked my wife, at that last party.

		God, I’ve got to stop thinking that way or I’m going to go crazy, I chided myself as we finally came to the bar. Besides, what difference does it make? All of them that want to are probably going to fuck her again tonight, over the course of the evening!

		We had no sooner gotten our drinks from a very professional-looking bartender than a hand clapped me on the shoulder. I turned and saw Dan and Zoey and broke into a big smile as they both greeted all four of us with big hugs.

		“Hey, man, I’m so glad you could make it tonight,” Dan said, beaming at me and then my wife.

		“The Flornoy’s parties are always the most fun,” Zoey smiled at me and winked.

		I want to fuck her again, I admitted to myself. She’s so damned hot. And I want to watch Dan ball Tracy again, too, God help me!

		Another attractive couple in their late thirties stepped forward and Dan said, “Charlie, Tracy, this is Johnny and Marge Terhune. Johnny is one of Wyatt’s partners in the architectural firm.”

		I shook hands with the man and his lovely wife. I found myself wondering if the beauteous Margie’s breasts were as nice as they looked, beneath the red, scooped neck dress she wore which just barely managed to conceal them.

		The way she was smiling at me told me that she’d be happy to show them to me. All I had to do was ask!

		Maybe I will like going to these swinger blow outs, after all.

		“Let me introduce you to Regan and Riney,” Johnny said with a smile, buttonholing a bearded man in his late fifties or early sixties, who was chatting with some other couples just behind Johnny and his wife.

		I recognized Riney and Regan from their pictures at the top of the column they co-wrote for the newspaper. She was stunning, an auburn haired beauty who didn’t look a day over forty.

		They seemed very nice. I wondered if I’d end up fucking Regan that night…

		

		****

		

		Within a half hour, all of us--with the exception of Regan and her husband, who had drifted off to chat with some other partiers—ended up in one of the bedrooms. We had each had several drinks, and I had dropped the Viagra Wyatt handed me, and I was as ready to party as any of the experienced swingers.

		We had picked up several stray men along the way, two very young, handsome guys by the names of Bob Carlisle and Tracy Lang, and a fellow in his early to mid-thirties named Fletcher Davis. There was also a man who was another celebrity of sorts, a running back for one of the local NFL football franchises, named Harry Bolen. He was as black as the ace of spades and quite handsome and, of course, as buffed as he could be, with a hulking body, huge biceps and no waist to speak of at all.

		The bedroom was moderate size, with a queen bed and nice furnishings, so it was a bit crowded with all of us huddled together inside it. The door was open, in case anyone else wanted to watch or join in.

		Clothes started to come off. Liz was the first one naked, followed closely by Zoey and Tracy.

		I managed to get stripped and stacked my discarded, neatly folded clothes on a nearby dresser. Zoey had been on my mind since I had noticed her by the bar, but I saw that Johnny Terhune’s cock was already in her mouth as she knelt beside the bed.

		“Hey, sailor, that dick of yours looks might tasty to me,” Margie Terhune’s low voice murmured suggestively in my ear.

		I turned and saw that those outstanding titties of hers were just as plump and firm as they had appeared to be in that red dress. Margie was now naked and she reached out and fisted my half hard cock like she knew what she was doing, alright.

		Glancing over at the bed, I saw that my wife was already occupying part of it. Wyatt had found some sex lube in the top drawer of the dresser and he was busily lubing up her ass and his cock. My own prick slipped into a now kneeling Margie’s mouth as Wyatt eased his into my wife’s tiny rosebud, while he-man Harry Bolen went balls deep in her pussy at the same time with his long, thick ebony man-spear.

		Tracy looked over at me as she rode the two cocks and flashed me a naughty grin. My guts turned to water for a brief second as I watched two other men violate my wife’s more than willing body, but I quickly recovered.

		Margie proved to be a very adept cocksucker and her tongue was all over me. I grabbed her by the ears and began using her mouth the same way Wyatt and the black guy were using Tracy’s ass and pussy.

		My bad girl didn’t break eye contact with me for a moment. She smiled and mouthed the words, “I love you” while she balled the two other guys.

		Her eyes moving downward to Margie’s gliding lips, she added “Have fun, darling”, and turned her attention back to pleasing Wyatt and Harry, throwing her hips into overdrive. A slightly built kid of no more than twenty-one or twenty-two leaped up on the mattress and bent his knees, bringing his erection near Tracy’s lips.

		Without missing a beat, she leaned over to one side and began to blow him as she fucked the other guys! I shook my head in utter amazement at how incredible she looked with a cock in every hole.

