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CHAPTER 1


Denise eased over onto her stomach on the queen sized bed and stared at the set of pictures that had been in the letter she'd read over and over.
Her eyes gaped wide while she studied the lewd photographs. She could feel Brian's cock rubbing against her hip as he nuzzled closer and slid a leg up over her bare ass. The pictures, plus the contents of the letter they came in, had charged him up, if the hardness of his prick was an indication.
She sorted the pictures out, and wiggling her cute butt against his hardening cock, she muttered, «These pictures are disgusting!» Tapping one for emphasis, she added, her voice filled with primness, «Look at her! Laying on a bed stark naked, and playing with her own pussy!»
Brian eased on top of his wife, shoved his cock between her lovely, creamy, pinkish-white asscheeks, and chuckled, «Yeah, ain't that disgusting!» Picking up another picture, he ogled it. «And look at this picture of Sharon's husband, Duke. The bastard's sure heavy hung, isn't he?» There was a twinge of envy in his voice. From the pictures from their new pen pals, it was apparent that Duke Edwards had a king sized prick. It was as big as Brian's, maybe even a trifle larger.
Denise's interest perked up when she studied the large cock in the photo. It was a picture of Duke lying on a bed, holding his prick erect and grinning lewdly. Like Brian had mentioned, the man had a big cock. Her doubts still prevailed, however. She really wasn't too interested in other cocks, big, or otherwise. She had her doubts about this whole swapping bit. She'd been dubious about swapping from the beginning.
«Maybe we should just forget about swapping, dear?» Her voice contained a measure of doubt, and fear of the unknown. At age nineteen, married less than two years to Brian Watson, she still felt like a bride. A lovely bride. Brown hair. Brown eyes. Five foot six and weighing one hundred and eighteen pounds of sheer curvy loveliness, she was a beautiful dreamboat.
It had bothered Denise and caused her great anguish when Brian had gotten on this swap kick a few months ago. He had conned her into giving it at least a try, and they had started a chain of letters with potential swappers through a swinger type magazine. After sorting through the many replies they'd received they had narrowed their choice down to a young couple named, Duke and Sharon Edwards. Letters and pictures had been exchanged, and now they were down to the nitty-gritty.
The actual setting of a time and place for a first swap session!
Brian frowned. Rolling his wife onto her back, he knelt between her legs. He teased his cock around her tiny crack without actually pushing inward. Fondling her lush titties, be smiled reassuringly at his adorable wife. At twenty-five, Brian was loaded with male charm and he had a big prick. A prick his pretty young wife adored.
Smiling down at her, he eased a small portion of his big rod into her tiny cunt, and whispered, «Hon, we agreed to give it a try!»
Denise felt her argument losing ground with each inch of cock he shoved into her hot pussy. Always it was like this. Whenever he wanted to get a point across, he eased his point into her. This turned her into jelly, and negated her case against swapping.
She gulped and sighed when she felt his huge cock sliding into her tiny twat. She made one last ditch effort to get her point across. «The Edwards seem so lewd. Even in their letters, and these pictures … ugh! They're obscene. Maybe they're too far out for us?»
He shrugged. «We'll find out. Remember, our agreement is simple. If we don't like their looks when we meet them, or they don't like us, it's no deal. No swap. So stop worrying.» He eased a few more inches of cock into her cunt and slowly gyrated. He was in no rush. They had all evening. Brian didn't have a steady job. He was a wealthy young man, having inherited a considerable amount of loot upon the death of his parents a couple years ago. They'd been killed in an airplane crash.
Brian was a part time partner in a real estate complex in the city. He put in a few hours a day with his more active partners, and his time was more or less his own. And having plenty of leisure time on his hands, he did what came naturally. He kept up with the young, swinging set, dragging his reluctant young wife along with him.
He didn't mind Denise's shyness and the fact that she was somewhat of a square. He loved the pretty girl he'd married. He only wanted her to get into the swing of things with him.
Swapping was the current, in-thing to do. All his friends hinted broadly that they had tried their hands at it. He had resolved to try it, too. Now with any close friends-at least not at first. They decided to give it a try by corresponding with people through the secret codes of the swinger magazines. That way, it would be their little secret. If it turned out they didn't like swapping, they could halt it with no damage to their reputations, and their close friends wouldn't even have to know.
Denise sighed and ground her pussy around his cock and tried to suck more cock inward. She wiggled her cute ass forward, wrapped her creamy, white thighs around his hairy legs and pulled him downward. She grunted and groaned happily when his enormous cock slid inward. She beat a tattoo on his back and urged him to get with it. Time to argue about swapping later. Now was the time for fucking.
«Sock it to me, dear,» she whimpered, moaning and gyrating. She humped her pussy up and down eagerly. «Fuck the shit out of me, you, big bastard! Make me feel that cock! Fuck it to me! Now! Like wow … ooooooooh … aaaaaaah … « She squealed and moaned in delight when he ground his meat into her tiny cunt.
'I'm fucking you, slut!» he chortled happily, pounding his beef into her battered bush. His big cock slid hard onto her ditty and far into her tiny well. He always marveled that she had such a tiny cunt. As often as be tapped it, it still seemed tiny and tight.
Up. Down. He pounded his cock into tiny cunt. He bounced against her lush breasts while she wiggled and moaned. She whimpered, «Fuck me, dear! Fuck me. I'm getting so hot. Wow! Your cock seems so big tonight!»
He grinned knowingly. How right she was. Even talking about swapping had turned him on. The pictures of the couple they were about to swap with were lying around on the bed beside them. He got glimpses of the photos as he bounced up and down on his lovely wife. Glimpses of the exotic girl named Sharon, who, in her letters, implied that nothing was too far out for her and her husband to try.
He was fucking Denise, but his thoughts were on the unknown Sharon. The girl who promised him a wild time if he and Denise would visit them next weekend.
Small wonder his cock was surging hard tonight. He had half exacted a promise from Denise that she'd go along with the swap. A test hop. Closing his eyes and imagining she was the girl in the pictures, he rammed cock far into cunt. «I'm cuming, hon.! I'm cuming! Cum with me … now … «
Denise had been building up to this moment. Her two years of marital experience had taught her how to hold off until the right moment. The moment of climax. She ground her pussy tight against his spasming cock and unloaded a gigantic orgasm. Wrapping her feet around his hairy legs, she pulled him closer and closer and felt his big cock sliding all the way into her hot cunt.
Hot juices intermingled as the two lovers thrashed around on the bed. Again and again, he shot a wad of hot, sticky cum into her hot, sticky oven. Her internal juices intermingled with his. She pulled him to her in ecstasy and whimpered and moaned happily as she felt him coming and coming.
«I love you, dear,» she whispered, pressing lips. «I love you so much.» She beat a tattoo on his bare back and pulled him hard against her breasts. Her eyes misted with tears of happiness as she stared at him. It was a moment of great happiness and her heart was filled with emotional love while her cunt was being filled with cum. Moments to remember.
He grinned when he noticed the tears of happiness in her soft, brown eyes. She was such a tender, sentimental girl. An emotional little beauty. He kept his prick in her cunt as long as he could, still trying to push more cock in deeper and give with more juices. Nature finally prevailed. The stiffness receded. His cock grew limp. It plopped dejectedly out of the seething cauldron.
He eased from her lushness and flopped onto his back. «Like wow!» he breathed, panting somewhat from the exertion. «It was really something tonight!» He rested his hand on her still spasming pussy, and gently scratched.
Denise tickled his man sized titties. She wasn't breathless like him. She had the feeling of contentment, of a job well done.
«It's always something,» she agreed, snuggling close, and grabbing a handful of soft cock. Placing her head on his heaving breast, she peered up at him, eyes still misted with tears of happiness. Sucking in a deep breath, she re-opened the old argument. «That's why I can't understand why you'd want someone else. Why you want to swap.» Her eyes begged for understanding.
An expression of annoyance swept to his face. His dark eyes, so filled with contentment, suddenly turned cool. «Honey, please? Don't rehash all your silly arguments against swapping. We agreed to at least give it a try. We've already written to the Edwards and said we'd be at their place next weekend. Now stop trying to get out of it. We're going through with it. At least this once!»
She bit back the retort that sprang to her lips. She knew it would be futile to renew the old argument. Brian was a knot head. Once his mind was made up-that was it.
«It's just that I'm kind of scared,» she whispered easing around on the bed and heading down toward his cock-with her mouth.
«There's nothing to be afraid of,» he assured her easing her up and over. They were in a sixty-nine position. He was staring directly at her cunt and asshole.
Holding his limp cock in her hand, she spoke to the cock, and loud enough for him to hear. «It's just that I've never had another man but you before, dear.» A true statement. She'd been a virgin of seventeen when he'd married her, a scant two years ago.
«I understand, lion,» he replied, addressing his remarks to her tiny, brown-haired pussy. He kissed the wet, gooey vaginal lips tenderly. Licking the tiny crack, he mumbled, his voice slightly muffled by the hairy snatch he was half kissing, «but I've promised that if you don't want to go through with it, after we arrive, we can back out. The Edwards agreed to that in their letters. So relax, hon. Relax.» He stroked her cute butt and massaged her creamy asscheeks.
Holding his half hard prick erect, she licked the sides and the slit at the top, which was still oozing cum. She shoved her fears aside as she shoved his cock into her mouth. Maybe she was just being childish, making such a big thing about swapping. She was letting her morals show through. She was such a square. She couldn't help that, of course. Mom and Dad were two of the squarest people in existence. Her upbringing had been strait laced.
She sighed and sucked. Sucked and sighed. Soon the sighs disappeared. Only the sucking was left. She concentrated on the job at hand. Getting Brian hard.
She succeeded.



CHAPTER 2


They drove twice around the block which the Edwards lived on before heading into the driveway of their house. Denise could almost feel her knees knocking together while sitting beside Brian, who was driving. She tried to relax, but she was all tensed up. Brian, despite his air of bravado, also seamed up tight.
Their initial evaluation of the Edward's place was favorable. It was a large home in a very nice neighborhood in one of the better sections of the suburbs, well within easy driving range of the city.
The neighborhood was on a par with their own neighborhood on the other side of the city suburbs. Denise breathed a sigh of relief. So far, so good. Brian drove into the driveway and parked next to a late model, four door sedan. Close by was another car, a sports model. Like the home, the cars were high class, expensive item.
A slight twinge of disappointment swept through her when the door opened and they met the Edwards in person for the first time. Duke Edwards did not measure up to the photos that had been sent as part of their pen pal letters through the swinger magazine.
Duke Edwards was twenty-eight. He was chubby, far chubbier than he'd looked in his pictures. He was five foot, ten inches and pushed the scales at two hundred and ten pounds. He had light brownish colored hair, styled rather long and mod, and he had pale blue eyes. His eyes were rather close set and beady, and his nose was bulbous. The entire effect was that of a hoggish type man, with fat jowls.
She beat down her feeling of disappointment and cut loose with a charming smile, and a soft, «Pleased to meet you, Duke.» She tried to keep her voice calm.
Sharon Edwards was an exact opposite of her ugly husband. She was a lush, twenty-three-year old beauty. She was five foot, seven inches of curvy shape with a pair of knockers that were out of this world. She was a phony blonde, with grey eyes and exuded sex appeal, from every curvy pound of her one hundred and thirty pound creamy, pinkish-white physique.
From their correspondence, they already knew quite a bit about this couple. Duke was a television show producer in the city. Very successful. Sharon was a singer and an active television personality. She often appeared on many of the shows Duke was connected with. Being a very photogenic girl, she was in demand by most of the studios.
Denise felt almost awed in the presence of this couple. Duke, the genial host led them into their sumptuous living room and poured a round of drinks. He was dressed in casual slacks and sports shirt, as was Brian. The girls had on mini dress outfits. Casualness seemed to be the order of the day.
Duke, eyeing Denise hungrily, grinned at her from behind the bar where he'd established himself as the genial host. His groupies were seated at bar stools before him, while he attended their wants. Cutting loose with a big smile, he murmured, his eyes roving up and down her lovely shape, «The pictures you sent hardly do you justice, m'dear. You're much prettier than in your pictures.»
She blushed, and wished she could return the compliment. Truthfully she couldn't. Duke looked uglier and more piggish in person than he had in the pictures he'd sent. She murmured a polite, «thank you, sir.»
«Listen to the girl!» hooted Duke, slapping the bar. «Calling me sir!» Reaching over, he gathered one of her warm hands in his, and said, «The name's Duke, honey.» He winked lewdly.
She withdrew her hand and mumbled, «Okay – Duke.» Her fears built. This man was coming on too strong. She didn't like his looks, or his attitude. She forced a smile, slid from the bar stool and sat on a big recliner chair nearby and sipped slowly at her drink as she tried desperately to calm her jumpy nerves.
Sharon, sensing Denise's fears, quickly jumped into the breech. She sat on a chair nearby and cut loose with a disarming smile. «This is a first time for you, darling? Swapping, I mean. In your letters you mentioned you were new at this?»
Denise nodded. «It … will be a first time … if we go through with it.» She downed the drink and handed her glass to Brian for a refill. The warming liquor calmed her. She smiled thankfully at the other girl.
«Yeah, I know just how you feel.» Sharon chuckled. «I felt the same way the first time I tried out for a part in a musical on Broadway. My knees were knocking, my throat felt parched and I was sure I wouldn't be able to sing a note.»
Duke, having poured another round of drinks, came from behind the bar and perched on a stool. Grinning, he remarked, «You should hear her belt out a song now. And the things she does when she sings at parties. How about giving them a sample, hon.?»
Sharon nodded. She finished her drink, got up from her chair, turned on the hi-fi set and went into her act.
Denise had the odd feeling that this had all been pre-arranged.
Sharon belted out a currently popular song in her pleasant voice. While giving with the words and music she slowly undulated before her appreciative audience. As she pirouetted and moved before them, she began tossing aside her clothes. Denise had the impression that the clothes were especially made for this act. Break away clothing. First came the pale blue blouse Sharon had been wearing.
Holding the blouse in her hand, Sharon undulated and sang. Her lush breasts were encased in a brief bra. She sang and fumbled with her bra. Unhurriedly she did her number while Duke refilled the glasses of the onlookers.
Sharon eased up to Brian who was perched on a bar stool beside Duke. Easing tantalizingly close and singing the words as though just for Brian, she managed to remove her bra while on a downward swoop in Brian's direction. Her big breasts bounced close to Brian's startled glance. Sharon teased her taut nipples very close to Brian's gaping mouth.
Denise gulped and almost uttered a wail of protest. She bit back the sound and continued to gawk at the scene. A measure of deep discontent swept through her as she watched the way Brian simpered and moved his mouth like a fish toward the swinging bells and the big, taut nipples. He looked like a stupid fish going after the bait.
And what bait! Denise would be the first to admit that Sharon had a pair of tits that were incredible. Large, creamy, pinkish-white mounds of sheer loveliness. Firm, round and fully packed.
Sharon was using her bait expertly. She teased her melons up to Brian's face while he gulped at them like a guppy with a big mouth. She swooped her nipples in and out of his mouth and several times pressed her breasts hard against his face so he could wallow in the lovely valley between the huge mounds.
Duke slid from his bar stool and perched on the arm of Denise's easy chair. Sliding an arm down, he ran his fingers through her long brown hair. Chuckling impishly, he said, «That Sharon's quite a girl, isn't she? What a teaser.»
«Yeah, she's a card.» Denise tried to keep a smile on her face. She was well aware of what these people were. Swappers! But she wished they wouldn't come on so strong-and so fast. She gritted her teeth and tried to ignore Duke's probing fingers. He had his hand down her blouse and was gently fondling her breasts!
Bending lower, Duke murmured in her ear. «I sure hope you two like us. Me and Sharon are forming a new swap group.»
«Oh?» She tried to control her nerves. Despite her aversion to what this ugly man was doing to her, she couldn't help but get heated up. His hands were nice and warm. His gentle massing of her titties sent goose bumps through her. Nice goose bumps.
«Our old group was getting just that … old hat. We've decided to assemble an entire new group. Kids like you and Brian, who've never tried swapping before, or who haven't really done much swapping as yet. Rookies.»
«Oh? And where's the rest of the group?»
«We're lining them up. If you and your husband like us after tonight, we plan on inviting you to a big party in about three weeks. By then, we'll have our new group lined up. We should have a wonderful time. How does it sound to you, hon.?» He dripped his fingers farther down her blouse and massaged her breasts, stomach and belly button. He fumbled for her blouse fasteners with his free hand.
«I … I … er … oh … oh … « She gulped and ignored his probing fingers when the sight she was staring at drove all other thoughts from her mind.
Sharon had stripped bare!
The exotic singer-dancer was still undulating to the music and still singing the song, but now she was no longer alone in her exotic, nude dance. She had pulled Brian to his feet and had swept him to her embrace. While still moving around and singing to the tune being played on the hi-fi, she reached into his slacks and pulled out his cock!
An expression of joy cut through a few bars of the song she was belting out as she fondled Brian's huge prick. A prick which was now bouncing hard and surging with power. Sharon no longer sang her song. Her tune had changed to gurgles of delight. Sliding Brian's slacks from his legs, and his sports shirt from his chest, she eased toward her mate.
Holding Brian's huge prick in her hands, she gurgled, «Look what I found, dear!»
Duke, who'd gone this route often with his beautiful wife, ogled her new find. Expertly he sized up Brian's big, solid cock. A cock almost as big as his own. He knew this would please Sharon. Smiling, he nodded and muttered, «It's sure a big one! I told you these kids would be ideal for our new group. I could tell from the pictures they sent and from their letters.» Patting his lovely wife on the ass, he asked jokingly, «What're you going to do with it, hon.?»
Sharon smiled lewdly and still holding the huge prick, murmured, «I'd like to try it on for size. Can I?» It was a little game they played with new swappers. A game of getting every one in the mood, and relaxed.
«You have my permission, hon.» Duke squeezed one of Denise's breasts. He had succeeded in slipping her blouse off and she was now nude to the waist. Nude, and blushing furiously. «How about you, dear? Can my Sharon try your Brian on for size?» Again he squeezed tittie.
Denise stared hard at Brian. He, too, was flushing. It was a first for them both. A first time another girl had a hand wrapped around his prick since their marriage less than two years ago.
It was the moment of truth.
Calling on her last ounce of common sense, and realizing this was the moment of decision, Denise moved away from Duke's probing fingers, folded her arms demurely across her lush tits, and giving a nasty glare at her entrapped husband, she said flatly, «It's up to him! This entire idea about swapping is his!»
«I … I … « Brian felt some of the steam seeping from his ardor and some of the stiffness receding from his cock as he withered under Denise's cold look. «I … I … « He appealed to her for help in this moment of decision.
She wasn't about to let him off the hook. «Make up your mind, Brian. Shall we leave … now?»
A strained silence hung heavily in the air. Duke and Sharon, who'd gone through similar scenes many a time, waited without uttering a word. Sharon continued to stroke the wilting prick, trying to coax new strength into it-and into the owner of the wilting cock. Duke wisely regained from trying to get back to his tittie fondling chore. He sat on the arm of the chair, awaiting the verdict patiently.
Brian sucked in a deep breath. His eyes darted about. He glanced at his irate wife. He got her message, loud and clear. She wanted them to leave-now. His harried glance settled on Duke for a moment. The chubby man seemed unconcerned. As though he'd gone this route before. Brian knew that if he chickened out, the couple would have no trouble lining up new prospects.
Duke, though he wasn't a handsome man, was a powerful figure in the theater and entertainment field in the city. He would have no trouble lining up swapping couples, especially with a wife like Sharon. Brian's glance settled on Sharon who was gently massaging his prick and eyed him with lewd promise in her grey eyes. She had a smile on her full lips.
Squaring his shoulders, he made his big decision. Wrapping an arm around luscious Sharon, he grabbed a handful of tit, and announced. «We came to swap, and damn it, we're going to swap. Lead the way, beautiful!»
Ignoring the gasp of dismay from his wife, and the nasty glare she tossed in his direction, he allowed himself to be led by the prick from the room. Holding his prick lightly, Sharon led him from the huge living room and toward the bedroom area. «See you all later,» he called defiantly over his shoulder.
Tears of dismay and sadness swept into Denise's eyes as she watched her man being led by the prick from the room. Damn him, she thought, «I need another drink,» she sobbed, handing Duke her empty glass.
Duke gladly refilled her glass, and his own. Standing before her, he clucked his tongue. «It's, quite a shock to you, isn't it, little one?» He stared hungrily at her lush breasts, now completely uncovered since she gave up her efforts to hide them.
She nodded miserably, her heart was broken. «I didn't think he'd go through with it.»
Holding Out his band, Duke drew her to her feet. She was shaken. He drew her to him in a fatherly embrace and hugged her shaking body. «There, there, little darling,» he breathed huskily, squeezing a tit, «it isn't the end of the world. You came here with the intention of swapping. You did write those letters,» he added judiciously, easing her toward the bedroom area.
She sipped at her drink and allowed herself to be comforted by this big, ugly brute of a man who, at the moment, seemed filled with compassion. An item she needed. He was so gentle, kind and understanding. «I never really thought he'd go through with it,» she mumbled. «I thought sure he'd chicken out»
«Well, he didn't, so you'll have to face up to it, honey,» Duke soothed, trying not to show his happiness. He'd played this scene many a time before. He knew exactly how to handle a distraught wife. A wife who has just seen her husband being tugged off by the prick to a handy bedroom by a beautiful girl-namely his own wife.
He led the way along the hallway and paused before the master bedroom. Sharon had deliberately left the bedroom door open. Sharon, the beautiful minx with the lush shape, was playing her part perfectly. Having led her new swapper to the room by his huge prick, she was now taking more direct action with the nice prick.
She was laying flat on her ass, and the nice prick was sliding in and out of her nice cunt!
Standing just outside the room in the hallway, with Duke's arm around her waist, Denise stared at the shocking scene. She almost fainted. She gasped in dismay.
Her husband of less than two years was fucking a girl he had met less than two hours ago. He was pounding his big cock in and out of the girl's tight cunt. He was uttering animal like sounds of joy while pounding cock into cunt. Denise's own sounds of dismay and discontent distracted him momentarily. He turned his head and eyed her between strokes. His eyes filled with lust and madness, he continued to fuck Sharon, while frowning at the interruption. He flashed her a wan smile, and muttered, «Hi, hon. Having fun?» He again turned his attention to the business at hand, and having delivered friendly greetings to his wife, be now ignored her and took up the fucking cadence with Sharon.
«You … you … bastard!» Denise flung the words at his sweating back. She turned away. Since the only handy place to give vent to her emotions was in the arms of Duke, Denise melted into his embrace, sobbing up a storm.
Duke, with a gleam in his eyes, gently soothed the sobbing girl. He gently soothed her by stroking her bare shoulders and nice tits, while he eased her toward the bedroom next door. The gleam in his eyes grew more pronounced when he gently eased her onto her back on the king-sized bed.
He quickly undressed. Now, naked and thoroughly aroused, he joined her on the bed. Reaching down, he gently massaged her lush tits. «There, there, little girl,» he breathed huskily, «relax, and have a good cry.» He stroked tittie. He stroked bare belly. He stroked downward with his soothing, gentle hands. His fingers fumbled with the zipper of her mini skirt.
While she was still sobbing her little heart out, he stripped her bare. Her eyes popped wide. It dawned on her that this chubby man of compassion had something else on his mind than merely soothing her ruffled feelings!



