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Sex Swappers





Prologue


… Dawn was nineteen-that's what she told us-and as hungry a bitch as any Terry and I had seen for a long time. I felt her straddling my sprawled legs and sensuously grinding her hot pussy on it, so I raised it just a bit as my arms curled around Lance's neck and raised me up.
I felt Dawn lifting my ass just a bit and scooting a pillow under there. "It'll make it even better; baby," she'd hoarsely whispered. "Aaaaahh, just right!"
I thought I could feel the tip of Lance's cock tickling the deepest part of my belly as it rested inside me for a minute before sliding back and almost out of my sucking bush.
I remembered just hours ago when we'd all met-they came in response to our searching ad-and Lance had told us that he was twenty-two but game for anything. The bulge in his pants after five minutes of jabber convinced me and Terry that they'd be good. And they were! … I was in no mood to take this nice 'n' easy. My ass was jiggling like a crazed blender and it must have been me that was causing the whole bed to shake like a vibrator. I found myself actually trying to push my knee up Dawn's warm and yielding crotch and then I felt one of her tits-beautifully shaped, like a large, ripe grapefruit-brushing against my arm as she uncoiled it from Lance's shoulder.
I fell back on the bed, both arms stretched out, and felt Dawn creeping up my leg and bringing one of her juicy-looking tits right up close to my face.
Instinctively, I guess, my mouth opened wide and I gasped as she aimed one of her almost copper-colored nipples right in there. … I felt Terry pat my belly as if he were patting a little kid on the head and then he moved away again. Smoothly, Dawn eased her tit away from between my teeth and I felt her shifting position again.
Strands of her long damp hair brushed against my face and then I felt her hand. cupping my chin-I guess she did that so she could hold my head steady. I looked up through the blinding fog and saw her smooth baby-doll face coming closer… and closer…
I closed my eyes and opened my mouth just a bit. I tried to wet my lips-they felt like they were covered with a sandpaper wrap-but her sleek tapered tongue did it for me…
We'd directed Hans and Sara to The Traders, a small and exclusively private club a group of us had started at first as a neighbors' gathering ground. We hadn't planned for much action and when our membership started growing all out of proportion to the small space we'd originally planned on, several of us got together and decided to lease this huge old two-storied house and set up the club there…
Even after Drew's expert fuck and final tongue job, I felt my cunt hairs hotly sticking together in the electrified air. We greeted old friends, exchanging doubly meant in-house jokes on our way to the table, and made careful mental notes of appealing newcomers we'd like to get to know…
Coolly I flicked the silky auburn strands away from my eyes and totally focused on Hans. His lips were full and rather childlike at the same time they were teasing and inviting intimate interest. As I stared at them, he returned the hunger and I felt his fingers calmly groping my lap as his eyes riveted on the tip of tongue I'd let travel my waiting lips. … Comfortably I spread my legs and wiggled closer as Hans's eager fingers crept through the slit of the fake pocket and rested expectantly on my thigh.
If he was waiting for verbal encouragement, I mused silently, he'd wait for one hell of a long time. I sincerely hoped he was braver than all that. My eyes, in the meantime, were still glued on Hans's mouth but occasionally flicked over to check Drew, suave and handsome, and the elflike Sara on the crowded and vibrating dance floor. … I decided on the closed Sessions to start off with. That way we'd' get to know and feel comfortable with one another more readily. By the time we all got together, there would be no holds barred. … Always dressing for the occasion-whatever it might be-and making sure to provide for the most dramatic home-entertainment films, I at first teased Hans with the zipper of my dress. I snaked my hand up and down the front of my body along the zipper tracks and licked around my slightly ovaled lips. Finally, when his eyes threatened to bulge too far and pop right out of his head, I slowly slid the zipper down and let the dress fall around my booted ankles. It was a tease and has always been a very effective one, if I must say so myself.
My lightly bronzed and faintly freckled body revealed itself in a black mesh version of a hot-pants jumpsuit. My bullet-like erect nipples, now that they were finally freed, proudly poked through the large mesh to greet Hans's admiring and greedy blue eyes. I moved toward him slowly, gracefully stepping out of the puddle and all the while caressing myself and sliding the side of my hand up from my damp cunt and under my firm and jutting breasts. … The beautiful drops of excited perspiration popped out all along his forehead in larger and larger dots as my cunt lips blew kisses to him. I came down easily on my knees and hushed him as I added to his discomfort by holding myself back and slowly unbuttoning the two buttons of his shirt before I tugged if off completely.
"I hunched over him. soixante-neuf position, as I reached to caress his still clothed thighs and proudly bulging red, white, and blue erogenous zone which I would soon free. The cool moistness of his chest chilled my belly and I gritted my teeth for self-control.
The convenient tab of his zipper gently pulled the restraining teeth apart and I burrowed into the inviting slit of his shorts with my nose… prodding him and sucking in his essence…
After our struggling with his belt, the pants unceremoniously fell in a crumbled heap along with the cotton shorts. My mouth automatically ovaled as I stretched out my arms and craned my neck toward the rigid and inviting telescope he directed at me. … Without preparing for my reaction, Hans bent forward and unwittingly, I think, straddled my eagerly waiting head and hot open mouth.
I sucked the juicy mushroom-like cock-head in before he even knew what was happening. The only choice he had open to him-if you'd even call it a choice-was to eat my pussy. That's a privilege, not a choice-unless, of course, he chose to pull his burning cock out of my already slowly sucking mouth.
"He didn't… "
Sugar never tasted sweeter than the night we got to know Beverly. She was going to stay with us indefinitely-no departure time had been set-or at least until Aggie and I had our baby. She was, as she looked, totally natural and almost completely uninhibited. Nudity, we all agreed, was beautiful, and for the first time since Aggie and I had started living together, we all walked around the house nude and singing bawdy-type songs at the top of our lungs.
I knew that Aggie had been more gay than straight before she met me but I never would have dreamed that watching her eye another woman would turn me on as much as it did. At first I was rather blind to the sheepish grins and sly pats on the ass they gave each other, but they were kind and quickly filled me in on what they called 'the scene.'
That first night let me know that this was going to be something I'd never even dreamed of experiencing. Bev strummed her guitar and sang to us while we slowly sipped our drinks… The songs were plaintive yet stimulating and quite erotic and it wasn't long before Aggie and I for got all about our drinks and began to masturbate. … Sitting yoga-style, Beverly spread her thighs… wider apart so as to afford both of us a good teasing view of what lay within. I felt my body craning forward to get closer to her, but it's strange that I didn't feel the jerky motions of my own hand furiously whipping my erect prick back and forth.
Aggie was working her slit more slowly, I noticed, but she kept her eyes wide open and riveted right between our song stress's thighs. … Beverly directed Aggie to the head of the bed, also on her back. Then she crawled in between us, on all fours.
When I looked up and saw her carefully manicured but unpolished fingernails holding the pussy lips wide open, I realized how wisely she'd set this up. I also had an idea of Aggie's role in this trio and I got so excited that I almost creamed before I'd even touched her for the first time.
I squinted my eyes and tried to examine Bev's pussy in every detail, as if storing it in my memory bank for posterity. The lips were distended and a purplish red while the clit itself was a shiny hardness that demanded my utmost attention. I flexed my by now clammy fingers and feebly attempted to dry my sweaty palms before I touched her. Her skin was milk white, glistened even in the shadows, and was cool as a soothing summer breeze. Her pussy smelled like a clean pussy would, but, I also picked up a delicate blended fragrance of flowers and freshly mowed grass or hay of some kind-my favorite scents.
Tenderly, oh so tenderly, I laid my eager hands on this delectable and fragile-looking delight and held her still and poised over my face until I could stop the trembling of my own body. It wasn't until I heard Aggie's whimpering moans and sighs that I actually brought Bev's temple of natural womanhood down to meet my thirsting lips.
My lust rapidly gained uncontrollable dimensions and I felt every nerve ending in my five-foot-nine, one hundred sixty-pound frame go into convulsions as if I'd been plugged into a live socket without having been grounded first. Rather than slamming her pussy onto my face, I guided it gently and applied my tongue with feathery touches until I felt the muscles in her sculptured thighs rippling in their sheer animal excitement. I became more forceful, applying increasing amounts of pressure and taking long laps at the hair-fuzzed vagina.
Both girls were moaning loudly now and I was only sorry that my choice-the girl with the big knockers-couldn't be with us to take care of my lonely prick.
Without disturbing the girls scene, I managed to crawl out from under Beverly's straddling and clamping thighs and approach her from the rear, on all fours, of course. I gripped the fleshy sides of her small hips like handles and held her flagging ass steady before I began.
At first I burrowed my nose just inside the opening of her asshole, I had to clamp my thighs tightly together and concentrate just on the ass to keep from coming again. I had to save that come for more important things, I remembered, and then I calmly took a deep breath and renewed my attention on Beverly's anus.
I ran the tip of my tongue along the familiar path from slit to asshole and back again about five or six times before I was assured by Beverly's response that I was pleasing her as well as myself. To keep her completely happy with my treatment, I slid first two then three fingers up into her pussy and slowly pumped them in and out. Her reaction to this was magnificent! The globes of her smooth buttocks dimpled and relaxed spastically as she flagged her appealing asshole at my mouth. I drove my tongue in deeper and covered the whole of the opening with my lips, sucking it in all the time.
The preceding excerpts are samplers of edited transcriptions contained in this volume. As the title indicates, we are here dealing with the controversial subject of swapping. Who are the swappers? What do they do? etc.
Swapping as defined by Gilbert D. Bartell, Ph.D., in his volume Group Sex: "… is the popular term that has been used by the press and by those who do not participate. The swappers themselves call it 'swinging.' It has also been called what we believe to be more appropriate: group sex. Group sex is a more flexible term and it is more descriptive because it does not restrict itself to married couples…
This book, then, should be titled, Descriptive Group Sex.
Bartell also cites Dr. Ner Littner, medical director of the child-therapy program at the Chicago Institute for Psychoanalysis, for an additional definition of group sex. Dr. Littner, according to Bartell, concluded that the wife swapper is one who, unable to maintain an intimate relationship with his partner, "… builds into his marriage a distancing device. Wife-swapping is a safety valve that keeps intimacy between the two at a level each can tolerate."
Dissenting viewpoints see the wife-swapper as pathetic and ridiculous, a Don Quixote who is trying to have his cake and eat it too-i.e. keep a house, family, and job while searching, sometimes fruitlessly, for pleasures and all the things associated with youth and good looks.
Dr. Bartell's interview subjects defined "swinging" as having sexual relations as a couple with at least one other individual. In this definition, two swapping couples who meet and privately pair off with the member of the opposite sex are still swinging even though they are not having it "orgy style." He also notes, some-what strangely, that swingers are constantly looking for new partners because "the typical couple swings with another couple just once." We find this latter view credulous when allowing for the consideration that the swinging couple would not want a relationship to get "sticky" a la personal involvement.
Group Sex points out taboos in swinging as well. The main banned items mentioned include long hair and beards, hippie types, blacks, and, for the most part, poor people who somehow have not developed the palate for such unconventional behavior.
The subjects interviewed for this book range in age from nineteen to the late forties. These people are not, by any means, the norm of swingers. Rather they are those individuals who will not only swap partners, but will also talk about it to someone who is writing a book.
Contrary to our research, Dr. Bartell has found (mainly in the Chicago area) that "… swinging is essentially for couples, and, although there are, single male swingers and single female swingers, the fact that they are single puts them at a definite disadvantage." Two singles, on the other hand, can circumvent that minor difficulty by appearing at a swingers gathering and announcing themselves as man and wife.
William and Jerry Breedlove, in their book titled Swap Clubs, have estimated that there are approximately eight million swinging couples in America and that "nearly seventy thousand couples reply to or place ads as swinging couples in swingers' magazines annually. Los Angeles and San Francisco are said to have the largest concentration of swingers, with the New York area ranking second, the Chicago area third.
Also according to Dr. Bartell's extensive study of mate swappers, the majority of swingers were white. He did, of course, conduct a rather small-scale survey and this last point is contestable. And it is noted that age plays a very important role in the swinger's life. The same holds true for homosexuality.
According to the Bartell survey, the swinger has a leeway of ten years, one way or another, that is considered a "safe bet." "…Swingers tend to reject couples who are more than ten years older than themselves… "
Interestingly, we quote Dr. Bartell's reasons given for male and female swinging: "… The bulk of our work will support the thesis that white middle-class males involve themselves and their partners in swinging to act out male sexual needs that are largely based on fantasies retained from adolescence … For the female, swinging represents the fulfillment of the social-romantic demands that she makes upon her mate. And for both it represents a compromise that has become available within the American culture… "
According to the Journal of Sex Research (May 1970), many heterosexual mate-swapping activities end up with some sort of homosexual involvement, usually among the women involved. This phenomenon has been expressed by many authorities as occurring to relieve the female's continued sexual excitement as well as allowing the males time to rest. The hetero/homo-sexual instances will be described within the framework of this volume and perhaps serve to clarify even more the misty phenomenon wherein curiosity often gets the best of one.
Many authorities see the entire sub-culture of mate-swapping as a play-an acting out of fantasies by both partners. Whether or not this is neurotic or deviant has not yet been fully decided. Perhaps those dark questions will not ever be resolved for the public. Of those interviewed by this author, most, if not all, began swinging by going to bed with close friends within an arrangement mutually agreed upon or meeting a couple with a strong physical attraction and either seducing or being seduced by them.
We should also understand that "swinging is a bandwagon." It is the ancient and well-used advertisers' theme: "Everybody's doing it, why don't you?" Again, it is entirely up to the individual to decide whether or not the situation is at all comfortable.
Swinging, like most other fields of interest, has its own jargon. We note here the following explanation cited from Group Sex:
"B and D" refers to bondage (various forms of restraint) and discipline (spanking, whipping, etc.). "French culture" is cunnilingus and fellatio. Other cultures frequently mentioned in ads are "Roman," meaning orgies, or "Greek", meaning anal intercourse. "English culture" usually refers to discipline or sado-masochism. "ACDC" means enjoying homosexual as well as heterosexual relationships (frequently is applied to women only). "Bi-minded," same as AC-DC and bisexual. "TV" means transvestite.
We go on now to the case history material of five swinging couples. Unanswered questions may still remain in the reader's mind, but perhaps now they will be more clarified.



Chapter 1


He, 27; she, 21… Sensual and challenging. Desire same for erotic, imaginative fun amp; games… Foto amp; ph. ans'd first. Write Terry amp; Candy, P.O.
Box 693, O-.
"Terry had gone to scrounge for nonmangled smokes, I guess. I sighed softly to myself, listening to the excited purr rattling in my throat, and deliciously enjoyed the throbbing rhythm of Lance's honey-white rod in my fuzz-bushed creme de cacao cunt. For some strange reason the bunched-up sheets felt cool under my ass-strange 'cause we'd been balling in pretty much the same place for three or more hours.
"My legs yawned, gloriously stretching, and spread wider, stopping only when the right one got scrunched down into the bed by Dawn's hot body.
"Dawn was nineteen-that's what she told us-and as hungry a bitch as any Terry and I had seen for a long time. I felt her straddling my sprawled legs and sensuously grinding her pussy on it, so I raised it just a bit as my arms curled around Lance's neck and raised me up.
"I felt Dawn lifting my ass just a bit and scooting a pillow under there.
'It'll make it even better, baby,' she'd hoarsely whispered. 'Aaaahbh just right!' "I thought I could feel the tip of Lance's cock tickling the deepest part of my belly as it rested inside me for a minute before sliding back and almost out of my sucking bush.
"I remembered just hours ago when we'd all met-they came in response to our searching ad-and Lance had told us that he was twenty-two but game for anything. The bulge in his pants after five minutes of jabber convinced me and Terry that they'd be good. And they were!
"He was a mellow and free-swinging twenty-two with eyes like smoldering coals that could burn through just about anything. He wasn't looking at me now, though. The long lashes flickered and batted away the beads of sweat pouring off his forehead and hid the piercing blue torches that x-rayed out of his skull. He was grunting loudly and gritting his teeth as he tried to go slow and take it all so nice and easy.
"I was in no mood to take this nice 'n'иasy. My ass was jiggling like a crazed blender and it must have been me that was causing the whole bed to shake like a vibrator. I found myself actually trying to push my knee up Dawn's warm and yielding crotch and then I felt one of her tits-beautifully shaped, like a large, ripe grapefruit-brushing against my arm as she uncoiled it from Lance's shoulder.
"I fell back on the bed, both arms stretched out, and felt Dawn creeping up my leg and bringing one of her juicy-looking tits right up close to my face.
Instinctively, I guess, my mouth opened wide and I gasped as she aimed one of her almost copper-colored nipples right in there.
"Lance seemed to be on his knees and quickly pumping in and out of me now but leaving the top of me for Dawn. I felt him pulling my legs this way and that as he bent them at the knees and propped me up with still another fat pillow. His fingernails-I hadn't really noticed until now that he had any of those-dug into me as he tore at the already sensitive and slippery flesh and I bucked up to meet his cock as best I could.
"Dawn had lost my knee to Lance but I felt her pulling my free arm between her legs and then I knew what to do. I'd been with chicks before-usually 'cause Terry digs watching that kind of a swap scene-but I'd always been the one that was done, if you understand. This time I felt myself wanting to shove my whole-fist up Dawn's snatch and watch her squirm from no one else but me.
Freaky, huh?
"Let me tell you, it's kind of hard to diddle a girl's clit when you're down on your back, without leverage, and with a stiff and throbbing rod banging up your cunt. In fact, ft's so uncomfortable that it actually hurts a bit.
"I stopped working on her and just let my fingers easily slide back and forth on the oozing and come-coated crack. She wiggled her ass a bit and smashed down still harder over my sucking face.
"One of my boobs wasn't covered by Dawn and I felt Lance's hand snaking up my belly and grabbing it roughly yet gently, if you know what I mean. He pulled it a bit then kneaded it like dough, being very careful with his fingernails. I felt like I'd gone completely mad and I would have screamed if I hadn't had that sweet tit in my mouth. Mmmm-mm, I thought, if all chicks could only have tits like this! I think I'd really go bi!
"Somewhere in the distant fog of everything that was around me I thought I could hear ice cubes clinking in glasses. The bed groaned and I felt Terry's cool hand gently caressing my belly. Dawn moved away…
"I felt Terry pat my belly as if he were patting a little kid on the head and then he moved away again. Smoothly, Dawn eased her tit away from between my teeth and I felt her shifting position again.
"Strands of her long damp hair brushed against my face and then I felt her hand cupping my chin-I guess she did that so she could hold my head steady. I looked up through the blinding fog and saw her smooth baby-doll face coming closer… and closer…
"I closed my eyes and opened my mouth just a bit. I tried to wet my lips-they felt like they were covered with a sandpaper wrap-but her sleek tapered tongue did it for me.
"With just the tip of her wiggling tongue, she ran an electric rim around my mouth, over and over again-gently, lightly, and teasingly-until I felt my head straining toward her, wanting to smother her in my kisses.
"I twisted the top half of my body so that, even though I was still on my back for Lance, I was facing Dawn. She crashed down on me, her thick pouting lips opened wide and covered my burning mouth while her shoulder snuggled into the crook of my bent arm. I brushed the thick curtain of ash-blonde hair away from my eyes and found myself absentmindedly caressing her head as if it were her tit, pulling it closer and closer to my eager lips.
"It's a good thing Terry and I decided to get a king-size bed-we could never have had this kind of action on the sagging studio bed we had in our old furnished apartment. This time it was our furniture, brand-new-and we were christening it royally, every button on the mattress would be blessed with oozing come…
"Dawn's soft moans vibrated in my throat and I answered the same way even while I felt my bottom half going into a madness all its own. I strained upward to meet Lance's pounding thrusts into my gut and I could dimly see a spinning orgy-room through the slits of my eyes.
"My tit was cold but not for long. Dawn's arm bridged over and pinched in at my waist. I could feel her body trembling and somewhere… somewhere I could feel Lance's fingers caressing both of us at the same time.
"The bed groaned and creaked again, this time at the foot of the bed and on Dawn's side. Her face pulled away from mine so quickly that my eyes sprang open in surprise. I saw Terry's shadow behind her and the ivory glistening hump of Dawn's ass raising up to meet his erection. She whimpered loudly, tossing her thick mane of hair from one side to the other like a bucking mare, and then her face slammed down and swallowed my mouth.
"I felt helpless but deliciously so. With the only arm I had in motion I gouged into Dawn's scalp, tangling the fine moist hairs in every finger and tugging with frantic, desperate, and erratic movements. I felt Lance's hands, one at each of my hips, pulling me up as he pounded into my hungry cunt-and I didn't care!
"Dawn's expert tongue sent crazed spasms racing through me, each tremor defiant and determined to knock me right off the shaky edge of sanity. Oh hell, I'd been in this position once or twice before but never with two such expert swingers! I felt heady, breathless, and maddeningly panicked as Dawn's tongue probed every inch of my greedily accepting mouth and Lance's rigid shaft pounded my pussy into quivering ground round…
"I felt her body moving faster now and, as my hand strained to crawl along her arched back, I felt her ass churning in a dance I knew so well, with Terry's plunging cock right in her behind.
"I almost giggled as I thought of Terry. Poor guy, I could imagine him struggling to stay on the edge of the bed while he pounded his electrified meat into one of two places. I could see his face clearly on the picture screen of my kaleidoscope-mind, the thick and lumpy veins threatening to pop right out of his skull and the reddish strained fury that I always saw when we balled… ummmmm…
"I spread my legs wider and felt the bottom half of my tormented and hungry body thrust violently upward. I was just in time, too.
"Lance exploded like a sweet-cream Molotov cocktail, sending thick and comforting lathery shrapnel in every direction as well as straight up. After a few seconds I thought I could feel my bottled brain floating in creamy come. I tried to open my eyes but they hurt so I squinted crazily at him just as a loud grunt and whoosh poured out of his mouth.
"He jerked in me another couple of times and then kind of semiflopped down but away from me. As he started to roll off and the chill of cool evening air hit my pussy I shivered and started to close my legs so I wouldn't lose any of his precious come. Dawn's groping hand stopped me and tore my legs open again.
"In a way, I wanted to stop her… just for a minute… just long enough so that I could feel Lance's sperm snaking up inside me… safe. I couldn't tell her to stop-her tongue was jammed tight in my mouth-and, funny, I didn't really want to.
"My thighs spread more willingly than the first time, and I felt her finger carefully snaking its way to my oozing cunt. I bucked up to meet it and my whole body shook as Dawn's fingers replaced Lance's cock.
"She worked her hand in slowly at first and I could feel her body inching closer. Her soft lips left my still thirsting mouth and I grabbed for her futilely as she planted teasing feather kisses in a row going down toward my wiry bush, stealthily approaching my cunt.
"My arm, now without a head to hold, fell to the side. In seconds, I felt Lance nuzzling closer and then his lips replaced Dawn's as he enveloped my bursting tit in his mouth. I brought my other arm to my belly, massaged myself everywhere Dawn had kissed me, and found myself holding my tit for Lance's mouth.
"I was really getting confused. I felt like some kind of sacrifice at a mad orgy where everybody got into the act and blew one person's mind… I caressed Lance's head just as I had Dawn's.
"He sucked hard, pulling my tit this way and that and even kind of twisting it as he rolled it in his mouth. I felt Dawn's tongue poking around my slit and being careful to stay out of the way of her pumping hand. Her hair tickled as it fanned across my belly and I felt the small beads of perspiration dripping off her forehead and moistening the insides of my thighs.
"Someone was grunting and groaning. It wasn't me; it didn't seem to be Lance.
When I forced myself to listen, I could tell that Terry was the noisy one this time. I heard the saliva being sucked into his mouth as he hissed and groaned.
There was only one kind of fucking he did when he made sounds like that. Ass fucking.
"'Oooohhh, Lance baby! You got yourself a real fine and sweet piece of tail here!' he hissed. 'Real fine tail!' "My eyelids came unstuck, and after a few minutes of agonizing painful stabbing at the door of my brain with fogged dizziness-blinded by a light show of flickering stars and glares-I managed to focus on the south end of the bed.
"Terry seemed to be standing at the edge, pulling Dawn toward him-and Dawn's pincer-like fingers tearing me down to her-in a fury. Her creamy-looking ass was humped high and bobbing like an apple on water. From a distance it seemed to me that her ass was up by Terry's hairy chest.
"It hurt to watch. You know, sometimes when you're so wound up you get a headache when you try to focus on anything. My eyes clanged tightly shut and I pictured Terry's insatiable cock driving itself high up into Dawn's ass and imagining that she was a pretty boy. His hissing and lip smacking drove me right up the wall and I could almost feel him, as I had so many times before, straining to telescope his glorious cock so that it would come out the other person's mouth.
