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Introduction: Through the Looking Glass

By Lisabet Sarai






We all have secret sexual fantasies, shameful,
private urges we might not share even with our partners. Maybe you
crave double penetration, big cocks slamming into both holes,
stretching and filling you until you think you’ll split wide open.
Maybe you long to bury your face in a woman’s cunt, lapping up her
pungent juices as you take her to ecstasy. Perhaps you imagine
kneeling before a powerful Mistress or Master, trembling as you
wait for the fire of the lash to kiss your naked flesh. Or you
might like to be the one wielding the whip, intoxicated by the
sense of total control over your slaves.

Do you dream of watching, or being watched?
Being taken by strangers? Having voluptuous beauties swallowing
your cock, drinking every drop of cum you pour down their throats?
Do you imagine threesomes? Foursomes? Orgies? Fisting? Nipple
clips? Butt plugs? Piercing?

You might not have the opportunity—or the
courage—to act out your fantasies. In Larry Archer’s books, though,
you can step through the looking glass into a world where all of
this is possible. Larry’s characters are often frustrated and
dissatisfied at the beginning of his stories. Then they stumble
into an alternate reality in which nothing is forbidden—and
discover their true selves.

You might worry that it’s wrong to be a slut, an
exhibitionist, a nymphomaniac, but in the mirror world of Larry’s
tales, “slut” is the highest compliment. You might try to suppress
your lustful yearnings. Don’t bother. As long as you don’t hurt
anyone, there are no limits to the erotic adventures that await
you.

In this latest gem, Crashing the
Swinger’s Pajama Party, a long-married couple struggling with
sexual boredom stumble into the anything-goes world of the swinging
lifestyle. Samantha dives straight down the rabbit hole, sucking
cock, guzzling cum, eating out the ladies and taking on the fat
dicks of anyone available. Meanwhile, her husband Greg discovers
the joys of being beaten and butt-fucked by a stern Domme, as well
as the forbidden thrill of cuckoldry.

Larry and Foxy are the ringmaster and mistress
of this erotic carnival, orchestrating scenes of sexual excess that
just get wilder as the book goes on. I don’t want to spoil the fun
by telling you any more about the story. But trust me—once you’ve
crossed over to this looking glass world, you won’t want to go
back.


Chapter 1

One thing Samantha had to admit—her husband had a big cock. Plus, he knew how to use
it. His long, thick rod felt like heaven sliding in and out of her
slick cunt. Greg had her up on her knees on the mattress, doing her
doggy style, driving his cock in so deep she thought he’d split her
apart. Nothing made her feel so deliciously used—so owned—as having him
behind her like this, digging his fingernails into her bare ass and
growling as he drilled her. Well,
nothing except having him in her rear hole, but they hadn’t done
anal in a long time.

Yes, she adored his cock. She loved the way he
fucked her, keeping her on edge forever before he finally pushed
her into coming. She loved the smell of his sweat, the taste of his
cum, the roughness of his mustache grinding against her clit when
he ate her pussy. She loved him, all of him—his dark moods, his unshakable practicality, his
intensity, his take-charge attitude in bed—pretty remarkable after twelve years of marriage.

So why was she bored?

Well, maybe bored wasn’t the right word.
They still had sex pretty
regularly, pleasurable, satisfying sex. She always came, sometimes more than once, just as
she expected. Maybe that was the
problem. After all this time with Greg, she knew what to expect. It
would be tough for him to surprise her sexually. And, somewhat to
her regret, he never tried.

In the early days, she could never predict his
antics. He’d come up behind her in the kitchen, grab her tits,
throw her over his shoulder, and carry her to the couch, where he’d fuck her until she could
hardly stand. Or he’d lie in wait outside the bathroom while she
was washing up. After a wild session on the bedroom carpet, she’d
be so gooey with pussy juice and cum that she’d need another
shower. Sometimes he’d join her under the spray, managing to
produce a hard-on for her to swallow even though he’d just shot his
wad in her cunt.