CHAPTER 3


Denise hopped from the bed. She tried covering herself with her clothes which she held before her. Staring down at the grinning, naked, hairy man, she gasped, «What d'ya think you're doing!»
Duke, the old hand at swapping, propped against the backboard of the bed and rested his hand on his surging cock. Grinning impishly, he waved it in her direction. «I was thinking maybe I'd shove this big old cock into your pussy-just like your husband is doing to my wife!» He inclined his head toward the next bedroom.
She gasped. She'd been so intent on putting on the horrified act, she'd forgotten. the sylvan scene in the next room.
She wilted. Some of the rage drained. She couldn't blame this man to much. She had been writing letters to him and his wife. She had sent along a few pictures of herself and Brian in the nude. Nothing obscene, just posed photos showing their physiques. They had both entered into this game with their eyes wide open. They had both indicated they were willing to give swapping a try.
Brian had gone through with his part of the bargain. Duke was now waiting for her to live up to her promises. He bad willingly let his wife go to bed with Brian. Now he was expecting his reward.
She stared at the smiling man. She glanced at his cock. It was half hard. He was toying with it. The man seemed in no hurry. He had the whole night. He had probably encountered wives like her before. Reluctant swappers. She hesitated. Every fiber in her lithe, slender young body, urged her to flee. This was crazy.
Swapping!
It would be different if she and Brian had been married many years and boredom had set in on their marriage. That she could understand. But they'd been married less than two years. She was still a teenager. Why? Why would Brian want to swap? Her mind rehashed all the arguments she'd been using on him since he first brought up the subject a few months ago.
Obviously she wouldn't be getting any answers from this hairy, ugly bastard laying on the bed, grinning at her and teasing with his big cock.
«Come and get it, honey.» He held his cock erect. «I'll give it to you anyway you want it. In the mouth. In the cunt. In the ass. You name it, I'll do it.» The thought of what he might be doing gave added stature to his prick. It grew harder and bigger.
Denise's mouth watered at sight of the surging prick. The drinks she'd had, had warmed her. The feel of this fat man's fingers on her breasts had heated her. Now the sight of him holding his cock with his fat hand and waving it toward her had an electrifying effect. All this, plus the sight she'd just seen of Brian shoving his cock into Sharon's cunt, decided her.
She dropped her clothes to the floor and eased toward the bed. She sat on it, close to Duke, deciding to let him take the initiative.
With a squeal of delight, Duke reached for the teenaged morsel of loveliness. He drew her to him and showered her with kisses. His fat lips crushed against hers in a tender kiss. He shoved his tongue into her mouth and dueled with her tongue. «You lovely girl,» he murmured, kissing, hugging and fondling. «You're the most beautiful girl I've ever seen.» He kissed her lips. He kissed her chin. He kissed her throat. He nuzzled her breasts to his face. He wallowed in her valley of her tits. He swabbed his tongue all over her lush melons.
Like a little piggy, he nipped, nibbled and savored her lush, creamy mounds.
Despite her initial feelings of aversion, Denise felt herself warming up to his love. The big man handled her gently and lovingly. With each nip of his mouth and teeth on her nipples, she heated up more and more. When he took her huge breasts into his mouth and sucked eagerly, she felt warm all over.
Duke seemed in no rush to mount her as Denise eased around in his embrace and he licked her nipples contentedly. He was still sitting on the bed and had her in his arms while he worked on her with his lips and tongue.
She steadied herself by holding her hand on his prick and fondling it. With each stroke of her small fingers on his prick, it grew larger and fatter. The more she handled the huge cock, the more she realized that it was actually larger than Brian's. It was much thicker around, and maybe a trifle longer. She felt a moistness in her crotch area as he sucked her tits and she played with his cock.
All thoughts of rebellion had long gone. Denise was now a girl in heat. A girl getting a man in heat. She pliantly let him have his way. She was like putty hi his hands. He rolled her on top. He gobbled her swinging bells. He gently slapped her butt. He held her aloft and eased her down for some hot kisses. He handled her one hundred and eighteen pounds of curvy loveliness with ease.
He held her aloft by the hips and ever so slowly he turned her around.
Holding her stiffly aloft, as though she were the weights, and he was the weight lifter, he stared up at her hairy, little cunt, poised above his face. He was holding her at arms length. She had her hands resting on his knees. His legs were spread wide apart.
She stared down fascinated. She was poised stiffly above him, suspended by her hips by his big hands. Her mass of brown hair tumbled down beside her face. Hair that was so long, it almost touched his towering mast pole prick that was aimed toward her mouth.
He held her in this position for a long moment, savoring the sight of her tiny, hairy cunt directly above his face. She slid her legs apart to give him a better view. His face lit up. His eyes were pools of lust. This naked little girl was by far the prettiest kid he'd stared at in a long time. She was so young, so tender, so flawless with such creamy, pink-white skin. He eased her up and down as though she were weightless. He flexed his muscles and brought her snatch within kissing distance. He kissed, nipped and teased her up and down like weight-lifter.
This action drove Denise ape; She was so hot she was about ready to climb the walls. With each up and down stroke of her lithe young body, he took bigger and better nips of her pussy. Duke was in no rush. He had his own method of getting kicks. He was a man proud of his strength. He was a man of limitations who knew he didn't have to rush things. He was a man who savored things beautiful.
This naked teenager he was toying with was a girl of rare beauty and charm. He got a tremendous charge out of watching her breasts swinging downward as he raised and lowered her cunt to his face. He savored the smell of her pissy, little cunt. He burrowed his tongue far into her tiny slit and licked her asshole before raising her aloft again and again.
Denise squealed and moaned in delight. With each lick of his tongue in her cunt, she had minor, inner spasms. She eagerly licked at his throbbing cock with each up and down movement. She arched herself forward and managed to get a stranglehold on his huge cock with her mouth. Up. Down. He raised and lowered her. Up. Down. With each movement, she managed to get her licks in on his cock, while he managed to get his licks in on her pussy.
It was great fun, while it lasted. Heat waves engulfed them both. Finally his arms grew tired and he lowered her all the way down and removed his hands from her hips. This action brought his enormous cock directly into her eager, sucking mouth. At the same time, it brought her tiny, pissy pussy directly into his eager, suckling mouth.
The two did what came naturally. They sucked.!
In. Out. Denise drew his enormous rod into her mouth. She grabbed a handful of hairy balls and stroked them while stroking his cock in and out of her mouth. She gulped, gagged and adjusted to his big prick. It was sure a mouthful.
She squatted her ass down until it covered his face. She squished her cunt into his eager mouth.
She slid her cunt up and down on his out-thrust tongue. She flicked his face contentedly. She pushed pussy hard against his sucking mouth. She wiggled her ass and squealed in delight when he shoved a finger in and out of her shit chute.
She jabbed fingers in and out of his hairy asshole while sucking his big rod. Each shove of her fingers in his ass seemed to give added strength and size to his big cock. She moaned, sucked, finger flicked him and tried to get him to shoot a wad of cum into her eager mouth. «Come on, you big cocked bastard,» she whimpered, between sucks. «Cum in my mouth. Shoot it to me, you bastard. I'll swallow every fucking ounce. C'mon, big cock, fuck my face … Like wow! Ooooooh … Aaaaaah … « Her whimpers and wails of delight were somewhat muffled since her mouth was filled with cock.
Unhurriedly Duke worked out on the girl in heat. He knew his own limitations. He had long ago gotten over the jack rabbit approach to fucking. The slam-bang, in and out, it's finished motif. He had learned to pace himself and keep his prick hard and unsquirting for a considerable period of time. He was of the new school of slow fuckers. The types who had learned how to control their cum, and thus their passions.
He kissed the pretty cunt. He licked it. He fingered it. He teased it. He stroked her cute butt. He licked her creamy, inner thighs. He nipped at her asshole.
He offered up his surging cock to her loving kisses. He eased her upward so he could get a view of her sucking him off. An inspiring sight, watching his huge cock slide in and out of that pretty, pouty mouth. Reaching down, he touched her lips while his cock slid in and out. He patted her billowing cheeks and then fondled her swinging breasts.
He was in no rush, though he could sense she was getting out of control. Her little pussy was spasming like crazy. He could sense she was having inner orgasms again and again. He wished his tongue was a foot long so he could dip in and taste of her wondrous, creamy nectar. He had to content himself with licking at her moistness, and nipping at her ditty and swabbing her all over. Deep into her cunt. Deep into her asshole. He tongued her. He tongue bathed her. He fondled her. He touched her all over. He jabbed fingers in and out of her cunthole, her asshole and touched her squirming butt and ran fingers up and down her back.
Denise squirmed, moaned and grew hot. Again and again she spasmed internally. Again and again the sucked prick, trying to make it cum. Her pussy was afire from his licking, fingering and nipping. «I'm so hot,» she moaned, squirming her cunt on his face. «Fuck me, you bastard,» she begged, between sucks. «Fuck me. Now! Please … please … ooooooh … aaaaaaaaah … I can't, stand much more. Fuck me! Fuck me!» She wailed, whimpered and crushed her cunt onto his face.
He tried keeping his mouth to her cunt, but she was pulling away.
«It's good, it hurts!» she wailed, breaking off the action of her cunt. «It tickles! It feels funny. It's too much sucking. It needs a cock … now!» She pulled free, flopped on her back, spread her legs wide, lifted her knees and held out her hands. «Fuck me now, you big cocked bastard!»
It was a direct order. Duke, who would have liked to have continued the sucking action a while longer, heeded the direct order. He knew when he was licked. And she was licked.
Grinning happily, he knelt between her legs. He eyed her well sucked pussy for a long moment. He ran his tongue across his lips impishly, then eased forward. «Ready, slut!» be chortled, aiming his bone-hard, well-sucked prick at her tiny pussy.
She smiled happily. «Ready,» she whispered, trying to relax so he could gain entrance more easily with his enormous rod. A rod she hoped she could handle.
He eased it in. Gently but firmly the enormous cock slid between her pouty, vaginal lips. It beat against her taut ditty button. It slid into the well lubricated velvety walls. It slid in deeper, deeper, deeper…
Denise moaned, whimpered and accepted. It was by far the biggest cock she'd ever handled. It was larger than Brian's. Fatter and meatier.
Fortunately her cunt had been well lubricated by his mouthings and suckings. His finger fucking had enlarged her cunthole to an acceptable standard. His huge prick slid into the tiny cunthole. Inch by inch, he gently eased it inward. With each sliding inch, she moaned and thrashed around.
Inch by inch the big, ugly man invaded the lovely creature. It was beauty and the beast. The moaning, squirming little beauty being ravished by the monstrous beast with the monstrous prick!
«It hurts!» moaned the little beauty.
«Yes. Yes,» squealed the monster, shoving more and more cock into the beauty's cunt. «I've got my big fat cock in your tiny, little pussy! Now wiggle your cute ass and enjoy it!» He licked her face, and squeezed his bulk against her enormous titties.
«Yes. Yes,» echoed Denise, accepting her fate-and his big cock.
She adjusted. The big prick was all the way in and be was gently moving up and down in cadence with her wiggling ass. While he licked her face with his hot tongue, she began licking his face, too.
The big guy had an odd way of making love, but she was enjoying every bit of it, every fucking inch of his huge cock and every thing he could think up. This was a new, electrifying experience she was getting.
«Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck the slut out of me!» she whimpered, sobbed and meshed cunt against cock. «I'm so damned hot! Wow! Aaaaaah … ooooh … It feels so good; Fuck it to me! Fuck it to me … like wow … !» Up. Down. She moved her ass.
In. Out. He shoved his prick into a willing receptacle. He increased the tempo. His slow down tactics had long gone. He no longer tried pacing himself. He had passed the point of no return. He slobbered. He punched her cunt. He drove powerfully into her spasming pussy. «I'm fucking you, bitch!» he chortled, between power strokes. «Move it! Move that, cute cunt. Fuck! Fuck! Fuck … like wow … I'm cuming … I'm cuming. now … cum with me, you bitch … !»
She obliged. She unloaded at the same time. A gigantic load of hot, creamy nectar. His squirting hose filled her tiny cunt with hot, tangy juices. Again and again he unloaded. Again and again she matched his load. Her inner cunt became a seething cauldron of hot love juices. The enormous cock pushed load after load into her hot oven.
She easily handled his huge bulk while he thrashed around. He was moaning and shooting his rocks. His big hairy belly was meshed against her flat tummy. His big, hairy chest was bouncing hard on her lush tits. He had his hands under her asscheeks and he was pulling her ass up and down like a yo-yo while filling her tight cunt with his hot cum.
She wrapped her legs around his hairy legs and pulled him deeper and deeper into her delightfully, ravished, cunt.
She beat a tattoo on his bare back and swabbed his sweating face with her hot tongue while he unloaded his cum in her cunt. «Fuck me, Duke!» she wailed, out of control, and moving around under him like crazy. «Fuck me! Fill my cunt! I'm cuming … I'm cuming … Ooooooh … aaaaaaah keep fucking … keep cuming .. »
Duke manfully kept pounding away. Again and again he shot his rocks. It had been a long time since he'd been so heated up. This teenaged beauty had really turned him on. He shot more cum into her cunt at this moment than he usually unloaded in four or five fucks.
His fat face was a mask of lust and passion as he fucked the small girl. He mouthed obscenities. He licked her face with his hot tongue. He bounced hard onto, her titties. He meshed his big, beer belly hard onto her flat tummy. He ravished her tiny cunt with his enormous cock. He pushed it in as far as he could and kept pushing inward, trying to get more and more cock into her adorable little hole.
Beauty and the beast!
The beast finally wilted. With a moan of despair, Duke pushed a few tentative strokes, of his cock into her ravished, adorable cunt, then he backed away. He could no longer sustain the stiffness required of a cock in cunt.
His limp wand flopped from the moist pussy. Drops of cum came out and eased down her thighs and asscheeks.
He flopped onto his back, stared up at the ceiling and gasped for breath. His big, hairy chest was heaving. He sighed and turned to her with a wan smile. Placing a big hand on her tiny cunt, he chuckled. «The winner! Little pussy!» He scratched at the cunt hairs, on the twitching mound.
Turning onto her side, she planted a huge kiss on his hot lips. «It was wonderful, Duke. The best fuck I've ever had. You sure know how to handle a girl» She wrapped her hands around his limp, dejected looking prick It was still throbbing from the beating it had taken.
«Yeah. That's what they all say.» He sighed contentedly and nuzzled her to him. He stroked her bare ass and squeezed her lush melons against his heaving chest «I was kind of hoping we could make it last longer, honey,» he breathed, «but you got me so hot, I couldn't wait.» He sighed.
«We can get it up again?» She tugged at the limp rod.
He smiled wanly. «Sure, but it'll take time. I need time to recharge my batteries, after that ride!»
«So we'll take time. We've, got all night.» She eased a leg up over his vast stomach and toyed with the hairs, on his manly chest. «Who's in any rush?» She giggled and smiled knowingly as she felt his prick beginning to harden again.
He lay on his back for a long time while she contented herself with fondling his limp prick and trying to coax some hardness into it.
He relaxed. His breathing became normal. He held the naked beauty in his arms and gently ran fingers up and down her spine. He gently squeezed her cute asscheeks. He fondled her lush tits. He was in no rush. Like she'd mentioned, they had all night. He knew that Sharon was taking good care of this girl's husband. The exotic Sharon had her own ways of treating men and taking care of their wants. With a new prospect like Brian to work out on, she could very easily spend the night with him.
«Do you like swapping now, honey?» he whispered, while stroking her breasts.
«It's fun. I mean like you're so different from Brian.» She jerked his cock, hoping to instill hardness to it.
«You mean I've got a bigger cock?»
«Not only that. It's the things you did. You sure got me hotter than I've ever been before.»
«That's what swapping is all about, honey. You'll meet all kind of different guys. Everyone has a new approach. A way of their own. When you meet the new group we're setting up, you'll flip.»
«You really think so?» Denise's hopes arose as she felt hardness entering his cock. «You mean all the new people we meet will try new ways? New methods?»
«They sure will, honey. Every guy you meet will be a new experience. You handle big cocks. Little cocks. Medium sized cocks, and believe me, every cock will be a new experience for you.»
«And while I'm trying on these cocks for size, Brian will be sampling the cunts for size?» Again the doubt entered her mind. Denise didn't want Brian to fuck other girls.
Duke kissed her tenderly. «You still have your doubts, don't you honey?»
«I'm not sure. I like what you did to me, but I don't like what Brian is doing to your wife. I guess I'm all mixed up.» She laughed shrilly.
«You'll get over it, honey once you get wound up with the new group I'm forming. It'll be free love. You'll get to the point where you'll be able to watch Brian fuck hell out of a girl and it won't bother you. In fact, you'll encourage him.»
«Gee, I doubt that … « She lay on her back and stared thoughtfully at the ceiling. Duke's blunt words evoked thoughts that were frightening.
Duke chuckled. «Let's not worry about such things now.» He got up from the bed. «I gotta pee.» He grinned impishly and held his cock teasingly toward her. «Wanta watch me?»
«Can I?» She squealed in delight and hopped, from the bed. «I never watched a man pee!»
«Be my guest!» Wrapping a hand around her waist, he held her into the bathroom.