"Terry, my poor darling,' I mumbled almost incoherently, you are truly a great pervert! I know you. I feel you in me everyday, whether you're with me or not.
Ummmmm, love, it's a damn good thing we're not legally married-I might go berserk and demand to have you all to myself.' "Lance's cock was unbecomingly soft. I could feel its cool and slippery wetness nuzzling vainly against my thigh as if trying to come alive again, instantly.
He stretched across me at an angle, gasping and panting hoarsely as his mouth aimed for my inviting tit. I imagined him trying to straddle the top of my body with his ass and dangling cock and balls slapping on Dawn's head. I wondered if I could breathe…
"The room echoed grunting and other sounds of animals in a pen. I was beginning to get annoyed and uncomfortably crushed when, magically, Dawn's tongue sensuously flicked itself across my clitoris and the generators in my body caught fire and began simultaneously sparking and sending me back into the realm of the happily unconscious.
"I felt her mouth open wide and cover the whole of my slit. Her lips caressed and milked the fuzzed diameter while her electric tongue alternated between flicking at my clit and diving into my oozing cunt. I tried to raise my hips to meet her, but, strain as I would, the combined weight was too much for me to buck. I needed to regain my violent strength-strength to be free, to enjoy the mind-shattering tingling darts that were so easily destroying any and all semblance of composure.
"Fiercely, I pressed Lance's head into my chest and directed it in small searing circles. His imprisoned hand squirmed from under our bodies and roughly grabbed at the other quivering globe and squeezed it like putty.
"Lance!' I screamed shrilly. 'Ooohhh, baby! Yessss!' I choked and desperately gasped for breath. 'Suck me, babies! You both suck so nice! Aaaaughhhh! Jeezus Christ! Suck, fuck, yesssss, hurt meeeee!' "Terry's voice growled in the darkness. 'You like our new friends too, huh, Candy? They're fine, baby, real good. We'll-oooohhhh shit! This sweet ass!-all have real good times together, don't you think?' "I started to answer him, to carry on a ludicrous and inane conversation in the midst of a panting, roaring orgy bonfire, but Lance's mouth suffocated me as soon as I moved my head toward him. His face was hot and sweaty but mercifully beardless to the touch. We sucked at each other as if there would never be another time like this, never another overheated moment of frenzied passion.
"Dawn's teeth had clamped on my clitoris,and were ever so gently rolling it around between them. I could almost feel the pressure of each tooth biting into the sensitive flesh, but it was done so expertly, so tenderly, that it was a totally beautiful experience. I felt the tiny nub being pulled away from my body and swirled around in the wild maze of tongue and teeth as her head took on a faster bobbing and spinning movement. Dawn's nose occasionally buried itself in the soft velvety flesh just beyond the pubic bone, and even that felt exciting and wildly and crazily passionate, Everything she was doing to me was crazy but deliriously calculated, it seemed, for the utmost pleasure.
"With, eyes still tightly but quiveringly closed, I groped blindly for a pillow. Tears of delirium slithered down my cheeks and occasionally veered toward my gasping lips where the saltiness distantly reminded me of watery come. I found a pillow-horribly mashed but usable anyway.
"I briefly struggled with Lance so that I could get my pounding head on the pillow and whooshed and sighed loudly as if from a hard day's work when I finally managed it. His small and bullet like nipples gouged into the tight skin over my rib cage and I vaguely felt the desperation at being suffocated.
'Lance,' I panted in my fear, 'baby-baby,. I think-oooohh, mmmmm… I think you're crushing me!' "He lifted a bit on trembling and sticky arms, not once releasing my tit from the hot sucking confines of his thirsty mouth. I ran my fingers through his moist and tangled, almost-white, sun-bleached curls and purred softly… to everyone in the room.
"His shaft was getting proudly harder and poking more painfully into the side of my rib cage. I managed to squeeze an arm under him and coil my fingers around the stalky rod possessively and assuringly. His hips slammed down at my touch and I felt as if I'd been mortally speared.
"Like a madman, Lance pounded his cock into my hip and raced his sucking mouth and groping fingers from one tit to the other. I tried to guide him with my hand but it was useless so I just let it ride kind of piggyback on his violently bobbing head.
"I had more breathing room now and I found my hips thrusting upward rhythmically into Dawn's face. I could tell that Terry was pounding himself into her just a bit harder because her face pushed into my slit and bumped against it. I tried to spread my legs wider to give her more room, but I was pretty much pinned down.
"Terry was muttering almost drunkenly to himself. 'Nothing like a tight-fitting asshole! Come, baby, suck my prick with it! Milk me, woman! Feel my rod setting fire to your assssssss!' "Dawn's fingers clawed desperately at what part of me wasn't covered by Lance.
I felt her whole mouth greedily smashed down on my snatch and moving in faster and harder circles all over it. Lance held my fingers tightly coiled around his cock and pounded his meat as best he could with my hand. It was uncomfortable, I guess, for both of us and I could feel Lance's desperation to blow his nuts into something, anything, but a hole!
"My cheeks hollowed and pitted as I violently sucked in, trying to get some saliva in my mouth before I'd feel like it was full of sand. I sucked and sucked-almost getting the crazy feeling that I was sucking the brains down from my spinning head-and finally felt it filling up with cool saliva from somewhere. It would come now. I knew it would…
"I managed to push Lance's sweaty face away and breathlessly whispered into his ear. 'Honey, ooooohh, honey, my mouth! Put it all in my mouth!' "It seemed like he hadn't heard me because he directed his head toward another and renewed attack on my tit. I grabbed a thick handful of wet hair and jerked his head away. I was getting maddeningly violent as I angrily hissed at him, 'Straddle my face, baby! I need to taste you!' "I saw his crazy kind of grin, blurred and fuzzed in my panicky stupor, and then heaved a sigh of relief as he moved off my all but suffocated body and positioned himself over my already gasping and flushed face.
"He faced the wall behind my head and slowly, gently, eased himself down. I held the round lumps of his balanced ass cheeks in my sweaty hands and helped him. Slowly he aimed his rigid cock at my gasping mouth and, without any effort, slid the entire length of it along the sensitive surface of my barely moistened tongue. I sucked hard again…
This first Chapter, narrated by a twenty-one-year-old mulatto girl, seems a case in point when attempting to demonstrate Theodor Reik's expressed theory in The Need To Be Loved: … Psychology and biology are still occupied with solving the problem of love. It seems to me that the problem of sexual attraction, which is independent from that of love, is more urgent and deserves more of our attention. Those electric affinities of which Goethe speaks in his novel are much more intimately connected with sensuality than with affection or tenderness. We psychoanalysts should be more interested in the question of what makes a person desire a member of the opposite sex than in what makes him love her. This desired individual is often not 'loved at all, but often even detested and despised. Nevertheless he or she is sexually, irresistible and his or her power over the other person is all-consuming and imperative.
Desire, not tender affection, often governs the vicissitudes of male and female relationships. The ruling force is not that which according to the poet moves the sun and the planets, but the much more profane passion that causes the blood to coalesce in the genitals.
Indeed, here is one of the still inexplicable and flagrant contradictions of human nature. What is it that gives the desired person that power, that awakens his or her image even during sexual intercourse with another person? Is it something biochemical, is it some quality of the skin, or is it a memory, which, after many years, is still much more capable of arousing sexually than that of another woman with whom the man has had sexual intercourse a few hours ago. It can happen that this actual sexual intercourse whets the appetite for the other person-if it does this at all-but it never satisfies this longing.
Once aroused, such desire can be appeased and gratified only by this other person. The "femme fatale" is not the woman who is loved, but the one who is sexually desired.
It is as if the flesh has memories as well as the mind, and as if those carnal desires push every other consideration into the background. Here, perhaps, is the decisive reason for the (relative) fidelity of women. The man who first gratified her sexual desires left an indelible imprint in her heart. In her heart, did I say? No, in. her blood…
The above, quotation is demonstrative of a basic emotion which appears to lie just beyond the gauzy curtain of spouse-swapping. It is this desire which brings couples together for stimulation.
We notice even within this Chapter the great deal of touching and looking prior to enjoyment of the sexual acts in and of themselves. This serves to further solidify Reik's theory of the difference between lust and love as it were.
Swapping groups can be tailored to fit individual needs-i.e. business and professional, casual, back-to-earth groups, etc. They are not necessarily formalized and structured as in a regular club and the syndrome often exists without one or the other party being aware that there is such a fraternity/sorority membership in existence and outside of the couple's own stylized lifestyle.
Female homosexuality appears to be the most common side-involvement in mate-swapping. It has been said by some that this activity provides the necessary release for the females while allowing the males ample time to rest and recharge their waning energies. Whatever the theory, it is not an uncommon behavior pattern.
The desire to taste the male sperm as issued from another woman's vagina is also not uncommon. Many women have found that it not only excites the passive female but it also induces an additional bit of voyeurism into the male's life and sense of mood as he watches not dispassionately. Many men as well consider this action a tribute to their masculinity.
In this Chapter, however, we find male as well as female homosexuality.
Although said to be rather uncommon, it is not completely erasable from mind.
Bisexual swapping, it has been said, also has structured forms and clubs, although many readers will agree that not all the bisexual mate swaps go on within exclusive walls.
As it was originally with homosexuality per se, wife-swapping was unthinkable in "elite circles" and hushed in many others. We are undergoing a change, however, and very few words or practices are still considered taboo in many circles of today's society.
Morals appear to revolve on a clock with each minute connoting change of some sort. Common-law marriages are still taboo, but just barely. Why, many ask, is it not fair to live with a person without the so-called benefit of marriage?
Why is this illegal if I love the person? etc., etc.
The world is rapidly changing and enculturation alters itself along with the tide. Perhaps the next generation will produce proponents of everything we quaintly consider taboo and/or perverse. Who knows?
Terry and Candy are otherwise typical of a common-law couple. Young and enthused about much of life, they see no walls where barriers once stood; they see very little save for the sheer physical pleasures they once afforded each other exclusively and which now is given by other couples. While Terry does not appear the persona of his proclivities, neither his homosexuality nor his other urges has dissuaded him from his adopted and seemingly free And easy style of living-nor will it, he proclaims.
Bartell's Group Sex advocates the middleclass average citizen mate-swapper in a small way, yet categorizes the same as generally being of a certain stature, financial resource, political and life leaning, and, in other words, "the average American family." We do not see this theory as correct or anything more than unadulterated and gross generalization. One author can no more say that all female spouse swappers weigh 120 lbs., have blonde hair and piercing blue eyes, than one can say that all politicians wear black clothes and are crooks or that all storekeepers in a given area are crass and inhuman mercenaries.
We can do no more in this volume than present case history material as it is presented to us and with whatever description afforded by the narrator. Though some of the material related will seem perverse in its very difference to our own lifestyle, this is not to say that it cannot and does not ever happen-and not just to those "obvious perverts" often publicized because of some atrocity or minor horror…
The young generation is much more open, more talkative, and more free-swinging, it would seem, than the staid and puritanical upbringing of many. Which is the correct mode of behavior? Is there indeed a "correct" way of life?
We continue now with the narrative of one couple's exchanging experiences:
"The pillow I'd so anxiously tucked under my bead was in the way now. Angrily, it seemed, Lance jerked it out from under me and threw it to one side-off the bed, I think. He wasn't quite so gentle then.
"Each time he pistoned into my head, fastening it down like a bolt into the tufted mattress, I felt a bit gagged. There was no tenderness in the way he was behaving now. I pinched desperately at his ass cheeks until be eased a bit and went into a slow and nicely rhythmic drilling pattern. When he'd slid in full length I found myself sucking up some of his frizzy pubic hairs each time I inhaled. They tickled, but it wasn't altogether an unpleasant experience -not even when my nose would be scrunched up against his bone and I couldn't breathe at all.
"Dawn and Terry were both moaning loudly. Their grunts and loud ragged breathing acted like an aphrodisiac on my already weakened and virtually nonexistent resistance. As if I were getting charged up by listening to the explicit sound track of a stag flick, I found my own breathing coming in shorter and hoarser gasps-when I could breathe, that is. Terry's moans sounded like roaring gurgles while Dawn sort of mewed and purred as she slurped up the juices oozing out of my cunt.
"I even imagined hearing Terry's balls slapping up against the crack of Dawn's ass and the squishing sounds that become so familiar in sex. Dazedly I found myself composing an orgiast's symphony for a recording and stag flick background music. It would be solely the sounds of high passion in front of a backdrop of jet black velvet with a fountain spurting come over the 'actors and actresses.' That would make a freaky flick, I thought dreamily as I replaced the fountain with Terry's and Lance's cocks joined together at the side. How about that? Identical, Siamese, cock twins? Freaky?
"My arms felt heavy and they limply fell over my belly where they began the self-caressing that I've so often enjoyed. I stretched them as far as I could and finally came into contact with the ash-blonde stray tangles of Dawn's hair.
I toyed with them absentmindedly and soon found out that this touch electrified her still more. I strained for more, found it, and burrowed the very tips of my grasping finger nails into her young scalp.
"I would have told her how good she was, but I don't usually talk with such a delicious mouthful. And Lance was, delicious! I decided to concentrate more on him. Terry and my cunt were taking good enough care of Dawn.
"Lance was almost on all fours as he lifted himself up and pummeled my mouth.
His aim was extremely good-Look, ma, no hands!-even considering the few times his shaft didn't slide straight back but instead squirmed and flopped around almost aimlessly, masochistically jabbing itself between my viselike teeth.
"I forced myself to rise up a bit, just enough to make my arms longer so I could reach Dawn's face and pull her further into my dripping cunt. I felt the twin exhausts of her delicate nostrils clearing fleeting paths in my pussy hairs and she only pulled away to inhale and catch her second wind.
"Terry yelled out as if something or someone had just stabbed him in the balls.
'Oooooohhh!' -Whooshhhhhhhhhhh-'You friggin' cock milking cunt sucking ass waving prick wired mother fucking daughter of a bitch!!'
All in one long gasping and ragged breath, high pitched and obviously on the verge of shooting off his third load of the day. I smiled with parched and quivering lips. That was his high compliment. Not too many broads got that kind of approval first time round the bush with my old man! I was glad he liked her.
I know' I did, and I wanted to see and taste much, much more of this nineteen-year-old swinger. Much more!
"Lance couldn't hold out as well as my old man. I felt sorry about it because I was just be ginning to like the feel of his sleek rod in my mouth. No scream, no loud grunting gurgles… just kind of 'Uhhhhhh, sssssstttttt!' with a loud sucking in of his bated breath. I drank greedily of his come-shooting fountain, disappointed in that there wouldn't be much more of that. Not for a while at least. Damn!
"I could tell that Lance wasn't much of a talker. I like talkers, Terry and I both do. Well, I figured, maybe we'd train Lance properly in time. Even my careful and logical reasoning powers couldn't stop the feeling of total emptiness when Lance's cock plopped noisily out of my mouth and he deflated like a mannequin-shaped balloon. For, someone having such a sweet cock he wasn't too experienced. Not yet. Now, Dawn was a different bag altogether. I wondered how the two of them ever got together. Hmmm.
"Lance curled up to one side of me and promptly and rudely dozed off. At least I think be did. I did, however, manage to retrieve the by now badly battered and flattened pillow and stuff it back under my head.
"It didn't hurt to open my eyes this time. Dawn was oblivious to the world and hung up on her own sex bag-gobble at one end and be gobbled at the other. Terry was having himself a real good time, I could tell. He had Dawn in a weird portrayal of a wheelbarrow with her ass up high and her legs seeming to be coiled around his neck. From the noises at that end and the up-down fast bobbing motion between Dawn's legs, I knew that Terry was gobbling the come that was by now dripping out of her ass.
"I wanted to scream, 'Do me! Someone give me something to hold on to!' but I knew damn well that not one of my trio of bed partners would hear me or do anything about it if they did.
"Hot tears blinded me for a moment and I squeezed my breasts together in silent prayer. At that moment I think I fully realized that it was Dawn that I wanted, not Lance or Terry. I'd had a brief taste of her and I wouldn't be satisfied until I had more. Terry, I knew from experience, would be happier sucking on Lance's cock than on either of our pussies. Damn! I cursed and wished Terry would hurry up and make his move.
"My clit was getting sore but I knew I had one more good come before everything faded and. I'd need some kind of a rest. Now that I was relatively free, I bucked violently up to Dawn's face and she gave me more action. Her smooth teeth opened and closed on my clit while the rest of her mouth sucked up what it could. Occasionally her tongue would dart into my pussy, pull out slowly, and lick all the way up and down the hair-fuzzed lines.
"I grabbed desperately at the sides of her head and held it relatively still.
'Now!' I hissed, frantically. 'I'm going to come to you now, baby!' "My heart was pounding violently in my chest as if I'd swallowed a bottle of stimulants. I even imagined that if I would have looked down on myself I could see a huge, funny-shaped lump twitching and convulsing on my chest. My face got hotter and I could feel the bright boiling crimson running around from one side of my thrashing head to the other. It was mad! I was mad!! Delirious… and I bucked up with a vengeance while I smashed Dawn's pretty face into my throbbing, oozing, pulsating cunt.
"It was over too fast-the jungle drums beating erotic fantasy into my body, the loud clanging of steel on steel, and the fires and chills that alternated sadistically in racing up and down my goose-pimpled flesh-end only fleeting and faint visions still fucked in my brain.
"I heard screaming, loud pained yells that got louder and stronger with each heartbeat. Terry and Lance later told me that was me screaming. They thought it was a gas. Dawn and I just stared at each other and felt the smoldering passion that was churning again in our bellies.
"I sipped at my drink-scotch and soda, light on the soda-and stared at everybody's refreshed nakedness. All four of us had made a mad dash for the shower after it was over and somehow managed to do it together. The bathroom was a mess, of course, looking much like the overflow remains of a rampaging swimming pool. Oh, hell, who cared anyway?
"I think Terry had planned the communal bathing. What better way to 'accidentally' feel Lance's maleness and not give away his desires yet? I really think, though, that Lance had Terry pegged from the beginning. Now that I know Lance, I could say that he wanted it that way. We all drifted into a beautifully bisexual thing and everybody was happy!
"Drinks in hand, we sat around the den and chatted pleasantly. In fact, we would have looked like rather innocent visiting and friendly neighbors if we'd had our clothes on. All neighbors are friendly, aren't they?
"Dawn looked like a statue as she squatted yoga-style near the fireplace. I sat almost directly across from her on our low orientally designed sofa. Terry and Lance also faced each other so that we made a square. The vibrations were beginning to run strong again.
"No matter how I tried, my eyes found themselves glued to one of two places-Dawn's silver-dollar-sized coppertone nipples or her dark fringed pussy.
I found my breathing strained and the flush was returning to my previously and recently normalized complexion.
"I saw that she was examining me as well and, when my eyes met her lips, her tongue darted out sensuously and wet them for my benefit. I wondered who in the hell was going to make the first move.
"My eyes wandered over to Terry. For approval? For the go-ahead? I traced the lines of his face and could the blissful vision of Lance's cock depicted on the screen of Terry's ruggedly handsome face. His soft and tender lower lip quivered in its expectations. I stared at him long and hard, using our private form of telepathy to force him to look at me. He did, and we both knew what was next on the agenda. I don't think Lance and Dawn missed the cue either.
"The stereo was tuned in to a sexy jazz station and Terry wandered over to the twin opaque glass-covered rectangles at each side of it. He flicked the switches and the room was flooded in a flickering light show of rainbow colors exuding their own brand of sexual excitement and invitation. He turned off the other den lights and the four of us moved closer together instinctively as the lights danced us into eroticism.
"We sat in a tight group on the furry bed of the synthetic-fur carpeting. Our knees touched and somehow in the expectant silence mouths and arms met and twined around throbbing bodies.
"It started with Lance stretching to his right but still facing Terry. Our mouths were the first to meet. From the corner of my eye I noticed Dawn's appraising look-from me, to Terry, then back to me as she moistened her glimmering, appealing lips.
"I held Lance's head tightly as our faces screwed together in their eagerness.
I felt Terry's hot breath traveling across my outstretched leg, then the weight as he leaned across and between Lance's thighs. Lance shuddered violently and tried to break away, but I wouldn't release his mouth just yet. He relaxed and tenderly caressed my back with trembling fingertips. My legs were temporarily pinned under Terry's stomach, but it wasn't that uncomfortable. I strained to remain in my sitting position and was grateful when I felt a warmth behind me.
"It was Dawn and she ever so gently eased me backward and away from Lance's already preoccupied mouth until I was flat on my back She moved to lie at my side.
"Puzzled, I silently looked over to Lance then back to Dawn. She knew my question. 'It's all right, Candy,' she cooed breathlessly. 'It's not the first time for him either.' I closed my eyes and relaxed in her tender arms.
"I don't know how long we lay there, still and hesitant to be the first to touch the other. It wasn't long, I know that much.
"Slowly her arm covered my belly and she pulled me closer. Greedily I gave myself to her and attacked her at the same time. Our bodies became one as she lay on top of me and showered me with kisses that were hot and desperate as well as cool and collected.
"It wasn't long before she was back between my thighs hungrily attaching herself to my demanding cunt. My arms flailed wildly as I tried to grab for her, to hold on to something.
"Dawn,' I whined hoarsely, Pawn, baby, ummmm… yessss, I need you too, baby!
I need you!' "I watched, fascinated as the dark curly hairs came closer to my face and I could make out the sleek and erect coral bud of her clit. I licked around my lips just as it came down, then buried my nose in her asshole.
"She ground down on me with all the grace of a well-trained stripper and belly dancer, applying just enough pressure to make it comfortable but not so much that I would find the whole matter distasteful in any way. I hadn't done it this way before-not with a woman, anyway-but it was excitingly appealing even as I dreamed of cocks plunging in and out of gasping pussies.
"I held her quivering legs open and laved the entire length of her delicate-looking slit. Now I could understand why some men call cunt that 'sweet, ugly gash.' You know, a cunt isn't the most beautiful thing in the world to look at, but, oh, it can do some wonderful things no matter which end you're on!
"I let her lazily diddle my still throbbing clit with her fingertips when we were through as I watched Terry devour Lance's cock. Lance seemed to be enjoying it as well. In fact, I wonder if Dawn and I could have enjoyed it as much as Lance-just by watching, you understand.
"I got a brainstorm and turned to Dawn. 'What do you think of Terry's cock, honey?" I whispered expectantly. 'It's pretty lonely looking now, don't you think, just poking in the carpeting? I know a kiss would make it all better.'
Then I winked at her and continued: 'Besides, it's your turn to be under something with me doing the tongue action. I'd like that, you know.' "We kissed fiercely and breathlessly and my heart seemed to stop as I watched her shimmering nakedness crawl over to the guys and then scoot under Terry's hips. I took a long sip at my watery drink and joined her.
"Before I did that, however, I got a devilish urge to straddle Lance's face. He looked so vulnerable propped up on his arms and panting like a fish out of water. I walked over and brushed the damp hair off his, face. He smiled weakly and tried to say something but his lips were too dry and only a croaking sound came out.
"Holding my slit wide open, I lowered my pussy on his face and rubbed my wetness on his dry mouth. I was trying to keep my hips moving in time with the sensuous music, bumping and grinding in a mindless daze, and almost lost my balance at the first searing flick of his thick and squirming tongue.
"My ears perked at my own rapid intake of breath. 'Sssssssttttt! Ooooohhhhh!' and I grabbed onto his shoulders for support. Just as I felt that I would truly become temporarily stalled On Lance's tongue I' became rigid. 'Sorry, honey,' I cooed gently, 'that's all for now. Let's save it for later, huh?' I slid away from him slowly but in time to hear him curse, 'Goddamn broads!' I grinned, pleased at my own brand of titillation, blew Lance a loud kiss, and sauntered over to the foot of the gyrating and humping chain.
"Dawn was on her back and seems to have slid under Terry's thumping body as easily as a car mechanic under his work. In no time she had a mouthful of Terry and was obviously enjoying herself even as she held him steady.
"I could barely make out the tangled spray of ash blondness but could see pretty clearly from the tits on down. It was hard to believe that she was nineteen and possessed a body that was so forceful in its magnetism. Each curve had been sculptured and streamlined by obviously loving hands. The twin peaks, glistening now with their delicious beads of dewy perspiration were attention-getters. Her lithe body tapered perfectly to a small but nonetheless flattering waistline and then flared gracefully in to well-proportioned and gently padded hips.
"Even now, as I watched her legs directing the squirming motions of her enthralling body, I gasped in sheer delight. I felt my own body, gently caressing the lines I'd come to know so well.