Then there was the time he’d tossed all her
panties in the trash—or so he
claimed—and made her go to work with her pussy
bare under her skirts. She’d been pissed that he’d
discarded the expensive lingerie she’d bought to tempt him, but she
had to admit that week of going commando was one of the most
exciting experiences in her life. She was constantly aware of how
vulnerable she was, how accessible, how the slightest error would
reveal her as a slut. Greg had made sure to remind her, too,
thrusting his fingers into her naked snatch when she least expected
it. When he finally, laughingly, returned the silky thongs and lace
bikinis he’d hidden, she was almost reluctant to wear them
again.

That was years ago, though. Between the
demands of their jobs, the social obligations of having high
profile jobs and, perhaps, the effects of familiarity, they’d
become far less experimental. The change was probably inevitable,
but sometimes Samantha missed their early, crazy days together.

At thirty-one, she was
hornier than ever. She knew Greg still had a strong libido, too. He
could screw her for a good half hour, though she usually came
sooner. Once she did, he’d follow quickly, yelling her name and
filling her with his hot spunk. He never came on her tits or her
ass anymore. Well, that was
neater, she supposed, but an occasional cum bath
could be a real turn on.

He was getting closer now. His
cock swelled and twitched inside her. She clenched down, as she
always did, rippling her well-exercised Kegels along his fat shaft
to coax out his jizz. Predictably, he reached between her spread
thighs to diddle her clit. A bolt of heat shot through her. The
knot of pleasure in her pelvis tightened. In minutes she’d explode.
She was thoroughly turned-on, randy as hell, ready to let it all
go.

Yet even as she quivered, teetering on the
edge of climax, a part of her mind was disengaged.

What if those fingers belonged
not to Greg, but to someone else? What would it be like to have
another man playing with her pussy while her husband fucked her
from behind? Or even—she swallowed hard as
the idea hit her—a woman? Samantha’s sudden fantasy was so vivid,
she could almost smell the other girl, a mix of floral perfume and
ocean musk. She could feel the woman’s soft hair brushing the
inside of her thighs, while her bold tongue explored Samantha’s
folds. God, that was exquisite!

To reach her, the girl would need to lie on
her back and wriggle under Samantha’s body, propped as it was on
hands and knees. Her breasts would mash against Samantha’s belly.
Greg’s balls would slap against the top of the girl’s head as he
thrust into Sam’s cunt. Oh, yes! And when Greg finally came, his
juices would spill out of Samantha’s pussy into the girl’s open
mouth and on her tongue.

That lewd image sent her
tumbling into a fierce orgasm. She shuddered as pleasure
raced from
her twitching core to her extremities. The girl
was still lapping at her, Sam told herself, cleaning out her cunt
and flicking her swollen clit. Another bout of bliss shook her body
as the girl was noisily slurping up the cum that was running out of
her pussy or . . . maybe out of her ass!

“Oh, yeah!” Greg yelled.
“That’s right. Come for me, baby.”

He always said that. It used
to be hot, but now she found it a bit annoying. His cock
was still nice and hard, though. He plowed her cunt, filling her
with his meat, waking echoes of her past orgasms and driving her up
the slope to the next one. The imaginary girl backed out far enough
to capture one of Sam’s nipples in her spunk filled mouth. She
worried it between her teeth, chewing on it like a puppy, sending
sparks crackling down to Sam’s cunt, then suckled like an infant.
Greg's sperm coated the girl's lips and tongue which reinforced the
gooey mess in her mouth. Sam licked her lips in anticipation of
tasting the girl's tongue.

Samantha was about to come again—three times
was unusual, but she wasn’t going to complain—when her husband
suddenly pulled out, leaving her cunt gaping. She clenched down on
emptiness.

“What the hell—?” she started
to object, then he rammed his cock back in, even deeper than
before. “Oh God! Greg!” she screamed, the pleasure so intense it
was almost painful. Right in the middle of her out
of this world climax, she could feel her imaginary girlfriend
kissing her way down her stomach to once again start lapping at
Sam's cunt, in search of her prize.