CHAPTER 4


Denise sat on the edge of the tub while Duke stood before the commode, eased out his cock and aimed it. Reaching up, she attempted to hold it in position. To her surprise, the cock stopped squirting piss.
Duke grinned. «It's a way of life for me, honey. Whenever someone has hold of my cock, it stops pissing. Take your hand off-I'll show you.»
She removed her hand. The prick started pissing again.
«Now grab it!» he directed She did. The prick stopped pissing.
She giggled. «I'll be damned!» She removed her hand and he finished pissing. When he got the last drop off into the commode, she stood up. «It's my turn!» She put the toilet seat down and squatted.
Duke squatted before her, ran his hands along her thighs and eased one hand up under her ass and onto her snatch, just as she commenced pissing. «How does it work with you?» He held his han4 against her squirting pussy. The deluge continued. Her hot, sticky piss squirted all over his hand.
She flushed and squealed. «Oh, you!» His holding the palm of his hand against her cunt didn't stop the flow of piss. She continued peeing all over his hand. It was unstoppable.
Impishly, he pulled his wet hand from her cunt, and rubbed it all over her breasts and stomach. He then reached down for more piss and this time, he put his pissy hand on her cheeks. «Taste it, honey!» He chuckled as she tried backing away.
«Stop it, Duke!» Denise wailed, blushing hotly and trying to avoid his wet hand.
He licked his own hand after dipping it back under, and grinned, «H'mm Nectar of the Gods» He swabbed her wet pussy until she was done pissing.
She hopped up and away from him. «You're a lewd bastard; Duke!» She pouted. «Now, I'm all smelly and gooey,» she chided, feeling gay and exhilarated. She was enjoying herself. This man was fine. Weird-but fun. She giggled. «What're we doing here in the bathroom?» The oddity of the situation struck her. What a place to make love.
«As long as we're here, how about a shower, honey?» Duke stepped into the glass enclosed tub and beckoned for her to join him.
Denise hesitated for a moment, then stepped in beside him. The shower stall was a bit crowded, especially since he was rather a chubby man. Duke turned on the water taps and adjusted the water. They were both standing under the warm spray. Duke soaped himself all over, and began soaping her all over.
They both laughed, giggled and downed as they soaped and felt each other. Duke eased her around until her butt was pressed against his front. Reaching forward, he soaped her lovely, melons and her lovely patch of brown, snatch hair. He then let his soapy fingers slide down to her butt. Gently but firmly he eased soapy fingers in and out of her cute, puckered asshole.
In. Out. He reamed fingers. Her butt hole softened and grew wide. «Bend over, honey.» He ordered, pushing against her back.
Panic seeped into Denise as she bent forward under his urgings. She was doubled over, her head almost touching the faucet. «What are you going to do?»
«This!» Duke eased the head of his soapy cock up against her soapy asshole. Thanks to the lubrication, the head of his enormous cock slid into her tiny asshole. He held tightly against her hip with one hand while guiding his cock into her butt with the other hand.
«Ouch! Help! Don't do that! It hurts!» Denise wailed and wiggled. She tried to move away from the rear end invasion «Ow' Stop it, Duke! Stop!
Duke ignored her pleas. He wasn't about to stop fucking this virgin asshole. Gently he eased a few more inches into the adorable hole. Thanks to the soaping they'd had, the ingress was easy. His soapy cock slid deeper into her soapy asshole. He held tightly to the panic-stricken, wriggling girl. «Relax, honey,» he breathed huskily. «Stop fighting it. Relax, it'll feel much better.»
Dense screamed, moaned and wailed some more, then she tried relaxing. To her surprise, the relaxing seemed to do the job. Her asshole muscles relaxed and the tremendous pain receded as her bunghole adjusted to the pounding cock in her shit chute. He shoved his cock in so far that it finally reached her shit. This, along with the soap, lubricated her asshole thoroughly. His enormous cock slid in and out more easily.
The pain was now gone completely. The pleasure began!
She no longer fought him. She relaxed completely and accepted completely. All eight inches of hard, solid, fat cock was rammed up her asshole. It was a wonderful feeling. Like wife swapping, this was another first for her. Getting fucked in the asshole in a bathtub by a guy she'd just met a few hours ago.
Duke stroked her breasts while he stroked her cute ass with his prick. He ran his hands along her bare back while she was bent before him obediently. He slapped her cute asscheeks while prodding cock into her cute asshole.
Duke was in a seventh, heaven of his own making. He was in no rush as he ravished the tight asshole. He had already come once, and it would be a long time before he shot his rocks again. In the meantime, he'd enjoy this luscious baby that, had been thrust at him by an eager beaver husband.
He enjoyed being a swapper. He was thankful that he had a young wife like Sharon to offer as bait. This arrangement brought him into contact with luscious beauties like this one he had his cock shoved into. Denise was by far the prettiest and the youngest wife he'd had since he and Sharon had gone the swap route. He intended to savor this lush teenager all night.
With this thought in mind, Duke slowed his strokes into her butt. While the water was still splashing down, he pulled his cock from her shit chute. He then bent and licked her well fucked asshole. Time and again he shoved his tongue into her battered asshole and reamed it. He reamed and swallowed.
Denise peered around. She saw him eating out her asshole. The sight excited her. «Eat it, you bastard!» To assist him, she wiggled her asshole back and forth and grunted and groaned.
He licked and swallowed. Then, having completely cleaned her asshole, he suddenly turned her around and shoved his cock at her mouth. «Suck it, honey! Suck it!»
She opened her mouth to protest. To flatly inform him that she wasn't about to suck cock. The words were never uttered. The moment she opened her mouth to lodge her protest, he eased his cock in and stifled her words.
Denise gagged, spit out, and almost choked as Duke's cock slid far down her throat. She grimaced and tried to escape the monster. To no avail. He had her by the ears and was pulling her forward. The water was cascading around them in a slower trickle since he turned the pressure lower.
Her hair was soggy wet. The water was running down her face. The soap had long gone. He was pounding his cock in and out of her mouth. Now his cock was slick and clean again. She swallowed and began enjoying the sucking process His prick was bone hard from fucking her asshole and not cuming. Eagerly and without protest she licked his cock. His nice, big, clean prick that filled her mouth so satisfyingly.
He pulled at her ears as she pulled at his cock. He smiled tenderly at the wonderful cocksucker. He watched her ass wiggling as she sucked. That cute ass that he'd just been reaming with his cock.
He watched her swinging balls as she bent far over and took his cock in her mouth. The sight of the lovely girl with his cock in her mouth turned him on.
He almost came. He pulled out just in time. He didn't want to cum-not just yet. He knew his limitations. Once more and he'd, be done for the night. He had to prolong his pleasure.
Stepping from the tub, he helped her out. They stood dripping on the bath rug. He toweled her lush nakedness. She toweled his big, hairiness. They laughed, giggled and joked while drying each other. He swept her into his embrace, squishing his hairy chest hard against her luscious melons. Drying her back from this position, be kissed her tenderly, and murmured, «Gee, honey, you're wonderful. Such a good sport. You'll' be a sensation with our new swap group.»
She melted into his embrace and rubbed his back with a towel. «You get me so damned hot, I can't help myself. Where did you ever learn all these tricks?»
«Honey, you ain't seen nothing yet. We've just begun.»
«You mean there's more to come?» Her eyes lit up.
«Honey, I'll get you so hot, you'll climb the walls.» He finished drying her and led the way back to the king sized bed.
He eased her onto her back and knelt beside her. He devoured her with his lewd looks as he ogled her from stem to stern. «You smell so nice and clean,» he murmured. «Now just relax, honey, and let me do my thing. I'll call the shots. You just obey my commands. Okay?»
Denise stretched and yawned contentedly. The warming shower had relaxed her completely. She stretched her hands above her head and propped on the pillow. She felt all nice and clean. Her asshole ached slightly from the pounding it had received, but otherwise she felt good all over. She lay passively one leg up and the other stretched down.
Duke touched her thighs, then ran his fingers down her calves to her ankles. He was squatted beside her lushness. Bending down, he tickled her toes. He then kissed her toes, one at a time. He drew one of her big toes into his mouth and began sucking it!
She stared lazily down at him in approval. «Don't you wish my big toe was a cock you were sucking?» she joshed.
He crinkled his nose. «It wouldn't be the first time!» He continued sucking her toes, then slid his tongue up onto her ankles, then to her calves. He fondled her lush, creamy white thighs with his big hands. He squeezed and massaged the wondrous pillars of creamy textured skin. He then sucked, nipped and licked at her creamy inner thighs.
With each suck, his prick began to harden. He had deliberately let his cock grew limp after the session in the bathroom. Now it was beginning to assume gigantic proportions. Denise reached down and hold it. Gently he disengaged her fingers from his rod. «Un-unh, honey. No touches. No jerky. I'll let you know when.»
Denise nodded. She put her hand back above her head again. He wanted her to just watch. She would, even though every fiber in her body was heating up. As he'd said, they had all night. She appreciated his problem. One man. One cock. A limited number of times for him to come. He wanted to prolong the joy. She'd go along with it. Besides, she rather enjoyed getting sucked off. She wondered how far he'd go in his sucking.
Duke was now at her cunthole. He nipped and nibbled at her tiny cunt for a few minutes. In. Out. He shoved his big tongue into her little cunt. Then, with a deep sigh, he nipped at her curly cunt hairs with his teeth. He burrowed his nose into her snatch and growled like an animal.
Next he moved up to her belly button. He licked it. Then he eased upward to her breasts. He peered up and winked as he settled his mouth onto her tits. «Just keep relaxing, honey,» be muttered. «You're doing just fine.»
«So are you, you sucking bastard!» She complimented him on the wonderful sucking job be was doing. She lay limp and passive. She thoroughly enjoyed the tongue bath he was giving her.
He drew one huge tit into his mouth, then the other. He gave equal time to both lovely melons. He nipped at the rosebuds. He wallowed in the valley. He gently squeezed, pinched and fondled the mounds of delight. He licked the creamy melons. He kissed them. He nipped and nibbled like a hungry baby suckling for milk. While sucking her tits, he fingered her cunt, inner thighs and asshole.
«Honey! Honey!» he whimpered, between sucks and nibbles. «I love making love to you. You're so nice and clean. So young and tender. I'm going to kiss every fucking inch of your body. Every lovely inch.»
He savored her tits awhile longer, then he turned her onto her stomach.
He gulped in awe as he ogled her lovely back. Reverently he patted her cute asscheeks. He kissed her legs. He spread her ass cheeks wide. He nipped her asshole. He shoved his tongue far in. He reamed her shit chute until it was nice and clean, though still somewhat battered from the reaming he'd given it with his big cock.
He kissed, sucked, and nipped at her entire back. Then he rolled her onto her back again. Giving a quick nip to her hot pussy, he then flopped onto his back, placed his hands above his head and said, «Okay, honey. It's your turn. Give me a tongue bath like I gave you!»
Denise gulped. She got up on her knees alongside, him, «Me suck you off? All over? Like you did me?»
He nodded. «Get with it, honey. I'll just lay here and relax. Start sucking.»
Rebellion built up momentarily. She eyed the big, hairy bastard. Ugh! Her suck him all over. The thought was revolting. He was too hairy. Too fat. Too ugly. Her tortured glance fell on his soaring cock. This wasn't ugly. It was beautiful. Big, solid, clean and with a wonderful bulbous cockhead with a big slit that even now, was easing a few drops of gorgeous cum.
Sucking in a deep breath, she bent down and started sucking his big cock!
She licked the few drops of cum from the cockhead. She slid her mouth around his surging cock and took the enormous rod all the way down her throat. Suck, suck, suck …
I'll make the bastard cum in a hurry, she thought impishly. She drew his mighty rod into her cute mouth and eagerly sucked.
Her endeavor came to a screeching halt. Duke reached down and pried her sucking face from his cock. Grinning knowingly, he said, «Unh-unh. None of that! I said for you to suck me all over. Like I did you.» To emphasize his request be flopped onto his stomach and wiggled his ass. «Start sucking my ass!» he ordered.
A feeling of revulsion swept through her as she stared down at his big, fat, hairy ass. Then the excitement built in Denise. She was still all hot and bothered from the tongue bath he'd given her. She recalled his promise to teach her new fucking tricks. This was one of them.
Why fight it! With this thought in mind, she eased down, pushed his asscheeks apart and began nipping at his asshole, the way he'd nipped at hers. She almost gagged at the sight and taste. His was a big, brown shit chute. An ugly, puckered asshole fringed with a coating of light brown hairs. A gruesome sight. She almost reneged as she stared at the awesome, ugly sight.
Then she manfully squared her shoulders, shoved out her tongue and zapped it onto his stink hole. She closed her eyes to blot out the sight while she manfully licked his asshole. In. Out. She shoved her tongue. It was sickening. He wiggled his fat fanny and moaned in delight as she tongued his asshole.
She opened her eyes again. Excitement built high. Her revulsion was swept away. Lewdness engulfed her.
She whipped her asscheeks with her palms. She squeezed them far apart. Frenziedly she sucked, nipped and sucked his asshole. She reamed fingers in and out. She spread his hairy legs wide and in between sucking his asshole, she attacked his hairy balls from the rear!
Her lust and lewd passion reached new heights as she bent to her sucking task. She worked on him with her tongue, lips and fingers. She licked his hairy legs, his asscheeks and his bares back. Then suddenly he flopped onto his back. She redoubled her sucking efforts. She nipped at his man sized titties. She licked them. She kissed them. She fondled them. She touched them and then, ever so slowly she sucked her way down his beer belly, past his belly button, onto his mass of light brown cock hair, and then, with a squeal of triumph, she recaptured his prick with her sucking mouth!
She clung to it tightly, daring him to try and dislodge her.
Duke smiled happily. Reaching down, he gathered her lush nudeness into his big hands, turned her around on top of him and they were in a conventional sixty-nine position.
While she sucked his cock-he sucked her pussy! Slowly and unhurriedly, they worked their sucking magic on each other. Time passed …



CHAPTER 5


Several days passed before Denise could look her husband squarely in the eyes again. Brian, too, acted as though he'd been embarrassed beyond redemption. Their first deliberate swap had shaken them both. Her night with Duke Edwards had been an eye opener. The lewd bastard bad delightfully assaulted her from every conceivable position known to man or beast.
She reasoned that Brian had also been subjected to the same type of ordeal from the lewd man's lewd wife. She could easily imagine Brian doing things to Sharon like Duke had been doing to her. Brian with his cock rammed up Sharon's big ass. Brian with his tongue slurping Sharon's big tits.
During the session, Duke bad suggested they make it a foursome, but she had reneged. She wasn't quite up to watching Brian fucking Sharon-at least not yet. True she'd gotten a glimpse of him in action-and in Sharon at the start of the session, but Brian hadn't watched her in action.
They had left Duke and Sharon the following morning after giving a vague promise that they could be counted upon to become members of the new group they were forming.
A promise she had no intention of keeping!
Now, several days later, and with the passing of time, the memory of the first time began to recede. It was time to catch up with normality. Tonight, after taking a shower, she deliberately left off her nightie. She crawled into bed, naked as a jaybird and cuddled up to Brian. «It's time for some serious talking, dear.»
Brian, who had on only his pajama bottoms, squeezed her close. «Oh? What're we going to talk about, hon.?»
«The night we spent with the Edwards. We've been ducking the issue long enough. Let's bring it out in the open.» She flopped over, straddled his stomach and peered down at him.
He blushed. The memory of his night with the exotic Sharon was still with him. He'd never before met such a hot girl as Sharon. The things that girl did with her body! His prick began stirring at the memory. The girl had taught him some new trucks he'd never even heard of before.
«What do you want to know about that night, hon.?»
She wiggled her ass around on his stomach and regarded him severely. «It didn't take you long to get your prick into Sharon.» She pouted. «When Duke and I walked past the bedroom, you were already fucking her. It was as though you could hardly wait.»
He nodded. «Sharon sure came on strong,» he admitted. «She practically raped me. How'd you make out with the fat boy?»
It was her turn to blush as she recalled the tricks she'd learned from Duke. The ass fucking, the body licking, the hot flicking. «He came on strong, too.»
Brian felt his prick hardening from the way Denise was sitting on his stomach and rubbing her ass against it. He, too, had learned a new approach. A rear end approach. Several times during his session the exotic Sharon had offered her asshole to him. He had entered it, time and again. A wonderful experience.
«H'mmmm. I guess we both learned-something, hon. Now, the question is-what next? Do we become regular members of the new group they're forming?»
Denise eased far down and pressed her lips to his. «Do you want to?» she whispered.
«Do you?» He countered, reaching down and tickling his cock against her asshole.
«I asked you first. Beside, you're the man of the house. You make all the big decisions.»
He frowned. For several days, ever since that night, he'd been mulling the invitation over and over in his mind. Duke and Sharon had outlined the possibilities. A half dozen young couples. They'd meet about once a month, probably at Duke's place, since he had his entire basement set up for such events. The way Duke and Sharon outlined it, the possibilities were unlimited. Handsome guys. Pretty wives. A few singles.
Complete free love, with no holds barred.
Group session, or private bedrooms. Fun and games. Unrestricted love. Beautiful people letting their hair down and thoroughly enjoying each other. Some picture taking. Some exhibitions. Anything goes.
Duke and Sharon had painted a marvelous picture of what could be while they were chomping at bacon, and eggs the morning after their first night, and just before he and Denise had taken off for home.
Brian had some reservations about the set up. He knew that he'd enjoy the action. He'd always had this thing for beautiful girls. In college he could never get enough fucking from the coeds. He'd been known as a coxswain and had been much in demand. He enjoyed sampling all the female merchandise available. Duke's invitation to lust intrigued him. Duke mentioned movie starlets, models, cover girls and some well known TV personalities as being members of the group.
Blondes, brunettes and redheads. All shapes and sizes.
They would be all his for the plucking-and fucking. No questions asked. The husbands would willingly give him cracks at their wives cracks … as long as he was willing to share Denise's crack with them!
That was the rub to the entire thing. He was more than willing to take cracks at the other cracks, but he wasn't too keen about letting Denise's little crack get banged around by other bastards. Even now, he had troubled thoughts about the first swap they'd engaged in. He could visualize fat Duke shoving his fat cock into Denise's tiny pussy, and it wasn't a pleasant thought.
He reasoned it was okay for him to fuck other girls, but it wasn't right for his lovely wife to get fucked by other men!
He realized this line of reasoning was faulty. It wasn't the real swapper's credo, but deep inside he knew that was the way he thought. It caused him great mental anguish. He mulled over it again and again. If there was only some way in which he could be the family swapper and Denise wouldn't be-swapped!
Sucking in a deep breath, he made his pitch. Reaching down, he scratched her tiny snatch, and said, «I sure hate the thought of other guys fucking this pretty pussy, hon.» He dipped a finger into the tiny crack.
Denise wriggled and accepted his finger fucking. She squealed happily and eased her cunt up and down on his finger. She could feel his stiffening cock bouncing against her asshole. «Okay, then we'll forget about swapping!» Her voice was filled with joy.
He shook his head. With his free hand, he fondled her swinging tits, while shoving his other hand around on her snatch and teasing his cock around her bunghole. «That's not exactly what I had in mind, hon.»
«Oh?» She reached around and tried to steer his cock into her shit chute. An impossible task from the way they were positioned on the bed, her sitting on his stomach, but it was worth a try. She moaned when she felt the cockhead slide up to her asshole. «And just what do you have in mind?» A suspicious thought merged with her lustful thoughts.
«I was thinking that for this first big group party at the Edwards, I could go there by myself-just to see what it's like,» he added hastily when he saw her expression change. He tried keeping his cock pressed into her bunghole.
Denise hopped from the bed, a stricken look on her pretty face. «You want to go to a swap party by yourself?» Her voice was suddenly shrill. Her brown eyes contained glints of anger and surprise.
He nodded and sat up on the edge of the bed, reaching for her. His cock was bone hard. He smiled disarmingly. «What I was thinking, hon.,» he explained haltingly, «it might get kind a rough. I mean, with a half dozen assorted couples hanging around making love to each other. It might be pretty heavy. I don't want you to get hurt.» He reached for her.
«Hah!» She backed away from his groping fingers. Glaring down, she snapped, «You're not worried about me getting hurt! You just want to have all the fun yourself. Some swapping that'd be! Me staying at home, while you're at the party, screwing all the girls in sight. Hah! What do you take me for a damned fool!» Her eyes blazed in outrage.
«Aw, hon., be reasonable.» Rising from the bed, he backed her into a corner. «I'm only thinking of your welfare. I love you too much to want to see you get hurt.» He cradled her to his embrace and stroked her nudeness. He had slid from his pajama bottoms and he, too, was nude. He pried his stiff cock between her thighs.
She tried to maintain her hurt dignity, a difficult thing to do with a stiff cock nipping at her moist pussy. «I'm wise to you, dear. You want to sample all those other wives first. Then, if you're satisfied you'll bring me along the next time. If they don't please you, you'll forget the whole thing. I'll be left out in the cold. Unh-unh. I'm not about to fall for it, you bastard! Either we both go to the party, or it's no deal!»
He sighed and cradled her closer. He stroked her bare back and butt. At times she was an unreasonable girl. This was one of the times. What he was proposing was for her own good-and his, too, of course. It wasn't too unreasonable a request. He was the head of the house. It should be up to him to sample the new group. Then if he approved, he would deal her in the next time.
«Why don't you be reasonable, hon.,» he murmured, continuing to stroke her asscheeks and press against her tits. He kissed her tenderly and eased his cock further between her thighs. «I'm only thinking of you,» he lied, his dark eyes innocent and filled with love for her.
She felt her outrage seeping away. Damn him. The lying bastard-with the big prick. If only he didn't get her so hot. If only his cock wasn't teasing against her cunt and causing her to turn to jelly. Maybe the bastard did have a point. It would be embarrassing if they both went to the party and she chickened out, or things got out of hand. Maybe the husbands and wives would be a bunch of dogs.
Her initial impression of Duke had been very negative. He was far from being a handsome man. As it had turned out, he'd been quite a lover boy. Her thoughts became all jumbled as Brian toyed with her tits and nuzzled his prick against her snatch. She was becoming like putty in his hands. He had always been the strong one of their marriage. The decision maker. Maybe there was logic in what he was proposing.
Seeing her indecision, Brian pressed home his point-and his cock. He eased her back to the bed, laid her out on her back, and knelt between her legs. He stared humbly at her gorgeous little pussy and his thoughts jelled more firmly.
Damned if he wanted to subject this lovely little cunt to a pack of swapping guys.
Yet, he felt he owed it to himself to get a few shots at some strange nookie. It was a man's prerogative. Now if he could only convince this little knot head with the little pussy to let him be the family swapper.
Smiling benignly, he eased his big cock into her tiny cunt and began stroking. «Let's not argue about it anymore, hon.?»
She nodded and began humping up and down eagerly. Tears misted her eyes. She didn't want to argue with her wonderful guy. The guy with the wonderful cock. «We'll discuss it later,» she sobbed, wiggling her ass happily and accepting his offering contentedly.
He beat down a slight smile of triumph. He knew he had her won over to his way of thinking. His little bride would go along with anything he dished out. That was the way it should be. Gleefully, he pounded his cock into her willing cunt.
She met his thrusts, but though it was a wonderful fuck, there was something lacking. She couldn't concentrate entirely on the exotic moment.
A nagging doubt remained in her mind. A doubt that couldn't be completely erased by a big cock shoved deeply into her cunt.