"I was only two years older than Dawn, not too much more sexually sophisticated, if I might add, but somehow I didn't feel as alive, as enchanting, as vibrant, as she appeared to my feasting eyes. Being slightly narcissistic, I must admit that I've bad fantasy orgies while watching myself in the full-length mirror of our bedroom. I look pretty good, no matter which angle I choose to examine myself from. Do I look anywhere near as delicious as this piece by my feet? I wondered. I'd been told often that I was absolutely gorgeous and, by some more ardent lovers, that I was flawless to the last detail. I felt safe in assuming that all this was true.
"Not once taking my eyes off the vee of Dawn's mound, I sank to my knees and enjoyed the immediate sensation of soft and cuddly fur under my feet. Slowly, I crawled between her outspread thighs and bent to kiss her cunt as beautifully as she'd done mine. I wasn't too familiar with the landscape, so I explored.
"First with just one finger, then two, and finally with three, I entered her pussy and immediately felt the hot sucking that went on down there. Now I know why guys dig pussy so much! Even on 'fingers it feels good to have something sucking like that!
"Keeping my face shyly away from her bush, I extended my excited tongue and flicked it lightly over her clit. When I finally felt her whole bottom half start twitching I figured I was obviously on the right and only track. I pressed down harder with the tip of my tongue and Dawn's low growled moans encouraged me into a passionate fury.
"We'd advertised for people who dug exotic, imaginative fun and games, and I think we got the pair, exactly to fit our specifications. Just as I was making myself comfortable in her bush, Dawn raised her legs and hoisted them up on my shoulders. Rather than making me uncomfortable, as I'd imagined, it provided needed leverage-for both of us-and gave me more of an area to suck.
"If anyone was uncomfortable, I imagined it would be Terry. He usually preferred to do his boys and men without the addition of a chain. I did see, however, that with our friendship with Dawn and Lance all that would have to change. She liked her cock and her pussy at the same time.
"Everything started getting heavy about that time-you know, sort of violent. I think it started at the top, with Lance thrashing around under Terry's bobbing head. Anyway, we wound up in pairs again-Terry and Lance, Dawn and myself at first.
"I got a bit frightened when a whimpering sound shattered my private lovemaking. Startled, I looked up to find Lance mounted on Terry and pummeling my old man's ass with his cock as if he was drilling for oil. I was about to tell them both to stop it when Dawn pulled me down again.
"Hey, honey,' she whispered hoarsely in a totally unfeminine voice, 'can't you see they dig it that way? No sweat, baby, both our old men can take real good care of themselves.' As if on second thought, she added, 'And us.' "Well, that was our first night with Lance and Dawn. There have been more.
They've moved in next door to us now and we've gone in for more advanced stimulation. Anything for a kick, right?"



Chapter 2


We are a physically attractive couple, 29 and 24, who want more than the superficial out of life. If you like conversation, music, dancing, and grooving, and are young, trim, and truly interested, write now to Box 3766,
D- NO STAG MEN PLEASE!
"I still can't think of what it was exactly that brought the four of us together. The photos Hans and Sara had sent weren't much different from others we'd received and yet they were strangely and innocently striking. We picked this couple out of five and hoped that our meeting would be as much fun as their introductory letter seemed to promise.
"Every person has his thing, his bag. Our bag is a little bit of everything. My husband, Drew, and I felt that we could comfortably share with Hans and Sara and, quite likely, have a swinging good time.
"Drew is a professional photographer, at home and in public. We especially enjoy watching reruns of good times we've had with other couples at one time or another since we'd rigged the entire house with cameras that switch on with the lights. Each bedroom has three cameras tucked in the walls and one in the ceiling. Before we entertain guests we make sure the camera connections are made-after all, we wouldn't want to miss watching everything that goes on around our house!
"Drew and I had been relaxing around the house talking about Sara and Hans and trying to imagine what kind of people they were. We've always figured that if we were right it's like seeing friends from old times.
"The photo was intriguing and fortunately in color. Hans wore a beautifully fitting jock strap-which area, of course, is one main point of interest to me-and I felt my pussy drooling while my mind was trying to pre-create the feel of his hot body on mine.
"The letter noted that he was twenty-three, just one year younger than myself, and Sara was barely twenty-two. Drew, for all his twenty-nine years of the good life, looked worlds more mature and sophisticated than Hans, but somehow the picture boy's muscular build and piercing blue eyes topped off with a thick straw-colored and curly mane appealed to me-mostly on the animal level.
"I quickly noticed that Drew wasn't missing much in the area of vicarious thrills. I could almost see the orgiastic scene being created in his photographer's mind as he carefully peeled the scanty bikini off the smiling girl and chuckled softly at what he envisioned there.
"Sara, too, was fair-skinned and the pixie like silver-blonde peaks that framed her face fit her perfectly, I thought. According to the introductory letter, her measurements ran 34-22-36.
"'I gather her curves are in all the right places,' I purred softly into Drew's reddening ear as my fingers slid in the familiar opening of his knee-length lounging robe and stirred the musky nakedness underneath.
"Um-hmmm,' he answered rather dreamily, 'even though they're not your finely guarded 37-23-38!' "I gently cradled his still shower-damp balls carefully in my hand and weighed them with a devilish gleam in my eyes. 'How 'bout it?' I begged. 'We have time for just a little nookie or something before we go to meet them, don't we, honey?' "How the hell can I make love to anyone if you drain my bags all the time, woman?' he mockingly growled as he half-heartedly wrestled me to the floor.
"Hans and Sara were momentarily forgotten as I peeled off the flimsy peignoir robe and I taunted Drew's iron-hard and steaming cock until it sliced easily through my oozing and milking cunt.
"… We'd directed Hans and Sara to The Traders, a small and exclusively private club a group of us had started at first as a neighbors' gathering ground. We hadn't planned for much action and when our membership started growing all out of proportion to the small space we'd originally planned on, several of us got together and decided to lease this huge old two-storied house and set up the club there. The new Traders has been going for over a year now and was still a big money-maker for the hedonists' kitty.
"Even after Drew's expert fuck and final tongue job, I felt my cunt hairs hotly sticking together in the electrified air. We greeted old friends, exchanging doubly meant in-house jokes on our way to the table, and made careful mental notes of appealing newcomers we'd like to get to know. Sara and Hans had just been seated and immediately caught our eye and our appetite.
"True to all of our expectations, they were not only physically appealing but amusing as well. Once we were together it didn't take long to get into the swing…
"Comfortably nestled between Hans and Drew, I felt our initial hot sparks settle into a comfortable electric current. Hans's body drew me toward it like a magnet and I felt myself eagerly and expectantly twitching against him.
"Sara appeared to be elflike as she followed Drew's commanding six foot three onto the crowded dance floor.
"How tall is she?' I wondered, not realizing that I'd verbalized my thoughts.
"A smooth faintly accented voice slid between the lines of my following thoughts. 'Tiny. Five foot three and one-half.' "Embarrassed and at a loss for words, I jabbed at my cigarette case and managed to pull out a slim tobacco-filled tube of foreign ancestry. French cigarettes are still cigarettes, but to me they somehow taste better. Anyway, I first started smoking them on modeling assignments-to impress people, I think. Hans was quick and eager with a blinding light from his butane.
"I'm sorry, love,' I purred in my sexiest voice. 'It's just that I never seemed to realize how tall Drew really is. I guess it's just the two together.' "He laughed, a deep rumbling chortle that seemed to come right up from his cock. It sounded very sensual and exciting. I leaned closer and playfully sniffed at his very masculine cologne.
"Thank God or whomever that long straight hair is really in style! I have a tendency to get very hot during sex and it's as if all of my pores suddenly burst wide open. By the time Drew and I'd gotten ready to get dressed I looked like I'd just taken a second shower! The hair dryer is a blessing!! Drew, of course, looked a bit wetter too, but positively radiant…
"Coolly I flicked the silky auburn strands away from my eyes and totally focused on Hans. His lips were full and rather childlike at the same time they were teasing and inviting intimate interest. As I stared at them, he returned the hunger and I felt his fingers calmly groping my lap as his eyes riveted on the tip of tongue I'd let travel my waiting lips.
"The patchwork midi I'd worn got extra attention from all eyes. It did have several hidden benefits as well…
"Comfortably, I spread my legs and wiggled closer as Hans's eager fingers crept through the slit of the fake pocket and rested expectantly on my thigh. If he was waiting for verbal encouragement, I mused silently, he'd wait for one hell of a long time. I sincerely hoped he was braver than all that. My eyes, in the meantime, were still glued on Hans's mouth but occasionally flicked over to check Drew, suave and handsome, and the elf like Sara on the crowded and vibrating dance floor.
"Drew's fantastically fit muscles strained and rippled appealingly against the tight leather pants, giving every movement a different and more sexual meaning.
His long legs looked thinner yet much more powerful than in regular pants and the sharply accenting chain belt girded his waist lovingly. The buccaneer style crиme colored shirt set off his darkness even in the dim light I might be biased but I'd say he was a tasty hunk of all male!
"Sara, now that I could see her full-length gyrations, wasn't nearly as fragile as she would on first glance appear to be. She danced with a frenzied animal passion and the sight of her slim tapered legs, from toe to the hem of her loin cloth like micro mini was tempting even for me. The deep blue velveteen of her low-cut blouse showed her top to greatest advantage while the light tan-shaded skirt with its darker piping made her appear taller. I licked my lips absentmindedly in appreciation.
"I felt the teasing pressure of Drew's knee on my own pussy as he ground up against the girl's rigid mons and masturbated her in the crowded, mildly bacchanalian, scene. He was so tall that his knee seemed to fit perfectly between her yielding and vibrant thighs and I could tell from the ecstatic look on her face that she was enjoying Drew as much as I usually do.
"Hans wasn't paying much attention to his micro-mini skirted girl and my gorgeous man.
His fingers fanned, waited, and when they found no opposition to further exploration, stretched toward my barely covered cunt.
"Fortunately for most of us couples here, the booths are totally closed in on three sides so that one can grope without being worried about peepers. We also like to use our club for pre-intimacy intimate introductions and it would be rather difficult to feel the situation out when and where you wanted to if we'd had regular tables.
"Without resistance I 'let' him guide my hand to his crotch where I gently rubbed little circles over the hardening bulge to let him know that I, too, was interested. Hans, obviously, didn't know the rules of our club. Tease and play gently here… then go home or wherever you're going and have your get-acquainted party there.
"My fast-mounting voracious appetite was whetted, but I knew this wasn't the place to start what you can't very well finish. I let Hans get as far as putting one fingertip on my moist and throbbing clit and then I stopped him by covering his hand with mine.
"I squeezed it hard and slowly manipulated his still groping fingers on and around my pebble like hardness, knowingly piquing my body's interest but not allowing myself to get carried away just yet. I cursed myself silently for being one of the people who'd made the club rules! Suddenly, I wanted to break them.
"Relax,' I whispered to the now panting and slightly flushed-faced youth.
'Enjoy the party here, we won't stay long.' Then, on second thought, I added, 'I promise.' "He shrugged his shoulders even as he increased the pressure on my clit. 'Let's dance then.' "I forced myself to look at him, to feel his slate blue eyes burrowing into my gut. I answered him quickly before I changed my mind and decided to finger-fuck right at the table.
'Let's.' "Hans's sporty red pullover and red, white, and blue pants made him look even younger than he did in the photo. I found it hard to believe that I was only one year older. It was fortunate-for me, that is-that he was at least two inches taller than my five foot nine. I would have really felt older if he'd been shorter!
"After a few numbers of wild gyrations in a trancelike state, the four of us wordlessly knew it was time. We finished our drinks and teased ourselves to fever pitch on the way home…
Our twenty-five-by-twenty-foot den has a mini setup of what Drew and I call 'orgiast's heaven': ultramodern kinetic lighting/sculptures, nude sculptures in various interesting positions, hidden black lights, deep blue velvet drapes along, one solid white wall, room for dancing or cluster (daisy) fucks, stereo units along a well-stocked wet bar, and-a very important, extra and relatively new, addition-our king-size water bed.
"I fixed very light drinks for everyone and wandered back to Hans's willing and available lap. The flickering lights seemed to change his face from moment to moment. From a childlike, pouting young boy, his face changed with the dancing blue and green movement to a lopsidedly grinning playboy stud, and then seemed to quickly flicker back and forth undecidedly, older to younger…
"How do you like it, love, open or closed?' I purred hoarsely, meaning, of course, whether we should all play in the same room.
"The corner of my eye caught sight of Sara and Drew oblivious to everyone and everything, glued together as if pantomiming statues and swaying to slow music.
Hans was only staring at me and it wasn't long before I decided that I'd thoroughly confused him with the rather abrupt question.
"I decided on the closed sessions to start off with. That way we'd get to know and feel comfortable with each other more readily. By the tune we all got together, there would be no holds barred.
"Humming softly to myself, I walked over to the side of the alluring water bed and lightly pushed one of the switches in the side panel. Heavy velvet drapes purred their way to a close at the center of the room and sealed us off from the oblivious couple again masturbating to the gently pounding music.
"The cameras were triggered now for both sides of the room. If we should choose to go into the bedroom we need only to switch on a dim light and the powerful cameras concealed in the walls-three of them-would be triggered and running along with sound tracks of everything that takes place in that room. Clever of Drew to do this for me, don't you agree?
"Much like a lioness inspecting her helpless prey, I licked my lips with appreciation as my eyes riveted on Hans's crotch. The red, white, and blue was bursting as his erection became more noticeable-his red face also attested to that-but I wanted to tease him still more.
"Always dressing for the occasion-whatever it might be-and making sure to provide for the most dramatic home-entertainment films, I at first teased Hans with the zipper of my dress. I snaked my hand up and down the front of my body along the zipper tracks and licked around my slightly ovaled lips. Finally,, when his eyes threatened to bulge too far and pop right out of his head, I slowly slid the zipper down and let the dress fall around my booted ankles. It was a tease and has always been a very effective one, if I must say so myself.
"My lightly bronzed and faintly freckled body revealed itself in a black mesh version of a hot-pants jumpsuit. My bullet like erect nipples, now that they were finally freed, proudly peeked through the large mesh to greet Hans's admiring and greedy blue eyes. I moved toward him slowly, gracefully stepping out of the puddle and all the while caressing myself and sliding the side of my hand up from my damp cunt and under my firm and jutting breasts.
"My eyes signaled Hans to the water bed and he followed them eagerly and moved to the gently rippling rectangle where he lay waiting for me. Still stalking him, I moved to straddle his already bead-covered forehead and face. The beautiful drops of excited perspiration popped out all along his forehead in larger and larger dots as my cunt lips blew kisses to him. I came down easily on my knees and hushed him as I added to his discomfort by holding myself back and slowly unbuttoning the two buttons of his shirt before I tugged it off completely.
"I hunched over him, soixante-neuf position, as I reached to caress his still clothed thighs and proudly bulging red, white, and blue erogenous zone which I would soon free. The cool moistness of his chest chilled my belly and I gritted my teeth for self-control.
"The convenient tab of his zipper gently pulled the restraining teeth apart and I burrowed into the inviting slit of his shorts with my nose… prodding him and sucking in his essence.
"The soft lapping of the water-a sound which often reminds me of someone eagerly sucking cunt-under us heightened my excitement and I greedily pulled the length of his near-bursting shaft through the wrinkled slit of pants and shorts. I kissed it slowly, then licked around the purplish crown, before I sat up without any kind of a warning.
"He was bright-read my mind at the exact moment-and helped me to undress, him.
Too bad he had to stand up to take his pants off. On another bed it might have gone differently. I would have much preferred to hold him and feel his body wriggling out of the tight-fitting confinement. He was really flustered now!
"I wondered again if this was his first time with the swapping scene…
"After our struggling with his belt, the pants unceremoniously fell in a crumbled heap along with the cotton shorts. My mouth automatically ovaled as I stretched out my arms and craned my neck toward the rigid and inviting telescope he directed at me.
"Nice boy I thought wryly, as he started to lie down, 'regular fashion and properly' at my side with both of us facing the same direction. Without preparing for my reaction, Hans bent forward and unwittingly, I think, straddled my eagerly waiting head and hot open mouth.
"I sucked the juicy mushroom like cock-head in before he even knew what was happening. The only choice he had open to him-if you'd even call it a choice-was to eat my pussy. That's a privilege, not a choice-unless, of course, he chose to pull his burning cock out of my already slowly sucking mouth.
"He didn't.
"I felt most of his body weight come down on me-gently, as if I were a fragile doll he didn't want to break-and immediately raised my twitching hips to meet his baby-smooth face.
"He didn't seem to mind at all, nor even be aware of, the fact that my cunt was not wholly bare, and eagerly and ravenously, it seemed, tore into the elasticized black mesh to make room for his darting tongue. The feel of the tip of his tongue combined with the ocean like sound of rolling and lapping waves seemed to hypnotize both of us even though I could pretty much 'tell that he'd never tried doing a double on a water bed before.
"My teeth lightly clamped just under the regal rubbery head and gently gnawed at the sensitive skin covering of, Hans's cock. The custom-sheet-covered, water-filled bed rocked and softly roared under our excitedly trembling bodies and I shivered in animal delight as I felt the small waves caressing my twitching and hungrily demanding ass.
"When Drew and I first got married we used to fuck like most other couples-just a fuck, that's all, without even thinking of how it looked. Our attitude toward sex changed right after we saw our first skin flick. Aside from the fact that it really turned us on, we fully realized the great importance of balling slowly and gracefully, and… theatrically. We love our bodies and we love to watch these bodies being satisfied. So we take our time. The best and, it seems to me, most logical' time and place to start is when you're undressing. There's no need to just tear off your clothes frantically and scurry for the bed. It's much more exciting if you play with it… Ooooohhhh, soo much more exciting!
"I heard moaning and whimpering noises from behind our drapes and just knowing that Drew was all involved-and obviously happy-with Sara made my own scene that much more exciting. I gathered, from the kind of sound I heard, that my honey was just getting warmed up… "
In this the second Chapter we find the organized, though not exactly conventional, swinger. As the narrator has noted, this club began as a neighborhood meeting place, a house where Mends and acquaintances only came to enjoy themselves and swap their partners for an hour or an evening.
According to Dr. Bartell, this is not the norm in the swinging subculture, yet it is more the norm than some of the case history material to be presented. We can see this couple in their elaborate home becoming a bit jaded and, constantly searching new conquests and new participants for erotic film material. Perhaps some readers would consider these characters "perverse," while others would see them as jaded and still others would find Terry and randy completely normal.
Several researchers have noted that swingers prefer to meet in a bar or club and go on from there. It may be the camaraderie so often found in groups that aids and nourishes the swingers culture.
Bartell notes that: "… Novice swingers are almost invariably eager to find a club and experienced swingers have frequently told us: 'It's better than driving to meet, another couple. If they turn out bad, you're just out of luck.
At a bar or club there is more variety."
The water-bed vehicle in this Chapter is just that, a vehicle; a new thing to try; a fad for those swingers who can afford it, it can, according to the narrator in this Chapter, "be an extremely enjoyable and kicky experience." We also find that their home, as many researchers will agree from survey data, is furnished and arranged to provide for the most hedonistic pleasures with maximum privacy. Aside from the fact that Drew and Marge are film buffs and have added that "extra," their home is an extension of their own personalities.
We find in this Chapter, as we shall In Chapter Five, a touch of voyeurism, that gaining of pleasure while peeping at some scene or material. Drew and Marge enjoy their films-this latter includes not only voyeurism but also a bit of egocentricity as well as narcissism, the love of self.
Bartell contends that: "… the big surge in spouse-swapping came in 1963 and 1964, which was about the time when the use of birth-control pills became widespread." This author tends to disagree and instead propose that spouse-swapping began with man himself, without the assistance of any sort of fad or artificial motivation.
Certain cultures, not the least of which are the Eskimos, have been known to trade wives for a friend's pleasure. In their culture, one man's wife is another man's honor. In our culture, one man's wife is another man's hanger-on.
The difference, basically in upbringing, lies with morals. In reference we look to the ABZ of Love by Inge and Sten Hegeler, who note: … (morals are) a set of rules for human relations. Now and then people will talk of sexual morals, by which they mean a special set of rules for sexual relations.
This is an extremely difficult question and one on which learned persons find it hard to' agree. It demands not only knowledge but also the ability to put aside one's own prejudices and standards.
Let us start by agreeing that there, must be rules In any society. There is furthermore not much point if we have to weigh up in our minds whether something is right or wrong before each act. It is more practical if we automatically look to our left before crossing the road. But this is not to say that our national highway code should be regarded as something divinely infallible and irrevocable. Laws have a habit of lingering on 'in force even when they have become antiquated and pointless…
It is appropriate to cite here that the Hegelers regard moral codes as being definitely not either divine institutions or something inherent in man's composition, therefore not something that cannot be challenged or revised.
We notice that times are changing rather quickly today. What is true in one twenty-four hour period may not be true in the next. Morals, however, are such ironies that they are retained and imposed upon the majority by the minority.
To note still further the Hegelers' view:
The minority tries to impress its morbid attitude on as many sides of our lives as possible… There is a reason to believe that the current code of morals at any given time is always behind development, seldom dares to accept man as he is, often is opposed to pleasure, is always used by the older generation to keep the younger generation down, and is nearly always regarded as infallible and unalterable.
What we should endeavor, to eradicate are the superfluous, traditional restrictions that have outlived themselves and seized themselves a kind of unjustified absolute monarchy, a functional autonomy…
Regarding the voyeurism previously mentioned, we refer to Sigmund Freud who saw the viewing and the concept of looking as a necessary and important act to amuse sexual interest.
The same holds true in the end with looking, which is analogous to touching.
The manner in which the libidinous excitement is frequently awakened is by optical impressions, and selection takes account of this circumstance-if this teleological mode of thinking be permitted-by making the sexual object a thing of beauty. Covering of the body which keeps abreast with civilization, continually arouses sexual curiosity and serves to supplement the sexual object by uncovering the hidden parts.
This can be turned into the artistic if the interest is turned from the genitals to the form of the body. The tendency to linger at this intermediary, sexual aim of the sexually accentuated looking is found to a certain degree in most normal; indeed it gives them the possibility of directing a certain amount of their libido to a higher artistic aim. On the other hand, the desire for looking becomes a perversion (a) when it is exclusively limited to the genitals; (b) when it becomes connected with the overcoming of loathing (voyeurs and onlookers at the functions of excretion) and (c) when instead of preparing for the normal sexual aim, it suppresses it. The latter, if I may draw conclusions from a single analysis, is a most pronounced way true of exhibitionists, who expose their genitals with the idea of bringing into view the genitals of others…
We note here that members of Diew and Marge's neighborhood swap club have grabbed the life jacket of this Freudian concept and loudly proclaimed the wholesomeness of looking at and touching of many bodies-preferably nude and of the opposite sex.
Theodore Reik, in The Need to Be Loved, made a case in point that sex has very little to do with love and can therefore be enjoyed separately as well as together.
We continue now with the Chapter's narration:
"Hans's tongue settled on my clit and expertly flicked over it until I thought I was going to scream. Carefully, I brought my hands up to explore his peach-fuzzed thighs and smooth, coolly moist ass cheeks.
"He was still annoyingly arched away from my face in delicate pseudo-experimental fashion and I had only managed 'to keep the blood filled crown of his cock in my mouth by stretching upward. I thought he would have come down a bit when he got settled on my cunt-considering how rigidly 'poised his body felt-and when he didn't, I pulled him down!
"My sharp claw like fingernails quickly found soft pads of flesh to gouge into and I strained up at the same time that I tore down on his yielding flesh.
"My teeth parted just enough to allow room for the slender shaft to pass and even, when I felt the bulbous tip poking against the back of my head I wouldn't have been happy if I thought that there was still more to come. There wasn't, and I greedily swallowed what I had as I sucked joyfully on the adult version 'of a child's juicy popsicle.
"I felt his weighted balls cradling my nose and, I imagine, if I'd been able to see well close-up, I could have looked right into his tight little asshole. As it was, my eyes were merely narrowed slits that didn't show, me much of anything except a saturnalian montage created of personified smells and lusts.
"I spread my thighs as wide open as, I could, sometimes squeezing them tightly together if 1 wanted him to stay still for a moment. I felt the hardened and slightly calloused pads of his thick fingertips pawing at and' parting the hot velvety folds of my cunt and spread myself wider still so that the' mesh would part more easily.
"The bed waved gently and flagged the boiling passions in and near my twitching ass.