		“That’s called being ‘airtight’, Liz said helpfully.

		She was bending over right next to me, Dean Flornoy’s cock in her from the back. My petite brunette friend turned her head to look at me, as Dean sawed away in her pussy, and whispered, “Tracy did that a couple of times at the last party, in the orgy room. Lots of girls can do a double, but not many can manage a triple.”

		My little Tracy sure can, I thought, just look at her go to town on those three cocks!

		A strange mixture of pride and disgust and lust was flowing through me as I watched Tracy misbehaving with the three guys. Jesus, but she was hot to watch, I decided at last, and began to concentrate my attention on Margie.

		This girl was pretty hot, too, and I had been all but ignoring her. I smiled down at her and eased my cock out of her sucking mouth.

		“On your hands and knees, beautiful,” I ordered her. “I want to fuck that hot little pussy of yours.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I thought you’d never ask!” She kissed my saliva-gleaming cock all over, and then rolled over onto her hands and knees.

		“Oh, man, this girl is just as hot as she was at that last party!” Harry Bolen’s gruff voice sighed just then. “And, God, can she ever fuck?”

		I watched Tracy start to orgasm around the two cocks that were ravaging her. The young guy in her mouth threw back his head and moaned and I saw her begin to swallow, just as my own cock filled Margie’s cunt completely and she sighed at how nice that felt…

		

	
		

		Chapter Nineteen

		The Orgy Room—Where Anything Goes

		

		I was glad Wyatt had taken me aside and given me some helpful pointers on swinger parties--the do’s and don’ts--during the car rally last week. Because of his tips, I didn’t come in Margie, although I did fuck her until I got her pussy off rather nicely.

		Wyatt explained that men could only shoot so many times during a given night, while women could come as many times as they liked. He pointed out that swinger affairs were a lot more fun to attend if you could still get it up toward the end of the evening. Viagra and other, similar aids would only help so much, he had warned me.

		He was sure right about women, and how many times they could orgasm if they so chose. I watched Liz come three times and Zoey go off four so far tonight.

		I lost count of how many climaxes Tracy enjoyed, but after Wyatt and Harry were done with her and that kid came in her mouth, they were quickly replaced by three more men, and those by three others!

		My girl just kept coming and coming throughout the hour and a half we spent in that first room. After I was done with Margie, I fucked Zoey once, Liz once, and some other incredibly beautiful woman I later found out was Dean’s wife, but I didn’t let myself climax in any of them.

		This whole place was alive with great looking, sexy women who all wanted one thing: they wanted to fuck and suck the night away! I resolved to oblige them, and enjoy all of the hot-looking pussy I could shove my hard cock into along the way.

		After all, Tracy had urged me to have fun tonight, and she certainly wasn’t holding back. She had either fucked or sucked all of the guys in the bedroom in addition to two late arrivals that had wandered by and stopped to watch at the open door!

		I was both relieved and—I’ll freely admit it—surprised to find that I wasn’t that jealous of her as I watched her in action. As a matter of fact, I found it kind of hot, being married to the most desired woman at tonight’s party!

		We got dressed to return to the main room, after Tracy had found a nearby bathroom and washed the male come out of her ass and pussy. It seemed not all the guys at this party had adhered to Wyatt’s swinger rules. Several men had been unable to hold themselves back and had come up her ass and in her pussy. A couple of others—like that young kid—had blown their loads down her throat as she sucked their cocks.

		“Well, were you turned on by watching me being such a bad girl, or are you disgusted?” She whispered the question to me as we moved down the short hall and into the living room.

		I grinned at her and kissed her on the cheek. I whispered back, “You did see me fuck Liz and Zoey and all of those other nice ladies, right? Did that look like I was disgusted with your behavior?”

		She beamed back at me and said excitedly, “No, I guess not.”

		We came to the living room and she stopped. Looking up at me, she whispered, “Did you like it? Did you like seeing all of those guys…fuck me?”

		I took her in my arms and kissed her. There was a residue of male come in her mouth—at least four guys I knew of had creamed her as she blew them—but I didn’t care about that.

		“I love you,” I said urgently as I pulled my mouth away from hers. “Go ahead and be as bad as you want to be tonight. I’ll still adore you tomorrow and for the rest of your life, baby!”

		Tears of joy sprang to her eyes and she wiped them away with the heels of her hands, before her make up was ruined. She went up onto her tiptoes and said softly, “Oh, Charlie, you’re the best. You make me so happy!”