CHAPTER 6


»…and that,» concluded Denise, Brian wants it to be.»
Sharon pursed her lips thoughtfully. She had dropped by her new friends house, early this morning, with a definite purpose in mind. She had found Denise near tears and loaded with a tragic tale to pour into someone's sympathetic ears. She had settled down with a drink in the living room of Denise's house and had listened to the pretty young wife spill out her tale of woe.
«H'mm. So Brian wants you to stay home while he comes to our party alone?»
«Exactly!» sobbed Denise, dabbing at her eyes with a hankie. «He wants to have all the fun and leave me sitting at home, wondering what he's doing. It ain't fair to me. Not only that, it wouldn't be fair to you and Duke. There would be an uneven number at the party.»
Sharon smiled and patted Denise's knee. «That's not much of a problem, darling. We often have uneven numbers in our group meetings. But I will admit it's unfair to you, but that isn't unusual either. We often find husbands like Brian. They want to be swappers, but they're reluctant to let their wives swap.» She chuckled. «What decision have you two made about his suggestion?»
«I told him we'd talk it over, but the way I feel the answer is no-hell no! I'm not about to let him go to your party by himself!»
Sharon eased back on the couch, sipped at her drink, and murmured, «Maybe you should let him go alone.»
«What?»
«It ties in nicety with the reason why I dropped by to see you this morning.» Sharon glanced at her watch. «The reason I'm here is to try and talk you into coming into the city with me today. To this studio where we hold our practice sessions for our TV shows.»
«You want me to watch you practice for your show?» Denise's eyes lit up.
«Not exactly. This is an off day. We don't work on our show today. We have this free time.»
«So?»
«After you and Brian visited our house last week, Duke has been bragging about you-and how beautiful you are. He's been giving raves about you. You sure must've impressed him, the way he's been bragging. The most beautiful girl in the world, the most photogenic and all that jazz.» Sharon regarded her fixedly.
Denise blushed.
Regarding her from stem to stern, Sharon nodded, «Come to think of it, darling, you are very pretty. Maybe Duke's right. Maybe you are photogenic. Maybe you would be right for a special movie?'
«A special move?»
Sharon chuckled. «In our spare time, in between our swap parties, and working for a living, the group from the studio gets together on occasion to make special short movies for use at our swap parties.»
«What kind of movies?»
«Group type movies. Usually of a girl or two, and a few men doing their things to each other. We show them at our swap parties to get our couples in the proper mood and to add spice to our affairs. We also put on exhibitions among our groupies. We have loads of fun.»
«Hah! And what's this all got to do with me, and Brian?»
«Like I said, it might be a good idea if you agree to let him come to our new group party alone. We'll have a few single girls there, too. And in the meantime, you come with me today to our studio … ?»
«What for?»
«To star in one of our stag type movies. One that we'll show at our swap party.»
Denise hopped to her feet, her head reeling. «Me! Star in a filthy movie? You're out of your mind. What if Brian finds out?»
«He will find out. At the party. But by the time he finds out, he'll be the star of some pictures himself. We intend to take some snapshots of him fucking hell out of the girls at the party. So if we have pictures of him screwing other girls, he can hardly object at pictures of you putting on an exhibition with a few men.»
«A few men?»
«We'll have three guys at the studio, and believe me, darling, these men are real men. Heavy hung bastards.» She glanced at her watch. «I told Brian I would meet him at the studio at ten. With you, if possible. If not, there will be other girls only too glad to help make the movie. How 'bout it, darling?» Sharon arose and fondly gathered the trembling girl to her embrace. «After all,» she murmured, «Brian is thinking of stepping out on you. Why don't you beat him to the punch.»
«But … but …» Denise wavered.
«If he decides not to go to the party, he'll never know because he won't see the film. If he does go, he'll be pictured giving his cock to other girls, so he can't find fault with you for doing what he, himself, is doing.»
The logic of the older girl seeped through Denise's tortured mind. It would serve him right. He was so damned self centered. Treating her like a laid. Wanting all the pleasures of life for himself.
The idea began to have merit. Maybe this dizzy idea would break up the wife swapping bit once and for all. If not, she would at least be on the same level with him.
«What time would I get home, if I agreed? Brian might not put in a full day at the office?»
«Just leave a note on the kitchen table. Tell him you've gone shopping in the city. You can follow me in your car. If you don't get home before him, the note'll explain things. You do go shopping once in a while, don't you?»
«I do, and I do leave him a note.» She hesitated for an agonizing minute. The whole idea was so far out. But she did have to do something to prove her point. To teach him a lesson. To point out that marriage is a two way match. He had started this swap kick. She had been against it from the start. Maybe this idea of Sharon's would work out. It was worth a try.
«I'll do it! Give me a few minutes. I'll get dressed.»
Duke greeted her with open arms and a big hug and kiss when she entered the studio with Sharon a short time later. Her knees were knocking and she felt weak and faint-hearted. During the drive to the city, her resolve had undergone a change.
Several times during the short drive to the city, she'd had an overwhelming urge to turn around and return home. She had resisted the urge by conjuring up thoughts of what Brian would be doing at the swap party. These thoughts keyed her up and cemented her resolve to go through with Sharon's plan.
Now in the private little studio room, encased in Duke's embrace, she felt more at ease. The big, ugly man greeted her with a father figure image and completely relaxed her jumpy nerves. «I'm scared, Duke,» she whispered, nuzzling up to him.
He stroked her shoulders and back. «Relax, honey. You'll be just fine.» He gave her a big hug and squeeze. He held her in his embrace while the cameraman adjusted his equipment. The setting was simple. A bedroom scene. On a stage. A queen sized bed. A dresser, vanity and bureau. Frilly, lacy curtains in the background. Spotlight at the front of the stage area, giving brilliant light. It would be a home movie like project, except that the people taking the pictures, and the actors, with the exception of her, were all professional type people.
The camera equipment, borrowed for the day from the regular TV show, was of the finest, complete with color and sound, and a couple of the regulars had volunteered to shoot the bedroom scene.
Denise watched nervously and with apprehension as the men and equipment moved into place. This wasn't fun and games. This was for real.
Duke stood with an arm wrapped around her slim waist. «Relax, honey, and act natural. There's nothing to it. When the cameraman gives the word, you just get up onto the stage, sit at the vanity and start brushing your hair. The rest of the scene will fall into place naturally. A young man will come up in back of you. He'll undress you. He'll start making love to you. You just follow his orders. Talk naturally. Don't shout, or scream.»
«Oh?» She peered around fearfully. The only ones present in the studio were her, Duke, Sharon and the cameraman.
«After you undress the first man, another guy will enter. He'll call the shots. Just relax, honey and do what they say.»
«Two men?» Her fears grew.
«And then the last man will show up. By then you should be well into it.» Duke smiled reassuringly.
«Three men?» She gulped, and felt faint again.
«Here, darling, have a drink!» Sharon handed her a glass.
Denise gulped it down, then held it out for a refill. Then another. The liquor had a soothing effect. Her nerves calmed. Her knees stopped knocking together. She felt completely relaxed. «I'm ready.»
«Good. Up you go!» Duke patted her on the ass and eased her onto the stage.
Denise sat at the vanity, picked up a handy brush and began brushing her hair. She hic-cupped a few times as the liquor churned around in her stomach. She crinkled her nose at her reflection in the mirror. The warming liquor had a warming effect.
One of the cameraman who was also dubbing as director, called out, «That's fine, Denise. We're starting to shoot. Now just relax and do what comes naturally. Don't stare at the cameras. Pretend we're not even here. Okay?»
«Gotcha,» mumbled Denise, giggling at her reflection in the mirror. She heard a door open and heard steps approaching her from behind.
She glanced upward at the mirror and sucked in a deep breath. A handsome young man was approaching her from the rear. A tall, blonde haired youth who appeared to be about twenty-five. The longhaired, handsome guy was dressed in a sports shirt and slacks.
«Hi, darling,» the young man breathed, taking the brush from her hand and brushing her hair. «Your husband is gone to work?» His voice was pleasant and resonant. She recognized him as being one of the actors who occasionally appeared on Sharon's show. One of the boys who danced while she sang.
Taking her cue, she nodded. «He left a short time ago.» She felt more relaxed. The tenseness was gone. She smiled. She was now an actress, playing a part. It reminded her of the time when she was a junior in high school and was playing the lead in the class play.
The handsome young man eased her to her feet, swept her into an embrace and pressed his lips to hers. He whispered, hoarsely, «Call me Joe.» He stroked her shoulders and asscheeks. She had on a mini outfit.
Overcoming her initial fears and qualms, Denise melted into his embrace. The liquor was working its magic. The feel of his strong fingers on her butt was heating her up. Joe was a handsome bastard.
He worked on her quickly. Joe was an old hand at this type of movie. He got right to the point. It was a quickie type show, not a full length picture. He quickly stripped her bare. His jaded eyes lit up in pleasure when he ogled naked Denise. At that moment he realized that Duke hadn't been just beating his gums about the beauty of this kid.
Denise was all Duke had bragged her to be. A breath-takingly beautiful teenager, with a shape that was out of this world. She was a brown-haired beauty with one hundred and eighteen pounds of curvy loveliness. Denise had a pair of knockers that were plump, solid and saucy with a marvelous pair of nipples on small seas of darker pinkish-white skin.
Joe had ogled many a pretty girl in his time, but he'd be the first to admit that this kid topped them all in sheer loveliness. He warmed up to his enjoyable task. He kissed her on the lips. He kissed her breasts. He cupped her melons in his hands. He took his cues from the cameraman-director and moved Denise around for best viewing.
«How about undressing me, darling?» he breathed huskily.
Denise, caught up by the action, and heated up by his actions, fumbled around and finally got his slacks and shirt off. She stepped back with a look of awe on her pretty face.
«Wow! What a big prick you have, Joe!» Her eyes lit up in appreciation, and she uttered the words truthfully and naturally.
The interested onlookers smiled in appreciation. This kind of natural reaction was just what they wanted. It would make the picture a huge success. Duke prided himself on having thought up this idea of having Denise star in the movie for his upcoming swap party.
Joe nodded. He was proud of his big cock. Taking his cue from the director, he eased Denise down to a squatting position. «How 'bout sucking me off, darling?»
Denise squatted down, almost in a trance. She was drawn to the big cock almost like to a magnet She opened her mouth and took the wonderful cock. In. Out. She sucked it gently and eagerly. She moved around at Joe's urging. Joe was easing her into better camera position at signals from the silent director. When the director signaled enough, Joe eased her to her feet.
He eased her over to the bed and onto her back. He spread her legs and lifted her knees and positioned her for some good shots by the camera crew. He stood aside momentarily while the camera guys shot the delectable teenager from all angles and curves. Then at the signal from the cameraman, Joe eased onto the bed. «How 'bout if I suck you off, darling?»
«Be my guest!» Denise humped her pussy upward invitingly.
Joe dove in between her legs, being careful not to obliterate the view.
The cameraman zoomed in and out of the sylvan scene. Expertly they caught the action on film. The director motioned for further action. Joe eased around into a sixty-nine position. Eagerly he slurped at the tiny cunt. The owner of the tiny cunt eagerly slurped and sucked his enormous cock.
Denise no longer had any fears or qualms about what she was doing. She was hot to trot. The warming drinks had heated her. Joe's hot tongue had added to the heat and his big cock sliding in and out of her mouth turned hex on completely. She gurgled, moaned, whimpered and thoroughly enjoyed the action.
The cameras faithfully recorded the action, and the sounds of pleasure emanating from the suckers on the bed. Now the suckers turned to fuckers at a signal from the director.
Denise whimpered and moaned in ecstasy when Joe shoved his big cock into her tiny cunt. «God, what a big prick you have, Joe!»
«The better to fuck you with, m'dear!» Joe was delighted the way the action was going. He was being well paid for his part in this film. He was being well paid for doing what came naturally, and for playing a part he enjoyed. If he'd known this girl was going to be so beautiful and so tight, he would've volunteered to do this bit for free. As it was he was getting well paid and was now being well fucked by the tightest pussy he'd ever entered.
His cup of joy that was filled to overflowing took a sudden nose dive when actor number two appeared on the scene. He forced a smile to his face, in keeping with the part he was playing, when he peered up between strokes into Denise's cute pussy, and saw the naked man standing beside the bed.
«Oh, hi, Bill! Nice to see you.» He forced a joyous note into his voice, though at the moment he kind a wished he could've finished fucking this gorgeous chick.
Bill, handsome brown-haired youngster of about twenty-four, with a marvelous physique and a light coat of tan on his white body, smiled down at the fucking duo. His prick, which was even larger than Joe's was bone hard. Holding his big prick in his hand, he asked, «Can I join in?»
Joe grinned. «Sure. There's enough of Denise for both of us. Hop aboard.» He generously pulled his hot cock from the steaming cunt. «Be my guest!» He squatted alongside and watched while Bill shoved into the cunt he'd just been giving hell.
Denise squealed in dismay and pleasure .at the switch. She would have rather continued finishing off Joe, since they had gotten so far into the thing. The abrupt departure of Joe's big cock was a bit nerve-wracking, but the disappointment was short lived when she felt big Bill's big cock sliding into her pussy. She moaned and whimpered-in delight. «Your cock is even bigger than Joe's!» Her voice was filled with overtones of joy.
Again the onlookers smiled happily. Denise's reactions were perfect-and natural. The expression on her pretty face, the remarks she made and the moans and whimpers of joy were exactly right. She couldn't have done better if they'd rehearsed the scene a hundred times. By doing what came naturally and saying what popped into her mind, Denise was perfect for the fucking part she was playing. A natural.
«Fuck me, Bill!» she screamed, not too loudly, but effectively. «Fuck the shit out of me, you big cocked bastard … Like wow! I'm gonna cum … flick it to me … Aaaaaaaah … Ooooooh …» She moaned, wiggled, mouthed obscenities and moved her ass up and down like a yo-yo. The entire scene being recorded on camera was that of a happy girl being well fucked by two men. They took turns banging her.
Again and again she spasmed. Again and again they switched sides.
Somewhere in between her comings and their goings, a third man appeared on the scene. Another handsome young man. A tall, black-haired adonis with an even larger prick than the other two. Harry was his name. A handsome, white man with a handsome prick. He joined the rotation in gang fucking the teenaged darling.
Denise lay on her back and took the three bastards on in rotation. She lost count of time and pricks. She no longer cared about anything except getting those lovely cocks shoved into her cunt.
Gradually the scene changed. Instead of Joe, Bill and Harry just plugging her cunt, they began to improvise. They began fucking her mouth, her asshole and between her breasts, as well as in her cunt. The three horny bastards, at cues from the director, ravished the teenaged darling from every conceivable angle and curve.
She took them in the mouth. She took them up her ass. She took them between her tits. She took them in the cunt and the final scene showed her taking all three at one time. A sex sandwich. She was laying atop Harry, with his huge cock rammed up her cunt. Bill was ravishing her asshole at the same time and she was sucking Joe's cock.
All three cocks were in her at the same time. All three guys came at almost the same time, filling her cunt, asshole and mouth with big wads of hot, creamy, salty cum.
It was all recorded for posterity on film.
For posterity and for initial showing at the next swap party-a party Brian didn't want her to attend.



CHAPTER 7


Denise stared in dismay at the photos. The packet of pictures had come in the morning mail, along with a note from Sharon. A note which explained that the enclosed photos were taken at the swap party. The one in which Brian had attended alone. The pictures were mainly Of Brian and what he had done at the swap party. There were snaps of Brian with blondes, brunettes and redheads. Pictures of Brian with the various girls in various poses.
Since she and Brian hadn't spoken to each other since the night he'd went out on his own to the party, she'd been puzzled as to what bad actually taken place at the party. Now she knew. Apparently Brian hadn't missed a trick-or a chick. He had touched all the bases and had rammed his prick up all the entrances. The pictures clearly and lucidly showed him with his prick up cunts, assholes and in mouths-female mouths.
Sharon's note had been explicit about what had happened. She explained that the pictures of Brian had been taken before they had shown the film she'd made at the studio. Her note also hoped that they would become regular members of their new group, if they worked things out.
It had been almost a week since their blowup about him going to the party alone. A week of silence and strained relations. She was horsed off at him for going it alone. She gave him the silent treatment. He had joined her in the silent bit, not so much because she was horsed off at him, but mainly because of the film he had observed while attending the party. The film of his own wife getting gang fucked by the three big cocked bastards-in color and with sound effects.
His witnessing of the film had been quite a shocker. It dawned on him that the film must've been made before the swap party. The evidence had been all too clear. She had made the film to spite him. To get even with him for wanting to go to the party alone. It was frightening. He had gone along with her silent treatment while he, too, mulled over what had happened between them.
Sharon had been the catalyst in the whole thing. The exotic girl, with the loose morals, and the marvelous shape, had pre-arranged the whole thing. She definitely wanted them both to become members of the new group of swappers she and Duke were forming. To her, this had been a logical way to get them with it. She had gone this route before. She hoped it would work again this time.
After recovering from the shock induced by Sharon's note and pictures, Denise had dropped off a thank you note to Sharon, and had indicated that they would probably be able to work things out so they would both be in attendance at the next group meeting.
Stepping from the bathroom, after a warming shower, Denise slipped in under the covers. Though she and Brian were horsed off at each other, and barely speaking, they still slept together in the same bed. A difficult task but they managed it, without talking, or touching. A battle of will power.
Reaching under her pillow to assure herself that the pictorial evidence was in place, she turned to Brian and said, coldly, «I guess it's time for a showdown.»
Brian, who'd been reaching over to flick off the light, sat up in bed instead. In an equally cold tone of voice, he snapped, «Yes, I would say it's about time for some explanations.» Regarding her icily, he said, trying to keep his voice level, «The first thing I'd like you to tell me about is that movie I saw. The one of you and those three guys. That was made before the swap party. Care to tell me about it?»
Denise, who'd been rehearsing what she would say, if, or when, they got around to it, merely smiled. «What's to explain? I was only doing what you yourself did, over and again at the swap party. The one you went to-without me!»
«But that was after you appeared in that film!»
«But not before you said you'd be going to the party without me!»
«What's that got to do with it?»
«Don't be so stupid. You decided to go to the swap party alone. That kind of left me free to do what I wanted to do. I figure if you can make such a decision against my wishes, there's no reason I can't make a decision, too. So there.»
He shook his head. «That's a stupid argument. I only wanted to go by myself first, to see what the parties would be like. I didn't want to subject you to an ordeal you might not like.» His explanation sounded lame, even to him. «I was very much embarrassed when Sharon showed that lewd movie at the party. My own wife and three strange men. Hah! It was mortifying.»
«If you hadn't gone to the party you wouldn't have seen the film. Right?»
«Of course, but what's that got to do with it?» He sounded mystified.
«Everything! You know I'm against swapping. The whole thing is your idea. When you flat came out and mentioned that you'd be going to the party by yourself, I knew I had to do something to get even. When Sharon came over a few days before and suggested I make the film, I figured, what the hell, I had nothing to lose. You were going to have a good time. I might as well have one, too. So there!» She pouted.
«But you made that film before I went to the party!»
Reaching under her pillow, Denise pulled forth her evidence. Handing the snapshots to him, she snapped, «Recognize yourself, lover boy?» Her voice was filled with discontent and anguish.
He stared at the photos and blushed as the memories swept to his mind. He'd had a ball that night. He'd gone from girl to girl like a piggy-nuzzling, sucking, fucking and bung-holing. He had only been vaguely aware that pictures were being taken of him in action. He'd been concentrating too much in the business at hand to worry about what anyone else was doing, especially Sharon with a camera.
«What's these pictures of me got to do with the film I saw of you?»
«These pictures of you were taken before you saw me in the film!» Her voice contained a note of triumph. «Before!» she repeated. «That means you were already in high gear in these girls before you saw my film. Can you explain that? Why? Why were you fucking all those girls while I was sitting home alone that night?»
He flopped back on his pillow. He'd been trapped and he knew it. His pretty young wife had outfoxed him. His feeble excuse that he should attend the swap party as an observer went by the boards when viewing the pictorial evidence. Evidence that had been taken before he'd viewed the lewd film.
«I … I … « He groped for an excuse. None was forthcoming.
She bored in relentlessly, a smile of triumph on her face, «You didn't want me to go because I might be subjected to a bunch of horny bastards. You said you'd go and see what it was like, first. Hah! It didn't take you long to start acting like a horny bastard!» She fingered the lewd photos.
He sighed. «Okay. Okay. You win. You outfoxed me. Now what?»
Denise got onto her side and faced him. He was still on his back, staring vacantly. «That's up to you. Remember this entire swapping idea is yours. You've gone to a regular group party. You know what it's like. Do you want to become an active member of the new group? With me, of course. Or should we skip the whole thing, and forget about swapping?»
Having gotten her message across, she was willing to forgive and forget. She stroked his long dark hair and peered intently into his eyes. «Do we really need swapping, dear?»
Staring deep into her eyes, he murmured, «It was fun, believe me, hon.» He pulled her atop his chest and shoved a few kisses onto her lips. She had left off her nightie and was nude. He had on only his pajama bottoms.
She needled, «Yeah, I know what you mean. Making that film with those three men was fun, too!»
He flushed, but continued kissing and fondling. He slid her completely on top. Her lush breasts crushed hard against his hairy chest. «I love only you, hon.» He stroked her bare butt.
«Sure. Sure. You love me, but you enjoy fucking other girls. Hah!» She pouted.
«I'll admit I enjoy screwing other girls, just like you enjoyed getting fucked by those three guys. But you don't love 'em, do you?»
«Of course not. I don't even remember their names. One was Joe. The other was Bill. I think the other one was Henry, or was it Harry … ?» she mused.
«There. That proves the point.» Brian felt his point getting hard. He kicked off his pajama bottoms and aimed his hardening cock up between her legs. He teased it against her pussy.
She spread her legs wider and eased her pussy down. His cock slid inward and she gently began moving in rhythm. A slow rhythm. It was Friday evening. They could spend all night loving since neither had to get up early the next day. «Shove. your point in me!» She giggled.
«What I was thinking, hon., is that maybe we should give it another try. With just one other couple, instead of a group. A group session is really wild. Maybe if we just find the right couple and have a few meetings, then we can decide whether we want to continue, or forget the whole thing?»
«You mean a couple like Duke and Sharon?»
He shook his head. «No, I don't think we should continue with them-just yet. They go more for the group thing. I had another couple in mind.»
«Who?» She stopped grinding her cunt onto his cock and eyed him suspiciously.
«There was this young couple at the party,» he explained. «They are not married-yet. They're thinking of getting hitched, but haven't done it yet.»
«And they were at a swap party?»
«Reluctantly,» explained Brian, keeping his prick in her cunt, but not moving it. «The guy's name is Peter Overton. He's one of the dancers on Sharon's TV show. He's a handsome guy. He was at the party because Sharon insisted he come and bring along a girl friend.»
«Oh?»
«The girl friend is a cute little blonde chick named Jennifer Upson. She's barely past eighteen. She just recently graduated from high school. She works as a secretary at the TV studio. She and Peter are planning on getting married soon.»
Picking up the photos that were scattered about the bed, she asked, «Which one is she?»
He shook his head. «She isn't in any of those photos. Matter of fact, I didn't get to screw her. She's a shy young chick. She and Peter left before the real action started. They just sort of made a token appearance.»
«Then how d'ya know they'd swap with us?»
«I don't know-for sure. I did have a chance to talk with Peter. I mentioned about how we were just starting to swap. He was kind a embarrassed even talking about it.»
«I kind a think him and his girl friend are a lot like us. They're willing to' be swappers because it's the in thing to do. But they want to get into it gradually. Like with another young couple first. To see if they'll like it. I kind of half talked him into a get together. Him and Jennifer. You and me. At our house. I'm supposed to call him next week and arrange it-if you go along with it. How 'bout it?»
She sighed. Damn him. Always thinking. Always looking out for himself. Since he couldn't get into Jennifer's pants at the party, he wanted to get another crack at her.
With a deep moan of discouragement, Denise flopped onto her back. She spread her legs wide, lifted her knees and held out her hands. «Fuck me,» she ordered. «Fuck the shit out of me, while I give it some thought.»
Brian obeyed-eagerly and happily. For the first time since before his recent swap party, he shoved cock into his adorable wife's pussy. He was glad he'd married such an understanding girl. A girl with a tight pussy-and an open mind.
Denise eagerly accepted him. She had already made up her mind what her decision would be about taking on the new couple suggested by horny Brian.