"Insanely turned on, I guided his hips up and down at a furious pace, pumping his gorgeous prick into my pursed lips. Now even the rather large mesh body-hose felt confining to me. Frantically and desperately I tugged at first 'one side then the other until I'd freed my bursting tits. I wriggled the suit down to my navel and arched my body so that our "flesh would meet,' then threw, my arms around his hips tightly so that I could really feel him.
"'Help me!' I screamed hoarsely. 'Baby, oooooooohhhh, uh God! Baby, baby, baby oooohhhhfreeeeee meeee!' "He mumbled something that I didn't really hear and I was becoming rather annoyed and exasperated in the seconds that seemed like hours before his tumbling fingers finally tore into the mesh and took the rest of the body-suit off.
"Suck it!' I growled, gasping between each word for' breath. 'Chew it, baby, eat my fuckin' pussy!' "My lightning-bolt-inspired cunt whipped up into his face and violently smacked into him over and over until I felt his strong arms pinning my hips down.
"Hold on, baby,' he whispered and growled at the same time, 'this here end is mine!' He mumbled, a few more words into the seemingly endless tube of my cunt and then I caught a muffled, 'All mine!!' "The waves were rocking more violently now as we both shuddered and thrashed as much as we could and' I could hear them loudly splashing against the confining wooden sides of the large rectangle. I felt for a moment as if I were tucking on a life raft in the middle of nowhere and somewhere!
"When I felt his nose prodding into my tan track I sucked my stomach in and just slightly raised my hips. 'Mmmmmmxnmm-hmmmm!' he cooed in approval of the more convenient position, and then I felt the length of his snakelike tongue sliding up into me and darting against the walls of my steaming and bubbling cunt.
"I stretched my mouth as wide as I could to accommodate his magnificent tool and I could even hear my own loud gulps 'echoing and rattling around in my head.
"I didn't even notice when the curtains opened. In fact, I had' forgotten anyone else was in the room until I heard Sara's guttural groans and erratic gasps for air..
"Ooh, oohhhh God, yesssssss!' she hissed, and the hiss echoed quite loudly in my already befuddled brain and clanged off my' peering eyelids. ' 'My God!' she wailed. "Never! Ooohhhh, never like this before!' "Curious as to what in the hell was going on that had her so turned on, I strained my eyes around me to find them. Drew had pulled up a rather comfortable chair and, with his legs outstretched, had her lying across his lap while he sucked and nibbled on one tit and pumped a vibrator in and out of her cunt.
"If she thinks that's far out, I mused, she'll never believe the super kick she'll get out of Drew's ramrod of a cock! '"Hans got curious, too, and suddenly we found ourselves side 'by side, each playing with the other's sex, while we got hung up watching Drew turn Sara on.
"For all intents and purposes, Sara looked like everyone's version of a rag doll. Drew's cock was spearing her and I thought I could second-guess where Drew intended to put his pole, but he was momentarily busy pumping her chock-full of hot vibes. Even in a crazed lust driven position, Drew was one hell of a man. Except for the contorted features, he looked no different than normal.
"Sara's jet black cunt hairs were matted in an enticing little vee pointing down to her spread open snatch. She really trusted Drew not to drop her I noticed when I saw, that she wasn't even making a feeble attempt to hold onto him. The deep brown-black marbles in her head were glazed and rolling aimlessly from one side of their sockets to the other and I doubted that she saw much of anything even though she seemed to be looking right at us.
"Drew's face was partially hidden by the tit closest to us and we really couldn't tell if he was actually making all the guttural sucking sounds that splashed off the walls and hit Hans and me dead center in the genitalia.
Whatever was happening, I felt like a live wire just itching to be plugged in!
"Carefully and without breaking the pulsating squish-um-squish rhythm of the vibrator in Sara's distended cunt. Drew eased her off his legs and down on the plush shag carpeting that covered the room. She seemed to be oblivious to any change of position and was easily manipulated on all fours with the vibrator pounding between her noticeably quivering thighs.
"Saliva drooled down in dribbles and long streaks on the sides of Sara's pale jaw and I found it aphrodisiacal to watch the silver capped head loll dazedly from side to side. I hadn't even been aware of moving, of walking the few 'steps toward Drew and Sara and dragging the hoarsely breathing Hans with 'me-' holding onto his cock rather than his hand…
'We both kind of collapsed in' a writhing, groping heap hi front of Sara's dreamlike face, and I couldn't help begging Hans to tuck me. The words stuck in my parched throat and 'then unexpectedly gurgled and spewed out like spurts of molten lava.
"Jeezussss!' I screamed, desperately tearing, at him. 'Ooooohhhh, baby, now!' I gasped, 'Puck me NOW, baby… oooooooooohhhhhh, daddy, pleeeeeezzzzz!' "Hans's cock slicked into me like a hot knife into butter as I desperately hoisted my legs up to wrap them around his dimpled ass cheeks. My excited cunt milked his throbbing prick for a moment or two before I felt him-it-stroking me. By clenching my teeth and forcing myself' to stay relatively still, I was able to concentrate fiercely on the magnificent stimulating tool that prodded every nerve ending, every nook and cranny of my snatch. I wanted to scream, claw, bite, and squeeze him all at the same time!
"I lost all track of rational thought as my resistance fell to the violent outbursts of cock and cunt. Frenziedly slamming my hips up to Hans's groin I reveled in the sheer animal plea sure-the feel and musky odor of two rutting bodies wetly sticking together and pulling apart in coital unison. Many times, depending' on my partner and his style, I'd been able to hold my boiling come for what seemed like hours. Though Hans seem much different from' many of the partners I'd had, he drove into me with such powerful lusty fury 'that I couldn't resist the pull of orgasm for long. Thick jet streams of sperm sprayed wildly up into my seething cavern and I answered their invasion with a boiling display of my own.
"Uhhhhhh… ooooohhhhhh yessasssss!!' I hissed through the constricted tube of parched throat and clenched teeth. 'I'm… oooooh my Godddd!… I'm comingggg to youuuuu, baby I'm sucking your cock… commmmmingggg to you, baby… yessas, baby, baby, I'm commmmmingg!"
"In the still echoing semi-silence I heard Drew's guttural and desperately gasped commands. 'Higher, bitch! Ooohh, yeah, sssssttttt!! Raise it higher!
Give me 'same of your toil, baby ubhhh, ooohhh damn mutha! I love' your sweet little ass, 'baby!!' "Sara seemed to whimper back to him but I couldn't quite catch the words, my own screams and moans still hadn't released 'their mind shattering, howling vibrations from my clanging and pounding head…
"Hans and I finally broke 'apart and limply flopped over on our backs, communicating with our panting and forced gasps for air. I needed to mall, him still so I curled up around his chest and dreamily sucked on one of his light cocoa colored nipples while I traced sand castles near his navel and straw-thatched nest.
"A thick film and some stray droplets of male and female come mixture coated his deflated marauder and, as my 'thank-you' for the pleasure I'd received, I stealthily crept up,on it determined to drink in every last drop of Hans's baby batter. 'I didn't think it would respond so nicely nor so quickly to repeated stimulation' but found it quite easy to adjust to the stiffening process once it started… – "Funny, some guys can't get another hard on for at least fifteen minutes after a particularly good balling and/or sucking session. Other guys occasionally take even less time for the first two or three rounds. I guess with Hans it was, the newness of the situation and I must say he responded to stimulation beautifully. Even now, after meeting with Hans and Sara for five times, he can usually take three good rounds before he needs a L-O-N-G rest. 'Sara passed out on Drew once. Its kind of an ego trip for a guy to make a girt do that, you know. It shows that he realty zoomed her out.
"By the time I got his cock good and hard and figured it was time for a good old-fashioned cluster flick. I was getting so spaced out just watching Sara manipulate the vibrator in and out of her cunt that I even thought of sucking her pert little boobies just to add to the pleasure. Instead, I settled on positioning Hans just under her bobbing head and when he was settled with his prong aiming right at her cute thin lipped mouth, I crawled up his body and squatted my oozing cunt right over Hans's sweat streaked and flushed face. He was eager as ever and seemed twice as good!
"Since Sara had such close-cropped hair, I could see every little thing she was doing to Hans. I'm not really sure if she even knew whose cock she was sucking, but it didn't seem to make much difference.
"Teeth together and lips curled away from them, Sara gently nibbled the thick stem of Hans's engorged rod. When she came up to the mushroom like tip, her light crimson tongue flicked out and blindly, but still on target, wiggled its way into the little dew-kissed eye that has a tendency to wink when a loving mouth comes close.
"Sara's head was impaled on Hans's cock and she vaguely reminded me of a sensual cartoon of a stuck pig as her rosy cheeks hollowed and filled trying desperately to suck at least a gallon of baby batter out of Hans's nuts. She opened her mouth every once in a while and teasingly let her tongue wrap itself around the underside of his tool as if to coax still more jism out of it.
"I looked behind her at her fast-waving and flagging bums and my gorgeous hunk of man pounding his hot meat into her as if she were a sausage skin. Drew's fingers dug cruelly into her hips as be propelled the still dazed Sara back and forth on his massive organ. I felt droplets of saliva drooling out the sides of my mouth as I imagined the feeling of his cock' in my own asshole.
"This go-round I seemed to be low man on the totem pole. I was determined that the next turn would be mine. Only I wanted much more than Sara. I wanted to feel both cocks in me at the same time. Even, now, as Hans's tongue squirmed inside me and I felt his hot breath searing the tips of my curly hairs, I shuddered convulsively just thinking of both of them on me at the same time.
"Hans bit my clit when the come tore out of his gut. I hadn't expected anything like that so I unceremoniously went flying off to one side without realizing much of what was happening.
"Sara's cheeks were puffed out as far as they would go and she gulped loudly while trying to drink all of Hans's come and squeeze hr orgasm out at the same time. Drew Slammed into her violently a couple of times and then he, too, looked like he was all done for…
"I wandered off and mixed a fresh batch of drinks for all.
"Sara was rather limply folded into an easy chair when I got back, flanked by Hans and Drew on matching love seats. I pulled up a pillow and wiggled my ass into a comfortable spot.
"Ooohhh, jeeezusss, Drew, you've got one heck of a cock on you!' Sara sighed and we all burst out laughing at the same time.
"Had 'nuff, old lady" Hans chided.,'Ya think maybe I should trade you in now?' "Seeing the girl's embarrassment, I couldn't help but motion her to sit on the pillow with me and 'not pay any attention' to Drew and Hans. We all looked a little damp and wilted so I passed guest towels around and occasionally added a pat or two here and there to help one dry off.
"I think sitting beside me was the first time Sara noticed my body. She looked wide-eyed and interested as she shyly whispered, 'You're beautiful too, Marge.' "In my most motherly fashion-and with all innocence intended at first-I placed my arm tenderly around her shoulders and hugged her. The first spark was ignited when our tits touched and, instead of parting quickly, got closer and ground up against the other.
"I found my breath coming in short hot gasps and turned toward Sara just as her lips searched for mine. Her cool fingertips hesitantly responded to my increasing caresses and I strangely found myself taking the dominant role and maneuvering her on her back in the plush shag.
"Once she was down, the party started in full swing and renewed vigor and interest. The boys had something to look at that would help them get their hard-ons back again.
"My tongue greedily darted into her waiting mouth and prodded as far back into her head as it could reach. Slowly, very slowly, my fingers slid down her satiny-sheened lithe body and insinuated themselves in her barely opened thighs. They parted for me, easily and without a moment's hesitation. Quickly now I butterfly-kissed her as I went down.
"They'd mentioned that Hans was an avid scuba diver-well, everyone I know, myself included, is an avid muff diver. Is there any difference?
"Cautiously I put out my tongue and moved it teasingly down the curve of Sara's trembling body to where the prickly black hairs easily parted to reveal a throbbing and newly awakened clitoris. My tongue touched it, rolled the musky saltiness around in my mouth, then touched it again.
"Oooohh, God!' Sara moaned softly as she shivered under me.
"Again my tongue delicately flicked at the clitoris. Again, Sara responded, with an appreciative moan. Confident now, I began to gently massage the tiny organ with slow and deliberate strokes of my tongue. I hunched up on, my knees, semi-dog-fashion-waiting for one of the guys to do something, I guess-and lapped at the smooth pebble like nub.
"I felt Sara's hands running up and down my back as she guided me this way and that her pleasure. Although I truly enjoyed it, my ass was getting damn lonely!
"Just as I was deliberating whether to say something to our pooped Lotharios, I felt a familiar prodding at the door of my asshole.
'Mmmmmmhmmmm!' I exclaimed loudly, urging' him on even as I continued to caress my mouthful of cunt. 'Ummmmhmmm, um!' "As soon as I felt the fingertip sliding toward my cunt for lubrication, I knew that it was Hans who was so ' eager to please and be pleased. I wondered what Drew was up to. Well, he was up to Sara's face, that's what. I guess he really dug that head!
"I tore at the fleshy lips of her cutely pudgy cunt until I had them spread wide open, then I attacked her snatch ravenously with tongue, teeth, and, occasionally, even fingers. I could feel the beat of her body pounding itself into the floor and alternating the grind up to meet my face. I tried to help Hans with my asshole- spreading it wider for him-but by the time the thought finally clicked in my head, I could feel his shaft pummeling my bowels with its urgency. Sara's hand rested' on my head and slowed me down when I got going too fast for her to keep up with.
"That's pretty much the story of the first night with Sara and Hans. After the third meeting we 8hOWed them the flicks we'd been making'. We'd been sitting around in our familiar nakedness and discussing various, pleasing techniques we'd found useful when they brought up the subject of the flicks we'd been making. They were game, so we reconvened in the viewing room, darkened the tights, and watched ourselves in glorious, full-color action and sound. Sara was the first to be pleasantly affected.
Drew and I had as much fun watching her as we'd had the first time we saw the film.
"We all took turns looking from the screen to one another until we couldn't stand the mounting tension with nowhere to go but up! Drew grabbed Sara and took her off to a corner of the room where there were several lounge-type bed-chairs. Hans and I followed.
"My fingers seemed disconnected as they began to whip the erect bud of my clit.
'Hans,' I begged. 'Ooohhh, baby, let's do something!' "No longer shy, there was no need to trot off to another room to fuck. The beds in the room were just fine. Besides, when you've been with a guy and feel you know each other's feelings pretty well there isn't even a need for words. Just do it that's more than enough!
"Since clothes were discarded five minutes after arrival-at most times except first meetings-that problem was taken care of. We both felt ourselves at fever pitch, so I, being the hostess, took the initiative and pulled him in the man-on-top position. When I'm in that worked-up-of-a-state, any cock-maybe even the largest size they have-could most likely cut into my snatch like a warm knife slipping through a tube of melting butter…
"I couldn't see Sara and Drew, but I could hear them, so I gathered that everything was just fine with them, too…
"Partner swapping, whether you do it with marrieds or common-law couples, is the greatest thing since sliced bread. It adds a certain flavor and variety to life that isn't there if you're with one person all the time and forever. I don't think I could have turned my desires off once Drew and I made our first swap. Can anyone?"



Chapter 3


Seeking young woman to procreate child. Couple, sans hang-ups, 32, will pay well for participation and all living amp; incidental expenses. Please send description, telephone No., and your particular thoughts, desires, and needs concerning the above to P.O. Box 004, P-.
"Aggie and I had heard quite a bit about ads in the so-called underground papers-some good and some bad, you know-and even though we were quite sincere in our request we had a couple of letters that made us sound like a couple of kooks.
"After a month of checking our post office box and scanning each letter, we narrowed the field down to four and decided that the most scientific way to go about this sort of thing would be to interview each of the four girls.
"The first chick that we talked to looked like she'd taken her first bath in months and wouldn't take another if it wasn't some kind of an emergency. She looked and acted quite out of place in our Tudor-style home and even our small and unpretentious quarters dwarfed her.
"I have to admit, though, that she had one hell of a body on her! Geez! I'll bet those knockers must've been at least a 40 if not bigger and my little old tongue was really getting action trying to catch my drool before it spilled out. I thought of suggesting to Aggie that the girl stay with us overnight-you know, just to taste some of her meat-but the old girl said, 'Definitely NO!' "There went number one!… The second's letter sounded like just what we were looking for, but her appearance really knocked us for a loop! She looked like some mousy librarian trying to get her kicks and do a term paper, too! I was really sore at myself for believing anything!
"The third girl was really unique. She looked like she'd just sprung up from the, virgin earth, just as natural as could be and a beauty to boot! Her measurements (34-21-33) weren't bad, but she gave me a weird feeling-kind of like I was a big phony or something. I checked her off my list as soon as she left. Aggie, on the other hand, was: really attracted to this girl, Beverly was her name, and I could see that she was interested in more than just watching me trying to make us a baby!
"Number four was not only a looker with all the curves in the right spots, but she seemed to have quite a head on her shoulders. I opted for Francine, number four.
"Aggie stomped her foot for the little gal who'd come in wearing the peasant type maxi dress and the look of nature. I don't need to tell you who won.
"Sugar never tasted sweeter than the night we got to know Beverly. She was going to stay with us indefinitely-no departure time had been set-or at least until Aggie and I had our baby.
She was, as she looked, totally natural and almost completely uninhibited.
Nudity, we all agreed, was beautiful, and for the first time since Aggie and I had started living together, we all walked around the house nude and singing bawdy-type songs at the top of our lungs.
"I knew that Aggie had been more gay than straight before she met me but I never would have dreamed that watching her eye another woman would turn me on as much as it did. At first I was rather blind to the sheepish grins and sly pats on the ass they gave each other, but they were kind and quickly filled me in on what they called 'the scene.' "That first night let me know that this was going to be something I'd never even dreamed of experiencing. Bev strummed her guitar and sang to us while we slowly sipped our drinks in our dimly lit and cozily wood-paneled den. The songs were plaintive yet stimulating and quite erotic and it wasn't long before Aggie and I forgot all about our drinks and began to masturbate.
"Even in the dim light I could make out the dark fuzzed lines of Bev's slit and the more we masturbated in front of her, the more distended her cunt lips got until they looked like miniaturizations of coral reefs.
"Sitting yoga-style, Beverly spread her thighs still wider apart so as to afford both of us a good teasing view of what lay within. I felt my body craning forward to get closer to her, but it's strange that I didn't feel the jerky motions of' my own hand furiously whipping my erect prick back and forth.
"Aggie was working her slit more slowly, I noticed, but she kept her eyes wide open and riveted between our songstresses thighs.
"Beverly stopped playing the guitar somewhere along the line but kept right on singing in her lilting, haunting voice until she joined us on the wide sofa.
She snuggled in between the two of us and slowly rocked from side to side as if pushing us apart.
"Why don't we try the bedroom, dears?' Aggie wisely suggested before I blew my nuts all over the thick gold-and-white carpeting. 'I'm sure it would be much more comfortable and we'll have lots of room to play in!!
"Arm in arm we marched around the house, up the winding stairs, and into the huge master bedroom. Beverly seemed to take command here.
"'How would you like me, Frank?' she chimed. 'Sweet firsts or iced-over seconds?' "Aggie quickly read the puzzled expression on my face. 'Honey, she means to ask you whether you'd like to flick her or eat her first.' "I remembered the faint, womanly delicate smell that bad wafted into my flaring nostrils as I stretched toward the beckoning pussy in the den. I opened my mouth to answer most assuredly but all that came out at first was a squeak.
Embarrassed a bit, I cleared my throat and, flatly stated, 'Eat. Uh, I'll have sweet firsts.' "Nodding her head and rubbing her small hands together like a happy child, Beverly continued. 'Fine, just great. Okay, Frank scoot down toward the bottom of the bed. No. Don't roll over or anything. Just stay on your back but scoot down a bit. Us other folks need room, too.' "I bed the feeling that I'd led a very sheltered life. I know Aggie was no angel, but why didn't I know too much of anything? Anyway, I did what she wanted me to do, and waited.
"Beverly directed Aggie to the 'head of the bed, also on her back. Then she crawled in between us, on all fours.
'When I looked up and saw her carefully manicured but unpolished fingernails holding the pussy lips wide open, I realized how wisely she'd set this up. I also had an idea of Aggie's roll in this trio and I got so excited that I almost creamed before I'd even touched her for the first time.
"I squinted my eyes and tried to examine Bev's pussy in every detail, as if storing it in my memory bank for posterity. The lips were distended and a purplish red while the clit itself was a shiny hardness that demanded my utmost attention. I flexed my by now clammy fingers and feebly attempted to 'dry my sweaty' palms before I touched her. Her skin was milk white, glistened even in the shadows, and was cool as a soothing summer breeze. Her pussy smelled like a clean pussy would, but I also picked up a delicate blended fragrance of flowers and freshly mowed grass or hay of some kind-my favorite scents.
"Tenderly, oh so 'tenderly, I laid my eager hands on this delectable and fragile-looking delight and held her still and poised over my face until I could stop the trembling of my own body. It wasn't until I heard Aggie's whimpering moans and sighs that I actually brought Bev's temple of natural womanhood down to meet my thirsting lips.
"My lust rapidly gained uncontrollable dimensions and I felt every nerve ending in my five-foot-nine, one hundred sixty-pound frame go into convulsions as if I'd been plugged into a live Socket without having been grounded first. Rather than slamming her pussy onto my face, I guided it gently and applied my tongue with feathery touches until I felt the muscles in 'her sculptured thighs rippling in their sheer animal excitement. I became more forceful, applying increasing amounts of pressure and taking long laps at the hair-fuzzed vagina.
Both girls were moaning loudly now and I was only sorry that my choice-the girl with the big knockers-couldn't be with us to take care of my lonely prick.
"Without disturbing the girls' scene, I managed to crawl out from under Beverly's straddling and clamping thighs and approach her from the rear, on all fours, of course. I gripped the fleshy sides of her hips like handles and held her flagging ass steady before I began.
"At first I burrowed my nose just inside the opening of her whole, I had to clamp my thighs tightly together and concentrate just on the ass to keep from coming again. I had to save that come for more important things, I remembered, and then I calmly took a deep breath and renewed my attention on Beverly's anus.
"I ran the tip of my tongue along the familiar path from slit to asshole and back again about five or six times before I was assured by Beverly's response that I was pleasing her as well as myself. To keep her completely happy with my treatment I slid first two then three fingers up into her pussy and slowly pumped them in and out. Her reaction to this' was magnificent! The globes of her smooth buttocks dimpled and relaxed spastically as she 'flagged her appealing whole at my mouth. I drove my tongue in deeper and covered the whole of -the opening with my lips, sucking it in all the time.
"By stretching one hand as far away from my own body as I could manage I found one of her dangling tits and fondled it gently as she rocked and swayed under my careful ministration.
"Unable to control my overbearing emotions any longer, I tore myself away from the tantalizing brown-rimmed hole and knelt behind her with my prong aimed at her upraised cant. I propped her this way and that until I'd achieved what I thought would be a comfortable position for both of us, then began prodding her moistly yielding pussy lips.
"Now I could see the whole scene as it unfolded. Bev's long dark brown hair fanned delicately over one of Aggie's quivering thighs as the girl held the juicy pussy lips open for her attentive mouth. Aggie was clutching the brass rails of the headboard with bloodless hands and whimpering softly to everyone and no one in particular.
"Beverly obviously knew the position she was in very well because it didn't deter her at all nor lessen the relish and gusto she received and gave to Aggie. In fact, she even arched her back still more so that it would-be most comfortable for me.
"Aggie's hands shot out in front of her and flailed the air hysterically.
'Frank?' she called. 'Frank, do you like it? Oooohhhh, tell me you like it, baby!! I… I love it!'' "It's great, honey,' I answered, perhaps too loudly and in too controlled a voice. 'There's nothing in the world like good lovin' to make a person feel good!' "I gave my hips a slight snap forward and heaved a sigh' of relief when I felt' the walls of Beverly's cunt begin to work on just the head. I pushed in still further and continued inching my way until I felt my balls loudly slapping' against her.
"Every muscle in this girl's body seemed to be perfectly toned and thoroughly familiar with the' mechanics of a good fuck. She knew just when to contract and when to let go, when to grind against me and when to suck my prick inside her belly.
"Slowly I fought to control my movements as I 'slid my shaft. back and forth inside her creamy tunnel. Everything inside me seemed to be fighting against any kind of control and I really had to make a big effort to go slow and enjoy myself.
"Sex used to be that way with me and Aggie, too. The fight for control before all hell broke loose and we started humping' each other like two barnyard animals and screaming and wailing so loud and Long that I thought we'd wake neighbors up for at Least a mile around. I think now that it's too bad we cooled so quickly. That happened when I suggested she have a baby. She went into a violent rage and cursed me and my fellows of the male species for days!