As a new climax swept through
her like wildfire, her fantasies morphed. It wasn’t Greg’s cock
reaming her pussy, not anymore. Another man had taken his place, a
stranger, fucking her with more force than Greg would ever dare. It
hurt, but the hurt was glorious. And when he was done,
there were more guys
standing by, eager to take their turns,
burying their cocks in her dripping snatch. Or maybe—Oh, God!—maybe
some of them would decide to fuck her ass!

The thrill of forbidden fantasy, mixed with
the very real bulk of her husband’s cock in her cunt, drove her
into the most explosive orgasm she’d ever felt. It was as if she’d
grabbed a live wire. Electric ecstasy sparked through her. Her
muscles spasmed. Her hair stood on end. Liquid gushed out of her
battered pussy, washing over Greg’s cock, over the stranger’s
cocks, drenching the girl huddled between her thighs. The pleasure
built once more, crested, flared, seared her flesh, left her
shuddering and breathless.

Dimly, as she shook, helpless,
in the clutches of her climax, she realized that Greg had come,
too. His cum mingled with hers as she crumpled to the
bed. He collapsed on top of her, still gasping, his softening penis
nestled between her butt cheeks.

“Wow,” he murmured. “That was amazing,
Sam.”

“Yeah,” she agreed.
That was more like it, she added silently. More like the
way things used to be.

Greg rolled off her, onto his
back. “Thanks, babe,” he murmured, already halfway asleep. “I
love you.”

“I love you too, hon,” she
replied, wondering if she should go get a towel to wipe up their
mess. Nah, she
decided. I wouldn’t have bothered when we
first got together. Especially now that I have my girl to clean me
up with her tongue!

She flopped over next to her slumbering husband.
Her clit still tingled. She was actually tempted to bring herself
off one more time, but she couldn’t muster the energy.

Warm contentment enveloped her as she
drifted off, thoroughly sated. She hadn’t been so aroused, or had
such an intense release, in years.

Too bad it all depended on
impossible fantasies. She sighed, Well, fantasies were better than nothing.


Chapter 2

Greg kissed his wife goodbye as she headed off to the gym. Her tights did little to
hide her shapely ass as she walked out the door. She seemed to be
almost addicted to the gym, and for a second, he wondered if there
was something or someone else that she was going to see and not
just the gym.

They had had incredible sex last night, probably some of the best he'd
ever had but halfway through he
got the impression that his wife had someone else's dick in her.
While she was acting like a wild animal, her need was completely
off the chart and consumed her.

Making sure that his wife had driven off, Greg
went to his home-office and booted up his computer. Browsing to his
favorite porn site, Greg scanned the images for a good porno to jerk off to.

Lately, his thoughts had started to drift as he
was now worried about his wife doing the same thing. Could I be
having a midlife crisis? he
asked himself as he looked for something to fantasize about. It was
hard to focus as the sound of a
lawnmower kept buzzing at the corner of his mind from one of his
neighbors.

Getting up to close the blinds and hopefully cut
out the racket, Greg looked out to find the source of the annoying
sound. Looking across his neighbor's yard, he could see a woman
mowing the yard. She appeared to be naked, in the dead of winter!
Well, winter in Las Vegas would never be called the dead of winter
as the temperature was almost seventy degrees outside and with
little wind, was close to being hot.

Rubbing his eyes, he looked again and could make
out a tiny thong bikini that she was wearing. He quickly ran to the
storage cabinet and pulled out a pair of binoculars to get a better
look.

God, she is gorgeous! Greg thought as the
binoculars brought him to within inches of her incredible body. The woman looked to be about
thirty and was extremely tall, probably six feet, but the thing that grabbed his attention was her
tits. While not really big, they stuck straight out, and the tiny triangles of the suit barely covered her nipples.

Turning the zoom all the way in, Greg focused on
her boobs and tried to keep the binoculars centered on one of her
jugs. He could see her nipple clearly outlined behind the thin
material, which was unsuccessful in keeping them hidden for long as
she walked.