CHAPTER 8


Denise was still awed by the beauty of Jennifer Upson when she ushered the girl into her bedroom for them to freshen up and get ready for the start of the evening's fun. Jennifer was all Brian had cracked her up to be. A lovely girl. She was eighteen. She was blonde-haired, blue eyed and had an adorable shape. One hundred pounds of sheer, curvy loveliness on a five foot frame, with a nice sized pair of titties.
Like Brian had said, she was a cute chick. A definite understatement. Jennifer was a doll, with creamy pinkish-white, flawless skin, and a shy smile. The type of smile that could turn male tigers into pussycats.
Denise tried putting her visitor at ease. «Sit down, Jennifer, I'll brush your hair.» She could sense the girl was nervous. She ran a hair brush through the long mass of lovely blonde hair and smiled reassuringly. «Relax, darling. The boys aren't in any hurry. We have all night. Let them gab awhile at the bar. You and me'll have some girl talk.»
Jennifer smiled at Denise's reflection in the mirror. «I am kind of uptight,» she admitted. «This'll be like the first time for me.»
«Oh? You were at the Edwards swap party last week, weren't you?»
«Yeah, but me and Peter left before it really got started. We sort of snuck out when things started heating up. We weren't even missed.»
«I know one guy who missed you!» Denise laughed shortly.
«Who?»
«My husband. He's been raving about you ever since. He was kind of hoping to get a crack at you.»
Jennifer blushed. «I guess he wasn't the only one. I noticed the way the guys were looking me over.» She shuddered. «I'm not sure I can cope with swapping.»
«Me either. I've been dead set against it, but Brian insists we give it a try.»
«Same with Pete.» The flush on her face deepened. «He wants us to start swapping, and we're not even married!»
«When will you be getting married?»
«Gee, I don't know. He keeps putting it off. He insists on one of those trial marriages. Like right now, we're living together. We have this apartment in the city. We both work at the studio. I'm' a secretary. He's a dancer. We're doing okay financially, but he keeps stalling about getting married. He wants to make sure we're right for each other. Now, he's all charged up on this swap kick. He thinks it's the in thing to do. He wants us to try it before we get married.»
«H'mmm.» Denise could appreciate the other girl's problem. Her own knot head was also on the swapping kick. The only difference was-she was married. This girl wasn't.
«And if you go through with it tonight, this'll be your first real swap?»
Jennifer nodded miserably. «I'm scared. I love Pete. I don't want any other guy-not even your man. I want just Pete, and I don't want him getting another girl-even you.» Tears began misting her baby-blue eyes.
«There. There.» Denise gently squeezed the soft shoulders, encased in a white blouse. Jennifer had on a mini skirt that accentuated her lovely legs and thighs. The girl was sure whistle bait. «It isn't the end of the world, darling, Relax, and just think of it as an experiment. I was all shook up the first time me and Brian swapped, but I got over it. We're still together. We still love each other.»
«You do?» Jennifer's eyes lit up hopefully. Then she added, a note of doubt in her voice, «But you've been married a long time. Pete and I aren't even married.»
«We've been married almost two years.»
«And you're both older than me and Pete!»
«I'm only nineteen. Brian's only twenty-five. You're eighteen, aren't you?» The girl nodded. Denise added, «How old's Pete?»
«He'll be twenty-three.»
«There, you see. We're almost the same age group. The four of us.» Denise eased Jennifer to her feet. She was a rather small girl herself, but she felt so much larger than this tiny beauty. She beat down an urge to sweep the teenaged darling into her arms and make love to her. She had gone that route while in high school and had decided lesbianism wasn't her bag. But there was something about this adorable little teenager with the big, baby-blue eyes that brought out the beast in her. Small wonder guys flipped for this kid.
«Shall we go down to the basement and join our horny bastards?» She referred to the rumpus room she and Brian had fixed up in the basement. A large, air conditioned room designed for fun and games, with a built-in bar, two day bed couches, a pool table, a dart board and hi-fl and television set. An ideal spot for what they all had in mind. All, that is, apparently, except Jennifer. The blonde haired beauty definitely wasn't in the mood for swap. At least not yet.
The task of getting Jennifer into the proper mood had fallen on Denise. Brian had given explicit instructions that she should get with it, and take the initiative with Pete.
Feeling like she was leading a lamb to the slaughter, she took her houseguest down to join the boys. The boys were shooting a game of pool between drinks. They were both feeling gay and seemed very much in the mood for fun and games.
She smiled at Pete-her target for the night. He was a handsome hunk of manhood. Six feet tall. One hundred and sixty pounds. Dark very long hair and dark eyes. A pretty boy in tip top shape, due to his being a ballet dancer on Sharon's TV show. A lovely boy, who was giving her a lewd smile and a come-on look.
«Hi, boys. Can we join in the game.»
«Heck yeah. Grab a cue stick.» Pete cut loose with a huge smile. «I'll play you a game first. Then maybe Brian can play Jennifer a match?»
«Sounds good.» Denise lined up the balls in the rack, reached for a cue stick, and nodded. «I'll let you break them, Pete.»
Taking his cue from the two pool players, Brian eased Jennifer to the other end of the room. He poured around of drinks and sat next to the nervous girl, making small talk and trying to put her at her ease.
Pete slammed into the pack with his cue ball, scattering the other balls all over the green surface.
Stepping back, he grinned, «Your shot, pretty girl.»
Denise took a big swallow of liquor from the glass Brian had poured for her. She chalked her cue stick, bent over the pool table and expertly ran off a string of seven before missing a shot.
Pete took his turn, and a few more sips from his glass. He ran a few balls and missed. The game and the drinking was in full swing. With each shot, and each sip, she and Pete became more chummy. The game paled into in significance as they grew more intimate. They laughed, giggled and huddled at the pool table.
«Here-let me help you with that shot!» Pete, giggling, eased up to Denise who was bent far over the table trying to line up a difficult shot. He slid in between her spread legs and nuzzled the front of his slacks against her asscheeks which were covered by a pair of pink panties which were plainly visible from the position she was in. He rubbed his hardening cock, hidden by his slacks, against her pink panties.
He held this rubbing position for a long moment, deliberately moving his hardening cock against her ass. He was bent over the table with her, hands on cue stick along with hers., They both chuckled and made no effort to finish the shot.
Denise wiggled her butt against his slacks impishly. «Maybe if I use that cue stick, I could make the shot?» She pushed her butt against his half hard cock.
Taking his cue from his playmate, Pete chuckled. «Let's give it a try!» He unzipped his fly and pulled his surging cock out. «Chalk it up, honey and I'll shoot.»
Denise gulped in awe when she ogled the size of his cue stick. Pete was sure heavy hung. His cock was at least eight inches of solid meat, with a huge cockhead. A surging shaft of hard cock. Still going along with the gag, she reached for the small square of chalk and pretended to chalk the head of his cue stick. She eased the cue ball over near the edge of the pool table and chuckled, «There! Let's see you shoot it!»
Getting up on tip toe and with one leg on the floor, Pete met the challenge. He held his prick with one hand and eased it forward against the white cue ball. The ball rolled across the table and bounced against other balls.
Grinning impishly, he chortled, «There I did it! Now, what's my next shot?» He winked lewdly and nodded.
«Your cue stick in my pocket?» suggested Denise, sliding from her panties. She hopped up and sat on the edge of the pool table, her snatch hovering over it slightly. She leaned back on her arms to steady herself.
Ignoring the gasps of dismay from his girl friend who was watching the fun game from the bar stool, Pete quickly slid out of 'his slacks and underpants. Next, he stripped his shirt off. Naked as a jaybird, his cock ramrod hard, he eased it forward.
Target-Denise's tiny pussy!
He slid his cock forward and eased it into her snatch. It went in slightly, after quite a struggle. Denise wasn't exactly in a good fucking position, and his cock was just too big. He grunted, groaned, and pushed. Finally he got a few inches into her cute cunt. He grinned triumphantly. «There! Cue stick in your hole!» He gave a few tentative shoves.
«Jennifer gulped and flushed hotly while observing her boy friend enjoying his unorthodox game of pool. When his stick slid into Denise's pocket, Jennifer slid from the stool, went over to the couch and threw herself on it, cutting loose with the sobs.
Brian quickly joined her-and soothed her. Flopping alongside her, he stroked and soothed her. Flopping alongside her, her stroked and soothed, «There, there, Jennifer. Don't get so upset. It's only fun. That's what we're here for. Fun and games. Now just relax, honey.»
While stroking and soothing, he managed to undress himself. Stark naked, he began stroking and soothing in new areas. Slyly, he unhooked Jennifer's blouse and removed it. Next, he lifted her bra. He slowly unhooked her skirt and removed it. The adorable little blonde beauty was naked before him, in all her lush glory.
She was the prettiest sight he'd gazed upon in a long time. A sobbing beauty with a pair of knockers that were out of this world.
Easing her onto her back, Brian slid a leg up over her stomach, and fondled her lush melons. He sucked in a deep breath and smiled reassuringly. «God, you're so beautiful, honey,» he murmured, fondling her tits with one hand and stroking her cunt area with the other hand. «A real 'blonde, yet!» He marveled, easing down to plant a few kisses on her pouty lips.
She turned her head to avoid his oncoming lips and to get a peek at what was going on at the pool sable. Her mouth gaped open, and her eyes bugged wide. Denise and Pete were playing a new game. They were no longer pretending to be shooting pool. Pete was leaning back against the pool table with his prick out-thrust. He was naked.
Denise, also naked, was squatting before him. She had her lovely lips wrapped around his lovely cock and she was eagerly sucking it!
Seeing Jennifer staring at her in horror, she winked lewdly and sucked it harder. She took the entire length of Pete's enormous cock down her throat and fondled his hairy balls while sucking his big cock. Her brown eyes were pools of passion and lust while she sucked Jennifer's boyfriend off.
Jennifer flushed hotly, and turned her head away from the horrible scene. This action brought her face close to Brian's. Thinking it was his cue for action, he pressed his lips to hers in a soul kiss. He snaked his tongue in and began dueling with her hot, little tongue.
She fought him for a few minutes then, oddly, she felt herself heating up. Brian's probing fingers on her snatch and titties were heating, her considerably.
Reaching down, she grabbed his hard cock. «Bring it up to my mouth,» she ordered, a note of defiance in her voice. «Anything he can do, I can do better!»
Brian gleefully obeyed Jennifer's wish. He quickly assumed a sixty-nine position. This brought his cock into sucking range. Jennifer began sucking almost angrily. Slapping her lightly on the flushed cheek, he cautioned, «Easy does it, honey. That's a cock you're sucking. Not a Popsicle. Just suck. Don't bite.»
Having gotten her in the sucking groove, Brian gleefully dipped down to her golden-haired snatch. He stared reverently at the lovely revelation. This cute kid had a cute cunt. A tiny, not too hairy one. A tiny slit, lightly covered with golden-colored curly cunt hairs. Playfully he tweaked at the hair and ran his palm up and down on her tiny crack.
She squealed and moaned in delight while she sucked his cock and he fondled her pussy. He kissed the tiny, vaginal lips. He eased his tongue into her cunt and teased the ditty button of love. He wrapped his hands under her cute butt and eased her up and down. She was light as a feather and tasty as a cream puff. He dipped his tongue far in to her twat, trying to get a taste of her cream. An impossible task, of course, but an enjoyable one. She moaned, thrashed around and squealed in delight under his tongue lashing.
In between sucks at his big. cock, she whimpered, «Suck my cunt, you bastard. Suck it good. Make it cum. Like wow! Oooooh … Aaaaaaah …»
She squealed, moaned, sucked and got sucked. Forgotten were her qualms about swapping. Forgotten was her shock at seeing the guy she loved shoving his cock up Denise's pussy. At the moment, she was unconcerned with any other thing. At the moment she wanted only to suck this lovely cock and get her little pussy sucked in return.
A few yards away, her new found friend and technical advisor was giving with a similar type chore. Denise was eagerly and happily giving a good account of her cock sucking ability. She knew she had Pete on the ropes. She could sense from the way he was tensing up that he wouldn't be able to hold out much longer. Pete was of the old jack rabbit type of school. A guy who couldn't control his cums.
«I'm going to cum!» he wailed, grabbing her ears and pulling her head back and forth on his surging cock. He ogled the awesome sight. His big cock sliding in and out of the mouth of this brown-haired lovely. She was peering up at him with her lovely mouth. A wonderful sight. A sight that turned him on.
He tried to stop the flow of juices. He hadn't wanted to come this quick. He passed the point of no return. «Take it, you bitch! Suck it, you slut! I'm cuming. I'm cuming … Wow!» He pounded her pretty face like crazy. In. Out. He slammed his huge prick into her pretty mouth. «Suck it bitch! Suck it … «
Denise thanked him with her eyes as she felt him stiffen, then unload. She braced herself and adjusted. She had learned the art of cock sucking and the swallowing of the gook without gagging. She felt the hot, sticky cum gushing into her throat. She eased his cock out slightly and swallowed the load. The first shot. She then let the cock slide all the way down her throat again. Her deep throat.
Holding against his thighs to steady him, Denise worked her mouth magic on his spitting prick. In. Out. She sucked it. She mouthed it. She swallowed. Again and again he shot a hot wad Again and again, she accepted it and sucked him for more, more, more …
His pounding strokes began to ease. His prick ran dry. She continued to suck him off until he was bone dry and thoroughly beat. Not until then, did she allow his limp cock to slide from her hot mouth. Giving a last few strokes of her tongue on his damp rod, she licked the few remaining drops that oozed from the slit on his cockhead.
She watched sorrowfully when his cock drooped and hung limply between his legs. His once mighty rod was now a sad looking, battered pole. Reddish and still throbbing, but lacking in stature and stiffness. A sad, limp looking monster that had been thoroughly sucked dry and from which the stiffness had gone.
Kissing it tenderly, albeit a trifle sadly, she got to her feet, and kissed him on the lips with her cock sucking lips. «Thanks, lover boy,"' she whispered. «I needed that.» She licked her chops.
Smiling wanly, he returned her kisses. «I wanted to fuck you first, pretty girl.» He held his hand on his limp dick. «Now, look at this bastard. Soft as butter.» He sighed.
Patting his sad cock she grinned. «Don't worry, Pete, We'll get the bastard hard again.» Nodding toward the far end of the room, she chuckled, «Let's go see what the other couple are doing?»
«Sure!» Pete willingly followed her. He'd be out of action for some time. This brown-haired kid had taken a lot out of him. An awful lot of cum.
Hand in hand they went to the other end of the, room, pausing for a few seconds at the bar for refills. Then, hand in hand, they stood beside the couch where the two lovers were blowing each other.
She watched with a pang of jealousy as Brian worked out on the tiny, golden-haired cunt and the owner of the golden-haired pussy worked out on Brian's big cock.
She studied the movements of the sucking experts, a slight frown on her face. She ogled Jennifer's cute butt which was very close since Jennifer was top dog of the sucking contest. She eyed the tiny bunghole between Jennifer's cute asscheeks. It was such a tiny bunghole. The shit chute appeared to be almost virginal. She doubted that Jennifer ever used it for anything other than taking a shit.
She studied it for a long moment. She watched Brian's tongue sliding in and out of Jennifer's adorable little pussy. She winked when Brian winked up at her from his vantage point beneath Jennifer's cunt.
Studying the sylvan scene for a long moment, while sipping at her drink, and squeezing Pete's hand, she finally murmured, «You know what I think would be lots of fun to see, Pete?»
«No. What?» Pete eyed her owlishly. He was ready for anything. Not quite ready cockwise, but mentally – yes.
«I think it would be a marvy sight if Brian fucked Jennifer in the ass!»