Under no circumstances, any conditions, at any time, nor any place would she, Aggie, have a baby! I was thoroughly chastised and spent about a week slinking and cowering around the house whenever she glared at me with her sometimes maliciously piercing hazel rays…
"'Oh… oh… oh, oh, oh Jeeeezuss*s Keyrist!' Aggie wailed. 'I can't take it! Oh God, you're going to drive me mad! Oh oooooohhh God!' "I gather that Beverly pulled away from her mons for just a moment because the next thing I heard was, 'No… oh my God! Don't stop… don't ever stop!' "My body was going on a rampage; even my hips felt like motorized pistons as I realized that the slapping on my lower belly was being caused by me. At this point I didn't even try to slow myself down.
"1 guess I might be a bit too puritanical sometimes, but I can't imagine why a wife, even a common-law wife, wouldn't want to have her husband's baby. At first, I guess, I resented the idea of having to advertise for a 'baby maker but now, with Beverly's sweet pussy wreaking havoc on my prick I had glorious and happy second thoughts in favor of the whole thing.
"I felt my confused thoughts somehow assisting me in developing a rhythmic pattern to my love play. I became calmer and more confident that my tool was sufficient to satisfy a woman-Aggie sometimes has made snide remarks regarding the size of this one and that one, mostly to see if she could make me cringe-and my ramming became bolder and more deliberately paced.
"I wasn't at all prepared for Aggie's loudly howled climax nor for the egg-beater full speed at which Beverly's hips began churning once she was released from Aggie's sweet thighs.
"Unprepared though I was, I rode with her until we were both mumbling and babbling incoherently in ecstatic pain of simultaneous orgasm.
"Some minutes later, when we'd all regained some semblance of 'normal' composure, Beverly started us off and running again.
"'How is everybody?' she asked nonchalantly. 'Do we all feel good or is it just me?' "'We all feel good, lover,' Aggie cooed in her modulated deep voice. We've had fireworks for starters!' "I sat off to one side dreamily massaging my still throbbing though deflated prick and vainly wishing that it would have lasted longer.
"Beverly rolled over onto her back, freeing her ripe young breasts to playfully stab at the heavy air, and stretched her arms out toward me.
"'Come here, Frank,' she whispered. 'You got kind of neglected there for a while and I want to make it up to you.' "I meant to protest, even if feebly, that I hadn't been neglected, but what man in his right mind would refuse a woman's open-armed, bare-breasted invitation for additional consolation and attention?
"I hoped that our little experiment would work, that this 'glorious night would continue for many nights and days and, most importantly, that Aggie and' I would have our baby, the child that both of us really want and need.
In fact, one other thing that particularly appealed to me that I'd never even thought of consciously was the idea that Beverly might Live with us for a time as if I had not one but two 'wives, or that Aggie and I could join some kind of club with other couples that have basically the same needs. I doubted that Aggie would ever be the one to get jealous-not if she had a pretty and feminine young girl to occupy herself with.
"I let myself become enveloped in Beverly's arms and then hoisted myself up so that my new erection could also find a warm and loving home in her nest.
"The bed creaked and I guessed that Aggie had moved for some reason or another.
It wasn't until I felt the light sting of her trusty velvet rib boned whip on my twitching ass cheeks that I truly lost control.
"Aggie knows that, if anything, a well-applied sting in the right places works absolute wonders for me. I spread my thighs open so she could get the tip up in there and she did. I felt my head snap back and fall to my chest limply as the saliva thickened and oozed out the corners of my mouth despite all efforts on my part to catch the droplets. I moaned hoarsely, cried cries that seemed to tear up from the deepest recesses in my gut, and mouthed some words; but I didn't hear a thing.
"Stick it all in her, Frankie baby!' she barked as the whip went singing through the air and cracked on my left cheek. "Feel your balls seething up against her skin, baby, just feeeeeeell it!"
"Yesssss!' I mumbled dazedly. 'Yessss, Aggie, baby, I feel it now. I feel it!' "Oooohh, honey, your cock feels so good in my pussy!' Beverly moaned. 'Soooo good, I can't tell you!' "Don't tell him, baby!' Aggie 'cried. 'Show 'him how it feel, Bev. Turn on your milking machine and suck his bone until it's really dry!' "Aggie's words thickened and slurred and cracked in places. I could tell she was fingering herself all the time she was telling us what to do with our cock and cunt.
"The velvet thongs kissed the small star of my sphincter and snapped back for another and still another run! I hammered into Beverly's amazingly yielding pussy in reaction to the stinging whip. I would not have behaved that way otherwise. I was really pleased that she was so accommodating and, in fact, seemed to enjoy my increased violence almost as much as I enjoyed the, receiving and giving of such frenetic energy.
"Fuck her harder, Frankie! Harder, harder, harder, harder, harder!' Aggie screamed at the top of her air-filled lungs. 'Do it, baby, do it!' "'Ooooohh yesssss, Aggie!' Beverly hissed. 'Go on!! It's soo-ooo good!' "I would have thought I was dreaming if I didn't know better. The bed was threateningly squeaking and creaking in its irritation-it hadn't had that much exercise since the first week we had it-but I didn't even mind the usually annoying noise.
"I felt Beverly's legs wrapping around my hips in spite of my mighty efforts to shake them off.
"Don't!' she begged me desperately. 'I… I need to hold you like this! Frank … uh. 'don't ever stop!' "A final and walloping, whistling snap! of Aggie's favorite toy and I felt my balls sending flaming bits of shrapnel through my throbbing prick. I think Beverly felt it, too, because she floundered around the, bed like 'a fish out of water, though she never really let go of her hold on me.
"'Godddddd!' she wailed; then softer' still, 'Ooohh, God!' "I stayed in her until my erection had completely disappeared and was, as usual, rather embarrassed at the,'loud plop! noise when I completely pulled out.
"Aggie was behind us, sprawled in a chaise and frantically trying to relieve herself with an insane-looking combination of diddling her clit with one hand and operating the other hand as a plunger with which she repeatedly speared herself. I only watched her for a few minutes before she shuddered violently and let out a loud whoosh of air signaling her temporary satisfaction… "
Within this Chapter we have an older couple, claiming to be thirty-two years old, and a couple swinging with one of structured swappers' taboos: a hippie.
On the element involving the whip, the reader is referred to Devices of Pleasure and Pain, in which Have lock Eilis is quoted as saying (in regard to the flagellatory instinct):
No doubt it is often absent… but it is present so often, and quite apart from whether the child has had any actual experience of whipping, that (I see in it a) manifestation of the autoerotic impulse in childhood. I find it more common in girls than in boys and more common in inverted men than in normal men. In my observation, it is found 'so often that it is almost possible to give it the same position which used to be given to a homosexual strain in childhood One of the most frequent ways in which the idea of coitus first faintly glimmers before the infantile mind… is as a display of force, of aggression, of something resembling cruelty. Whipping is the most obvious form in which to the young mind this idea might be embodied The penis is the only organ of the body which in any degree resembles a whip.
The idea may be supported in the minds of some young boys, though this would not refer to girls, by the nature of the sensations experienced in the penis …
A pioneer in the study of Sadism, Krafft-Ebing was the first to point out that sadism assumes a long series of forms, beginning with capital crime and ending with paltry 'acts (i.e. the whipping in this Chapter) which merely afford symbolic satisfaction to the sadistic individual's desires. According to 'Ebing, there are three basic categories of sadistic acts:
1. Sadism practiced after the consummation of coitus, and providing a bit of additional satisfaction that the sexual act itself did not offer.
2. Sadism practiced before and during coitus, for the purpose of bolstering feeble virility…
3. Sadism practiced instead of coitus, with orgasm and ejaculation being experienced as a direct result •of the sadistic act itself.
Dr. L. T. Woodward, in his study titled Sadisin, notes Ebing's first category as a "sideline amusement." Category number two, he notes, is indicative of neurosis and inner distress. Medical and 'legal viewpoints contend the final category as being the most serious as it is said to be perverse. A perverse act is one that serves as a substitute for sexual intercourse between man and woman, which is arbitrarily taken as the norm.
Dr. Woodward also claims that: "the victim's emotional response to the pain inflicted is often the vital stimulus that spurs the sadist and where there is no reaction of this sort, the sadist frequently is unable to continue with his attack…
The velvet whip is a noted device of teasing as are vibrators, feathers, nylon stockings, furs, silks, broom straws, trained animals, etc. The nibbling, squeezing, pinching, and/or otherwise caressing the body that goes beyond the psychological methods of teasing, combined with the-various' devices mentioned, can be extremely stimulating to a pleasure-pain oriented person such as Frank in this Chapter.
Frank and Aggie are not an uncommon couple-they want a child. They are uncommon in that they do not want their own child, but would rather insert a third element into their union- common-law 'and by no means legal-and thus procreate an, image of themselves. Monetary rewards can be lesser than the relative enjoyment received, as in Beverly's case, but there are many such, young girls who can easily be "bought" for purposes of procreation of young.
Are girls such as these forerunners of some future age when certain women will be baby-makers and others will not be allowed to do the same? Can such a girl today be called a swinging prostitute? Would the- term harlot be at all appropriate? Can any of' these questions truly be answered in such a way as to appeal to the' majority of readers? To the latter, I would venture a guess of 'no.' I cannot conceive a true answer for the first question, yet to the second I would somehow answer in the negative.
There can be nothing morally nor legally wrong with a female who joins a barren couple and procreates a child for them. To prostitute, according to the oft-referred-to Noah Webster, is"… to sell the services of (oneself or of another), for sexual intercourse…" While this is, true in Beverly's case, 'perhaps the very definition now needs an amendment with today's swinging phenomenon.
We take point here to note that the reason for Beverly's introduction really lies with Aggie, the recently reconverted-from-homosexuality,, dominating femme in the household. It was her contention that she would not bear a child, and it seems this latter was mentioned only as.a lure for getting a young girl into the home for mutual pleasures.
Again, staying within the context of this volume, there is a bit of doubt as to this act's moral implications and the oft-asked questions of right and wrong on the moral ledger's debit and credit sheet. It is felt by some authorities that the matter of right and wrong ties within one's soul and is as individual' as the whorls of fingerprints that are never alike even in the matter of identical twins. There is, however, a cultural barrier which proclaims the "right" and "wrong" by setting standards, and these laws apply everywhere and to- everybody, though in unequal shares.
Distributed much like intelligence, one's personal moral value 'structure' is doled in unequal tendencies. Some are more physical, others more cerebral, etc.-yet we are all expected to conform to the same sets of rules as those set for the highest and lowest in the land.
Can such a question, of right or wrong, ever be answered with honesty? Again we note the incidence of female homosexuality-this time a not unfamiliar pattern as Aggie had previously engaged in such intercourse regularly.
A touch of voyeurism is also hinted. To continue our narration: "Beverly had been with us three months when it was confirmed that she was definitely pregnant. I cannot explain my exultation at this glorious news!
"We immediately arranged for her to be informed on natural childbirth and all the other things that have to do with infant births. The sex did not stop, however it was fortunately too early for that.
"Beverly's plaintive blues continued to accompany her melodious guitar. and most often provided an easy vehicle for stimulation and lovemaking. We even bought her a sewing machine so that she could feel free to dress as she wished on those occasions when any of us wore clothes.
"Aggie's entire outlook toward sex an4 the male-female relationship changed drastically since Beverly. She no longer felt the compulsion to dominate, being rather more content to let me be the, 'man of the house.' "One sultry summer evening the three of us were still awake and 'restless at three o'clock in the morning. It was too sticky for comfortable sex and since we had only one air-conditioner in the house and it cooled the den, there wasn't much we could do about the second-floor bedrooms.
"On Beverly's suggestion we grabbed a blanket and several pillows and reconvened in our heavily shaded backyard. 'Have you ever balled in front of God and everyone?' she asked' us breathlessly. 'Ooohhh, it's really quite a bit of fun if you can really relax and enjoy it!' "I felt the familiar ticking and throbbing ache in my balls as' I grabbed her from behind and planted my thoroughly moistened mouth' right at the pink and. brown star of her succulent sphincter.
"Frankie is really an ass man, sugar,' Aggie intoned. 'Sometimes he gets wound up before the rest of us have time to catch our breath! 'Wordlessly, Beverly spread her legs and bent forward from the waist until it felt as if she were folding herself in a neat half. I took' the opportunity to wiggle my tongue into the sea-urchin like opening even as I deeply inhaled her very animal nature.
"I was almost kneeling upright and couldn't resist the urge to caress my pulsating prick as I reveled in Beverly's asshole. With short, even strokes I manipulated my hand back and forth until I was driven to such a frenzy 'that I was actually trying to bite into Beverly's ass!
"Poor baby!' Aggie's deep voice cooed in my ear. 'Ummm, my poor, poor baby's got no one to take care of his gorgeous cock. Here, baby, mamma'll suck it nice for you!' "Just as I started to twist and corkscrew -my tongue deep into Beverly's rectal opening, I felt Aggie's cool fingers take full charge of my throbbing tool.
Spurred on to even greater needs for enjoyment. I started to tongue-fuck Bev's asshole, rapidly plunging my saliva-lubricated tongue in and out as fast and hard as my aching jaw could possibly take.
"Slowly and dreamily I shoved away from the enticing sphincter and started actually wiping all of Beverly's firm ass with my electrified tongue. It wasn't long before the cleavage between her cheeks was filled with my saliva. The wiry rectal hairs bunched up under my teasing lips and the tip of my tongue quickly found and entered the sphincter star, but not before I planted a few teasing, circular movements of tongue around the tiny brown hole.
"The heavy foreskin covering of my tool was being gently and easily manipulated back and forth in so beautiful a manner that it was hard for me to connect Aggie, my Aggie, with the beautiful feelings going on inside my belly and my churning balls.
"The smack-smack of Beverly's taut but fleshy cheeks against my lightly stubbled face as she jerked herself backward and forward amplified my aroused passions so much that I could feel the pounding of my cock all the' way up in my head!
"As I thoroughly reamed her whole, Beverly pressed back with her cheeks. I felt her knuckles scraping the sides of my face as her fingers sought to further open her bugger hole for my tongue. I brushed the intruding hand away and placed one of her fingers just inside the wetly matted hair fringe of her cunt lips. She groaned loudly and deeply and then took full charge of her own slit.
"Aggie eased up to me and seemed to be sitting between my spread out thighs. I felt a slight chill as the tip of my prick came into contact with her unbelievably moist lips and my hips involuntarily shot forward when she started to tease me with the tip of her tongue.
"She gagged briefly-from the shock, I guess-and then I felt the whole length of my shaft squirming inside her oral cavity and the hot breaths snorting from two nostrils as her nose jabbed into my come-matted bush.
"This… is… Come… of… the-Month… Club's… super… selection!'
Beverly gasped as she wiggled her hips invitingly toward my tongue. Her ragged breathing and feeble attempts to talk seemed to transfer more inflamed lust into my bloodstream from hers. I can't remember-before Beverly-the last time I'd 'felt so excited about making love to a woman's asshole!
"I knew already, somewhere-deep down in the bowels of my gut, that Beverly wouldn't stay after the baby was born. I wanted to think she would… and yet I knew that our Bev was a free spirit which could never be restrained from wandering and diversifying its partners.
"Desperately, as if she were leaving me this very minute, I dug my stubby fingernails, into the soft meat of her thighs and stabbed the yielding walls of her tight little asshole with my probing tongue. 'Mmmmmmmm, baby," I mumbled into the tube of her sphincter. 'Don't leave us, baby… don't ever leave!' "I guess Beverly heard me even though I don't see how she could have understood the choked and guttural words.
"You know I have to go,' she sighed in staccato gasps as She ground her hips in large circles like the dancers who squirmed to a dance called 'doing the dog.
"I pulled my rebuffed tongue out of her ass and then, fiercely and without warning, sank my teeth into a soft handle of flesh.
"Uhhhh, no, baby!' she screamed as she vainly tried to wiggle away. 'No… nooooooo!' "For a moment there-gathering this from the chewed-looking angry marks I left on her rounded buttocks-I must have gnawed her like a vicious dog tearing at blooded flesh. It was Aggie who, finally noticing the twisted situation, bit down hard on my, prick and brought me back to relative sanity.
"Beverly – still waited for me to lovingly return to her asshole even as she dug at her own pussy with one furiously whipping hand.
"I handled her more gently and 'lovingly and even managed to pay a bit of attention to her too-long-neglected tits. Ooohh, those ripe melons of hers seemed to be molded perfectly just for my hand-they fit that well! I cupped them carefully at first, then harder and harder still, until I was kneading them in time with the spear like motions of my lapping tongue darting around her bunghole.
"The hay like texture of Aggie's hair-sprayed hair grated uncomfortably against my thighs and belly every time she swallowed my prick.
I'd often asked her not to use that shit before we ball 'cause it really annoys me. At least I feel that I've been considerate-what with shaving before I eat cunt. I think that's one hell of a lot of consideration for any woman! Damn these females who need to use all -that crappy gluck on: their heads!
"I concentrated more fiercely on Beverly's whole and replaced her pounding clit1diddling hand with my own. With the other hand I propelled Aggie's head to and from my throbbing groin through the glazed tangles of her hair roots.
"I think Aggie was using the vibrator on herself this time because she didn't get pushy like she does so often and so I figured that she must've had Something up in there to keep her that happy.
"'Daddy… uhhhh… I'm gonna cum to youuuuuu!' Beverly yowled. 'I'm… I'm gonna come all over your hand, baby, and then I'm gonna… uhhhhh… ooohhh … sit by you, baby… sit there and lick alt my come off your sweet fingers! 00000hhh, Godddd, yessssss!' "Sensing that I might be shooting off my nuts at' the same time that Beverly blew, Aggie quickened her desperate race to orgasm. Her teeth scraped up the sides of my cock and then planted themselves firmly just under the ridge of the corona. The cool night air was a shock even as she tongued her way down the rigid stalk and behind it. I felt my testicles being swallowed up inside her mouth and rolled around in there like marbles. My tongue shot deeper into Beverly's rectum and my hoarse growls echoed in my ears.
"Not moments after Aggie's lips had again returned to swallow my prick I felt the initial searing seepage of my come gurgling up the length of my cock. Aggie felt it, too, and became almost violent with my tool as she took in long and hard deep breaths.
"My whole mouth was vigorously working over the rim of Beverly's ass when she gave a brief series of convulsive shudders that seemed to have been torn from the tips of her dainty toes. 'Ooohhhhh Jeezus, Fraaaannnnnnkkkk!"
"We were thrashing in individual orbits yet we were all attached at one point if not two. Just as I wrenched the final thread of hot come out of my cock I heard the vibrator-loud and clear, for the first time noticeable-and the agonizingly drawn out s-q-u-i-s-h sounds, as Aggie used the mechanical prick to satisfy her craving…
"Most of our sessions together that year were on that same order. After sex with Beverly, and my insane attraction to wholes in particular, I was like a man gone wild. I always wanted to be balling-it didn't even matter where I was or what the situation was. If it were humanly possible I imagined myself as having a permanent erection.
"Fortunately my predilection was such that it could be fed even when Beverly was in her eighth glorious month. All she needed to do was roll over-that wasn't usual, though, because, 'after all, she did have very strong sexual feelings herself-end I 'could easily take the scene from there… Aggie enjoyed my latest yen nearly as much as I did. She's always preferred to be eaten, that one, or else diddled with a vibrator…
'We made recordings of some of Beverly's songs and played them constantly as we balled. The sounds not only served to camouflage the grunts, groans, and sighs, but, also added to the overall enjoyment of the total mood.
"The baby was born healthy and altogether, weighing in at over eight sturdy pounds, and that part of our relationship was no longer necessary. We each took turns cooing and talking to Frank Jr. and strutted around his crib brazenly in the nude. Several times when we were too excited we even had our sex in the same room with him…
"Beverly left when Frank Jr. was four months old. It had been a grand year, but now we were left with a void where Beverly used to be. Aggie took to drinking more cocktails than usual and I daydreamed a lot in my solitary masturbation in the bathroom. We still enjoyed our uninhibited nudity but sex somehow didn't feel right with Beverly gone. I kidded Aggie about a change of pace-you know, why not get a young boy this time and see how that would work out. Little did I suspect how seriously she'd take me! "Beverly, wherever she'd been, must have been reading our minds because she showed upon our doorstep with a rather clean-cut-looking young fellow whom she introduced as Pete. Aggie got hot pants the minute she laid eyes on him and spent more time staring at his crotch than anything else. "Clothes were stripped off as soon as they walked in the door.
Aggie and Pete marched off into the kitchen-bar to fix drinks while Beverly and I talked. They were gone for what seemed a long time and, sensing that they too were getting to know each other, I paid no attention. "I miss you, Frank,' Bev whispered sweetly. 'No kidding, I really do!' "I snuggled closer and buried my face in the warm cleavage of her breasts.
'Miss you too,' I mumbled. 'Daddy Frank's mouth gets real lonely for you, sugar, and it hasn't had any loving lips like yours to touch in days!' "'I'm here,' she murmured. 'Don't even ask why I came back.' "She lay back on the couch and raised her hips so that I could ream her whole with my finger.
Like a desert wanderer seeking water, I dove after her and rested my still-growing prick on her smoothly mounded belly.
"We kissed leisurely and 'for 'the first time without Aggie's watchful though hazed eyes over us. Wordlessly, she rolled over onto' her stomach when we broke apart and then hunched up on her knees so that my eyes would be right in line with the puckered coral rim of her asshole.
"'Ummmmmmm, baby!' I growled. 'Ooohhhh that looks sooooo fine to me!' "Take'it!' she mumbled.
"I scurried around behind her and placed my arms, like paws, at her sides. We were both semi-kneeling when I ravenously attacked her slit from the bottom up …
"I wanted to insert my prick into her cleanly washed asshole but she shook her body violently and 'hissed at me. 'Put it in my pussy from that angle, baby.
Pleeeezzze!' "Her pussy it was… and I speared her easily even as I dreamed of licking away at her bunghole…
"Aggie was in the kitchen with what's-his name and hadn't shown her head even one-half hour later. Not particularly worried, but curious, I stuck 'my head in just barely. They were balling… standing up!
"Pete's hips repeatedly slammed into the now jellylike mass of quivering flesh that was Aggie and I noticed deep crimson gouges crisscrossing his back where Aggie had obviously shown her appreciation for his attentions.
"She was bent backward over the table and her mouth looked fishlike as it worked soundless words in thin air. I watched Pete jackhammer into her-violently and so quickly that the scene almost blurred-and then slow down to a comfortable and easy sliding pace. For some strange and still not fully explained reason, I found myself drawn to the dark hair-fuzzed crease of his whole.
"I moved closer, to the joggling duo and squirmed comfortably when Beverly's arms twined around my chest even, as I inserted a small fingertip into Pete's ass.
"He digs that scene, too, baby,' she cooed softly into my ear. 'He needs a lot of practice to top you, but I guess he'll get there someday!' "The picture of her star-like sphincter flicked on the screen of my mind and I found myself throwing Beverly to the floor, flipping her over onto her knees, and lustily attacking her asshole with tongue while my fingers drilled in and out of her oozing pussy.
"We need practice, too, baby!' I roared in a menacing tone of voice. 'And I'm gonna suck you, ream you, and ball you until you look totally bowlegged when you get up to walk away!' "Even after the mild threats, Beverly showed no fear or hesitation. In fact, she seemed to have gained spirit! 'We spent three hours in the kitchen 'that night-as two separate couples at first and then winding up into a writhing tangle of arms, legs, cocks, cunts, and lapping tongues groaning and whimpering all over the place.
"Afterward, Aggie pulled 'the trusty 'velvet whip out of its shoebox hiding place and handed it slyly to Beverly. I caught her wink and the words 'Don't be too gentle… you know how much he likes this. Go, baby!' "Pete grabbed Aggie and pulled her to the other side of the room where they unceremoniously plopped down on a huge floor pillow. I'd never seen her so radiant with a man before.
Instead, I'd seen her as a rather harsh and overbearing dykey kind of woman.
Well, I really had my comeuppance!
"Her face was at once transformed into the most gentle picture I'd ever seen as Pete attached his eager mouth to her black-fuzzed pubis. She gently massaged the top of his slowly up-down-bobbing head and raised her legs up high to allow him freer access. She sighed audibly, a shuddering lowing sound that explained everything neither of us had ever been able to verbalize.
"I'd never before realized how totally I'd neglected her-even as I'd 'converted' her to heterosexuality. Her most erogenous zone was now being attended to by someone who could momentarily show her that he cared, and I felt like the super Mr. Schmuck for not realizing how badly I'd been behaving in my role as husband.
"The whip, now wielded by Beverly, cracked down on my shoulder blades and almost knocked me into a stunned kneeling position.