The thing that shocked him was her attitude
about having a nipple exposed if
it happened to slip out. His wife would have gone crazy, but
this girl would typically keep mowing until she reached the end of
the row and only then cover herself back up before starting the
next direction.

Then when she mowed in the opposite direction, he could focus on her
ass with only the tiny string that went between her cheeks. As he
watched her ass cheeks bouncing, he wondered what it would feel
like to have his dick planted between those beautiful globes. The
all-over tan she had, indicated to
Greg that she must spend time
laying out nude.

When he and Samantha had first gotten married,
they used to have anal on a somewhat regular basis, but he hadn't butt fucked her in a long time. He
didn't know why they had stopped having anal sex as Samantha seemed
to like it as much as he had.

As he watched the brunette mowing her yard, he
searched his memory for her name as they had met a few times during
neighborhood functions Both she
and her husband had been friendly yet somewhat distant.

Foxy, that was it, and her husband was an L name, Louis. No Larry.
When she introduced themselves,
she said, "Foxy and Larry." He remembered thinking at the time,
that her introduction seemed different. He would have said
something like, "My name is Greg, and this is my wife Samantha," but not Greg and
Samantha.

Who has a name like Foxy? That is
beyond bizarre! Plus, they seemed to be completely
comfortable with the other half flirting. He was quiet and polite,
while his wife flitted around the room and talked to everyone. She
was gregarious and the outfit she wore put all the other housewives
to shame. As she stood and moved, she made sure her assets were in
plain sight for everyone to ogle.

It was quite obvious that she didn't have a bra
on as her top was cut down almost to her waist and her skirt barely
covered her ass. With her strappy heels, she towered over everyone
including her husband, who was a good six feet or more.

Greg remembered getting a good look at her tits
from the side just about the time his wife pinched his arm and told
him to keep it in his pants. Samantha had looked at him and asked,
"Would you like me to dress more like a slut like our neighbor Foxy
that you’re drooling over?"

He had stammered no, but lifting his binoculars
up to watch Foxy in that skimpy bikini, caused him to wonder what
his wife would look like as a slut.

She finished mowing and rolled the mower up to
the back of the house as a top-heavy blonde came out the back slider with a towel
and what looked like a glass of lemonade. The shocking thing was
that the blonde only had a towel around her waist. Greg couldn't
decide if she was naked or not but his imagination had assured him
she was.

The blonde was probably in her late forties but with a body that would
put most younger girls to shame. She had nice big tits and a curvy
shape. Greg dropped his shorts so that he could stroke his dick as he watched the two women.

Foxy turned her back to the blonde and Greg
watched as she pulled the strings
and lifted the bikini top over her head. Then as he rubbed his
cock, he watched the blonde drying the sweat off Foxy's body. Greg
wanted to scream out the window, "Don't bother I'll lick it off myself!"

Both girls were standing there topless in the
backyard and completely unaware he was watching. He would have
sworn that the blonde kissed Foxy on the ass as she squatted down
to dry off those long legs. She was joking. Or was she? he
asked himself as he shot off on his office window.

The blonde stood up and kissed his neighbor as
Greg zoomed in on their faces. He could see their tongues in each
other's mouth as they ground against each other. The blonde's towel
had fallen to the ground, and Greg
watched as the tall brunette rubbed her leg in between the blonde's
legs. It was obvious that the blonde was riding Foxy's leg as they
passionately kissed.

Greg felt something wet dripping on his leg and
looked down to see that he had sprayed
cum all over the window. It was dripping out of his dick and
falling on his leg. He couldn't remember cumming at all, but the
scene he witnessed out of his window had probably erased those
thoughts.

As he continued to stare out the window, he
watched as his neighbor walked into the house with her blonde MILF
friend or lover. Just as he started to turn away, he saw the blonde
walk out, still buck naked, and retrieve her towel she had dropped.
I wonder if her husband knows?