CHAPTER 9


Having made her announcement and seeing Pete's looks of interest, Denise went over behind the bar and grabbed the camera she had in readiness for this evening. The expensive camera was loaded with film and flash cubes and ready for action. Heading back to the couch, she snapped a few shots of Brian sucking Jennifer's snatch, and Jennifer sucking Brian's big cock.
Having recorded the pictures on film for posterity, she slapped Brian on the ass. «Enough yet, lover boy. Time for more picture taking.» She and Brian had agreed before hand they would take plenty of pictures tonight for the album they were starting. Their swap album. Brian reluctantly disengaged his sucking mouth from the fucking cunt. The adorable nice smelling pussy that he'd been eating. Planting a last kiss on the tiny vaginal lips, he eased from the creamy cunt area and got to his feet. He nodded in pleasure when he noticed Denise had the camera «Good thinking, hon.» He licked his lips.
«Let's fix this couch into a bed.» Denise, the take charge guy of the group, issued crisp orders. The boys quickly turned the couch into a bed. She smoothed out the dark cover. She flicked on a few more lights near the bed to assure plenty of lighting for the picture taking session.
«While we were watching you bastards sucking each other off,» she explained, «Pete and I thought it might be nice to get pictures of you guys fucking Jennifer in the ass.» She kept her voice casual, and matter of fact.
«What?» Jennifer who'd been somewhat annoyed when Brian had pulled his cock from her mouth flinched back in horror. She sank onto a barstool and picked up her half filled glass. «Fuck me in the ass?» she croaked, shaking her head in anguish. «Hell no! I'm not about to take a prick up there.» She had tried this route a few times before with Pete but hadn't really liked it. It was always too messy.
«Aw c'mon, darling,» coaxed Denise, joining her at the bar and sipping at her own drink. «Don't be a spoilsport. We're here to have fun. The boys'll take it easy, won't you?»
Both young men nodded solemnly. Brian's prick which had been bone hard when shoved into Jennifer's mouth and which had wilted somewhat upon pulling it out, now surged back to a solid state. He ogled Jennifer's cute white asscheeks. His prick hardened even more. While sucking Jennifer's tiny, golden-haired twat, he'd been staring at her cute, puckered asshole with just this thought in mind. The very thought of shoving his cock into that tiny bunghole excited him-and his cock!
Pete, who's prick and balls had been emptied of cum by Denise's cock sucking expertise, began to show signs of interest. His limp cock moved away from his hairy thighs and stiffened upward. He recalled the messy times he'd had with Jennifer while attempting to bunghole her in the past. Now to have it recorded on film was going to be something.
He went over and placed his arm around his girl friend. «C'mon, honey,» he coaxed, placing her hand on his half hard cock. «Let's give it a try. Me and Brian'll take it easy. We promise. If it's too much for you, we'll stop.»
Brian nodded his approval. «Yeah, let's at least give it a try,» he pleaded, holding his big cock for her to view.
Jennifer eyed the horny bastards, including the lovely brown-haired one with the camera. She studied the hardening cocks. She was sitting on her asshole-the tiny item they wanted to fuck. She sipped her drink slowly while making up her mind.
Jennifer had come to this little party with the intention of enjoying herself. She had promised Pete she'd do anything he wanted her to. She felt she was losing out in her effort to get him to marry her. She didn't think swapping would be conducive to his wanting to marry her, but apparently she had no choice. If she refused to do his bidding, he'd shove off and leave her in the lurch. The only hope she had for hooking him was to go along with anything he wanted, and hope that he'd make things legal.
She finished her drink and placed the empty glass on the bar. Forcing a brave smile to her pretty face, she stood up. «I'll do it.» Her voice quavered and she squared her shoulders manfully.
«Good!» Denise, who assumed the part of chief photographer and action director, led her over to the bed. «Kneel down in the center of the bed, darling.»
Jennifer obeyed instructions. She knelt on the bed. Her cute ass toward the foot of the large bed. She braced herself on her elbows.
«Brian-you crawl up behind her behind and get ready to shove your prick in when I give the word. Pete, you kneel in front of her. She might as well be sucking your cock while she's taking it up the ass.»
The actors all assumed their positions. Brian improvised a bit. While his wife was adjusting the camera and getting things in readiness, he licked the gorgeous little bunghole he was about to shove his prick into. He licked, sucked and tongued the tiny item.
Brian's licking, nipping and reaming of her shit chute heated Jennifer up. She no longer had qualms about the task. She relaxed. To while away the time while the pretty cameraman got ready, she took a few swipes at Pete's cock, which was still only half hard. Denise had taken a lot out of Pete when she'd sucked him off a short time ago.
Jennifer was pleased to see that her cock sucking actions were having positive results. Pete's prick began getting bone hard. She knew from past experience with this prick that it wouldn't unload for a long time, no matter what. Pete, having shot his initial load of cum, would be able to keep prick bard and un-cumming for a much longer period of time the second time around.
«Ready, gang!» Denise called out. She'd positioned herself at the side of the bed and had focused the camera to her satisfaction. «Let's have some action, Brian, shove your prick up her ass. Jennifer, take Pete's prick in your mouth again, and hold it. About half way in. When I yell freeze, everyone hold for a second. Okay?»
The groupies nodded.
«Start the action!»
She watched while Brian tried desperately to get his enormous cock into the tiny shit chute. Even with his licking and sucking of the asshole, it couldn't accept his big cock. Brian shoved. Brian pushed. Brian held tightly to Jennifer's hips while shoving and pushing.
He sweated. He moaned. He grunted and groaned. He sucked the tiny hole again and again. He finger fucked it. He reamed it with tongue and fingers. He swabbed it with his tongue and lips. The puckered little shut chute became moist and gooey as his fucking fingers and tongue began having an effect.
In an effort to assist, Jennifer grunted and groaned along with him.
Brian yelped in delight. The tiny hole opened wider. He jabbed his fingers in and out. He sucked it eagerly and noticed it was widening. Then with a scream of triumph he eased his enormous cockhead up to the tiny hole and gave with a mighty shove. The big cockhead plunged in!
Jennifer let out a wail of pain and anguish and almost bit off Pete's cock as she thrashed around in agony. Fortunately he got his prick out of her mouth before she damaged it with her teeth. She screamed and moaned in terror and pain.
«Stop! It hurts! Ouch! It's killing me! Take it out! Take it out! Owwwwwww … » She screamed, moaned and thrashed around in agony. Her asshole was afire. The big cock was splitting her ass asunder. It had never been like this with Pete, the few times they'd tried it. But then Pete's cock wasn't quite as large as this one.
Denise gleefully took a few pictures of the torrid action. She got wonderful photos of the grief and pain in the cute girl's face while she writhed and moaned and desperately tried to escape from the terrifying rear end assault. She got good views of Brian, doggedly pursuing his fucking task despite a squirming, terrified victim.
Denise snapped the pictures while he determinedly fucked the little blonde teenager in the asshole. She caught shots of the terror on Jennifer's face. Shots of the shitty prick rammed deep into the ravished asshole. She took the pictures because she knew the terror and the pain wouldn't last long. She herself had gone through a somewhat similar ordeal a few weeks ago when Joe, Bill and Harry had worked out on her at the studio.
And, just like it had happened to her then, similar results now took place. Jennifer's asshole adjusted to the pounding cock. The pain receded as her asshole opened wider and the shit lubricated it.
Jennifer's wails of pain and terror turned to purrs of delight and pleasure as she adjusted to the pounding prick up her shit chute. She no longer thrashed around in a desperate attempt to get away from the rear end invasion. Instead she began to wiggle her ass in rhythm to his powerful strokes.
«It feels good, Brian. Like wow! I'm taking it. It doesn't hurt anymore. Aaaaaaaah … it feels so good … «
Jennifer eased forward and took Pete's cock back into her mouth. Her eyes lit up in sheer pleasure as she sucked his big cock and took the even bigger prick up her ass. This was now paradise. Her eyes were pools of lust and lewdness as she serviced the two horny bastards. All pain had gone. Pleasure was the key word. A prick in the mouth. A prick in the ass. What more could a girl want?
Denise took a few more shots of the action. Long range shots. Close ups. She then barked out a new order. «Okay, groupies. Switch positions. Brian, you get in front. Pete, you take her ass!»
Obediently her two male actors obeyed her implicit instructions. Brian reluctantly removed his cock from Jennifer's asshole, scotched around in front of her and quickly rammed his cock into her surprised mouth, before she could lodge any objections.
At the same time, Pete removed his cock from her mouth, eased around in back of her and shoved his clean cock into her shit chute.
Denise began taking pictures of the actors in their new positions. Finally she called out. «Enough yet! Time to switch again.»
They gawked at her in surprise. Smiling sweetly, she handed the camera to Jennifer. «Time for me to have some fun, darling. Change places with me.»
Jennifer opened her mouth to lodge a protest. Having gone through the terrifying ordeal of her asshole adjusting to getting pricked, she didn't want to stop the action. She was enjoying it too much to want to stop. This session was opening up all kind of new possibilities to her for future actions. Her aversion to getting fucked in the ass had gone completely.
She now thoroughly enjoyed it, and she enjoyed the added spice of getting a messy cock shoved into her mouth. This was an exhilarating experience. One she vowed to try again and again in the future. Denise's handling of the group tonight was opening up all kind of future possibilities, and she did want to finish the current action. Have a load of cum in her ass and her mouth all the Same time. That would be wonderful.
But she was a fair minded person. She knew that Denise was also craving action. She, too, had an asshole and a cute mouth that needed taken care of, with pictures. Smiling sweetly, she got up from between the two horny bastards with big cocks, took the camera and began focusing it on the bedroom scene.
Denise squealed in delight as the two men resumed action as though nothing had changed. Plop! Brian shoved his cock into Denise's not-yet-open asshole. She squealed, moaned and groaned in pain and anguish until she adjusted. Then she moved forward slightly and took Pete's prick into her mouth.
Jennifer also squealed in delight while taking a few choice shots of the action. As acting camera-person-director, she issued a few instructions such as getting them to switch around and ordering them to freeze. It was very exciting.
Denise, after getting assfucked and mouth fucked a few more minutes, hopped from between the lover boys and headed for the bar. «Time to regroup, gang!» she called out, pouring a round of drinks. They had all night. She didn't want the boys to come again-not for awhile. She had too many things on her mind. Some more lewd games they could play with each other, with picture taking!
Acting as bartender behind the bar, she poured the drinks. Her group was now sitting before her. The boys allowed their cocks to grow limp again. Jennifer was sitting on her sore asshole, only it wasn't really hurting too much. She was flattered that she'd been able to give both men such a good ass job. She knew they'd both enjoyed it. Being still just a kid, she'd wished they'd finished their fucking jobs and had filled her asshole with cum. But she also had sense enough to know that it was best to do things Denise's way. Denise was well aware of the limits of the boys. A cock could only come so many times a night. Even cocks that were attached to such rugged guys as Brian and Pete.
Denise had decided to exact the utmost pleasure for them all this evening. She had inwardly vowed to make this a night to remember.
Denise poured another round for her groupies, then leaning on her arms on the bar, she paused between sips at her own drink, and regarded her group impishly. «I've been thinking, gang,» she murmured, eyes half closed, «that we should do something real wild tonight. Especially since this is also a picture taking session.»
«Oh, and what do you have in mind?» Brian eyed her quizzically.
«I was thinking maybe we should get some real sexy pictures.»
«And what the hell do you think the ones we just took are?» hooted Pete.
Denise smiled benignly. «I mean real far out pictures. Like for instance,» she added, flushing slightly, «pictures of me and Jennifer together, and pictures of you and Pete … «



CHAPTER 10


A stunned silence greeted her suggestion. Denise refilled the glasses as the idea filtered through her mind. She, herself, had been shocked at her own suggestion. She had thrown the thought out in an impish moment. Now, watching the amazed faces, she was afraid it had been a bad move. A bad joked.
She quickly retracted. Forcing an impish smile, she hedged, «I was only kidding. Getting a few laughs. We'll keep the action straight. Shall we get back to the bed for some straight fucking?»
When she picked the camera up from the bar and headed back toward the bed, Pete grabbed her, and held her. «Hold it, honey. Let's talk about it some more.»
«About what?» She stood before her group.
Pete mused, his eyes alight with lewd gleams, «Pictures of you and Jennifer. Me and Brian. H'mmm.» He cut loose with a low whistle. «Like wow!» Turning to Brian, he asked, «What do you think, old buddy?»
Brian flushed. «Gee, I don't know. It sounds kind of far out. I never went in for that kind of action.»
«Me neither, but there's always a first time. And Denise only wants to take a few shots, for your swap album. It might be fun?» Pete chuckled nervously.
Denise stepped into the breech. «Let's forget it, gang. I was only joking.»
«No.» Brian shook his head. The thought of seeing his lovely brown-haired wife and this equally lovely blonde-haired girl sucking each other off rolled round in his mind. He had gone to a few stag parties while in college where girls did their thing to each other. He recalled the pleasure he'd gotten from viewing such actions Jennifer and Denise. It was thought provoking. «Let's discuss it some more.»
He turned to Jennifer. «How about you, hon.?» She was the unknown element. Pete had already indicated his willingness. He, too, was very willing. Denise had suggested it. Now if this small girl with the tiny cunt and asshole could be talked into it.
Jennifer sighed. Again she was the focal point of interest. It seemed like the entire success, or failure, of this session somehow depended on her. She sipped slowly at her drink. Pete was eyeing her closely, a half smile on his handsome face. His eyes were alight with lustful gleams. He wanted her to consent. To agree to this wild idea. She shuddered. They weren't even married yet and he was willing to degrade her, humiliate her and ask the impossible of her.
She shuddered to think of what it would be like if she ever married the guy. Yet, she knew she couldn't refuse to go along with him, because if she did, the wedding bells would never ring for them. Again she squared her shoulders manfully and nodded, «I've never done anything like that before, but I'm willing to give it a try.» She smiled bravely to hide her nervousness.
The die was cast! Denise's suggestion had been carried by unanimous vote.
Denise, who'd only been half joking when she put forth her wild idea, quickly assumed charge. Everyone seemed to be looking to her for guidance this evening. Handing the camera to Brian; she said, «Okay, it'll be me and Jennifer first. I know you two guys wouldn't want to start this kind of action. C'mon, Jennifer.» She took the trembling girl by the hand and led her to the bed.
She eased the lovely blonde-haired teenager onto her back. She spread her lovely, creamy white legs wide, lifted her knees and completely exposed the tiny cunt.
She was impressed by the sight of the tiny, golden-haired pussy. It seemed so small, so virginal. Cute, pouty virginal lips fringed by curly, golden colored hair. A tiny ditty button, barely visible at the base of the tiny slit. Denise wasn't exactly a newcomer to the lesbian bit. In high school, a few times, she'd been subjected to girls of the outer limits. Girls who'd sucked her pussy a few times.
It had all been very fleeting then. A few guilty passes made by nervous Nellie's with a yen for cunts, instead of boys. But even the few brief samplings she'd had at the time had excited her. Now here she was, staring hard at the loveliest pussy she'd ever gawked at. A pretty, tiny, golden-haired snatch. Seeing that Brian was in readiness with the camera, she touched the pouty vaginal lips and spread them apart «Take a picture of me playing with her snatch!»
Snap!
Denise squatted on her haunches alongside the little lovely, eased her face down and shoved out her tongue. Enroute she issued another instruction. «Take one of me with my tongue in her cunt!»
Snap!
She no longer issued instructions. Brian had gotten the message and knew exactly what to do. Denise sucked the adorable pussy for a few more seconds, then reluctantly withdrew her face from the cunt before the boys, and the girl got funny notions. Next, she sucked at Jennifer's creamy mounds and fondled them.
She nipped at the taut nipples. She sucked the big, round melons. She posed lewdly in all sorts of lesbian type poses. Then she made way for some sucking on the part of Jennifer. The pretty little blonde was nervous and uptight at first, sucking at Denise's pussy, and breasts, but she soon relaxed and gave with several wonderful poses.
Then the two girls gave a brief session of sucking each other off, which was dutifully captured on film by the horny bastards who were at bedside giving words of encouragement and suggestions. The two bastards were having a ball while the girls sucked and nipped at each other for filming purposes.
Denise, very reluctantly broke off the action. There bad been enough shots of her and Jennifer. She didn't want to run out of film, or flash cubes, and she figured it was the boys' turn.
Hopping from the bed, she smiled sweetly. «Okay, you queer bastards. It's your turn.»
Brian flushed and backed away, Heading for the bar, he poured a round of drinks. «I've changed my mind. I'm not about to suck a cock. No offense, buddy!» He grinned nervously at Pete who had joined him at the bar.
«I'm with you.» Pete, who'd been anxious to get with it a few minutes ago sidled up onto a bar stool and sipped at his drink. He had accomplished his mission. Getting the girls to blow each other. Like Brian, he didn't feel like sucking a cock. He'd never sucked one before. He wasn't about to start.
Denise pouted. The boys had tricked her. Standing in the center of the room, she glared. «Damn you bastards!»
«Aw, relax, hon. Come join us in a drink.» Brian chuckled. «At least we've got pictures of you and Jennifer in action. That'll be something to see.» He rolled his eyes ceiling ward and pursed his lips. «How about it, Pete?» He chuckled lewdly.
«It sure will,» agreed Pete. «There's something about two girls sucking each other off that really turns me on.» He inclined his head toward the bed. «How about if you and Jennifer get back on the bed and finish what you started? I mean, give each other a real blow job? From stem to stern?»
Denise did a silent burn. Damn these grinning bastards who'd tricked her. That's all they'd wanted. To see her and Jennifer in action. And get pictures of the action. A slow smile came to her face. She began fumbling with the back of the camera. «Okay, you guys want to chicken out. So be it.»
«Hey, what're you doing?» Brian grabbed for the camera.
She held it away from him. «I'm going to expose this film. If you guys won't go through with your end of the bargain, then I'll be damned if I'll let you see on film what me and Jennifer just did.» She held her hand at the catch that would open the back of the camera and expose the in completed film. «Well … ?» she teased, keeping her finger on the catch. «What'll it be? Expose the film? Or will you two bastards do what you agreed to do?»
The two bastards glanced at each other.
Brian sighed. He didn't want her to expose the film. There had been too many good poses of the action so far. Him and Pete fucking the girls in the ass. Getting sucked off by the girls. Blowing the girls. All this would be ruined if Denise opened the camera and pulled out the film. He ogled Pete who was seated at the bar, sipping his drink. His glance swept to Pete's cock. He shuddered. Him suck that ugly looking thing? Ugh! The thought was terrifying. He'd never sucked a cock in his life.
Neither had Pete. He glanced at Brian's cock. He shuddered. He then glanced appealing at Denise who was eyeing them with impish gleams in her eyes. «Aw, hon., don't play games,» he begged. «Let me and Brian off the hook. Hell, we're not cocksuckers.»
«You seemed to enjoy it when me and Jennifer blew each other.»
«That's different. Girls are born suckers. It comes natural with girls. Tell you what, you agree not to expose the film and I'll fuck the shit out of you. Right now!» He held his cock toward her. It was rather limp, but the thought of getting a good fuck, brought added stiffness to it.
She wavered. All evening she'd been yearning to get Pete's cock in her cunt. The games they'd played so far hadn't really gotten her a good fucking from it. She'd sampled it during the pool game, but it hadn't been a good sample.
What she really wanted was to have this pretty boy bouncing on top of her, while ramming his cock into her cunt. She almost wilted and gave in to his request. But she stiffened, while his cock also stiffened. Shaking her head, she said, «No suckee! No fuckee!»
Denise smiled and wrapped an arm around Jennifer's slim waist. «Okay, darling, we'll suck each other off. How about if we go upstairs to my bedroom? These two want to be alone.» Her voice contained a scathing note.
She headed away from the two men when all of a sudden she found herself caught up in a firm embrace.
Brian and Pete had grabbed her as though on signal. Pete grabbed her about the waist. He tossed her on her back on the bed, spread her legs wide and without hesitation, he rammed his stiff cock into her tiny pussy.
At the same time, Brian was giving similar treatment to Jennifer. He had his big cock rammed far into her small cunt.
«But I thought you queers wanted to be alone?» gasped Denise, humping her pussy up and down eagerly.
«We were putting you on,» chortled Pete, shoving cock into cunt. He grimaced. «Hell, who'd want to suck cock while there's suck wonderful pussy around?» His voice was back to manly normal. He pounded his huge cock into the wonderful pussy.
On the bed beside them, Brian was giving similar treatment to the other wonderful pussy.
Denise sighed her relief as she humped her pussy up and down like crazy. It had all been part of the fun and games. The boys were great jokers. Now they were great fuckers. Side by side, she and Jennifer lay on the bed. Both getting banged by men with big, solid cocks. Nothing queer about this kind of action.
«Fuck me, Pete!» she screamed, bouncing around like mad. «Fuck the shit out of me. Shove that big cock into my cunt. Wow! It feels so good … aaaaaaaaah … eeeeeeeeee … «
Her voice was echoed by the lovely blonde, fucking alongside. Jennifer, the darling teenager, was squealing and moaning happily. «Fuck me, Brian. Fuck me good. Aaaaaaah … ooooooh … «
Denise pounded Pete's bare back and urged him to greater efforts. She wrapped her legs around his and pulled him forward, getting more and more cocking. She humped her spasming pussy up wildly to meet his power thrusts. They increased the tempo. His powerful cock slid hard into her tiny pussy, shoving the vaginal walls wide and beating hell out of her ditty button: Each stroke of his powerful cock brought thrills to her.
«You're the best damned fucker, Pete!» she squealed, beating a tattoo on his back and pushing up and down on his surging cock like a yo-yo. «I'm going to cum … Wow! … I'm going to cum … Ooooooh … aaaaaaaah … « She almost passed out from the excitement of the moment.
«I'm coming!» wailed Pete, pounding his surging prick into her tiny cunt. «I'm going to cum I… now … cum with me … «
He unloaded. A gigantic discharge. Every fiber in his manly body thrilled as he cut loose with an orgasm. He put everything into it. His prick squirted juices in an unending stream as he filled the adorable, little brown-haired pussy to over flowing.
Denise humped up and down wildly while he unloaded in her cunt. Again and again she orgasmed at the same time. Their hot, creamy juices intermingled inside her hot oven. They churned, pumped, crushed and pounded each other, exacting every last moment of fucking joy.
At the same moment they were unloading, the couple beside them were going through the throes of similar actions. Brian poured his heart out and emptied his cock into the tiny, adorable blonde-haired pussy. Again and again he unloaded his juices into the tight orifice. At the same time, Jennifer cut loose with an enormous orgasm. Her creamy cunt juices eagerly intermingled with Brian's.
The two pairs of lovers thrashed around on the bed. The boys pumped prick into hot cunts. Pricks that were shooting hot lava into hot ovens. The hot little girls were humping their hot little pussies up and down like crazy, accepting the love potions and giving up a creamy nectar of their own.
Up. Down. The four naked bodies bounced on the bed. Four lovely people moaning, sighing, whimpering and making other expressions of sheer ecstasy as they fucked. A perfect scene of love and contentment.
Then, as usually happens, nature took its toll. The big, solid pricks ran out of juice and stiffness. The tiny cunts could no longer keep the wilting hoses in captivity. The pricks slid from the grabbing vaginal walls and slipped from the gooey sockets.
Plop! Plop!
Pete's prick, then Brian's prick, flopped from their respective cunts. Both girls tried desperately to hold them in place longer, but to no avail. The ramrods were limp. The juices had been squirted. The moment of ecstasy was gone. Male passions had cooled. Male cocks had gone limp.
The tiny, battered little pussies emerged victorious. The men flopped onto their backs, gasping and heaving for breath. Two thoroughly pussy-whipped young men, who had shot their wads. Now, having shot their loads they were rendered helpless. Their once majestic pricks were now but limp wands with nary a bit of stiffness.
Brian staggered to his feet and wobbled to the bar. He poured drinks. He was joined by wobbly Pete. The boys downed their liquor and stared at the naked girls, still on their backs, still ready, willing and able. Still with twitching twats and hopeful gleams in their eyes.
«C'mon, boys,» coaxed• Denise, running her fingers up and down her moist cunt suggestively. «Give us more fucking. Please?»
«Yeah, how about it?» echoed cute little Jennifer, scratching at her snatch. «C'mon, we'll suck them hard again!» She pursed her lips hopefully.
Brian glanced at Pete. He sighed. At any other time the sight of two: naked lovelies, laying on a bed, playing with their own cunts, would have turned him on instantly. He would be leaping from the bar stool and bouncing into one of the cunt's in a hurry. Now, like Pete, he was thoroughly beat. The action so far tonight had worn him out. He would need time to recharge his batteries.
«I'm bushed. How about you, Pete?»
«Me, too.»
«How about if we go up and make a sandwich?»
«Sounds good.» Pete finished his drink and followed, his host to the steps leading upstairs.
Brian paused enroute. «Coming girls?»
The girls shook their heads. They hid the disappointment in their eyes. They smiled and relaxed lazily; «You boys go ahead. We'll wait. Don't be too long.» Denise stroked her pussy while sounding off.
When the boys tromped upstairs, she turned to Jennifer. «Looks like we've lost them for awhile.»
«Yeah,» grumped Jennifer, «and just when I was getting all heated up.»
«There's a way we can stay in heat-until the boys return?»
«Oh? How?»
Denise eased closer. Placing a hand on one of Jennifer's gorgeous, rounded melons, Denise squeezed it gently.
«We can finish making love to each other, like we were doing during the picture taking session,» breathed Denise huskily, gently squeezing and fondling the lush breasts of the lovely blonde teenager. She eased her free hand down and toyed with Jennifer's lovely mat of golden-colored cunt hair and pressed her fingers onto the tiny, moist pussy.
Jennifer flushed, then nodded. She drew Denise to her in a tight, loving embrace. Two pairs of solid, well rounded high titties meshed together.
Two pair of hot lips met in a tender, loving soul kiss. Soft brown eyes stared deep into 'baby blue eyes.
«I love you, darling,» whispered Denise, between kisses.
«I love you, dear,» whimpered Jennifer, between kisses.
The girls were still very much loving a long time later when the two rejuvenated boys reappeared on the scene. The two boys weren't shocked. They had kind of expected to witness such a scene.
Two pricks hardened almost instantly at the sight of the two loving girls.
The swap session entered a new, exciting phase. Two young, loving couples had found each other. Perfect matching. Perfect pairing.