Reeling, I reached for my cock and 'slowly jerked on the hard bone-that's always helped me, too, you know. The Whip sang and cracked again… this time, surprisingly, it was in front of me and sent me reeling backward- into a gawky kind of standing position. I began to stagger toward the whip girl, meaning, for all my mind, to crouch between her milky thighs and-French her as long as I could…
"Lower it sang… craaacckk! I could feel the very tip of my pecker smarting from The' unexpected sting of the velvet thongs. Again and again until I was backed up against the far wall, arms outstretched, and with my prick telescoping out as if to meet the velvet persuader…
"Beverly came up to me and sat between my legs facing the same direction as I 'did. On looking down, I 'noticed that she was examining my balls from her strange upside-down position and I almost fell on her when I saw her ruby mouth slowly ovaling and preparing to suck my nuts in!' "Aggie was forgotten… Frank Junior was forgotten… Pete no longer existed. … only I, did. I gloried in the searing warm confines of Beverly's mouth, not even once noticing the constriction being wrapped around my unattended but not entirely missed prick.
'"What she was doing, I soon found out, was tying a series of' string knots all around my prick. – The more' I struggled against this 'mild bondage, the more it bit into the sensitive flesh the more the knots bit into the skin, the more excited I got and,the more I struggled with it. Whooooee! That's really a way to go!
"Her work completed, Beverly surveyed her job carefully and then engulfed the entire string-bound shaft in one noisy gulp! 'AE her tongue flicked along the lines of the thin string it intensified the deep and overwhelming pleasure I was feeling. I don't know how I did it, but I managed to stand up through the entire ritual!
"Aggie, looking a bit bushed but positively radiant, finally wandered over to check out our side of the room. After she complimented Beverly on her ingenuity, the two women got wrapped up in each other, violently pawing at and grinding against each other's mons.
"Only Pete and I were temporarily left unattended. Again I found myself thinking of his whole and what it would be like for me to actually ream a guy out. I found it quite' appealing even though I knew that I'd never go and proposition a guy for a ream job. I had an alternative though-to work things in such a way that one of the girls would suggest Pete and I really get-to know one another.
"No suggestions were needed. Pete wandered over and helped himself to my gems before he untied me and let me take my fill…
"Aggie and I have joined a swap club recently. 'Even though we rarely, if ever,' see the same couple more than once we do have a marvelously good time.
Beverly and Pete come to visit occasionally and we enjoy 'them as much now as we did the first time we all met."



Chapter 4


My old man's life won't be complete until he meets a Jamaican or Oriental girt.
Please help me satisfy him. He will be generous f you are the right girl. Good opportunity for satisfaction. Box 7569, G-.
"New to the whole swap game, Mark and I ran our ad three different times with three different layouts, in three popular swappers' magazines.
"The first ad was blah-to us, too-and seemed to draw equally blah people, closet freaks who seemed to have just shaken off ten years of mothballs. Even the pix of group No. 1 were so far out as to be unreal.
"The second and third ad's copy drew a better crowd for us-at least the girls didn't look like old Hollywood mouse librarians-but I didn't get particularly jazzed over any of them.
"The third ad, the one that was submitted to a very sophisticated swappers and single swingers' mag, hit the jackpot. I don't really know if the magazine always gets 8uch groovy people or whether the chicks that answered just felt their twats getting all hot when they dug on Mark's scantily clad and beautifully tanned physique.
"Anyway, that's how we finally met Tishana, a stately looking Javanese girl who gave me the impression of being hot and wild under• all that glimmering ice composure.
"The first night we just sat around and verbally felt her out. She was for real and we grooved on a water pipe while we settled in. Mark was really super turned-on by this chick. I don't think it's anything she said or did, really, but more that this fish had a walk on her that would be enough to hypnotize half of the truck drivers' union and all of the city council!
"It wasn't the overtly swinging walk-it was just that everything moved at exactly the right time and not a second before or after. She was fairly tall-I'd say around five foot seven-and not at all flat-chested like so many of the Orientals.
"I watched Mark out of the corner of my eye and even managed to sneak in a whispered conversation about our final decision. He was chicken, however, and I got the honor of telling Tishana that my old man wanted to ball her. Can you dig it, baby? I mean, it is a bit strange when a dude tells his old lady to please ask the pretty little girl to ball with him, isn't it? He really blew my mind. But then, he was my old man and I figured that I could take on just about anything that charged him. It's a bit of 'Love me, love my dog.' "I needed time to think of something far out to say so she wouldn't think I was some sort of weirdo… hmmmm. When Mark trotted off to the head, I made my first try. 'He really digs you, you know,' I proceeded calmly. 'He'd like to go to bed with you.' Another draw off the tube of the pipe.
"Her voice, though neither too low nor too high, had a certain sexiness to it.
It had body- you know? 'He looks interesting,' she whispered, coolly keeping her had all 'together.
"'Is that all? Interesting?' I hissed.
"She just flicked her pearly whites in a wide and easy smile and nodded her head, 'Uh-huh, very interesting!' How about that? I knew I was getting just a bit pushy but, if a chick is your old man's birthday present, you have to get just the right one.
"Mark slid back on the couch next to me just as I was hanging on the fucking cliff of her answer. Damn him, damn it all to hell! I cursed silently, stewing in my high with fantasies of watching Tishana and Mark.
"That first night seemed to be a disaster even though we agreed that she'd come over again. The next night Tishana was back with us and not nearly as uptight as the night before? It was so easy that I kicked myself for not having previously tried it..' "Mark and I were off from school that day so we spent it balling and reading some erotic things that turned us on. Before Tishana walked in, I had the feeling that she was really going to get some good lovin' this night Mark was more than ready-he'd been holding out on me for three hours, saving it all-he claimed-for the sweet thing of his dreams.
"I think she sensed it, too, and in no time we'd all gotten down to the nitty-gritty of our whole scene. 'Why don't you two make yourselves comfortable in the bedroom?' I asked. 'I'm really hung up on this book and I'll join you in a little bit' I doubt they needed any encouragement but I gave ft anyway.
"The book was a drag and the few really deep hits I took off the pipe didn't seem to do much with no one to share my high with. Slut! Since our apartment is a small cracker box with paper-thin walls, I could hear every damn thing that was going on in the bedroom, even though the door was only open a teeny-weeny crack.
What I heard was too much! I squeezed my snatch through the pants I had on and that just made me hotter and more resentful that there was no one to take care of me.
"Lance, our horny and super-eager Irish setter, was lying under the bridge of my legs and sniffing up around my box. I'd never tried a dog before, even though I'd been curious about how they could eat a girl's snatch.' Why not, I thought. Why.not gas up with it and pull off my pants, prop my legs on the coffee table, and see what ol' Lance could do in the box scarfing department?
"Off came the tye-dye jeans, the nylon bikini type panties. Lance eyed me curiously and whined as if I hadn't fed him all day. I hoisted my shaking legs up on the table and took another' hit off the pipe. Somehow I got hung up examining my snatch. You know, spreading the cunt lips wide 'open with my fingertips and looking down there to see what it was that could drive me up the wall when I got excited…
"I noticed some come goo already oozing out so I dipped my finger in the hole and then spread the creamy stuff all over my snatch. My 'finger felt so good down there that I forgot all about Lance and my, original idea. But Lance hadn't forgotten a thing. Old bowser got his snout right up in there as soon as 'the 'space between my thighs would, let him fit. I closed my eyes and leaned back deep on the couch while my fingertip hugged the ball of my clitty.
"All I felt at first was the hot air from his sniffing and snorting around down there. Slowly I bumped my hips closer and closer until I felt his cold nose jabbed up against my knuckle. He was still whining 'like a starving stray or some such frigging thing and I was getting scared that Mark would come out to see what the hell was going on and there I'd be with my snatch bared 'to this whining 'animal. Wow! What a way to blow his fucking mind!
"Lance's tongue felt gritty and hard as coarse sandpaper when he took his first long lap at my slit. I almost panicked and peed at the same time, wanting to forget the whole deal, but it felt much better each new time he liked. He kept trying to nudge my hand away from there but, 'No go, Buster!' I wasn't about to stop naggin' myself!
"Pretty soon my finger was flying over my clit and I felt the palm of my hand slapping my muff! Lance had perked up quite a bit, too, and be was going lickety-split all over! Then for the sheer hell of it, I decided to get up on 'all fours and shove my ass in his nose. I mean… well, I've heard of dogs fuckin' chicks but it always sounded too unreal.
"It may have sounded unreal, but dogs ain't fools like some dudes I know! They know a willing piece of tail as soon as they get a whiff of the old hole. At first he just kept right on licking my gash, deep and far up in front by my ditty, then all the way back until I felt the tip of his tongue screwing itself into my shithole. After a few minutes of that footsy kind of crap, Lance really got the idea that the hole I was showing him was a fucking hole, and not an eating hole.
"Whooooeeee baby! You never saw an ass really fly like mine. I stayed pretty still for a bit-at least until be climbed aboard and clamped my hips with his furry paws-and then I started grinding away, real slow-like, while he corkscrewed his dinger into my asshole.
"Damn, that dog's cock felt like a foot-long wiener as it wedged in my hole!
Damn fьckin' thing sorta hurt my bunghole, too! Finally he must've crammed all of it in because he started pumping it to me just like a regular human dude would do. When he did that number on me, I completely forgot that it was a dog I was being screwed by.
"Baby, like I really wigged out! 'Mark, ooohhhh Mark, baby!' I moaned, 'take me, daddy, uhhh… aaaaughhhh! Take meeee!"
"I flagged my can at him-higher and higher until I felt like some kind of an acrobat-and held onto my knees and the edge of the couch for balance. 'Harder, daddy… harder you motherfuckin' prick! Fuck me… aaaugh… haharder!!!' "My mouth was so dry that I could've been toting sand in it and not have known the difference. Spit just wouldn't come-no way, baby. I felt all the blood rushing to my head and tried to straighten up a bit just to get a whiff of cool air. As soon as I tried it, he banged into me real hard and I almost collapsed right there.
"'Yeah!!!' I wailed, 'That's -it, baby… baby, go!!!' "I felt as if I had one of those wine bottle corkscrew type things up my ass-you know, it was like that thing in there was spinning around real fast and hitting up against every nerve. I even felt his balls slapping up on my ditty when he sunk it real far. Hell, I even heard it when I shut my mouth and tried to breathe right.
"Man, that bugger didn't take too long to waste his nuts, let me tell you. I was just getting into the swing of things when I felt his buckshot of hot come squirting up in me! Jeezuss, you would've thought that tucking prick of his was a garden hose the way that thing blew!
"He pumped it in until all the come was out and his cock had started going down like a deflated balloon. I was still busy milking)t and crying for him not to pull out when I heard the squishy pop! and felt the biting chill of the air conditioner's breeze on my ass.
'When I came to-flat on my face and belly -and felt Lance's cold nose poking into my ear, I realized that it hadn't been Mark who was balling me. Funny, no bad feelings about it at all. Now I'd found a new trip to go on during the week before Mark came home from his part time job at the gas station.
"1 tried to stand up but it felt like my brains were running right down my legs. I felt like I was on a real mellow acid -trip and settled for laying on the floor, spread out and ready for any more takers. There were blobs of sticky come all over the rim of my shit-hole and some of my own come was lazily drying on the insides 'of my thighs. Shit. I didn't care. It all felt so good.
"Lance cared. He. came trotting right back to scarf me again. I let him get as far as cleaning up the come before I pushed him away and got up to take some more hits off the water pipe. Oooohh, man, that was really a good screw! I wondered if Mark could top Lance.
"All kinds of funny gurgles and weird moans were sailing toward my ears from the crack in the door. Now that I'd been taken care of and didn't feel quite so uptight, I knew it wouldn't particularly- bug me if I walked in the room and dug on my old man banging his nuts into some chick's cunt. In fact, I thought it might be a real gas. I was feeling really up and nothing could bring me down.
"My canine ass-fucker was mellow too. He just curled up on the rug and tripped out on the good time we'd had with his dinger in shit-hole.
"I might not have been uptight but I sure as hell wasn't ready for the groove I got when I sighted in on the bright pink trails in lines of three and four which furrowed across the broad field of Mark's back! He must've banged her cunt once already 'cause I saw the telltale threads of come hanging around her gash. But now he was tunneling into her head.
"Can you dig it? I mean like this chick was spread out across the bed with her head partly hanging off the side, and there was my beautiful old man just driving his rocks right up in there! I'm not jiving, I really got 'hung up on watching his knotted meat pump in and out of her mouth. Sometimes her cheeks looked like a little squirrel's mouth with a big bunch of nuts crammed in it.
Other times they, were sucked in. Far out!
"The whole scene was such a trip that I made myself comfortable in a chair setting in the corner of the dark room and watched. Like it was a whole scene by itself!
"Lance dug on it too but he didn't really give a damn about the tangle on the bed. He was all set to muff dive me all over again! Man, like this time I didn't even try to stop him-no way, daddy. It was too good to throw away without trying.
"I'd just gotten comfortable with my legs spread out nice and wide when it occurred to me that poor old Tishana's pussy was being neglected. Why not? I mean, if you were watching two folks balling and they were both kinda groovy, wouldn't you wanna make sure that nothing got left out of the scene?
Brotherhood, baby, that's the thing! if you can really dig on your brother-or sister-you're gonna want to make them happy, right? Right.
"Well, this chick's cunt was really out of sight. It looked like a well taken care of lawn-you know the thing. She had a little triangle of really kicky pussy hairs that looked good enough to eat even when they had come streaked all over them. Her snatch lips were wide open and puffed out, shiny with all the lubrication.
'While Lance's tongue was flicking away on my ditty, I decided to do a nonverbal rap on Tishana's cunt. She was moaning crazily into the tube of Mark's cock and kind of balancing him on her chest. The two of them were really wigged out on each other and I thought it was really groovy 'cause I never dug on a girl giving Mark some head before this scene.
"I pushed Lance's cold nose away from my box and padded over to the orgy bed.
Hell, they didn't even notice that I was in the same room! Sometimes that can really be a bummer-but not this time. ,"Lance started making a whole mess of noise-you dig, whining and yowling-but I shushed him up as I followed the shapely lines of Tishana's legs all the way up to her come-soaked pussy lips. The fish smell was out of sight and there were beads of woman cheese here and there. I flicked some of the cheese away with my fingernail and she twitched a bit like she really dug, what was coming down. "I crawled up there on all fours, then I gave my ass to Lance. This was really a weird way to play 'Swallow the Leader,' but why the hell not? I couldn't believe it, like I didn't hive to hold my nose or nothin' to dive in her muff!
That's 'really something for me-I'm no queer, even though I can dig on some of those people too. I didn't think I'd ever really find a cunt particularly appetizing-especially when I was being serviced, too.
"Here I was with my nose jammed up against her cunt and acarfing like I'd been doing it most of my life. Shit! Like all these weird things were going through my head-but it all felt soooo good! Then I felt Lance's paws hugging me real tight and I raised my ass just a bit higher.
His corkscrew popped out and sunk his liner right in there. Damn, I think the second time around 'was better for both of us! This time I didn't feel like a sausage skin that was being stuffed.
"The whole bed creaked and groaned like there was some four-hundred-pound acrobat doing gymnastics on it. I had a super good view of Mark's back with Tishana's fingers gouging him as far up as she could reach. I got so jazzed that I just leaned over and planted a big, sloppy wet kiss on his spine-kind of to thank him for doing his number and getting everything so turned on.
"Since I was on all fours, it wasn't too hard to just reach down into my snatch and do a bit of diddling on my ditty while Lance stayed busy with his rhythmic pumping in my shit-hole.
"Tishana wigged out completely when my tongue flicked onto her tuck button.
Like far out! Her long legs snapped right up in the air until they rested comfortably on my hunched shoulders. She hugged the back of my head with her feet-kind of getting her toes tangled in the long mop-and it seemed like she was really pulling herself down to meet my face.
"She was loudly moaning into Mark's cock-now-and he was blowing some garbled words I couldn't understand into the dark nothingness facing the wall. My fingers dug into her belly and kind of massaged her love handles as if they were boobs. There were no lights on in the room but I thought I could see a black light effect which made it really bright in there-to me.
"I heard her groan louder as her hips were fairly flying, slamming into my head, with her snatch pressed as tightly as possible against my sucking mouth.
I took her juicy clitty between my teeth and sort of rolled it around so I could taste it better. It was like the harder I bit down on it, the faster she'd drive her hips up and down until I felt like I was trying to catch a disembodied clit on a vibrating table.
"Old bowser back there was driving in me slow and easy. He had a good grip on my hips and all the spinning action I gave him with my can couldn't dislodge 'him-I don't think-and draw out his hose-like cock. My pussy muff was dripping like a turned on faucet with no 'off' handle. It seemed like gallons of my come slowly were trickling down my thighs and puddling at my knees. Damn! I was really hot to trot this time around!
"My fingers had no trouble finding the hot spot and working that place into a mechanical tizzy. I don't know exactly how fast my hand was flying down there but I remember that it was really stiff-kind of like arthritis-for about an hour after the tuck scene.
"Sweat was pouring off all of us in buckets-I could see the small pools of stuff on Mark's neck and it was plastering little ringlets of hair all along his collar line. My own hair felt stringy and kind of like after a shower and before drying off. I couldn't see too much of the chick cause Mark made a better door than a window.
"I let go of Tishana's clit and concentrated On burrowing my tongue inside her hole, mostly to see just how far I could get it in there. Damn! As soon as I started sinking it in she started doing an epileptic number-just twitching and convulsing all over the place! Her hips dragged me all over that bed before she finally bucked up violently, trembled rigidly-and collapsed under my come-covered chin.
"Mark was cursing like a sonofabitch. 'C'mon, baby, suck it! Give me some real head…s-u-c-k, you mutha! Gimme some tongue oooohh, aaaaughhhh!' "I knew that his hands were doing something or another in front and I craned to see what the hell was going on. I'd never seen him get that loud before. Like he had' that chick's hair all wrapped up in his ham-hock hands and he was really pulling it!. You woulda thought it hurt or something but the fish kept right on drinking his juice like nothing was bothering her. Out of sight!
"I felt Lance's gnarled rod pumping real fast, so I gave my clitty some super action with the old hand. All of a sudden the whole room was an echo chamber of screaming mouths-everybody screaming 'and Shooting off come at the same time like a water main had busted somewhere! 'Woke up a half hour later in a tangle of arms and legs with Tishana's sleepy cunt lips winking at me… "
The narrator of' this history is Halley S., a twenty-two-year-old stenographer in a rather large advertising agency. Carrying measurements of 38-25-38, Halley appears to be everything but what she is-until she opens her mouth. Her lover, Mark, is a twenty-three-year old apprentice engineer.
At any other time in history, readers might have been shocked to see the language Halley uses pop out of the page at them. Not any more. Yesterday's standards of love and war have been burned in the incinerator and don't apply to the generations born after the Second World War. In fact, many of the old standards don't even apply to people who were around during the aforementioned war.
The sharing of one's body has become a strange sort of pseudo-religion to some, with psychologists and youth feeling that we have lost contact with our bodies and have severed ourselves from our emotions. Peeling is stressed more than rationality, the "religion" of the past Halley is feeling. We note how she preferred to present Mark with a girl for his birthday instead of the old-fashioned gift standard. Experience is her holy grail-a strong emphasis is placed on love, feeling that man can only find himself through the vehicle of emotional and often physical sharing. Halley and Mark share with many people and had done so for quite a while before they discovered the label, "swapping," that was put on their actions.
Older generations who nostalgically remember the "good old days" when air was clean and sex was dirty would be horrified at their lifestyle. Matronly ladies would flutter their kerchiefs and collapse five minutes after Halley began to speak; professional older men might also be taken aback, but not for long.
Unlike the subjects interviewed and questioned by Gilbert D. Bartell, Ph.D., Mark and Halley are unique in that they swap partners for involvement rather than exchanging partners in preference to having one or several long or brief affairs. According to Bartell's Group Sex, the more common everyday swappers would not agree with Halley and Mark on many points, not the least of which is their obviously easy and totally uninhibited lifestyle. Halley and Mark would be considered "hippies" and therefore not usually suitable for the swappers' quiet gatherings in suburbia homes.
Middle-class swappers, according to Bartell, are more often than not "anti-hippie," seeing their concern with cleanliness-douche after each sexual 'experience, etc..-as the opposite of the so-called hippie style. Where those totally involved with swapping would much prefer good scotch and conversation re mate-swapping to any type of drug, Halley and Mark just float through life "doing their thing" and trying not to "put themselves in any kind of a category box."
We see here some of the radical differences between the generations as well as between the classes. No one, however, is yet or seemingly will be, qualified to rate one group of swingers-common-law or legally married-over the other. The principals and principle are basically the same; it's just the people themselves who are different.
Let us continue now with the following brief narrative of Halley and Mark's experiences with Mark's birthday present, Tishana M.:
"I wanted to see Mark ball her. I mean, what the hell, as long as she was going to stay the night and I had Lance to help take care of me, why not?
"Tishana woke up a bit groggy but looking just as good, if not better, than she did when we first got together. Playfully, I hoisted her legs back up on my shoulders and gave her slit a good long lick to kind of clean off whatever was still there. She squirmed a bit and giggled kind of hoarsely.
"You're pretty good, you know that, Halley?' she whispered in a-deep sigh.
'Real good. I'll have to repay you for that suck ummm… right now!'
'With the last word she spun around on the bed and landed on my' belly, straddling me. It all happened so fast that my legs were spread as wide as a subway tunnel and she could've stuck her whole head up there without me plugging up the hole fast enough. And once she started gobbling my gash, what could I do but just lay there and enjoy? Mark was kind of propped up on his elbow and looking at her scarfing my box with real interest. He played with my titties a bit but his mind wasn't with it-it was kind of a downer mechanical thing. I didn't mind, though, mechanical or not; my boobies need all the TLC that's available; and then some!
"I didn't see old bowser and I wondered if he was sniffing at Tishana's cunt and getting ready to pop his nuts in her shit-hole. I forced my chin to my chest and peeked down to see just what ft looked like when a chick was scarfing another chick's gash. Not bad, not bad at all! Very ladylike she was, too-you know, like carefully pushing the hair away from her face and holding the pudgy little lips open just so, etc. etc.
"Sure 'nuff, Lance was stirring. He walked up to her ass, sniffed at it and took a couple of laps at it with his sandpapery tongue. But no more action. He just up and walked off to a corner and plopped down. I think maybe old pooch was a bit tired after the workout we gave each other.
"I hate to look at a flaccid dick! There's nothing more sorry looking in this whole fuzz brained world than some dude's empty basket. Jeez, shit! When you think of all the goodies that come out of that thing, it's really unbelievable!
Who'd think that a thing looking for all the world like thrown-away tubing could do a shit's worth of good?
"Kind of absentmindedly, I guess, my fingers headed right down to Mark's crotch and the limp thing that desperately needed a bit of life. I rested my elbow on his belly and pulled his wet-noodle cock up and away from his body as much as I could so I could get a really good grip on it.
"It felt gnarled and gristly kind of, but workable. So I worked on it! In a couple of minutes I had a fairly decent semi-hard goi4 and the faster and harder I worked, the more it grew.
"Stand up and be counted, you bastard!' I hissed to it.
"'Lay down and get flicked!' Mark hissed back.
"Can't get… fucked. Getting sucked now,' I sassed back.
"What about me?' he asked in a little boy voice, 'Don't I get my nookie no more?' "Hell, honey,' I mumbled exasperatedly, there's more than one fuckin' hole down there you know!'
'We both laughed at that dialogue, man. That just cracked us up. Especially funny if you can dig on a very straight-looking couple-the woman's hair very starchy still from the beauty shop and all that crap-lying in bed thinking about balling but not knowing how to get started.
"Even Tish thought our conversation was a bit far out. She had the tip of her tongue flicking away at my clitty, but her face was up and her eyes were kind of dancing as she looked from me to Mark and back again. So then I jerked on Mark's bone some more-until it was a good sized 'piece of petrified lumber-and then I pushed him away with my instructions:
"Find a hole and stick it right in there! Don't be afraid, sugar-you won't lose it!' "He was grinning from ear to ear as if her asshole was some.kind of reward for his being such a goddamn good boy. We swapped tongues, really swapped them, until. I pushed him away for lack of oxygen, and slid down the bed until his telescope of a prick was in direct firing line for' Tish's appetizing bunghole.
"Go, baby, sink your missile… -Ten… nine… eight… seven… six… five… four… three… two… Oooohhh, suck that ditty, baby… and…
Blast-off, you fucker!' "I watched as he took aim and started driving it in, but Tish started really chomping on my clit so I couldn't really concentrate on too much of anything except that my snatch burned like a sonofabitch and the fuckin' fire was coming all the way up my body to gobble up my head.