He thought to himself, I hope my wife's body
is half as good as that MILF's at her age. Then it dawned on
him that he had met the blonde before. She had been at the
neighborhood party with Foxy and Larry.
He couldn't remember her name, only that her husband was a cop and
at the time it struck him as odd that the blonde was openly
flirting with Larry as her husband watched.

Greg went to the bathroom and got a towel to
clean up his mess. Funny, he never remembered spraying his load all
over the window as he was engrossed in watching the two women kissing.

Sitting down in front of his computer, Greg
started a video playing, but he
couldn't concentrate. He kept returning to what he had seen out his
office window. First, it was the tall brunette in the almost
non-existent bikini. Then the
voluptuous blonde, with those big jugs, who had kissed her so passionately.

The video he was watching was all wrong,
and he quickly hit the Escape
button to exit full-screen mode.
Looking down at the clips below, Greg scanned for something more
appropriate. No, no, no, … Yes! he said to himself as he
selected a movie of a brunette and blonde taking care of a big dicked guy. That's more
like it.

He tried to picture himself fucking his neighbor
and her big tittied girlfriend as he watched the movie and stroked
his dick, which was starting to come back to life. The girl was
similar to Foxy, so it was easy to
picture her naked and begging him to stuff his big dick in her
tight little hole.

Foxy and her girlfriend started sucking his cock
and taking turns sharing it. He had never had two girls before and
watching his cock go between one hungry mouth to the other was so
erotic. Both girls deep throated him and feeling his dick in the
girl's throat was unbelievable.

Greg could picture Foxy's warm lips around his
shaft as she forced herself to take his entire cock, down to the
root. He could see her choking on his dick, but that didn't stop her at all. Plus, the blonde was
holding her head by the hair and forcing her to swallow the whole
thing.

Samantha had never sucked his dick like this
much less let one of her girlfriends help. He tried to keep his
eyes open so he could watch Foxy,
and her girlfriend take turns with
his dick. They would often get on opposite sides and kiss with the
head of his cock between their lips.

They've done this before, he told himself
as he watched the two girls slide up and down the shaft of his rod
and their lips never separated, and their tongues would touch across his cock. Greg couldn't believe how hard his dick
was. The head was stretched tight and purple from his massive
erection.

He watched as Foxy worked his pre-cum out with
her thumb and then rubbed his head across the blonde's lips to
spread the juice like lipstick. Then she kissed the blonde and
licked the secretions covering her mouth.

Then Foxy got down on her hands and knees.
Looking at him over her shoulder, she said, "Fuck me now!"

The blonde pulled the brunette's cheeks apart
and guided his cock into Foxy's cunt. They both groaned as his big
cock slid home. "Careful with your big dick until you get her
opened up. She's got a tight cunt!" the blonde warned him as she
leaned in between them and licked her girlfriend's pussy juice off
his shaft.

Then rolling on her back, the blonde scooted
underneath Foxy until Greg could feel her licking his dick and
Foxy's pussy. He grabbed Foxy's hips and drove his dick savagely into her tight hole as he watched
Foxy put her head between the blonde's legs and start licking her
snatch.

Foxy's cunt was so hot, it felt like it was
going to burn his dick, but that
didn't stop him from pounding it deep into her fuck hole. Almost
immediately, she arched up and had a massive climax that shook her
entire body.

Sam had never come this easily or quickly for him. He could feel her
cunt relax and take the entire length of his dick easily. The
blonde's tongue kept sliding into her open pussy alongside his
dick. Greg could feel his balls contracting and knew that he was
fixing to fill the brunette's hot hole with his spunk.

Then Foxy collapsed on top of the blonde and
grabbed the sheet with both hands as she climaxed again, while
never allowing her ass to drop. Her climax seemed to go forever as
he continued pounding his dick into her without mercy.

"Please, stop for a second so I can finish," she
pleaded with him. Just then the blonde pulled his dick out and took
it down her throat in one slurp. Without a cock in her, Foxy gave a
convulsive jerk and melted onto her blonde fuck buddy.