		

		****

		

		The rest of the night is sort of a blur of sexual liaisons, featuring some really fine asses and pussies and tits and all the rest of it. Sometimes Tracy and I were in the same room together; sometimes not.

		I lost count of the women I fucked and the pussies I licked and the nipples I feasted on. At one point, Tracy was naked on a king sized bed surrounded by a bevy other gorgeous, nude woman. They were all kissing and licking each other. It was an incredible scene to watch!

		Since I knew several of the women, Liz, and Zoey and Margie Terhune, I was invited inside to play, too. In seconds, I was naked once again and covered in voluptuous female flesh.

		At one point, Liz was sucking my cock while Zoey licked my nuts and Margie sat on my face, getting her delicious little clit licked. Nearby on the bed, my wife was sucking pussies with a gorgeous redhead. The truly magnificent Regan James Resler had her tongue shoved deep into Tracy’s asshole while all this was going on, fucking that tiny orifice as though her tongue was a hard cock.

		After Margie had come on my mouth, she eased her body off my face. I sat up and looked around, after eyeing the rest of the action in the room, I got up off the bed and stared at Regan’s small pussy slit hungrily.

		Turning to look at Liz, I asked, “Do you think she’d mind if I fucked her while she was tonguing Tracy’s ass?”

		Liz laughed and shook her head that she wouldn’t. She said, “Regan’s game for almost anything at one of these parties. Go ahead and sink that nice hard cock of yours deep in her cunt as she rims your wife’s cute little butt!”

		Since I knew Liz to be an old friend of the delectable Regan’s, I did as she urged me. Moving back onto the bed on my knees, I set the head of my engorged cock against Regan’s juicy-looking twat and pushed.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” was all she said as I sunk fully into her slick warmth and began to fuck her.

		She didn’t even look back to see who it was inside of her; she just sank even more of her tongue into my wife’s anus and twisted her lush hips back to meet my thrusts. God, I never thought a woman in her fifties would turn me on this much, but I had been wrong.

		This lady had a great body and snug, slippery little pussy. I balled her flat-out, reveling in every penetration, burying my hard prick in her balls-deep every time.

		Tracy came just then, gurgling and moaning. Her whole body shook with the power of her release, and Regan kept on drilling her tongue into the other woman’s ass until the last little tremor of orgasm drained away.

		My wife got off the sated redhead and sat up on her knees, an approving smile on her face. She sighed, “That’s the way to fuck her, Charlie. Really give it to her. She made my orgasm last and last; we owe her your best!”

		As Tracy smiled at me, I felt my nuts tighten up. We held each other’s gaze as I started to spurt into Regan and her moan announced her own climax.

		I felt so close to Tracy just then, even though I was depositing my first load of the night in another woman. She whispered, “That was beautiful. Cream her, baby; treat her to big load of your jizz!”

		She bent down and kissed Regan after she said that, causing the older woman’s pussy to clasp yet again around my spewing cock. I sighed with deep satisfaction as I watched my wife make out with the woman I was coming inside…

		

		****

		

		By the time we got cleaned up a little and dressed, it was after midnight. We went into the living room again and found it to be almost deserted.

		“Where is everyone?” I asked a fellow I stood next to at the bar as we waited for the two fortifying drinks we had just ordered.

		“Orgy room, I expect,” the guy replied.

		When I looked askance at him he grinned sheepishly and admitted, “Too much partying already for me, I’m afraid. I can’t get hard enough to really enjoy the orgy room tonight.”

		I looked at Tracy, whose brown eyes seemed to be gleaming with renewed passion as she heard the words “orgy room” mentioned. I was more grateful than ever for Wyatt’s sage advice; I had only come once tonight, in Regan just now, so the orgy room sounded intriguing to me, too.

		“Are you ready for this?” Tracy asked me with an almost shy smile, taking my hand after placing her empty cocktail glass on the bar. “I’m afraid I might let myself get really crazy and out of control in there.”

		I pulled her closer to me as we made across the big, nearly empty room to another hallway, the one leading to the orgy room. Leaning down, I whispered into her ear, “I want to see it all, honey. I want to see the real you in action. I’m ready for anything…I swear.”

		We were soon standing at the entrance to the darkened room. Huge candles burned inside, creating a sexy ambience, and there were mattresses with naked bodies strewn across them clear to the other wall.

		All of the walls and the ceiling were mirrored, so that the participants could watch themselves being very naughty, indeed. I saw Liz riding a huge black cock and her husband balling a girl who looked as if she’d graduated from high school just last week.