CHAPTER 11


Denise ogled the pictures again and again. She no longer blushed, or cut loose with remarks about the lewd photos. The pictures were better than a thousand words. Sharp. Clear. The photography had been excellent. The swap session with Pete and Jennifer had been clearly recorded on film for posterity. she'd had an extra set printed up for the other couple and had sent them to Jennifer.
She reasoned that Pete and Jennifer were also studying the results and giving with their comments, just like she and Brian were doing.
Brian clucked his tongue and finally set the pictures aside. Shaking his head, he said, «We sure had ourselves a good time, didn't we?»
He pulled Denise onto his lap and shoved a few kisses onto her mouth. «You're not too upset about what we did, hon.?»
She shrugged. «It was fun-while we were doing it. But I still don't think we should become full time swappers.»
«Why not?» Brian ran his fingers up under her mini skirt and toyed with her pussy which was covered by her pink panties.
«It's just not right. I mean, we're married. We're happy. We love each other. Why should we have to swap?» Until now, her arguments against swapping had been more vehement. She had definitely been very much opposed to it. Now, her objections had been muffled. Ever since the marvelous session with Pete and Jennifer a week ago. But she felt she still had to lodge some objections.
Brian, still recalling vividly his fucking of the glorious Jennifer, nodded sagely. «I kind of agree with you, hon.»
«You do?» Panic seeped in. She hadn't meant for him to agree. «You mean-no more swapping?»
«I mean we shouldn't become full time swappers,» he corrected.
«Oh?» Relief set in. She nestled closer into his embrace and helped him stroke her pussy by placing his hand over his and guiding it. «Which reminds me. Sharon called me today.»
His eyes lit up. «Oh? What did she want?»
«They're having another swap session next weekend. A two day affair. She's got her new group about lined up. Three new couples, you and me, and some singles.»
«How about Pete and Jennifer?»
«Yeah, they've been invited, too. Sharon says it'll be a wonderful group session.»
«H'mmm.» The idea was intriguing. Brian recalled the last party he'd attended-without Denise. That had been quite a session. Now, with Denise, a true swapper, and with lovely little Jennifer, along with the lovelies that Sharon managed to get, a guy could have a field day. «What did you tell her?»
«I said I'd talk it over with you. I mentioned that we'd probably be there, but that I'd call her back later this week and let her know for sure. But now that you don't want to become a full time swapper … ?»
He grimaced and eased a finger up her snatch. Him, and his big mouth. He'd just tossed that thought out for her benefit. «I guess we kind Of owe it to Sharon and Duke to go to their party. After all, it was through them that we met Pete and Jennifer. Who knows, maybe we'll meet some more couples we'll really like and we can form our own group?» He slid her panties off, then her skirt and blouse.
She helped him undress arid then plopped back onto his naked lap.
Toying with his hardening cock, she murmured, «What do you really think about the whole thing, dear. Swapping, I mean? We've been doing it for a few times. Do you think it's our bag? Really?» She drew his face down and pressed her lips to his to give him time to think up an answer.
They, were in their living room. She had, cleaned up the dinner dishes some time ago and they were now relaxing, half watching TV, reading the evening papers, and now, after having ogled the lewd pictures for the umpteenth time, they were having this serious talk that could decide their future,, She wasn't sure, even in her own mind, whether she wanted to continue being a swapper, or not.
Brian savored his wife's tender kisses for a few minutes, before replying. Like her, he, too, was somewhat puzzled in his own mind about swapping. He thoroughly enjoyed fucking and sucking other girls, like Sharon and Jennifer. This kind of action turned him on. But there was the nagging doubts about swapping. The doubts that came into sharp focus every time he watched another guy shove prick into Denise.
The picture they'd taken had shocked him. Pictures of Pete with his big cock shoved into Denise's cunt, ass and mouth. And from the pictorial evidence it was obvious that she was thoroughly enjoying getting pricks shoved into her ass, mouth and cunt.
If there was only some way he could rearrange the normal swap procedure. Some way in which he would be the swapper in the family, and not have Denise swap.
He realized that this kind of thinking had been bugging husbands since swapping began. Males had a tendency to want other girls, without wanting their wives with other guys. There was no set procedure for this to happen, however. Swapping meant just that. Swapping.
While she toyed with his cock, he toyed with the idea of suggesting that he attend Sharon and Duke's upcoming party alone. Like he had done the last time. He quickly rejected this line of thinking. She wouldn't stand for another deal like that. If they went to the party, it would have to be as a team. He'd get his prick into the other girls present, but, at the same time, the other cocks present would be shoved into Denise.
He sighed and nuzzled her close. He was in no rush. They had all night. It was early evening. His time was his own at the office. He had no big deals cooking at the moment.
Stroking her round melons, and tweaking at the taut nipples, he murmured, «I like swapping, hon., except for one thing.» He squeezed tittie.
«Oh? What?»
«The part when I see a guy shove his cock into you!» he blurted. «That I don't like!»
She bristled. «And how do you think I feel when I see you fucking another girl?»
«It's not so much I object while it's actually happening,» he explained. «It's the after shock. Like when we were with Pete and Jennifer, it was marvelous. I enjoyed every fucking minute we spent with them. I didn't seem to mind at all what we did to each other, while we were doing it! It's only afterwards, when I get to thinking of it, that I get upset. And looking at these pictures to remind me of what we did!» He picked up a few pictures and stared.
«You know something, dear?» She snuggled in his embrace and continued fondling his cock. «I feel the same way. While we're doing it, I feel wonderful. But, like you say, afterwards, I have some regrets.»
He shrugged. «I guess that's normal. Pete tells me he has the same feelings afterwards. Duke mentioned he used to feel the same way, but they've been swapping so long, he doesn't have any regrets. Neither does Sharon. What we're experiencing, I guess, is guilt feelings. We're doing something that's not exactly an accepted thing, so we feel guilty. I'm not sure what's the answer. The question is-shall we continue?»
«That's up-to you, dear. You're the boss. You give me the word, and I'll call Sharon up and tell her we'll be there. You say no, I'll tell her no. Either way.»
She scotched around on his lap. He was leaning back on his recliner, feet propped up on the foot rest. She shoved the lounge chair all the way back. She turned completely around. Her butt was now close to his face.
Easing down, she rested her hands on his knees and drew his half hard cock into her mouth. It jumped erect from the attention she was giving it. At the same time she wiggled her ass before his face. She was propped on her knees, on the arms of the chair. In. Out. She took his hardening cock into her mouth and unhurriedly sucked it.
Brian stared at her wriggling butt. He patted the cute, out thrust asscheeks. She had an adorable ass. So firm, so round, so fully packed. Cute, pinkish-white mounds of creamy delight. Tender, baby skin, so soft to the touch. Smooth, creamy. He patted, touched and fondled the lovely ass.
From the way she was squatted in the somewhat unorthodox position, her asshole was openly exposed, as was most of her pretty pussy from a rear view. The items were within smelling distance of his nose. He eased his nose closer and took a deep whiff. Her pussy smelled slightly pissy and her bunghole smelled slightly shitty.
His cock soared to new heights in her mouth. Leaning forward he pressed his lips to her asshole. Tenderly and reverently he kissed her shit chute. He snaked his hot tongue into her hot asshole. He licked her inner shit chute. Easing back, he gently fingered her tiny, puckered, brownish colored bung hole. He reamed his fingers in and out. First one. Then two. The tiny asshole began to widen and get rather gooky. Shit adhered to his fingers. He withdrew his fingers and licked them. Again an again he shoved fingers in and licked shit.
In between eating her shit, he ate her pussy. In. Out. He fingered. He tongued. He kissed. He slurped. Unhurriedly, he worke1d out on the exposed cunt and asshole. He marveled that such tiny appearing items could handle such enormous pricks as had been shoved in and out of the darling items time and again.
Not only had she handled his prick, but he'd witnessed her taking on Duke and Pete. These adorable little holes he was sucking had handled his friend's pricks. It was thought provoking. He drew her butt hard against his face and kissed it. God, how he loved this ass and this cunt. He worked himself up to near frenzy as he ate at her shit chute and pussy.
He could feel his cock bouncing around like mad in her sucking mouth. He was building to a climax. He was tempted to tell her to shit into his mouth, or piss into his mouth, but decided against it. Too messy. Their lounge chair was almost new.
Instead, he eased her down on his lap, still facing away from him. He hovered over his hard cock. He aimed his big cock at her tiny asshole. «Sit on my prick, hon.,» he ordered, easing her down slowly.
She nodded eagerly. Reaching down between her legs, she guided his cock toward her bung hole. She felt the cockhead against her shit chute. Ever so slowly she lowered herself onto the ramrod. The big cock slid up her asshole. She braced herself by the arms of the chair and ever so slowly lowered herself some more. She could feel the huge cock sliding into her asshole.
Up. Down. She eased her asshole onto his enormous cock, being very careful not to dislodge it. It felt so good. She could feel his prick hardening as he approached a climax. She wiggled harder.
With a supreme effort of will power, Brian shoved her from his shitty cock. He was fast approaching a climax. He didn't want to come-not just yet. He lifted her from his cock and eased her to the floor. She stood before him, a frown on her face. «Not yet, hon.!» he gasped. «I want to make it last, and last and last … «
She smiled. «Sure, dear, I understand.» Bending far over, she took his shitty cock into her mouth and licked it clean. Again she had him on the verge of coming. She braced herself for a mouthful of cum.
Again be pulled away. Shoving her cock sucking face away from his almost shooting rod, be hopped to his feet, gathered her into a passionate embrace and kissed her on the cock sucking lips. «You cock sucking, ass fucking teaser,» he whimpered, kissing her again and again. «You get me so damned hot.»
«As hot as Jennifer got you?» she teased, holding his prick with one hand. He was deliberately letting it get soft. She tried to, keep it hard.
The mention of Jennifer caused his prick to harden. He almost shot his load in Denise's jerking, hand. He conjured up thoughts of the small blonde with the tiny pussy and even tinier asshole. It was quite thought provoking.
He lifted Denise into 'his arms and headed toward the bedroom. «You won't be satisfied will you slut, until I fuck the shit out of you?»
Denise nodded happily and snuggled into his embrace as he carried her along the hallway and to their bedroom. When he dumped her onto their bed, she squealed in delight. Impishly, she got onto her knees, wiggled her ass and asked, «There's my ass, dear. Fuck the shit out of it!»
He hopped up behind her behind and shoved his cock far up her shit chute. Bang! Bang! He pounded her shit furiously for several strokes. His enormous cock battered her tiny shithole until it was oozing skit. The lubrication caused his slick prick to slide in and out with ease.
He pounded mightily into her battered asshole, then, with a whimper, he pulled his shitty cock out. He eased her around on the bed and rammed his shitty cock into her willing mouth. His face was a mask of lust and lewdness. His eyes were glazed and half closed. Gleams of lust filed his eyes as he fucked her pretty face. «You cock sucking slut! Suck it, bitch! Suck it! Suck my shitty cock!»
Denise steadied him and continued to suck him off. She fondled his swinging balls as she steered his rampaging cock in and out of her cock sucking mouth. She was burning up with lust and passion. He was sure hot tonight. So was she. In. Out. She handled his pounding prick. She slid it far down her throat. She eased it out. She kissed the sides. She kissed the cockhead. She kissed his hairy balls.
She swallowed his messy cock and soon had the shaft clean as a whistle. Staring up at him with her big, brown eyes she whispered, between sucks, «Cum in my mouth, dear. Give me a big load of your cum … ?»
He rammed in and out a few more times. His cock stiffened. He felt the gigantic climax coming. Then, with superhuman effort, he pulled from her mouth. With an oath, he pushed her onto her back. Spreading her legs wide, he lifted her knees and with a whimper he plopped his huge cock into her cunt. It slid in with a sickening crunch.
«Ouch!» moaned Denise, whimpering in pain at the sudden, violent invasion. Then her pretty pussy adjusted to his pretty big cock. She met his thrusts and increased the tempo. In. Out. His big rod hit pay dirt inside her cunt. She thrashed around in ecstasy. «Wow! It's so damned big tonight … Fuck me, dear! Fuck the shit out of me … Aaaaaah … Oooooooooh … «
Leaning forward until he crushed her round melons hard against his hairy chest, he kissed her tenderly. He then licked her face with his hot tongue. He licked her nose, her cheeks and her chin while plunging his cock into her cunt. «You're getting me so hot, hon.,» he whimpered, sucked and, fucked. «I'm going to cum … I'm going to cum … now … «
He unloaded. A gigantic spasm. Again and again he pounded his squirting hose into her spasming cunt. She came with him, bouncing up and down like crazy, accepting every fucking ounce of his cum.
Nature at last took its toll. He could no longer sustain his hard on. His cock ran dry. The mighty thrusts into the tiny pussy began to ebb and slow. Finally he stopped pumping altogether. He rolled from atop his wonderful wife, and flopped onto his back. He breathed heavily, his chest heaving up and down. For a long time he lay there gasping for breath. She had taken a lot out of him tonight.
Denise let him cool off. She, too, was somewhat beat from the exertion. It had been a wonderful fucking. One of the best of their marriage. She realized he'd gotten so steamed up because of the pictures, and because they'd been invited to another session with Duke and Sharon. This had turned him on.
After he'd rested a bit and had returned to normal breathing, she cuddled up to him. «It was wonderful dear. The best in a long time. Was it because of the upcoming swap session, and the thoughts of getting another crack at Jennifer?» She tried to keep the twinge of envy from her voice.
He nodded truthfully. «The thought of that does turn me on.» He crushed her to him and showered her with kisses. «You can call Sharon up next week and tell her we'll be at her party.»
«Okay.»
«And you can also tell her I'll be hot to trot. That I'll probably sample every girl at the party at least once, maybe some of them twice.» He chuckled.
«I'll tell her.» She sighed, then added, a trifle sadly, «I'll also tell her to get the men ready for me. Who knows? Maybe I'll let them gang fuck me!»
He frowned, then brightened. «And I'll be first in line, hon. Now let's see what we can do about getting this bastard up again?» He placed her hand on his limp cock.
She toyed with it, but some of her former enthusiasm was lacking.