The blonde quickly finished cleaning his dick up
and guided it back to Foxy's backdoor. "Slowly at first," she
ordered as she held his dick tightly. "Easy," she reiterated as she
watched the big head of his dick slowly enter her puckered ass.

When she saw the head pop in, she instructed him, "Stop and just hold
still until I tell you to continue."

Greg could feel the brunette's sphincter muscles as they squeezed his dick,
just behind the head. He had never felt anything remotely like the
feel of his cock in his
next door neighbor's ass as her
girlfriend continued to lick his shaft and Foxy's cunt.

"Okay, now start slowly and work your dick in. I
promise it will be worth the wait!" the blonde instructed as she
released her grip on his shaft.

As Greg's big rod slowly stretched out Foxy's
ass, he couldn't believe how good it felt. This was so much better
than butt-fucking his wife or at least as he remembered it. The
blonde was massaging his balls as he started to fuck her friend
harder and harder.

He could look down and watch the blonde as she
licked Foxy's cunt and watched him butt-fuck her friend. He was
rapidly losing control and rammed his dick into the girl's ass as
deeply as he could.

"Fill her ass up!" the blonde ordered,
and Greg was happy to comply. As
she squeezed his balls, Greg sunk all the way in and exploded into
the brunette's ass. He could feel her milking his dick as she
drained him.

As he was pumping her full of cum. He wondered
was their anything that was off limits.

Greg's dick softened and eased out of Foxy's
backdoor, now gaping open. He shouldn't have been surprised,
but the blonde took his dick right
out of Foxy's ass and started sucking it clean. Then she pushed him
away and returned to licking the wet pussy in front of her
face.

As Greg watched, cum started running out of
Foxy's ass and dripping into the
blonde's mouth. She eagerly lapped it up and stuck two fingers in
Foxy's asshole to scoop out more. After licking it off her dirty
fingers, she dug out another load and fed it to Foxy. He closed his
eyes to concentrate on what it would feel like to have his next
door neighbor clean his cum off her girlfriend's fingers.

"What in the fuck are you doing?" Samantha
yelled as she stood behind Greg.

"What? When did you come in?" She had apparently
come in unannounced.

"So, am I not good enough for you and you have
to watch porn when I'm gone?"

Now suddenly ashamed at being caught, he
apologized. "Sorry, it's not like that at all. I enjoy making love
to you as much as I always
did."

"So, you're jacking off every time I leave?" his
wife barked.

"No, I wouldn't do anything like that. That's
disgusting."

"Didn't seem like you were too disgusted and a
married man should not be watching porn especially with two girls
working over a guy like that. Is that what you fantasize about a
threesome with two lesbian girls, especially one whose ass is wide
open from being butt-fucked?"

"Sorry, but I've always thought that two girls
together were pretty hot. Have you ever done anything like that?"
Greg asked his wife, who was still glowering but being distracted
by the scene on his computer display as her eyes kept being
attracted to the scene playing out on his computer.

"Only in my fantasies," she finally admitted
with a giggle as she continued to try and tear her attention from
the antics of the two girls in the movie.

"You've actually thought about doing something
like that?"

"If you want to know the truth, maybe."

"Which one would you be, the brunette or the
blonde?"

"Well a good ass fucking would be nice but
sucking the cum out of the brunette's ass would not be bad
either."

"I didn't think you liked the taste of cum?"

"Well, I don't
think that guy would have jammed his dick down my throat like you
do."

"Am I too rough with you?"

"A little, you need to let me get into it and
not push so hard. You'd be surprised what I'd be willing to do if I
could go at my own pace."

"Would you eat pussy?"

"I don't know, but I'd be willing to try, and if the girls were anything like these two, I could
probably be talked into it."

"Do you remember the tall brunette who lives a
couple of houses over?"

"You mean the one with the dreamy husband?"

"I guess; I've never noticed him. Anyway, I just
saw his wife kissing a blonde."

"A blonde, as in a woman?"