		Regan was down on her hands and knees once more, a guy’s long, thick manhood fucking into her mouth as another fellow reamed her ass from in back. Zoey was locked in a fierce-looking sixty-nine with Margie, and Dan was eagerly screwing the same little redhead who had eaten pussies with my wife not fifteen minutes ago.

		Tracy turned to me, her eyes wide with eagerness and said, “Are you sure you want me to go in there, darling?”

		An unholy longing to see that gripped me and I nodded that I did. Going up onto her tiptoes, she kissed my cheek chastely and all but skipped into the darkness.

		I followed along behind her and watched her strip off her clothes again in a corner of the large room. When she was completely naked, she waded into the pile of bodies.

		A big male hand reached out and grabbed her, dragging her down. Immediately, she had a thick cock shoved into her more than willing mouth and another one jammed into her already wet pussy as she lay on her side, sucking dick.

		Holy fuck, they’re really going after her, I said incredulously, watching Tracy all but devour the big cock reaming her mouth, while the other one plowed into her juicy quim from a spoon position, behind her.

		I quickly doffed my own clothes, my cock half stiff already at the sight of so much debauchery, just yards away. As soon as I neared the scrum of sucking, balling swingers, two women I hadn’t even seen before hauled me down between them and arranged me on my back.

		“Ooh, he’s got a big one,” one of them, a cute little brunette cooed, taking my now very erect cock in her fist and beginning to stroke it.

		“And he’s so good-looking, too,” commented her friend, leaning down to kiss me, her big, ripe tits mashing into my shoulder.

		She was an extremely pretty redhead, with big green eyes that reminded me of Zoey’s, and a light dusting of freckles all over her alabaster skin. Her tongue was in my mouth, tasting vaguely of semen.

		I didn’t care anymore. My dick was now inside of the other girl’s talented mouth and this one was rubbing those huge tits of hers all over my chest as she made out with me.

		“God, he’s great with that tongue of his, when you kiss him,” the spectacular red haired girl sighed when she at last pulled her lips free of mine.

		She straightened up, turned to face her cocksucking friend and said, as she threw a thigh over my face and squatted down atop my mouth, “I wonder if it will feel as nice up my pussy as it did in my mouth as we kissed?”

		Her gal pal was too busy climbing aboard my stiff dick to reply. I moaned with satisfaction as I felt the hot slickness of her cunt envelop me, while I dutifully lapped at the pussy sliding around on my lips.

		“Oh, he feels so good up inside of me,” the cute brunette sighed. “Come here and kiss me, while we fuck him together!”

		I couldn’t see it—the girl sitting on my face was in the way—but I imagined them making out hot and heavy as one of them rode my hard cock and the other one rode my questing tongue. Damn, but that was hot to see in my mind’s eye and my dick gave a small jerk inside the pussy that was caressing it so lovingly.

		The two of them didn’t take long. After only a few minutes of my enthusiastic licking, the girl on my face began to shiver and buck her almost liquid cunt downward, against my delving tongue. She groaned and pulled her lips away from her friend’s as she began to come.

		“Oh, fuck but this guy can eat a pussy!” She gasped out the words as I swallowed a big wave of pussy juice and something I suspected was a past male partner’s come.

		I didn’t even give it a second thought. I just kept on lapping and sucking at her clit while her dark-haired pal started to orgasm around my buried cock.

		“Oh, man, oh, man, he’s fucking me so great!” She wailed. “I’m coming, too, girlfriend. What a stud this guy is!”

		I shuddered and came myself, up into her gliding pussy. Jesus, it felt good, creaming the anonymous girl this way, without even knowing her name!

		The three of us hung together, spasming as one. It was as if we were gripped by a giant shared orgasm which, now that I think about it, I guess we were.

		At last, we broke apart. The small brunette leaned down and kissed me, not minding the sheen of her friend’s come on my lips at all.

		“That was super,” she smiled when the kiss ended. “What’s your name?”

		“Charlie,” I told her happily, still reveling in the fact that I’d just come inside her, “what’s yours?”

		“I’m Connie, and this is my friend, Willa,” she told me, grinning down at me. “You’re awesome, Charlie.”

		She looked up at Willa and told her, “You ought to look him up, when he gets hard again, and fuck him. He’s great!”

		“Maybe I will,” Willa responded with a smile of her own. “He sure eats pussy good; if he fucks anywhere near as well as that, he’ll be sensational.”

		The two of them got unsteadily to their feet on the mattress and wandered off, their arms around each others slender waists; they made quite a pair—trim, petite Connie and her slightly bigger, more voluptuous friend, Willa.