CHAPTER 12


Denise was still troubled about the upcoming swap party as the week wore on. She had called Sharon and told her they'd be there this weekend. But somehow her heart wasn't in it. Her enthusiasm was lacking. It wasn't that she was so much against swapping. What troubled her was the group sessions. They reminded her of orgies.
She would much prefer to do a bit of private swapping. Like with one other couple they really liked. Pete and Jennifer for instance. The session they'd had with them had been a wonderful experience. It was almost as though the four of them were made for each other.
They had hit it off so well together. She would be satisfied to keep their swapping just to this couple, but she knew Brian wouldn't agree. He was the type of bastard who wanted to play the field. To get as many different girls as be could. A typical man. She had tried talking him out of going to Sharon's swap session this weekend, but he wouldn't hear of canceling out.
He was looking forward to it, and to meeting a flock of new pussies. She had tried not to argue with him too much about it, but he did get the message. She had let him know that she would go along, but that she wouldn't be too keen about it. Even the thought of getting gang fucked didn't cheer her up. She was basically a one man girl. One man at a time. Brian was that mark.
It was late Friday afternoon. She was preparing Brian's dinner. Tomorrow morning, bright and early, they would be getting their car and heading to the Edward's place for the weekend orgy. The closer the time came, the more troubled her thoughts became. She had wracked around in her mind all day, trying to think up reasons for not going to the swap party. Reasons that Brian would accept. None were forthcoming.
When the doorbell rang, she was surprised. When Pete and Jennifer were on the porch, her surprise turned to astonishment. «Pete! Jennifer! Come in!»
They followed her into the living room. She headed toward the bar to pour a round of drinks. She was bursting with curiosity.
Jennifer let her stew for awhile, before she opened up. Then, with a big grin on her pretty face, the cute blonde giggled, «I guess you're wondering why we're here?» She sipped at the drink Denise had handed her.
«I sure am. What's up?»
«This!» Jennifer held up her left hand. A wedding band had been put on alongside her engagement ring. «Pete and I got married this afternoon!»
«Well, I'll be!» Instinctively Denise hugged the smaller girl to her bosom. Tears misted her eyes. She had known that this couple were engaged and had been talking about getting married. «Jennifer! Jennifer! I'm so happy for you!»
The two girls kissed, hugged and gushed a bit more, then they separated. Jennifer's eyes were bright and starry-eyed. Denise's eyes were filled with happiness for her friend.
«Give with the details,» she suggested, when the squeals of happiness had subsided. «What brought this on so suddenly?» She was also aware that Pete had been stalling for months.
Jennifer explained, a trifle breathlessly, «It happened kind of suddenly. After our session with you and Brian. Pete and I got to thinking things over and we had a long talk. Like how happy you and Brian are-and the fact that you do swap. That was the reason Pete and I didn't get married before. He wanted to continue being a swapper. He was afraid marriage would interfere. He knew I wasn't all that enthused about swapping.»
«So?»
«Well, like I mentioned when we saw how things were working out so good with you and Brian, we decided we'd get married. We waited the necessary three days, and off we went this morning to make it official. Now we're married.» Sobs of happiness came to her voice.
Denise frowned. «You're going to continue swapping even though you just got married?»
Jennifer shrugged. «That's up to you and Brian. We aren't doing in for group parties. Like Sharon's. I already called her and told her we wouldn't be there tomorrow.»
«Oh? And what's this marriage of yours got to do with me, and Brian?»
«Did I hear someone mention my name?» Brian entered the room and cut loose with a big grin. He poured himself a drink and joined the happy group near the bar.
Denise quickly filled him in on the details and brought him up to date.
Brian kissed the new bride, shook hands with the new groom, and then asked, «How's all this tie in with your remark about your continuing swapping being dependent on me and Denise?»
Pete explained, «We're going on our honeymoon this weekend. We figure on going down to the beach, rent a room at a motel and have a long, wonderful weekend.»
«H'mm. Sounds good. Have fun. I still don't get the connection. How does all this tie in with me and Denise?»
Pete looked at his knew bride. She nodded and smiled. «Jennifer and I were thinking it would be real nice if you and Denise came along with us!»
Brian hooted in surprise. «Me and Denise go with you on your honeymoon?»
Denise gurgled, and was speechless.
«Why not? We had a marvelous time when we were together a week ago. Jennifer and I have been living together as man and wife for months, so it really wouldn't be a honeymoon as such,» Pete explained. «We figure with you two along, it would be far more exciting.»
Brian shook his head in disbelief. «It's crazy. It's weird. I never heard of such a thing. Going along with another guy and his wife on their honeymoon!?» Denise agreed. «It is kind of far out.»
«That's exactly why we want to do it,» explained Pete. «Like I mentioned, me and the kid have been living as man and wife. Now, we've made it official. We think it would be real nice if we could have a honeymoon that was, different. Something to remember, with pictures. We got to talking it over. We came up with the bright idea of asking you two to come with us. What do you think?»
«I think you're both crazy!» Brian chuckled. He then added, after eyeing the pretty little new bride from stem to stern.
«On the other hand, like you mentioned, Pete, it would be a new experience, and it definitely would be something different than the normal routine type honeymoons.» He chuckled lewdly, and nodded, «I'm for it. How about you, hon.?»
Denise frowned. Now that the shock had worn off, she agreed it had merit. «You're forgetting one thing, dear.»
«What?»
«We promised Duke and Sharon we'd go to their party!»
His face fell. «Damn, I almost forgot!» Turning to the newlyweds, he shrugged. «Guess that lets that idea out?» His voice contained an edge of regret.
«On the other hand,» added Denise, smiling, «we can always call them up and tell them we can't come. There'll be such a mob, they won't really miss us. How about it, dear?»
Brian gave it some thought while sipping at his drink. He had been looking forward to tapping a whole new flock of chicks. He'd been conjuring up thoughts of the fun he'd be having with the new group. On the other hand, this lovely young teenager with the lovely blonde hair and golden-haired pussy had turned him on like he'd never been turned on before.
A honeymoon with her and Pete? The idea opened up all kind of possibilities.
«When were you two planning on leaving for the beach?» he asked.
«Immediately. We have our bags packed. Out in the car. We're ready to go.»
Brian made a big decision. «Okay, we'll go with you!» Turning to Denise, he issued crisp orders. He knew his dinner was about ready. «Set a place at the table for Pete and Jennifer. While you're getting dinner on the table, I'll call Duke and Sharon and let them know we're not coming to their party. After we eat, you and I will pack and off we'll go … on our honeymoon!» He winked lewdly at the newlyweds and his own wife.
In an effort to economize, the foursome took one room upon arrival at the beach motel. A large, airy room with two double beds. It was a sumptuous room, complete with television. Brian had brought along their camera, a few bottles of scotch, and they were ready for fun and honeymoon games.
Denise felt a bit awkward being in the same room with the honeymoon couple. The feeling wore off, after they all got into their swim suits and had a romp on the beach and in the motel pool. They then had an evening snack at the coffee shop attached to the motel and by eleven o'clock they were ready to retire.
This was where the rub came in.
The four of them sleeping in the same room. Their spirits were high from the spirits they, were drinking. One by one they took showers and they were now parading around the room stark naked. Each waiting for someone to make the first move.
Denise raised her glass aloft and proposed a toast, «Here's to the new bride and groom. May their happiness last a life time.»
«I'll drink to that,» chuckled Brian. He did.
He watched while the others drank their toasts. «His glance zeroed in on the tiny golden-haired snatch. His prick responded by getting bone hard. «How about some fun and games, gang?» He went, to his suitcase and got his camera. He adjusted it and put in a cube of flashbulbs.
«Good thinking!» Pete was sprawled on the bed, an impish gleam in his eyes. His attention was focused on the lovely, brown-haired, brown-eyed Denise. He wiggled his finger and motioned for her to join him on the bed.
With an inquiring glance at Jennifer, who nodded, Denise hopped onto the bed. Pete quickly embraced her. «Take a picture of me kissing your wife, Brian,» he suggested.
Brian focused the camera in on the scene. Pete had his hand wrapped around Denise's slender physique. His fingers were toying with Denise's lush, round melons. He pressed his lips to hers in a soul kiss. Denise wrapped her hand around Pete's half hard cock.
Snap. Picture taken for posterity.
More pictures were taken. Denise eased down on the bed and gathered Pete's prick into her mouth. A picture of Pete pouring some whiskey into Denise's cunt, then licking it out. The couples changed places.
Denise snapped pictures of Brian with his cock in Jennifer's mouth, asshole and cunt. Then there were pictures of her with Pete's cock in her asshole, cunt and mouth. Then there were group pictures. The camera had a timer attached. The group scurried to the bed to assume pre-arranged poses. Group sex pictures.
Then, at last the camera ran out of film. The picture taking session was over. It had been lewd and exciting. The four naked nymphs relaxed and regrouped for further action.
Denise glanced at her wrist watch. «Time for bed folks.» She went to the bed that was agreed on for her and Brian to use. She flopped on it, spread her legs wide, lifted her knees and indicated she was ready for a goodnight fuck.
Jennifer followed suit. She hopped onto her bed, spread her legs wide, lifted her knees and cut loose with a happy smile. The lovely, teenaged bride was ready for action. It was her wedding night. A night to be remembered.
Brian and Pete had adjourned to the bathroom to freshen up. They now came out and stared in awe at the two naked lovelies.
Pete shook his head. «Aren't they beautiful,» he murmured, his voice filled with reverence.
Brian nodded. «TWO TEENaged darlings. We're sure lucky guys to have such pretty wives.» He held his prick. «Just look how hard my cock is, just from staring at 'em.»
«Mine, too.»
Denise giggled. «C'mon, you horny bastards. Stop bragging and showing off your pricks. We know how big they are. C'mon, get with it.» She humped her pussy suggestively, giving with a come on look to her handsome husband. «This is Jennifer's wedding night. She's anxious to get with it, aren't you darling?»
«I sure am. What're you waiting for?» She addressed her remarks to her handsome husband.
Pete moved forward.
Brian moved forward.
Just before they arrived at the beds, a strange thing happened. As if on signal the two boys crossed paths. Brian headed toward the Jennifer bed!
Pete headed for the Denise bed!
Brian snuggled the surprised bride to his bosom and without further ado, he shoved his big cock into Jennifer's tiny cunt!
Pete mounded the equally surprised Denise in a hot embrace and without further ado he poured the meat to her pussy!
On his wedding night, the bridegroom was fucking his best friend's wife. In the bed next to them, his bride was being fucked by his best friend!
A night to remember!
Denise quickly overcame her surprise. The feel of Pete's huge cock in her tiny cunt awakened the lust and drove away her shock. He entered her quickly, forcefully and with authority.
Pete hungrily kissed her. He meshed his man-sized fits against her huge melons. He pounded his huge cock into her small pussy. «I love fucking you, honey,» he whispered, pouring his meat into her tiny cubicle.
«And you're a wonderful fuck, Pete!» she gasped, meeting his powerful thrusts. A nagging thought was in her mind as she humped up and down. «But shouldn't you be fucking your wife? After all, you just got married today.»
Pete grinned and slowed the tempo slightly. He was in no rush. They had all night, all weekend. «Hell, I can fuck her anytime. I only get a crack at your crack now and then. Besides which, Brian's keeping her busy.»
Brian was indeed. He had his cock buried deep into the little bride's lovely pussy. The tight, golden-haired item that he loved so much. In. Out. He pushed his enormous rod into the tiny hole. «You lovely slut! You pretty bitch! I'm fucking the shit out of you!» He mouthed obscenities while pounding his meat into her pussy. «C'mon, wiggle that cute ass. Move it. Move it.»
«Yes. Yes,» whimpered the newly wed girl. She had been surprised at finding this man's cock in her cunt instead of the bridegrooms, but she asked no silly questions. She kept thrashing away in deep contentment. A prick was a prick. This one was a bit larger than the one she'd become adjusted to.
«Fuck me, you big cocked bastard! Fuck the shit out of me!» She whimpered, wailed and thrashed around like crazy. «I'm going to cum! I'm going to cum! Like wow! Aaaaaaah … Ooooooуoh»
Her wails and moan were being echoed on the other bed. Denise, was bouncing up and own under the pounding of the newlywed husband. Pete's prick, which should have been easing in and out of his bride's pussy was pounding in and out of Denise's tiny twat She was wailing up a storm, «C'mon, you big cocked bastard! Fuck the shit out of me! Sock it to me. Make me feel that big cock. I'm going to cum. Now … Eeeeeeee.»
The foursome came together. Sounds of ecstasy filled the room as the two handsome couples loaded each other with love, and affection. Two nifty cunts filled with heavy loads of jism. Two big, hot cocks unloading time and again. Two teenaged darlings squirming, squealing and begging for more.
The only jarring note to the sylvan scene was that the bride getting fucked was not being rammed by her husband. She was being rammed by her husband's best friend. Her own husband was spending his own wedding night not exactly pleasing her with his cock. Instead he was pounding it steadily into the wife of his best friend.
It was, to say the least, an unusual situation. One that lasted for an entire weekend. A honeymoon weekend that was to be remembered. The foursome was still laughing and joking on the drive back to the city the following evening. They had all been well sated. They had switched around time and again. They had savored each other from every conceivable angle. The four of them had vowed eternal love for each other. They had vowed that they would be a foursome on their own.
They didn't need group swapping. They were an ideally matched foursome. They could be content and happy with just each other. They didn't need any more Duke's, or Sharon's. Before they had left the motel, they had made a vow to be their own little swap group. No more outsiders. Just the four of them.
The vow was still with them when they pulled into the driveway of the house Pete and Jennifer had rented. A nice home in the suburbs, but close enough to the city where they both worked at the studio.
When they pulled into the driveway, they were startled to see a young couple sitting on lawn chairs in the patio to the rear of the house.
A very young couple. A young boy who appeared to be no more than nineteen. A young girl who appeared to be no older then sixteen!



CHAPTER 13


Denise was surprised to see the young couple? She didn't recognize the two youngsters, but it was obvious that Pete and Jennifer did. Pete's expression was filled with amazement, as was Jennifer's.
«Mark! Gloria! What are you two doing here?» Pete's words were lacking in cordiality. It appeared these two people were the last ones in the world he expected to see sitting on his doorstep waiting for their arrival.
Mark lumbered to his feet. His handsome, slightly tanned white face bore the semblance of a grin. «We've been waiting for you cats to get home.» He smiled apologetically.
«You knew Jennifer and I had gone off and gotten married.» Pete grumped. Like him, Mark was also a dancer on Sharon's TV show and knew all that was going on.
Mark nodded. «Yeah, we knew. That's when me and Gloria decided we may as well get married, too.» He flushed.
«You and Gloria got married?»
Yep. We crossed over the state line last night and got hitched.»
«While I'll be damned.» Pete eyed the newlyweds with new respect. «But why? After all you've hardly known each other any length of time. Hell, you're just kids. How old are you Gloria?» He eyed the dark-haired, dark-eyed lovely. The small, petite, one hundred and, ten pounds of luscious femininity. The beautiful Gloria was a featured dancer on the TV show.
Gloria thrust out her lovely melons. «I'm seventeen. I'll soon be eighteen.»
Pete shook his head. «But to run off and get married like you did. Hell, you don't even have a place to stay.»
Mark smiled. «We were kind of hoping you'd help us out until we get squared away.» He nodded at Pete's home. «You've got a nice place here. We were thinking you'd let us stay for awhile until we could find a place of our own. We'll pay our way, of course.» He smiled hopefully.
Pete, who'd had no visions of turning his home into a swapper's paradise, frowned. «Gee, I don't know, Mark. We hadn't planned on permanent guests. You see, we do a lot of entertaining, like now … « he quickly introduced Brian and Denise. «We do throw a lot of parties. Like I mean, having another couple around might interfere with what we have in mind.»
«And just what do you have in mind?» Mark grinned.
«Well, like me and Jennifer are swingers. So are Brian and Denise. Hell, the four of us just went on our honeymoon together.»
«What?»
Pete chuckled. «That'll give you an idea of what I mean. How would you and Gloria like to spend your honeymoon with another young couple? Share the same room, the same bed, the same bathroom and so on?»
«You did all that?»
«And more!» Pete grinned impishly. «Like now, we were sort of, thinking of finishing off the weekend here at our house before settling down to the routine of, going back to work next week. So you can see that as much as we'd like to have you and Gloria spend some time with us as our guests, it just wouldn't work out.» His voice contained an edge of finality.
«That is,» cut in Denise, who'd been eyeing Mark with a good deal of interest. «unless you and Gloria would care to spend the rest of your honeymoon weekend with us. A sort of wild party. The six of us. How about it, gang?» She let her glance drift around the group. She realized this could be the start of a new group. A whole new group of swappers.
Brian, who'd been ogling the newlywed Gloria like a cat eyeing a canary perked up at the suggestion. His eyes lit up and his prick hardened. «H'mm. Sounds like it could be fun. How about you, Pete?»
Pete, who'd been staring, at Gloria's cute butt, nodded approval. He was a man who liked females, and Gloria's cute little ass, encased in a tight fitting mini skirt was a thing of sheer beauty. He tried not to sound too enthused when he nodded~ his head and replied, «Yeah, I guess we could give it a try.»
Jennifer, who was always in the mood to sample a new prick, added her assent.
«You mean!» gasped Mark, his handsome face flushed. «You'd want me and Gloria to move in with you and become swappers. Like right now? Tonight?»
Pete grinned impishly. «That's the idea. Take it or leave it.»
«Hold it!» Brian, who'd been weighing all the angles cut in. «I think it would be much better if Mark and Gloria moved in with me and Denise. How 'bout it, hon.?» He appealed to his better half, then added, «For one thing we have a much larger place. An extra bedroom. A rumpus room. Besides, Denise doesn't work. She'll have plenty of time keeping the house straightened up. Me and her both have far more time on our hands than you working people. Mark and Gloria can move into our spare bedroom. They can pay a certain amount for room and board. You and Jennifer can visit anytime. We'll be sort of forming our own group. It'll work out swell, won't it hon.?» Again he appealed to his better half.
Denise who'd been eying handsome Mark with a good deal of interest nodded absently. The idea was only half percolating through her mind, but it did sound logical. They did have the extra room.
«Good! Then it's all settled!» Brian, the take charge guy made his move. «Since you folks already have your bags packed in and in your car, we'll all drive over to our place and get you settled in. How about it, Pete? Jennifer?»
Pete and Jennifer quickly nodded. They didn't really want permanent guests in their place, but were ready, willing and able for swapping at the drop of a panty.
Mark and Gloria hesitated. Swapping wasn't in their minds when they impulsively hopped off and got married this weekend. They had vague ideas about a future together as a normal man and wife. The bride and groom bit. Now to be suddenly invited into a strange couple's house as permanent guests and swappers was a bit too much. Not that either of them had any particular qualms about swapping. Both were experienced in that area. As singles, they had both attended several of Sharon's affairs.
«Gee, I don't know, … «Gloria's pleasant voice was hesitant. «It wasn't exactly what we had in mind … « She glanced at her new husband.
Mark shrugged. He was inclined to agree with her. It definitely wasn't what they'd had in mind. He'd been thinking in terms of staying with their good friends Pete and Jennifer for a week, or two, until they could get their own place, then move out. Now, being offered a permanent haven. His eyes settled on Denise. The glance helped him make up his mind.
«I guess we could give it a try, dear.» He held Gloria's hand and squeezed tightly. «After all, we do need a place to stay for awhile. Pete and Jennifer's place is rather small. And since Brian and Denise are such good friends of Pete and Jennifer, I guess we can see how it'll work out?» He smiled hopefully.
Gloria sighed. Then her glance swept to Brian. Like her husband, she liked what she saw. She smiled brightly. «Okay, we'll give it a try.»
It didn't take long for Denise and her new swap group to get settled in and into the swing of things. She showed Mark and Gloria to their rooms, helped them unpack their suitcases, whipped up a snack for the gang and then while it was still early evening, they all went down to the rumpus room for fun and games, and to get acquainted.
The faster the drinks flowed, the more acquainted they became. Since she had already sampled Pete for most of the weekend to date, she decided to concentrate on the new member of her swap group.
Mark!
Placing some waltzy type music records on the hi-fl set, she waltzed around the dance area with him-pretending to dance. He was sure a handsome hunk of manhood. He was about six feet tall, with brown hair, hazel eyes, about one hundred and seventy pounds and bad a charming smile. He was but twenty years old.
Gazing deep into his bedroom type eyes, she murmured, «Hi, Mark.» Hers was a big come-on look. A let's get acquainted look. While she was snuggling up to him, pretending to dance, she let her hand stray down to the front of his slacks. She felt around on his half hard prick.
He grinned knowingly. Being a long-haired, pretty boy type be was well used to having girls flip over him. He placed his hand over his and helped her rub his cock area. «Thanks for inviting me and Gloria to stay with you folks for awhile. It'll sure help out.»
«Maybe I need some help too?» She humped her pussy forward suggestively.
He grinned. «Anything you say, beautiful. It's your party. Your house. You call the shots.»
«How about Gloria? Does she go for the swapping bit?»
«Let's say the kid's been around. Plenty.»
«Good. Then we'll have some fun.» Her feeling around his hard on began heating her up. That, plus the drinks they'd absorbed was getting her in the mood. She stopped dancing 'and stood in the middle of the room. «I think it's about time we had some fun, gang,» she called out, clapping her hands to attract their attention.
They gathered around, eyes alight with expectation. She nodded toward a sofa bed. «How about making up that bed, boys?»
The men quickly flipped the sofa bed into a full sized bed.
«Since this is Gloria's wedding night, I think it only fair that we should all get to watch the groom kiss … her, I mean luck the bride!» She grinned impishly.
Jennifer giggled. Since the was a newlywed herself, she was all for it. «Good thinking, darling.»
Gloria gulped. She shook her head. «Un-unh. Not in front of everyone. It'd be too embarrassing. Let's all do it together, or not at all?»
Denise shook her head emphatically. «Nope. It's exhibition time, darling. We all want to see how a new bride gets fucked, don't we, gang?» She peered around.
Her group nodded assent, even Mark. He had taken aboard enough liquor to be ready for anything.
Seeing that she'd had their united approval, Denise headed toward reluctant Gloria. She approached her from one side, Jennifer moved in from the other side. They converged on the pretty, blushing bride.
Gloria tried to avoid them, but the tiny little dark-haired girl was no thatch for the two other girls. They backed her against the bed. They fumbled with buttons, snaps and catches. Slowly and deliberately, they undressed the blushing bride. Item by item they denuded her.
She now stood beside the bed stark naked-and breathtakingly beautiful. The seventeen year old darling was a beauty. Slim, creamy white. Black hair and snatch. Quivering, lovely, breasts. Round, firm mounds of sheer beauty.
Denise, a breath-takingly beautiful girl herself, Mark needed no further urging. He moved felt a slight twinge of envy as she ogled the naked little darling. She petted the out-thrust titties and impishly patted the small brush of curly dark cunt, hairs. «Okay, Mark. Let's see you fuck the bride!»
Mark had quickly divested himself of his own clothing and now, naked as a jaybird, he swept his little bride into his arms. He crushed his lips to hers in a tender kiss. He meshed his manly chest against her lovely melons and stroked her butt with his, hand while he crushed her to him in a fierce, loving embrace. His enormous cock was bone hard.
Slowly he backed her onto the bed. He placed her on her back, spread her legs wide, lifted her knees and knelt between her out-stretched legs. He gazed in reverent awe at the sight of his flemished out bride. «God, you're so beautiful, honey,» he whispered, staring at the wondrous sight.
Gloria, having overcome her initial embarrassment nodded happily. She was well aware of her beauty. The sight of her new husband's bone hard cock heated her up. She ignored the lewd glances of the onlookers. The hell with them, she thought, holding her hands out to her loving husband. «C'mon, dear,» she whispered, humping her tiny pussy upward. «Fuck me. Fuck the shit out of me.»
Mark needed no further urging. He moved forward, and like he'd been doing for several weeks now, prior to marrying this tidbit, he slid his enormous cock into the tight cunt.
In. Out. His big cock slid into the tiny orifice. He increased the tempo. Gloria met his thrusts eagerly and expertly. She humped her little ass up and down like a yo-yo. His big fat cock slid in and out of her tiny twat like a piston. Her bouncy breasts moved up and down, bumping crazily against his manly chest. She pursed her lips and accepted his hot, soul kisses.
«Fuck me, you bastard! Fuck the shit out of me!» She squealed, wiggled and moaned with delight at the pounding.
The new bride was getting well fucked by the new bridegroom.
Denise watched the action for awhile. With each stroke of Mark's big prick into Gloria's tiny cunt, her own desire grew. She quickly stripped naked, as did the rest of her group. It seemed they were looking to her for guidance. She hopped up on the bed, next to the fucking couple and motioned for Pete to move over. He did.
Then, she impishly slapped Mark on his bouncing behind and called, «Time to change partners!» She gave him a shove, dislodging him from his bride's pussy.
Mark flopped onto his side. Denise motioned for Pete to climb aboard the well lucked little pussy. Pete quickly obliged. He was in Gloria's cunt before she was completely aware of what was taking place. She'd hardly missed a stroke. In. Out. Pete's cock was ramming her cunt now, instead of Mark's.
Denise winked at the blushing little bride. «You' like this new cock?»
«Love it!» gasped Gloria, humping up and down eagerly. «I just love cocks. Any cocks.»
«Then try this other one on for size!» Denise shoved Pete from the fucking area and mentioned for Brian to climb aboard. Without hesitation, Brian climbed aboard the wet deck. His was the biggest prick of all. Gloria squealed and moaned in delight.
Denise smiled tenderly at the new member of her group. She had seen to it that Gloria had gotten gang fucked. The girl was being well broken in by the members of the newly formed swap group.
Now, having seen that the new bride was well taken care of, she went back to her own business. The thought that had been bouncing around in her hind ever since it had been suggested, that Mark and Gloria move in with them temporarily.
She flopped onto her back next to the fucking bride, spread her legs wide, lifted her knees and held out her hands toward Mark.
The handsome young man quickly got the message. He climbed aboard and without further ado, he shoved his enormous prick into her tiny cunt.
Denise smiled, while she wiggled her ass to accept his lunges. She noticed that at the same moment Pete and Brian had changed places. The newly formed swapping club was going through its paces and every one was happy and contented, if the squeals of delight and moans, wails and groans of happiness were any indication.
It was an ideal set up and perfect pairing.
Pete was flicking Gloria.
Brian was fucking Jennifer.
Mark was fucking Denise.
At that moment Denise was extremely happy. She had missed out on Duke and Sharon's weekend party, but this was more than making up for it. And this was only the beginning. With the addition of a few more couples, there was no doubt the future would be very interesting.
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