"Exactly, and this wasn't a friendly kiss either
as they were both naked."

"Naked?"

"The brunette was mowing the yard in a skimpy
thong bikini and when she finished a well-built blonde came outside and took her top off to
towel her dry. The blonde was completely nude."

"You saw this from out window? Oh, that's why
the binoculars are there. You pervert!"

"I'm not a pervert. I just wanted to be sure
that the blonde didn't strangle Foxy with her tongue!"

"Oh, right! You're the perfect peeping tom,
and I hope you called 9-1-1 to
report the attack?"

"Wait a minute, let's get back to the subject at
hand. You've thought about being in a threesome with another guy
and a girl?"

"Would you be mad if I said maybe? After
all, it seemed to me that you were
having the same thoughts? Tell me you wouldn't like to have your
big cock in our neighbor's
ass."

"I don't know. I'm not sure I would want another
guy to fuck you."

"Only one guy?" Sam said with a giggle.

"Wait, more than one guy? Are you interested in
a gangbang?"

"If our neighbor and her blonde friend would
help, maybe."

Greg didn't know whether to be pissed or happy.
His wife had caught him jacking off while he daydreamed about ass
fucking his neighbor. Then she dropped the fact that she was toying
with group sex.

The more he thought about it, the madder he got.
His wife had hinted that she was interested in fucking their
neighbor and possibly taking on a number
of guys. Suddenly he remembered a college beer blast where
his fraternity had taken turns fucking some drunk college girl and
how it had felt when he put his dick into her cum filled hole.

That would be his wife, with her legs spread
wide, telling everyone to pick a hole and fill her up. She'd do
it too, he
told himself, The fucking slut! But by this time his wife
had walked out of the room and went upstairs to take a shower.


Chapter 3

“Damn it, I’m really sorry, Sam.” Greg paused
while he switched lanes. “That had to be the deadliest dull party
in the universe.”

Samantha patted her husband’s knee. “It’s okay,
hon. I understand we had to put in an appearance. The Honnigers
would be mortally offended if the headmaster of their precious
Academy boycotted their New Year’s event. And all those biddies who
work for you—I can just imagine their
spiteful gossip if you didn’t show up. Just feel lucky that you
still have a couple of weeks before school starts again.”

Greg sighed as he steered the Mercedes through
the gates into their Rancho Graciosa community. “You’re a good
sport. You didn’t even flinch when Miss Bennett asked why you had
to work instead of taking care of your kids.”

“Hey, I’ve got a thick skin.” She slid her hand
up his thigh to loosely cup his package, gratified when his cock
began to swell almost immediately in reaction to her touch.
“Anyway, I’d rather spend an
intimate New Year’s Eve with my sexy husband especially
after the sex we had the other night. That reminded me of the good
old days!"

“Mmm—sounds good—wow! Look at all the cars
parked at our neighbors!”

The lots in Rancho Graciosa were a minimum of an
acre and a half. Still, the line
of vehicles at the curb reached from the drive of the neighbor's house well past their own. The house
blazed with light. Glittering green and gold strands outlined the
roof while a warm, golden glow lit every window. The festive effect
raised Samantha’s spirits almost as much as stroking her husband’s
developing erection.

“Looks like quite a party! Think they’d mind if
we crashed it?”

Greg grinned as he peered through the
windshield. “They probably wouldn’t even notice. Anyway, I get the
impression they’re the friendly type!”

They pulled into their own driveway, then
strolled along next to the ranks of cars to their neighbors’ front
door.

“Larry,” Samantha remembered. “Larry
and—um—Roxy? I
can’t remember the last names.”

“Foxy,” Greg corrected.

“And you know this how?” Samantha squeezed her
husband’s hand, teasing him.

“Hey, I’m the headmaster. I’m supposed to know
everything.”

Sounds of music filtered out from inside as they
came up to the double doors to the custom-built home. Pressing the
doorbell, Samantha couldn’t help feeling a bit nervous. She
couldn’t claim drunkenness as an excuse. She’d had only a little of
the atrocious punch at the Honnigers’.