"Too bad we've got one of those' kinds of beds with no headboard to hold onto.
I just grabbed the sheet and bunched it all up in my grubby little fist and screamed. I think I must've kept right on screaming until I popped my cookies and the come started dribbling out of me and running into Tish's mouth, nose, and down her chin.
"I kind of just lay there with her still absentmindedly gnawing on my clitty, and watched Mark ball her bunghole. Mark was quiet for a little while, then he shot off with a lot of growling and rutting noises like he was really in pain or something. That way I knew he really dug on the scene-be liked my. present.
'When I nudged him about five minutes later he said, 'Mmmmm, sugar, sure was sweet! G'night… and rolled over, sleeping deader'n a doorknob. That's men folk for ya.
"I didn't feel like much with him dozing off, so Tish and I padded into the living room and finished off the stuff in the pipe. I think we kind of flaked out on the couch, each one of us with' her hand up the other one's crotch.
That's called 'sleeping, friendly style,' I think.
"After the night with Tishana, Mark really went on a big oriental kick. If we had any bread, I think he would've gone to see if geisha girls were all they were cracked up to be, but since we had no coin, we just balled a lot together.
"Next chick we just happened to find was quite a bit younger than Tishana. She said she was eighteen but I doubt it. She was 'emotionally young,' you dig.
Just really some kind of a rhomboid square and a regular twerp except for the fact that she really dug the balling scene.
"It's a good thing this chick wasn't a lone number. Okay, I dug Tish's cunt, but not this one-no way! Anyhow, the Chick had a partner, this real hefty-looking dude that had a jackhammer on him like a stud horse. And black.
"Oooohhh baby! This sucker was coal black and just as beautiful as they say black is supposed to be. His name was Steve something or another. We didn't bother much with intros. I'd stayed away from Lance's groovy intermission plays for a whole day so I was all fired up when we met.
"The chick's name was Carla, I think, but I'll just call her 'chickie 'cause that's the kind of head she reminded me of. Anyhow, chickie and Steve what sits were toe freaks. I mean, like they'd dig on some gold or hash and get hung up sucking toes. Out a sight!!! I'd just never seen freaked heads like these were.
"They were the kind of souls that didn't need much kissey-kissey type stuff- before they got into a scene, so we all stripped down ten thin utes after they got to our place. That way we wouldn't have to take the time later. Chickie got herself hung on some kind of rap kick and kept right on rapping while Mark beat his meat in her face. I knew she was spacing but, shit, how far out can you get when you can't even dig giving head to a stiff and willing cock?
"Steve's the one who started on the toes. He just started by looking at them kind of weird like at first, then touching them and making cries-cross lines all over the sole of my foot, then he bent down and blew on them like he was doing it to the back of my neck! I got spaced just watching him.do his far out thing.
"It was really corny but I whispered, 'Right on, brother!' when he started teasing my foot with his tongue-both of us really spacing now. I dug on poor Mark still beating his rod and not listening to a word she was saying. I think she was rapping about some revolution thing.
"Anyway, the scene got really heavy-fast. Mark flipped or something, threw the 'chick to the floor and pounced on top.with his prong aimed right up her yazoo. He started screaming things like, 'Shut-up, bitch! Just shut the' fuck and take this cock right up your friggin' horn!' The chickie was nodding her head real fast through all this as if she was sayin', 'Yeah, baby, rape me, hit me, hurt me, fuck me in the armpit or something… just fuck!' Anyway, their scene was too much.
"Steve was going through the whole friggin' bit without even batting an eye. He was gone on' my big toe, sucking it in his mouth and moaning softly as if he had a juicy mouthful of snatch. I sat there kind of dazed by what was ping down and not doing much of any damn thing.
"Play with your pussy, baby,' he panted and I could see the sparkling beads of sex-sweat starting to parade across his black forehead. 'Let me see your little fingers whip up some of that sweet old cunt juice for me. Mmmmmm.'.
"When I didn't move fast enough, Steve stud took my hand and put it right on my hole. This time his voice didn't sound quite so nice. It scared me, 'cause it was not only like he wanted to see me play with my gash but he needed to see me do the thing for him. Hell, I've never minded diddling my ditty; it's just that I don't dig the heavy scene of being told to finger-fuck myself. I was getting a bit pissed and I think Steve caught that.
"Hey, baby,' he whispered apologetically, 'don't be sore. No sweat. I just thought you'd dig on a real heavy scene and kind of enjoy yourself while I do this.thing here before we ball.' I got the message, loud and clear and super heavy!
We'd ball, sure, but this was his pretty thing. Yeah, I could dig it.
"Heavy, baby. Right on.' I groaned and my fingers found my clit. I started out real slow and lazy like while Steve made the toe-sucking thing look really sexy. It was the rolling way he worked on one toe at a time and just kind of drifted around them with his thick red tongue. Oooohhh, yeah! I would like that tongue to take a few long swipes' at my twitching gash any old time..
"Mark was banging chickie's cunt like a wild buck while she was making one hell of a lot 'of noise, but her arms were spread straight out at her sides and she was doing all the humping without even touching him. I guess she dug on the deep scratches Tish had left on his back and figured it was hands off or something.
"Scratch him, chickie!' I yelled out at the very top of my almost airless lungs. 'He digs on being scratched!' She was listening, though I didn't really think she could hear or understand a thing. Her arms came up and clamped around Mark's back like a vise. I heard -him cuss her good a couple of times, but she just held on.
Pretty soon I dug on the scene where her fingers were just raking all over his back-up, down, crosswise, down, up, etc. etc.
"Through the whole flippy scene I couldn't. help getting a bit wiggy myself. I started talking to Steve for my cunt-like I was my cunt.
'It's hungry, black daddy… ummmmmmm… needs a nice big rod rammed right up to its tonsils, 'baby… see how hot it is, how nice it jumps and twitches for you?' All this time my finger was fucking as fast as the old hand could wrng it.
"Daddy,' I moaned, 'Oohhh sugar, come and put something in me 'fore I die.
Don't tease me… ummmmm… nooooooo…!!!"
"The only reaction I got was that he sucked my toes harder than before. My hand was really moving now. I was even worried about blowing my come goo before he touched me with that purplish-black whanger… Then he stood up and really blew my mind. Shit, I didn't realize the fucker was so tall. When he was standing, he looked like he had,a horse-cock with small bola balls hanging under it. He came real close to my face, then slid the heavy black foreskin back and forth kind of sadistically.
"You like black cock, huh, honey? Well, Steve's gonna give you black cock like you ain't never bad before, you fuckin' bitch.' He almost spit the last words at me and I got scare amp; but then be smiled, a sweet and mellow drawling smile that shone some gleaming white' between the thick slit of his juicy looking lips.
"Fuck mcccccc!!' I hissed.
"Right on, baby… here come da judge.' "And the judge did come… Ooohbh mutha! When he started easing that thick pole ofhis up in me, I felt like he was splitting me right in half. I felt like some kind of a virgin or. something, 'cause the fuckin' thing hurt me so much., Tears started sliding down my cheeks and I felt like a damn fool for ever getting myself into this bag.
"Easy baby… don't hurt me. Shit! You're a biggee… Don't, oooh don't… please… don't hurt meee!' I was screaming like a mad woman.
"I hugged him with my legs, wrapping them tightly around his waist and pulling him into my cunt even while I was yelling and screaming like a bloody stuck pig. My hands squirmed around and got under my ass so I could hold it up higher for more cock. Oooohh shit, it's all so fucking confused!
"A million or more sewing machine needles were jabbing all over my body and I started to scream again but his big black band covered my mouth up and shut me real fast. I felt my eyes getting big as flying saucers. What the hell • 'was he going to do 'now? He looked like some sort of a madman, the: anti-whitey stud' who bangs white chicks just to see how they can hurt.
"Shut the fuck up!' be growled.. 'Just relax and it won't feel so. tight. Baby, you suffocate my cock when you get so uptight.' "I nodded my head vigorously up and down to let him know that I heard him loud and clear and I'd shut up if I possibly could. His hand came off my mouth then and I took in a super deep breath to make up for all the air I'd missed.
"'Don't get bent,' I finally panted in all. seriousness, just 'cause you're ripping my guts out and I dig it doesn't mean I'm not gonna scream if and when it hurts!' "Let's fuck,' he whispered.
"Steve's ding-a-ling was really laying down a heavy scene. Mark's girl flipped him over on his back and was riding his hips like a rocking horse. Since most of the lights were on, I could see his knotted meat slipping and sliding up in her gash. They weren't doing much for dialogue but the sound track could have been made in a zoo during a hot and heavy mating season…
"Finally, after all 'the screeching I'd done, I felt the end of his telescoping cock. His pelvis slammed up against mine so I figured he had all of it in. He stayed still for a second and let me get the feel of a big black joint in my box, then he -started pistoning back and forth like he had a motor attached to the back of his rod. His pole was well greased by now, so it slid back and forth real easy and didn't hurt a bit now that I'd gotten the hang of what he was laying down.
"Lance, our dog, kept coming around and nudging me here and there to tell me that he was horny but there wasn't much I could do for him being on the bottom like I was. I knew for sure, though, that I wasn't gonna try the riding number like whats her face. I guess I was scared that it would hurt more if I did it that way.' "One time Steve drove in real deep and lay flat out on me. He didn't rest all his weight, which I guess was over two hundred pounds, but he was plenty heavy!' His thick and funny-feeling tongue poked around my clenched teeth until I finally gave in and opened up. It seemed to fill all of my mouth and 'go all the way to the back of my head and then some. I think I was imagining some of that but I tell you like 1 felt it…
"I tried to grab hold of his back but we were both so sopping wet that my hands just kind of slid around with nothing to grab onto. I finally settled for his ears, kinda big cauliflower things that made pretty good handles for chicks like me who dig on trying most things at least once in their life…
'We were both puffing and snorting at each other like dogs in heat and it was kind of hard to breathe the way we were tongue-swapping. I shook my head away' when I felt myself gagging on all that tongue and he went back to banging my gash like a stallion. I couldn't see much of anything anymore cause my sweat and his sweat had gotten mixed up and were trickling in streams all over my face and into my eyes.
"Chickie and Mark looked like they were having a wrestling match and they'd already. moved about a foot from where they started balling. I fact, they were still' moving, an inch or so at a time. She was pounding his back with her tight little fists and making guttural noises that I can't really describe since I don't think I ever heard them before.
'When I blinked my eyes and looked at them again, Mark was on the bottom and she was back on top with her fingernails-I didn't realize she had any-sunk in his chest and clawing like a rabid wildcat. Her boobs-big, melon likethings-were swinging around his face like pendulums gone mad, and 'the whole bottom half of her body was spinning in. fast circles like a hot wired lazy Susan. Their whole scene was a trip by itself!
"My box was grinding and milking at Steve's cock something fierce. I don't remember ever being that turned on just balling Mark with no extra diversion around. Something in my soggy brain clicked 'on and told me Steve was gonna blow pretty soon.
"Hold on, baby!' I screamed. 'Don't come yet… No, pleeeeezz don't cooomme!"
"Sorry, girl,' he grunted. 'Your meat grinder works too fine. Ooooohhh-ummmm, babyyyyee!' "Too late, 'cause then the thick glops of goo shot out of his cock. The only thing I didn't expect was that he'd have so much come to give me. I felt my gash 'losing a lot of it 'cause it was shooting out too fast for me to take and there was just too fucking much of it.
"Jeeeezzzzuss, baby, where you get all that thick white cream?' I teased him in all seriousness.
"From eatin' white girls for breakfast!' he gasped.
'We were all done' for, even though Steve still had his tool up in my hole and was letting it drain. Mark was still all wrapped up in his work and wouldn't have noticed us if wed been in Hiroshima when the bomb fell. Chickie was really freaked out-tearing at her fits, her hair, Mark's chest, her stomach, the air … everyplace. She was mouthing words that never came out as words but only as screaming and groaning sounds, and throwing her long stringy head of hair around like a ball. Her mouth was wide open, drooling saliva in sticky streams that plopped anywhere they landed.
"Steve looked up and at her, then he kind of winked at me and whispered, 'Right on, baby.' "Hey, Steve,' I hesitantly panted. 'Does she usually go that far out just on getting balled?' "'Always,' he added with a kind of down-beat finality. 'You should see her when I'm balling with her; you'd think she was- ready for a straitjacket.' "Ummmmm.' "'Really, baby, she just wigs out-all out. I guess your old man has a damn good piece of meat hanging in there 'cause I ain't never seen her do that number 'cept for me.'
'We finally broke apart noisily and just lay there, white on black, taking deep breaths to clear our heads again until the next time.
"Want some hash?' I suggested because I felt like a couple of good hits would do me good. Steve said yes, so I filled the pipe and brought it back to the couch. We must've had at least ten good hits apiece before Chickie started screaming like she was getting killed or something. Mark didn't do much-just grunted real loud.
"I wondered what our neighbors were going to say the next morning. That's what you get if you happen to live in a cracker box. Fuck 'em. Two more numbers on, the radio and the wild ones split up and lay side by side looking like they were dead. I didn't worry about them-Steve had his hand up my snatch and was starting to do another number on me.
"I was just getting into another scene when I noticed Mark and the chick crawling across the floor. I looked straight at them even though I didn't once try to stop Steve's gloriously expert fingers from doing their thing.
"Well,' I said hoarsely. 'Didn't think you two were ever comin' back to the world of us straight folk.' That embarrassed Mark and his face got kind of red.
'Shit,' be mumbled, 'don't tell me you never balled before!' "I put on a real straight face and answered him. 'Never. Cross my heart and hope to die.' "Everyone broke up then and Steve threw me flat on my back, really ramming, his finger up my gash. Next thing I knew it was a free-for-all with me on the bottom and every one of those fuckers trying to get a piece of my hot tail at the same time. Now it was 'Swallow the Leader' all over again…



Chapter 5


Wanted: Gentle, safe, and all together w/m to age 24 for French love and other imaginative games by white re-born and sophisticated couple in 40's. Can bring a friend eventually. Reply, Box 38, L-.
"I think the whole situation really started to bud when we were in Rome. Since Claudia and I have always been rather free and easy with our sex life-finding additional paramours when we felt the urge for an affair of diversion-we never gave the structured swapping scene much serious thought.
"Why should we have? I had my little dolls who serviced me quite nicely during prolonged business trips, and Claudia, I'm sure, had enough to occupy her 'loneliness' in my extended absence. We didn't read many of the so called 'swingers' mags' and it never dawned on us that we could each have our delicious cake and eat it too. Claudia and I bad always told each other who we'd been with and what we'd done and had thrilled listening to blow-by-blow descriptions of the other's sexual entertainment.
"I had to leave town on business three days after we ran the ad. That was the time when the responses really started pouring in. I didn't feel badly about leaving, though; I was more than certain that Claudia could take good care of herself and make a good choice to be agreed upon mutually. This was, I'm sure you see, almost totally for her benefit as I preferred to take a back row seat at first and just watch Mr. X have oral intercourse with her.
"No, I wouldn't be alone. Claudia was much too considerate for that. I knew she'd have a suitable surprise waiting for me as well.
"Claudia neither looked her true age-forty-five, though she has been known to lie about it-nor did she look like an insatiable sex-oriented femme. She did look like a put-on, what with her careful pronunciation and dollar tags reflected in everything she bought. I guess she thought that the wife of a large catering firm's senior vice president should look that way.
"I'd barely landed my light plane with three short hours to spare when I found myself automatically clicking the heavy lock at my second home. The large apartment was quite tastefully furnished and, knowing my way well around it, I trotted off to the bedroom. Rose, my lady-in-waiting, looked like an oversexed woman-unlike my legal mate, Claudia. Her gravelly voice turned me on to her the very first time I heard it in an overcrowded cocktail lounge, and the shaggy mane of hair creeping down over her devilishly piercing slate gray eyes topped her off perfectly. What's more, Rose was one of Claudia's 'best' old friends.
"I knew something about Claudia that even she didn't seem to be consciously aware of after living with herself for four and a half decades. She was completely and utterly without shame a masochist. Two strong drinks and you could begin to rule her with an iron fist, then you could hear her purr like a pussy cat having its tummy rubbed.
"It's a bit strange, this swapper thing. The organized clubs have strict rules, you know. Nonconformists and blacks are taboo in many instances-not that Claudia and I minded-but minors are also taboo which is too bad for organized swapping because I happen to enjoy the sweetness of youth. These folks play a lot of footsies with one another before they really come right down to what they want: sex, pure and unadulterated with the exception of minor perversions. .
"Claudia and I were interested in the 'benefits' but I seriously doubted that we would ever join a regular swappers' club. Too many 'no-no's' and not nearly enough leeway for even minor variations from the rule.
"I was back at home base five days later, eagerly greeted at the doorway by a liquored-up and excited Claudia, waving Polaroid photos of the boys she'd interviewed.
"Well?' I mumbled anxiously. 'Find any-one you particularly like yet?' "She hissed a bit, having removed her dentures, and planted a wrongly calculated kiss on the tip of my ear. Her dangly earring rudely collided with my nose and annoyed me to no end. 'Damn it, woman!' I cursed. 'Take your mind out of your slobbering cunt and answer me.' "Ooohhh daddy, my daddy!' she squealed as she smashed her bursting breasts up against me. 'Mommy's found Myron, daddy!' she moaned crazily as she attempted to straddle my thigh. 'Myron is nineteen. Would you believe it?' she babbled.
'A nineteen-year-old for an old fuddy bird like me.' "A leering smile crawled over my face and I felt the thick stalk of my root stirring as I propelled the still babbling Claudia to her bedroom. 'I'd believe anything from you, dear,' I chastised sternly. 'And daddy has a big surprise for you.' I turned and smiled at her wide-eyed, feigned innocence a moment before I threw her, face down, on the queen-sized bed.
"'Oohhh, daddy… daddy, baby!!' she moaned while she adjusted her all-fours position. I walked up to her and flicked the flimsy negligee material up over her ass and almost to her shoulders. The well-toned but aging body waited patiently for me.
"Deliberately I took the time to carefully sort and hang my suit, shirt and tie. The paddle board winked at me from beneath the stacked pile of my under shorts and I found myself caressing it slowly between the palms of my hands.
'Do you know what's going to happen to you now?' I carefully asked.
"Yes, daddy,' Claudia mumbled, 'you're going to spank me for not thinking of you first.' "I could hear her purring already and I was still two feet away from the bed.
My root was poking through the folds of my loose shorts and I held it gently in my left hand as I moved closer and swung the paddle for a good wallop.
"Smaccckk!!-and Claudia's pleasing plumpness quivered as if I'd hit a bowl of slightly jelled dessert. My fingers trembled as they edged the foreskin back down my pipe-like root on the signal of Claudia's sharp intake of breath. Her whole body trembled as she buried her head in the pillow and reached back behind herself to her pudgy ass cheeks with desperately clawing fingers.
"Daddy… ooohh… aaaugghhh… my daddy!!' she groaned. 'You're soooo-oo good to me… oohh daddy!' "The one-carat diamond on her ring finger caught light rays from the bedside lamp and bounced them off my blinking eyes. Two fingers of each hand dug into Claudia's slit and pulled the fleshy lips apart. I could see the hot pinkness of her little man-in-the-boat as clearly as I could see my own turgid root.
"Thhwackk!! Crack!… Smack!!…
"Claudia's red-blotched buttocks were beginning to look like an oversized and rounded waffle iron. My root felt like it was ready to burst out of its taut skin bag and my balls hung and felt heavy and hot like twin sacs of 'molten lava.
"Spread wider!' I croaked. 'Your boy Myron would like to see you spread, don't you think?
Crack!
He'd… uhh like your fat little hairpie, Claudia, and get his hungry little face… uhhooohh… right up in there to chomp some of that sweet cream…
Mmmmm-mm, that's it, mama, give your daddy some cream now, mama… ummmm-hmmm … ' "She was slanted like a ramp and moaning softly into the pillow. 'Put a finger in your pie, mama,' I hoarsely commanded, giving my root a good hard squeeze and sliding my itching fingers down the gristly stem of my cock. 'Let me see your fuzz, mama!' "I saw a pudgy, bejeweled hand slowly leaving the crack of Claudia's ass, briefly stopping to caress her well-handled hips, quickly finding the oozing hole of her fur pie. 'Wiggle it there a bit!' I commanded sharply. 'I want to see you give it to yourself!' "Her body stiffened up as she reared even more. A few more inches and she may as well have been double-jointed. Since she wasn't by any means double-jointed, I took great pleasure in her obvious discomfort. Then I moved closer, pounding my root steadily now and squishing out the initial seepage. The paddle-wielding hand swung toward Claudia's buttocks in five short and hard smacks. I took exceeding care to hit on target-right on her by now reddish-purple slit…
"Myron, oral boy number one, was due in an hour. I wanted Claudia frustrated enough so that she'd put on a good show. I had no intentions, however, of being completely voyeuristic-Rose was also due in one hour.
"I paddled still harder and with more of a vengeance. Soon the waffle was whistling and cracking with the same feverish tempo as I was applying to my root with the other fast-flying hand.
"Now!!' I yelled. 'Now!… you godforsaken, shriveled, good-for-nothing old windbag of a cunt. Put both your hands on top of your head-and hold them there!' "She started blubbering and whimpering uncontrollably. 'Don't… daddy… don't call me names… aaaaugh… yesssssss, my daddy. Spank me. Love me, spank me Ooohh, cover me with your sweet commmmmmme!' "I rapped her slit and her hands wildly, gagging on my own saliva as it gurgled from out of my lips. I felt a thousand needles zigzagging up and down my cock and searing filaments of fire racing 'round in circles in my heavy balls.
"Frantically, desperately, I jumped up on the bed and nestled my cock just between her rosy, waffled ass cheeks. The fiery head poked itself between her asshole and vagina and my hips lightly ground up against the sopping hot flesh.
I was hitting her with both hands now- the paddle-wielding arm smacking against the sides of her hips and the other, fisted and frantic, pummeling her back.
Just as I felt the sperm tingling at my cock-head, I backed off and straddled her hips…
"A sticky spray of milky cream splashed her body as she went into desperate convulsions between my hairy legs. The sperm was still bursting out when she rolled over, wallowing in the sticky transfer of corns.
"Daddy… daddy, daddy, oooohhhh my daddy!' she wailed. 'Mommy's yours! All yours, daddy!' "She was rubbing the sticky sperm goo all over herself and thrashing, bumping, and grinding at the same time. I slowly eased my own shaking body up over her chest and nestled my root between her massive tits. Her mouth opened eagerly and obediently as I tunneled my deflating, sperm-covered cock into her fishlike mouth.
"When do I get to come?' she whimpered afterwards. 'I've been good, haven't I, daddy?' "Umm, very, good,' I croaked after wrapping myself in a terry cloth robe. 'You get to come with Myron, honey, don't you remember?' "With mention of the boy's name, Claudia fairly leaped out of the bed. My sperm was dried and caking, making her a rather ludicrous sight. She scurried around the bedroom, tearing off the soiled sheets and replacing them with clean and fresh. She then bathed' the room in a lavender scented misty perfume.
"I showered and dressed first as was customary and then Claudia engaged in her ritualistic bath wherein she applied more types of lotions, cremes and moisturizers than any one man could reasonably imagine one woman wearing.
"The welts on her body made a rather delicate and pleasing-to me-pattern. I saw no reason why this Myron would even get mildly offended by the marks of Claudia's greatest sexual pleasures-and he didn't.
"He turned out to be a quite charming and likeable individual, in fact,, and we hit off beautifully from the start. He was also, much to his credit, early and this gave me time to acquaint him with our preferences, such digressions being unnecessary for Rose.
"You do, I presume, agree with the unquestionable superiority of the male?' he said sneeringly to Claudia. Her face flushed ever so 'slightly and the jewels she wore fairly danced with glee. 'Ooohh, my yessss!' she purred, at the same time clenching and unclenching her quivering thighs. 'Yessss, I doooo.' "With this he walked toward her and bent forward as if to plant a sweet buss on her expectant cheek. Instead-and much to my joy-he screwed her earrings in so 'tightly as to drill into her earlobe. She hissed loudly and grabbed him around the knees, nuzzling her perspiring face in his crotch. He pulled her head to it and ground her nose against the grating zipper. 'I'm gonna like you, big mama.' "Turning back to me then, he continued: 'Have you ever tried B amp; D on her, old man?' "Uhh… no,' I stammered. 'I'm not sure I know the technique.' And I didn't.