		I got up on my elbows and looked around. Two other guys were fucking Tracy a few feet away, and a third had eased his big cock up her ass, while I had been busy with my two new acquaintances. My wife was “airtight” again, a prick in each of her three holes.

		She saw me watching her and smiled around the cock sliding in and out of her sucking lips. Tracy winked at me and I just grinned and winked back.

		

	
		

		Chapter Twenty

		My Wife, On Her Knees

		

		I looked at the three guys my wife was taking on simultaneously more closely. The man in her pussy was black and his cock was…huge!

		There is no other way to describe the monster hunk of hard meat that was rutting up into Tracy so forcefully at that moment. The white guy behind her, in her ass, was pretty large, too, but his thick eight-incher was dwarfed by the ebony snake of rigid muscle that was ravaging her cunt.

		Tracy seemed oblivious to how large it was. She just kept bobbing her head in perfect time, sucking the third cock—which belonged to middle-aged guy who was smiling at his good fortune—and was pretty average in length and girth.

		I shook my head. Where did she get the energy? I wondered about that, and pictured her chasing Charlie junior through the house, laughing and having the time of her life.

		Well, this is a very different side of her, but she keeps in fantastic shape, playing with the little guy, I thought, trying to balance that image of her, locked in a game of “tag” with our son, with the one I was currently seeing—of her taking care of three stranger’s hard dicks at the same time.

		“She’s something, isn’t she, our little Tracy,” Wyatt’s familiar voice said into my ear just then.

		I turned to look at him and he was standing right next to me. He was as naked as I was, although his cock was at least at half mast, while mine was currently still flaccid.

		“Your sexy wife had really started something, with those ‘airtight’ triples of hers,” he told me.

		He nodded and I saw Liz similarly involved with three guys over on the other side of the room. Looking around, I saw that Zoey, too, was trying her hand at pleasing three men at once.

		“All of these triples must leave a lot of girls unoccupied,” I observed.

		“Oh, they’re coping with it alright,” Wyatt assured me with a grin, nodding at a “daisy chain” made up of four women, all engaged in eating each others pussies.

		I smiled back at him and nodded as I said, “So I see. They’re very resourceful, these swinger girls.”

		“Riney’s doing his part to take up the slack, too,” he said, gesturing at another corner of the room, where Riney, Regan’s, husband lay flat on his back, surrounded by four stunning females.

		As I watched, they all began taking turns sucking his monster cock. I did a double take as I stared in disbelief at it.

		This old guy’s dick is even longer and thicker than the black dude who is fucking Tracy’s pussy! I made the observation to myself in utter shock, as I watched one of the foursome of girl’s mount up on Riney’s mouth as another gingerly sat on that enormous cock of his and began to fuck him, cowgirl style.

		“Jesus, look at that,” I whistled under my breath, unable to take my eyes off the spectacle of the old newspaper columnist pleasing the two much younger women. “I hope my cock still works like that, when I’m his age!”

		“Don’t we all?” Wyatt replied.

		He looked at me again and asked, “Do you want to be part of a triple, with Dan and me? There’s this real honey of a gal by the name of Lisa. She and her husband don’t get to come to many parties, but she’s here tonight. And she wants to try being ‘airtight’.”

		He grinned at me and continued, “Your Tracy has really launched a trend, since she joined this club. Come on, this should be fun. Lisa is red hot but she’s never done a triple before. That’s her, over there, with Dan.”

		I followed his pointing finger and beheld a very large, very beautiful sex goddess of a woman, kneeling next to Dan on a mattress across the room. She was gorgeous, with long, silky, bright-blonde hair which hung down straight and loose, clear to her outrageously large breasts.

		“Goddamn, she’s really something,” I murmured, entranced at the mere thought of fucking a girl who looked as hot as this one!

		She turned slightly just then, and I saw her ass for the first time. Despite her height and muscularity, her butt was as trim and tight as that of a very shapely teenage girl.

		My cock started to get hard again instantly. I turned to my pal and asked, “Can I have her ass? I’d love to fuck an ass like that one!”

		“Sure, I’ll take her pussy and Dan can have her mouth. He won’t mind, since Lisa gives as good a blowjob as Tracy or Liz!”

		As we approached Dan and Lisa, Wyatt and I got down onto out knees. Both of our cocks were hard as they could be by then, and the fabulous blonde beamed as she saw them.

		“Oh, God, you said you’d find me another nice one for this little experiment, and did you ever?” Lisa gushed happily, eyeing my hard on as she gently stroked Dan’s.

		“Hey, Charlie, are you ready for this?” Dan smiled at me and waggled his eyebrows.

		“Oh, are you Tracy’s husband?” Lisa asked the question before I could answer. “She’s such a cool girl! She licked me to a great come about an hour ago.”

		“I wish I’d have been there to have seen that,” I said, ogling Lisa’s incredible body shamelessly. “The two of you together would be a fantastic thing to watch.”

		“Well, aren’t you nice?” She flashed me a flirty smile and reached for my erect cock, never letting go of Dan’s.

		She looked up at Wyatt, still fisting the twin dicks and asked him, “How are we going to do this?”

		“I’m going to fuck you, while Charlie does you up that gorgeous butt of yours,” he told her, reaching over and scooping up a tube of sex lube he found on the mattress and tossing it over to me. “If you’re willing, Dan is going to fuck your mouth at the same time.”

		She glanced down at Dan’s big, engorged cock and licked her lips hungrily, saying, “Oh, I’m more than willing to try sucking off this pretty dick, while you two hunks double-fuck me, honey.”

		We three men all grinned at each other, as if we’d struck gold, and rapidly arranged ourselves on the mattress. I was on my back, my well-lubed cock jutting upward, and Lisa bent over it, on her knees, and fitted the head into her shining-with-sex-lube ass.

		“Oh, God, it’s a big one,” she sighed, letting her weight down onto me, driving my spear of man flesh deep up into her anal sheath.

		I reached up and drew her back onto my chest, so Wyatt could better access her wet pussy. I felt him slide into her, his cock head coming to rest right up against mine, separated by only the thin wall of muscle between us.

		We started to fuck Lisa together, our dicks gliding up and down in her slick wetness, with her moaning about how good it felt to get double-fucked by two big cocks. Dan waited until we had established a rhythm before turning her head toward the spot where he knelt beside us, and sunk his long dick all the way up to his big nuts in her lips as we fucked her.

		Lisa gurgled with pleasure around his cock and began to suck it. I increased my pace, rutting up into her vigorously, enjoying how tight and slippery and warm her ass tunnel felt around my rampant cock meat.

		Wyatt matched my speed and soon we were fucking her in perfect time with one another. She cooed around Dan’s prick and swirled her tongue over its gliding length again and again as we penetrated her.

		Fuck, this was so hot!

		Lisa was as gorgeous as most Playmates of the Month, and so eager for our dicks. I felt like some sort of porn star as I balled her tight little ass while my friend Wyatt ravished her pussy.

		Dan sighed and said, “Fuck, you guys, she’s got a really hot mouth and a wriggly little tongue. She wants to swallow my come…I can tell, by the way she’s sucking me!”

		We must have fucked her for a full five minutes or more. Lisa was going to come soon, that was for sure. She was gasping around Dan’s dick and sucking it as though she couldn’t get enough of it, and her pussy and ass were clenching in time with those huge tits of hers as I reached around her heaving chest and tugged at her very erect nipples.

		All at once, she went stiff and began to groan around Dan’s flying cock meat. I felt her butt canal grab frantically as my sliding cock pierced her depths over and over. Wyatt drew in a sharp breath and muttered, “Oh, fuck, she’s so tight, so fucking tight around my dick!”

		My cock bucked within her as I began to empty my nuts into her bowels. I had orgasmed a couple of times already tonight, so I didn’t flood her with as much come as I might have, earlier in the evening. But I managed to unload a few big spurts up into her, just as Wyatt sighed and came hard in her pussy.

		“Oh, here I come,” Dan wailed excitedly at that moment. “Swallow it, you hot bitch. Swallow it all!”

		Lisa whimpered and clung to us as we spunked her in all three holes at once. She was experiencing a blistering-hot climax herself; I could tell by the way her asshole ate me right up and the way her whole body was quivering.

		The four-way orgasm lasted a few more seconds, and then my cock began to deflate rapidly in her gripping ass sheath. I slid out of her, reluctantly, about thirty seconds later, just as Wyatt was pulling out of her sopping pussy and Dan was easing out of her mouth.

		“God, thank you guys,” she breathed happily. “That was incredible.”

		The three of us laughed and moved away from her on the mattress. Wyatt grinned at her and whispered, “No, it’s us that should be thanking you, Lisa. You were sensational!”

		A lithe, almost skinny girl with lustrous red hair and a shy smile approached the sprawled out blonde just then. She said almost bashfully, “God, you were so sexy, taking those three big cocks at once.”