We weren't avid readers of such magazines as these articles were in and I'd never tried to develop any interests with Claudia save the usual pre-coital play earlier described. I felt my root trembling expectantly as I waited for new ideas to flower from this boy's mouth. Without thinking, I unzipped my fly and withdrew the thick stalk, massaging it gently for openers. Claudia's eyes wavered from my groin to Myron's stern yet boyish face…
"B amp; D,' he continued, 'is bondage and discipline; It can be very exhilarating and' ego stimulating, if you know what I mean.'
'We spent the next fifteen minutes boning up on B amp; D and I related our experiences up to and including that point Myron nodded and agreed that our meeting might prove to be very fruitful indeed. I also mentioned Rose, my would-be partner-if she ever arrived-and our mutual delight in watching particularly vigorous sexual exercise.
"Then Rose swept into the room and the evening was in high gear. Clothes and facades were quickly discarded. Even liquid refreshments did not seem to be necessary. Myron had fumbled around in the kitchen and returned with an ingenious take-off on my paddle-a vegetable grater.
"Effortlessly, we wandered into the clean and refreshingly scented boudoir…
– Rose positioned herself on my lap in a reclining chair set in the corner of the room while Myron and Claudia sequestered the bed. After we'd played a bit, Rose strapped one of those, hand vibrators over her fur-gloved hand and proceeded to enliven my root with here-to-fore unused means of arousing passion. I didn't even bother to ask her where she discovered this new 'game' of hers.
"She'd known me to become extremely aroused whenever she'd used the hand vibrator, but this time she added an even greater dimension for my pleasure: a furry glove. Myron, on the other hand, had also come up with interesting variations of sexual play. He'd found a few pair of old ragged nylons and was using "them for 'bondage cord,' as he termed it.
"Claudia was secured in a belly down position with enough slack at the ankles to allow her ass to buck up high. In fact Myron even put a couple of pillows under her belly to hold her up that way. His pecker was good-sized and rather appealing in its erect state-even to my Rose. He went about his preparations methodically, carefully checking the cord for proper tension and applying some stimulating bites and busses on Claudia's patiently waiting ass.
"Rose understood my desire to watch so she went about her business between my legs. I found my breath coming in harsh gasps as she nibbled her way up first one leg then the other, all the time using the vibrator on my seething root.
"Myron trotted off to the kitchen and returned with a bratwurst. I was puzzled.
What now? Holding the small sausage in one hand, he laved Claudia's buttocks until her backside was glistening with his saliva. Gently… aahh, so gently at first, he inserted the tip of the bratwurst into Claudia's asshole.
"'Harder!' I begged Rose and pushed her mouth over the swollen head of my cock.
Her hand buzzed as it clamped on my rod and delicately caressed my testicles.
'Easy now… baby, just take it nice 'n' easy.' "I shivered delightedly as Claudia began to moan and screw her ass on that sausage. Then Myron crawled up behind her and laid flat on his back with enough room to insert his tongue into her twat hole. My eyes bugged out and I started really pumping into Rose's mouth as I watched his delicately-tipped tongue strain upwards to caress what would seem to be Claudia's pebble-like clitoris.
"She humped over to give him more room and her wail sliced through the air in the room as he started lapping her in earnest, all the time gently masturbating his own meat… Rose was really into her blow-job now. The furry vibrating hand gently cradled my dangling balls as she sunk my dick to the tip of her throat.
"Bite her, boy!' I offered hoarsely. 'She likes being gnawed on!' "I felt the titillating pressure of Rose's even-rowed teeth on my sensitive flesh, otherwise I became totally oblivious of her. We enjoy each other, true, but I do like to watch others-usually as a prelude to a very enjoyable evening.
"Claudia was becoming rabid, it seemed, moaning in a guttural way and tearing at the pillow. She squirmed her ass as much as she could-which didn't go too far-in return for the delightful favors she was receiving. Then, at what would at first seem a very inopportune moment, Myron slid away from her despite ha animal wails of protest. I was a bit disheartened, too, at the mild interruption of what promised to be a delightful evening-until I saw his well tended fingers clutch the handle of the grater.
"Poor Rose saw none of this action-she was happily engaged in that which she loved most: lingual stimulation of my tool. I pressed forward to get a better view of what promised to be very enlightening. With deft movements, the boy had swung the grater over his head and even more quickly lashed out and applied it quite properly to Claudia's still waffled buttocks. I jumped in my seat and fairly impaled Rose's head on my cock.
"The second slap came still closer to the sausage so innocently peeking into Claudia's asshole sphincter. My eyes narrowed as I slid forward still further-expectantly-and drilled my root into Rose's gulping oral cavity.
"The third down stroke hit home!! Claudia squealed like a stuck pig and fairly leapt off the bed-just in time for the repeated on-target hammering which sent all but the stubby end drilling into her ass. It made me so excited that I stood up, assisted in part by the balance the chair provided to the backs of my quaking knees. Rose squeezed me to her as she increased the pressure of her assault on my root.
"With the sausage tightly into Claudia's asshole, Myron began anew-this time with the bullet-nosed vibrator he'd found in.the nightstand drawer. He applied this latest find very carefully to Claudia's clitoris… "
The preceding portion of Jim W.'s narration, as we have seen, includes many fleets of sexual play, not the least of which involves swapping A long-married couple in their forties, Claudia and Jim are regarded as responsible citizens and active members of their community. To some, their private life may 'seem a 'bit perverted, though it is not necessarily so.
Perversion entails the indulgence of fetishes and other fantasies to the exclusion of intercourse. In this light, therefore, Claudia and Jim cannot be considered perverted.
Voyeurism (as engaged in by. Jim) is defined by Noah Webster as "… a perversion in which sexual gratification is obtained by looking at sexual objects or scenes… " In this regard, however, many of us are on 'the periphery' of voyeuristic behavior, i.e., men who frequent topless and bottomless bars and fantasize sexual prowess of some kind or another, etc. The authors of Sexual Deviations, Louis S. London, M.D., and Frank S. Caprio, M.D., note that:
"… oral stimulation of the genitals of the opposite sex as fore-pleasure is regarded by many psychoanalysts as compatible with normality, provided there are no feelings of guilt or conflicts associated with the act. They may be considered accessory forms of sexual excitation. If the individuals are able to achieve satisfaction from coitus, such practices as fellatio and cunnilingus cannot in every case be labeled "abnormal."
There are many instances where the indulgence… can be regarded as a neurosis… Such cases require psychoanalytic treatment.
Sadism is the desire to inflict pain, where is masochism is the desire to receive pain. Jim and Claudia have found both. We herein cite comments from Erotic Variations by John Barry:
What are the thoughts of a sadist as he inflicts pain on a loved one, or a stranger for that matter. For the most part he is enjoying a state of erotic bliss. As for the willing victim who places his body at the sadist's disposal we find a person wallowing in guilt and begging that dire deeds be carried out.
When a sadist places his wife over his knees and spanks her, is he really spanking his wife, his mother, or an aunt? Experts are convinced that when a man beats or spanks his wife he is subconsciously punishing his mother or a female guardian. In most sadists' lives we find large amounts 'of female domination present as children. This does not indicate domination 'in the physical sense in all cases. Verbal domination can come from an overbearing mother.
Both Jim and Myron seem to enjoy the sadistic role, but, importantly, not without the inclusion of coitus. In their cases, then, it may be concluded that sadism is not necessarily a perversion per se.
Anthony Crowell I, in his Oralism and Pain, has noted that the inflicting of pain often goes hand in hand with oral lovemaking "in the minds of many people who are devoted 'to sensuality and joy."
It is also interesting that Crowell would note, in his Introduction, Oral ism and Pain, that "many of the men who become involved with mate-swapping groups or with clubs devoted simply to seeking pleasures from all sorts of sex have reported that the women, more than the males, are becoming dedicated hedonists, determined to wring the very utmost in sensual joy from their sexual activities."
In this Chapter, Claudia more than Jim seems to be propelled by the search for pleasure. She is the one who wanted and even needed the boy, Myron, while Jim, already set with a wife and a mistress, preferred to indulge in voyeurism.
Crowell's book, copyrighted in 1969, noted that a conservative estimate of mate swappers would number fourteen million, with other sources estimating a much higher number, He did agree "that a new breed is alive and functioning in the area of sexuality 'or sensuality for pleasure… " of course placing the female as the One being most interested in such activities.
Swap Clubs, by William and Jerry Breedlove, estimated eight million swinging couples in this country. The Crowell and Breedlove figures seem to be indicative of a fast-rising trend.
When Gilbert Bartell, Ph.D., discusses the common methods of swinging, open and closed, he mentions that some couples do indulge in a combination."… For their first activity, the couples go off separately and then rejoin each other after an hour or so. Then they engage in simultaneous sexual activity; or lie in bed to talk, smoke, and drink; or one couple performs as the other watches.
We never encountered a swinger who was too jaded to enjoy voyeurism… "
Authorities have also made note that many men and women use vibrators, not the least group of which includes the swappers. The most, popular of these vibrators would seem to' be the small tubular models, seven or eight-inch, which are rather inexpensive.'
Unlike the previous Chapter wherein bestiality was indulged out of curiosity, Claudia and Jim are not "curious"; they are actually quite serious about seeking their pleasures in as many ways as possible.
Perhaps this is one instance wherein this author may agree with the authorities who state that swinging can be beneficial to a marriage. It could be that this ingestion of foreign elements into an otherwise stable and lengthy marriage may be the preventative needed to keep the bond from becoming stale. Claudia and Jim may never agree verbally, but it seems, after discussions of their feelings, that they mean much the same.
We continue now with Jim's narration: "I began pumping my root quite vigorously into Rose's clutching oral cavity while Claudia fought vainly against her constricting bonds, at the same time grinding her seeping cunt onto the newly introduced vibrator. I'd never seen such a thoroughly exciting show in my life!
A nice large crop of blisters from the initial paddling was developing in a rash all over Claudia's buttocks. I licked my parched lips as I surveyed my work and agreed that it was good. Claudia's strange, sweet agony could be felt throbbing at the tip of my root and I was thankful when Rose eased the pain.by gently swirling her 'delightful tongue over it.
"Just as Claudia was beginning to get into the tempo of the vibrator, Myron again attacked her with the grater. The slaps were loud and echoed along with Claudia's wails and Myron's demented panting. I got a glimpse of his glazed eyes as he repeated his stimulation and even felt part of the pain myself when I fully noticed the tiny steel spikes biting into Claudia's flesh.
"My body became 'prickly with tiny needles as I squirmed toward the pain like a moth caressing flames. Exhausted, I fell back into the chair and Rose moaned her appreciation as I could no longer mindlessly pummel her head about as I had done earlier.
"Pinprick droplets of ruby jewels rashed Claudia's ass. I ached for her.
"Claudia, baby… my mama… 'I groaned,' do you' like it?' I could tell by her thrashing about that her body was In accord with her mind, but I needed to make certain-perhaps to appease w h a t e ye r guilt I may have been feeling at the time.
"After an interminable silence, Claudia's harsh voice gasped in a burst across the small room. 'Ooohhhh daddy… 'thank-you.' And then in mumbles: 'So good … soooo-oo good, daddy!!' "Myron had quit paddling and instead concentrated on the vibrating dildo he was so eagerly plunging in and out of Claudia's pussy My brain spun and resounded 'with the noisy sounds that emanated from her temple of good pleasure. I was even too feeble to properly direct-not that she needed my assistance-Rose on my root. Her mouth was working at maximum speed, bathing my cock in warmth and soothing saliva as her teeth worked their finery up and down the length of my shaft.
"Once again Myron lay his head under my beloved's belly, this time, it seemed, only to nibble at the expanse of her flesh as he drove the dildo deeper into her womb. I became fascinated by his swift and knowing movements-wondering where one so young would have learned 'such finesse of the trades-and found his erect and telescoping prong quite amusing.
'Without much design, I imagined my Rose seated on this proud and fiery hard erection, but seated In such a Way as to face me and be able, as well, to minister to my overpowering and frantic needs… Myron's face lay buried under the cavernous' vee and still I dreamt of Rose seated on his prong. My memory is foggy but I know that I directed Rose's attention to his magnificent and sorely lacking weapon of masculinity. She, too, was bemused by my idea-so we tried it.
"Rose jumped up on the bed and straddled him, facing me and stretching forward just enough as she directed her attention to Myron's shaft to show me how she would bathe it in her moistness. Her expert tongue flicked out and lazily swirled its Whole length, showing itself proudly to me, its father. I had taken over where her mouth left off-managing quite unsatisfactorily, I might add-and pounded 'myself even harder as I focused on that superb female tongue.
"Via hypnotic suggestion or some such, I plodded dreamily toward the sexual arena in Claudia's bedroom. When Rose noticed my nearness, she sat up slowly and carefully inserted the penis into her molten-lava coated temple of lust. I couldn't stand it and immediately pounced on her with my lips working feverishly.
She giggled, a deep throaty-toned sound, and extended her ample breasts toward my hungry mouth.
"Here, big daddy of mine,' she chuckled, 'let me give you some milk to Suck.' I swallowed the mound of breast eagerly and worked it until I hungered for its twin. Rather alarmingly, I found my unattended shaft being painfully stabbed by the sheet-covered mattress. 'Damn!' I cursed at my own stupidity and eagerness.
"Rose signaled 'me to kneel up and I did, pleasantly surprised to note that my root was winking at her ruby lips as well. Savagely I grabbed at her head and directed it down to the staff that so needed some loving attention. I couldn't very well pound into her at that angle, so I devised a makeshift position so that her face would be drilled into my groin.
"Like a maniac, I pumped her head up and down, working frantically for the friction that seems to please me.to no end. My fingers were tangled in her thick mane of hair and I tore at its very roots in my desperation for release.
"I noticed that she rode Myron quite well and obviously enjoyed even that inconvenient posture. Just as I was about to blow sky high, though, she decided to try a different tact. 'Let me turn around, honey,'! she gasped. It was as if she were in a dream state, totally caught up now in the sensuous pleasures.
"She began nodding her head violently and mumbling, 'I can take two, lover, honest… I know I can… I want to… oooohh, sooo bad, I want to take both of you… I need… I need two!
"I moaned to her in semi-silent agreement and she quickly positioned herself in the woman-on-top position with her nose pressed up against Claudia's twitching buttocks. Her smooth, medium-sized globes flagged increased attention, but since I'd never been in the said position before, I was at a bit of a loss as to how to accomplish this purpose.
"Her small puckered anus was rather appealing, now that I stopped to think about it. Rather different as well. So I carefully moistened it with whatever spittle I could muster at the moment. Since my root was still wet from her mouth, I drove it without hesitation into 'Rose's charming little ass. At any other moment I would have been more considerate and would have eased my turgid organ into the 'small opening. I'd been pre-stimulated, however, and to such a degree that courtesy would have been rather unusual.
"My urgency pressed into her anus and demanded immediate recognition. Instead, she screamed and slammed her body down onto Myron. This move, much to her immediate chagrin, drove me still deeper into her, but she regained herself within seconds and began moving in tune with both organs.
"The initial feeling was a pleasant sort of revulsion, if you can understand that. There was another man's cock right up in there with mine! Soon that feeling passed and I felt a keen interest in bodies-hers, mine, and his-and their rhythmic movement when locked together. I think even Claudia, who was busy moaning and mumbling into the pillow, began to move with us.
"I found it rather difficult to believe that Rose, my Rose, had never been in this position before, even though I knew she couldn't have. Then I heard the vibrator buzzing loudly. It seemed to be under me, and it was-Myron had removed the sticky dildo from Claudia's pussy and was tracing lines along Rose's hips and arms. Some of the vibrations transferred to me and I began to feel even more elated.,
"Everyone was wetly slapping and squishing against the other bodies. If nothing else, the sounds of our first meeting were quite satisfactory. Claudia briefly blacked out after a particularly explosive orgasm and that left Myron under and me on top. He pushed Claudia's weight off and easily rolled our bodies over on their sides. Rose was squirming and moaning into Myron's mouth, to which she'd become avidly attached. In my own mindless passion, I raked crimson trails along the sides of her back and as far under her belly as I could reach.
"Being an older man, I presume that I had much to do with my own demise as part of a, throbbing trio. I felt the sperm being jerked out of my gut and still tried to maintain my beat- but the final wrest was too much. I blasted deep into Rose's ass and then, ashamedly, I collapsed at the foot of the bed.
'What had been a vibrating octoped, now became a quadruped. Freed, Myron wrenched and threw himself on top of Rose, then he proceeded to pummel her into a shrieking, convulsing mass of seething flesh. Her legs scissored then convulsed together again; they snapped up to his back and then fell spread-eagled; and they sucked at his ribs!! I was halfway through padding back to the kitchen when I heard an extended series of short wails and sighs and I knew that Rose had come.
"A half hour later we were all sitting around and chatting pleasantly as if we'd all just net. Claudia still lay on her back and the rash of blisters attested to her temporary satisfaction. Suddenly and without announcement, Myron sat with her and gently eased her to the shaggy carpet on her back. She halfheartedly attempted to wiggle away and tend to her blisters, but he would have none of it. His groans and purry exclamations drowned out any sound she may have made as she positioned herself for another round.
"Claudia began to writhe and pant as he laved her upper body and neck with his tongue.
Easily he slid down her large frame until his face hovered over her pubic area.
'Should I do it?' he teased. 'Do you really think I should suck your cunt right now?' As if on second thought, the boy continued rather calmly, 'Maybe I shouldn't suck your little nub of a clitons until later. Ummmm, what do you think, Jim?' "Nooooooooo-ooooooo!!!' Claudia wailed piercingly. 'I need you… ooohh, boy, I need you now… this minute… right on the button there… ooohhhh, pleeeeeeeasse!!!' "Rose and I giggled as we fondled each other and rested for a better round before bed. 'What do you think, Jim?' she purred sarcastically.
'Should we suck her clitty right now-or later?' "I playfully jabbed a finger into her rib cage. 'I don't think she'll stop screaming for some meat there until he does something, do you?' "Nope,' she chuckled. 'But I wouldn't mind watching it from a separate soundproof room.'.
"After much taunting on his part and cajoling on Claudia's, Myron condescended to lightly place the tip of his tongue on her clitoris. He quickly flicked it away and asked, 'Now?' as he slyly winked at us.
"Claudia was freely thrashing about and heaving her hips toward his hovering face.
'Nooooooooo!!' she wailed. 'More… I want more!!!' "Our of her desperate need, she grabbed at anything and everything. A chair 'leg was fair game but it wasn't stationary and she soon lost her interest. Her arms flailed and flapped aimlessly until they settled in the wheat field of his modishly styled hair. She tore at it ravenously, thrashing and sighing 'in her blissful pain. I even noticed that she was grinding her tender buttocks into the texture of the carpeting and, if nothing else, it would be a mite painful.
"My attention was caught when he finally took the tiny pebble' of Claudia's clitoris between his teeth and moaned his appreciation for all to bear. Slowly his body crossed 'Claudia's and continued upward counter-clockwise until he humped and straddled her face. The room was instantly thrown into a silence compared to the wailing sounds we'd heard just minutes before. 'The sounds were contentment and obliviousness to any and all other parties.
"Again I found myself with a prominent erection and I only hoped that this would be one I could sustain and fully enjoy. Rose was quick to notice my new aroused state and she purred her appreciation into the face of my cock, her lips delicately pursed over its head.
"Can I have you now?' I whispered hesitantly, knowing her disconcerting habit of warming up before full intercourse. 'Or do you still have farther to go?' "She answered by pulling me down to the rug and spreading herself under me soixante-neuf. I forgot my question as soon as my nostrils sniffed the feminine aroma of her seething sex. Simultaneously assaulting each other's bodies with tongue, teeth and fingers, Rose and I quickly reached the boiling point where a moment might mean 'for the evening.' It must have looked like a fire drill as we squirmed and wriggled into coital position. Rutting season was on and I drove as deeply into her as I possibly could-but somehow there was room for a bit more.
"Expertly, she twined her quivering thighs around my hips and held onto me tightly as we came to one another in the boiling heat of come meeting come.
"I don't know how Claudia stood the pain. The next morning when I had occasion to notice her backside, there were rather large blisters where the small rash of them had been. These did not seem to disturb her in the least. She poutingly brought out the piddle and begged me to spank her again. I accommodated, wincing as I did when the blisters popped and spewed their juices in rivulets along the lines of her fleshy cheeks.
"Myron was not the only visitor-she tired of him the second evening-for we eventually recruited the newspaper boy, milkman and others. But Rose is still living with us and seeming to truly enjoy our variety, of guests and partners.
She, in fact, has developed a considerable repertoire of technique since she has been with me."



Chapter 6


We herein capsulize the dissertative elements of this text with its many facets and equally numerous areas still left hidden in the moss and weed jungle that is the societal code. In the Prologue, we presented Bartell's definition of wife swapping as being the popular term that has been used by the press and by those who do not participate. The swappers themselves call it 'swinging.' It has also been called what we believe to be more appropriate: group sex. Group sex is a more flexible term and it is more descriptive because it does not restrict itself to the married couple." and Dr. Ner Littner's definition which contends that the wife-swapper is a person who is unable to maintain an intimate and truly (warm) relationship with his partner and builds into his marriage a distancing device. Wife-swapping is a safety valve that keeps intimacy between the two at a level each can tolerate." and still other viewpoints which depict the wife-swapper as a pathetic and ridiculous creature, a Don Quixote who is trying to have his cake and eat it, too-i.e., keep a house, family, and job, while searching, sometimes fruitlessly, for pleasures and all of the things associated with youth and good looks.
We made mention of Bartell's contention that swingers are constantly on the lookout for new partners as the typical couple swings with another couple just once. We find it here necessary to disagree with this last contention on the basis that there can hardly be a "typical swinger" as there can hardly be a "typical human specimen." Evaluations and studies enumerate people and attempt to categorize them, but to place certain values and styles of life upon an individual and consider such individual a "typical" anything is, we must add, in gross error.
Taboos of swinging were mentioned as being long hair and beards, hippie types, blacks, and poor people who see such behavior patterns as unconventional to the. extreme.
The reasons given for male and female swinging, as given by Dr. Bartell, are: '… The bulk of our work will support the thesis that white middle-class males involve themselves and their partners in swinging to act out male sexual needs that are largely based on fantasies retained from adolescence… For the female, swinging represents the fulfillment of the social-romantic demands that she makes upon her mate. And for both it represents a compromise that has become available within the American culture.
To reiterate a dissertative portion of Chapter One with a quotation from Theodore Reik's expressed theory in The Need to Be Loved:
Psychology and biology are still occupied with solving the problem of love. It seems to me that the problem of sexual attraction, which is independent from that of love, is more urgent and deserves more of our attention. Those electric affinities of which Goethe speaks in his novel are much more intimately connected with sensuality than with affection or tenderness. We psychoanalysts should be more interested in the question of what makes a person desire a member of the opposite sex than in what makes him love her. This desired individual is often not loved at all, but often even detested and despised.
Nevertheless he or she is sexually irresistible and his or her power over the other person is all-consuming and imperative.
Desire, not tender affection, often governs the vicissitudes of male and female relationships. The ruling force is not that which according to the poet moved the sun and the planets, but the much more profane passion that causes the blood to coalesce in the genitals.
Indeed, here is one of the still inexplicable and flagrant contradictions of human nature. What is it that gives the desired person that power, that awakens his or her image even during sexual intercourse with another person? Is it something biochemical, is it some quality of the skin, or is it a memory, which, after many years, is still much more capable of arousing sexually than that of another woman with whom the man has had sexual intercourse a few hours ago. It can happen that this actual sexual intercourse whets the appetite for the other person-if it does this at all-but it never satisfies this longing.
Once aroused, such desire can be appeased and gratified only by this other person. The "femme fatale" is not the woman who is loved, but the one who is sexually desired…
In the text we have covered, the novice swinger as well as the "grizzly old veteran" display little difference with the exception of experience. Rather than point at all the case history material which reads like a movie script, we have herein attempted to present diversification and something "more" for the readers.
Sadism and masochism were lightly discussed, as were bestiality and analism.
Voyeurism and various "cultures" of swinging were briefly mentioned in passing reference to the chapter's material.
We can only say now that the swinging phenomenon is not typical of anything seen before en masse scale.. We do not sit in judgment of its normality or abnormality, but we are rather definite in our contention that the search for another's love-hoping to find within these loves the lost youth, zeal, warmth, etc. that each of us miss-may and does often in this day and age lead one down the swingers' garden path. Nor do we feel that this is necessarily a perversion.
It is the human condition to seek love and. shelter. At this time in our culture and process of enculturation, everything is moving quickly and peaking and ebbing quite rapidly. People have not changed, the times have, and the search has become more frenetic and therefore closer to the surface and able to be scrutinized as a full-scale phenomenon rather than as an infectious process of individuation that is practiced by many who are searching for the same peace as well.
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