		When Lisa turned to look at her, she said, “My name is Debby. Would you like me to clean you up a little…you know…lick out your pussy, and maybe your ass?”

		Lisa just smiled invitingly and the girl was instantly in her arms. The two of them soul-kissed and we could see young Debby licking the residual of Dan’s come out of Lisa’s mouth and swallowing it.

		“God, don’t these women ever get tired?” I said to no one in particular.

		Wyatt elbowed me in the ribs and said, “Your hot little wife sure doesn’t. She’s still hard at it!”

		I turned and looked where he was pointing and sure enough, my little Tracy was riding two cocks and sucking a third, halfway across the room. She looked slightly exhausted, but still game as she worked her hips up and down on the two pricks and sucked at the third eagerly.

		“Let’s go watch her for a minute,” Dan suggested, “while we recharge our dicks.”

		I was amendable to that. The three of us walked over to a small crowd of naked guys who were standing, watching in awe as Tracy performed yet another triple.

		“Fuck, man, she’s the hottest woman here, I tell you,” one of them said to the kid standing next to him.

		“You don’t have to tell me, dude,” the kid replied, his dick hard as a rock in front of him. “I fucked her twice already tonight. Man, she’s really something!”

		I know I should have been somewhat taken aback by that, but I was shocked to discover that I wasn’t. Pride swelled through me instead, as I watched my wife “entertain” three strangers and thought about how many more she had fucked and sucked tonight.

		There were perhaps sixty club members here tonight, half of them male. I knew she hadn’t fucked all thirty of them, but I was willing to bet she’d been with more than half of them so far…in addition to making it with their wives and girlfriends in her spare time!

		“Can…can I come on your face?” The man she was blowing had gasped out the request, as he clearly teetered on the brink of orgasm.

		He slid his ready-to-explode cock out of her sucking mouth and she panted, “Fuck, yes, go ahead and cream me with that big rod of yours, baby!”

		To my surprise, the guy fucking her ass pulled out of her, too, at that moment and hustled onto his feet to strand next to the man she had been blowing. The third member of the illicit team soon joined them, the three of them pumping their about-to-go-off pricks furiously as Tracy got up onto her knees in front of them.

		Her right and stole to her recently-vacated pussy and she began to frig herself unselfconsciously as she waited for them to spunk her face. My own cock started to swell as I watched this obscene, very nasty tribute to my wife happening right before my eyes!

		“Oh, Jesus, you’re so pretty,” the guy in the middle called out, a big streamer of cock cream jetting outward and spattering all over her face.

		“Ugh, me, too,” the man on the left end of the trio moaned, his arc of come smaller, hitting her heaving tits and dripping down into the valley they formed on her chest wall.

		“Fuck, but you’re a sexy bitch,” the third man sighed, firing a huge wad of jizz right into the middle of her up-turned face.

		The men continued to come all over her as she growled and came herself. My cock was completely hard by now, watching my sweet little Tracy being defiled in this way, by three guys I didn’t even know!

		To my everlasting shock and surprise, three more dudes replaced the first ones, all of them whipping their hard dicks furiously, as aroused by Tracy’s huge facial as I was. They began to spurt their semen onto her, just as hard and fast as the first men had.

		“Oh, oh, so much,” the breath seemed to catch I her throat as the second wave of ball juice spattered down onto her face and her tits.

		“Jesus, would you look at her come?” I whispered to Wyatt, awed by the spectacle of so many men creaming my wife, and by her lingering climax, that just seemed to get stronger, the more men unloaded on her!

		Just then, the three men ran out of jism, but a new group materialized out of the darkened orgy room to take their places in front of her. There were six men in this bunch, and all of their cocks were as hard as mine and—I noticed—Wyatt’s and Dan’s.

		“Take it all, you hot bitch,” the guy in the center of the group moaned, starting to shoot all over her face.

		Dean Flornoy inundated my wife’s pretty features with his squirting come. His pals, some of whom I recognized from earlier in the evening, some of whom I didn’t, all began to spunk her as well.

		Tracy wailed and came even harder as the hot, gooey come spattered down onto her face, her tits, and even her belly. Her fingers flew in and out of her soupy cunt as she writhed in pure ecstasy before them, taking wad after wad of their pearly white spend on her naked body.

		“Holy fuck, what a sight,” Dan hissed, stroking his own cock hard as he watched the lewd spectacle of better than a dozen men coming all over my wife!

		Wyatt turned toward me and murmured, “You’re a good friend. I won’t, if you tell me not too!”

		My nuts clenched and I gasped, “Go right ahead, if you want to…I know I’m going to!”

		The three of us stepped up as the group in front of us melted away. Tracy was covered in the shiny goo, the outpouring of better than a dozen sets of balls.

		“Can you take three more?” I asked her, grinning sheepishly as I stroked my hard on right in front of her nose.

		She shuddered and began to climax yet again and nodded, “God, yes…I want it…I want it…all!”

		Dan was first to go off on her. His four big jets splattered all over her face and down onto her tits.

		Then Wyatt groaned and started to jizz her, too. His nuts were about empty, but he still managed to shoot three pretty respectable globs of his jizz onto her face.

		I stepped up and she opened her mouth. Moaning, I fired my remaining load onto her pink little tongue, coating it with my semen.

		She swallowed it, her eyes never leaving mine.

		

		

		Epiloge

		Are We Still Okay?

		

		I helped her to her feet, her knees shaky from orgasming so much during the last ten minutes or so. We made our way into the first bathroom we came to, and I locked the door behind us and started the shower.

		The thick goop rolled off her in sheets, clogging the drain slightly as I soaped her up and washed her body clean. She leaned against me, her hair wet, shivering.

		“Are we still okay?”

		She asked me the question softly, her brown eyes filling with tears of shame and regret. I crushed her to my chest and held her tight under the pounding spray for a minute or so.

		“Stop that,” I told her sternly, shutting off the shower. “You were the hottest, most desired woman at this party tonight. And you’re my wife. If anything, I’m proud of you. I’m always proud of you, honey.”

		She sobbed with pure joy up against my chest and held me as tight as I was holding her. The soft words washed over me, as the warm water had, as she whispered, “Oh, thank you, Charlie, for being so wonderful. Thank you for loving me so much.”

		I made sure all of the spunk was gone out of her hair, her ass, and her pussy, as well as from her skin before I dried her off gently. She clung to me as if she didn’t ever want to let go.

		When we were both dry, I opened the door and we went back inside the orgy room to retrieve our clothes. Dressing quickly, we found Wyatt and Liz at the bar, having a nightcap.

		He took both of us into his big arms and hugged us tight, saying, “Great party, you two; really great party—they’ll be talking about this one for a while.”

		Liz came up to us and said, “Let me get both of you a drink, and we’ll take off for your place.”

		

		****

		

		In contrast to our previous outings, Liz sat with her husband in the front seat as he drove us home. My wife cuddled in close to me in the back seat, her head on my shoulder, my arm over her shoulders.

		We got back to our place at two-thirty or so and went straight into the master bedroom. No one said much as we stripped off our clothes and got into the king size bed.

		Tracy looked at me apprehensively. I motioned her to go to Wyatt’s side of the bed, whispering, “He’s a great friend; go ahead, snuggle up to him. Let him fuck you, if both of you want to—you and I are okay, believe me.”

		Relieved, she climbed into bed and he followed, his arms encircling her naked body. She nestled back into him, her eyes never leaving mine.

		Liz and I spooned on our side, with her in front of me. We were very close to Tracy and Wyatt, who were positioned just as we were.

		She looked back at him, as she felt his hard cock brush her pussy, and then at me once more. I grinned at her and nodded my approval.

		“Go ahead, you know you want to,” I chided her gently.

		She giggled like a naughty little girl and bent her right leg at the knee, giving him easy access to her wet slit. His big cock disappeared slowly inside her as she sighed.

		I slipped into Liz and reached over her body as I did so. Tracy reached out to take my hand in hers as the four of us began to fuck.

		The love flickering so steadily in those brown eyes of hers told me all I needed to know. We were okay, as a couple.

		Hell, we were better than okay. We were now confirmed swingers, having fun with two very close friends, and more in love with each other than ever before!

		

		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. Many of the streets, restaurants, and other northern California landmarks in this tale are real places, of course, and have been described as accurately as memory and research can portray them.

		

		Zoey and Dan appeared in Wives Who Stray: Unmasking Zoey, and some of the other denizens of this novel first appeared in Wives Who Stray: The Satyr And The Unicorn, a novel I wrote about this fictional chapter of the San Francisco swingers club which introduced Riney and Regan to my readers. Both books are available on Amazon for those who want to read more about them.

		

		I must confess, I really enjoy writing about these characters and that particular club. If any of you are interested in a sequel to the story of Charlie and Tracy, with more guest appearances by some of the other club members, be sure to write to me and let me know. We will see how that comes out.

		

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our 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. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		

		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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