The volume rose abruptly as the door swung
open.

“Happy New Year!” Greg began. “We’re your—oh my
God! It’s you!”

Samantha couldn’t speak at all. Standing before
them was the most gorgeous woman she’d ever seen. Or perhaps
towering over them would be a better description, since the
astonishing creature was at least six feet tall. A wild cloud of
dark curls framed her near-perfect features. Her brown eyes
sparkled with mischief while her lips were sinfully full. It was
difficult to concentrate on her face, though, given the rest of
her.

The woman wore an adult-sized version of kid’s
long john pajamas, complete with a print of red and white
frolicking rabbits. Long johns are
normally buttoned up the front to
keep the wearer warm. In this case, though, every single button was
unfastened. The garment hung open from throat to the navel. The woman’s ripe, tanned breasts were
easily visible through the gap of her outfit, which was being held
in check by her erect nubs. Although slightly in shadow, one erect
nipple drew Samantha’s gaze. A flash from the holiday lights struck
a gleam that made her swallow hard. The fat puffy nubs were
pierced, threaded with gold loops that swung as the woman moved.
There was a thick woven gold chain connecting both nipple rings,
and it kept drawing Sam's eye to
Foxy's nipples as it swung with every breath.

“Hi!” she said, suppressing a giggle and taking
a sip from her champagne. “Happy
New Year!” She peered at them more closely, noting Greg’s charcoal
gray suit jacket and Samantha’s forest green, knee-length frock, so at odds with her own crazy
attire. “Do I know you? You look kind of familiar, but I don’t
think your part of our usual crowd. Were you on the guest
list?”

Samantha struggled to find her voice.
“We—uh—live in the house next door. I think we’ve met you at some
community events.” The golden nipple rings winked at her,
distracting her from her train of thought. “I’m Samantha Dwyer.
This is my husband, Greg.”

Greg stood there paralyzed on the threshold,
staring at the woman’s tits, his swollen cock tenting his trousers.
Samantha could swear she could see it getting bigger, even as she
watched. She elbowed him in the side. “Greg, say something!”

“Um, right. Hello. As Sam says, we’re
your—um—neighbors. We saw all the lights and wondered—wondered
whether you’d mind if we joined your party.”

The woman gave a little frown. A bit tipsy, she
seemed to be having trouble concentrating. Well, Sam could identify
with that. “Let me see what Larry says,” she answered finally. She
waved them into the foyer. “C’mon in while I try to find what he's
up to at the moment.”

Without waiting for their answer, she turned to
head deeper into the house. Samantha gasped. Like the children’s
garment on which they were modeled, the woman’s outfit had a drop
panel in the back, for dealing with bodily functions. Like those in
the front, the rear buttons were undone. The panel hung loosely between her legs, baring the
smoothest, roundest, most delectable ass Samantha had ever seen.
The flesh jiggled a bit as the
woman—Foxy?—strode through the door into what appeared to be a
sunken living room.

“Larry? Larry, hon? Where are you?”

A tall male figure entered the foyer from
another door opposite. “In here. I was watching Pam taking four
cocks at once. You should come see... Oh! Who are you?”

Samantha and Greg looked at one another,
embarrassed for more reasons than one. The guy, who Sam noticed was
incredibly well-built, wore nothing but a brief robe belted at the
waist. It showed off his corded thighs and hard-muscled buttocks.
The crimson helmet of his hard-on peeked out in front. She licked
her lips, feeling suddenly faint.

Foxy bounced back in. “Neighbors. They want to
join in the fun.”

“Oh?” Larry looked them up and down, taking in
their conservative attire. “I’m not sure this is really your kind
of party.”

The steel Sam heard in his voice set up a
flutter in her cunt. She had the crazy urge to sink to her knees,
fish out that tantalizing erection, and swallow it whole. She took
a deep breath and dove in before
she lost her nerve.

“Please! We just came from Greg’s work party. We
almost died of boredom!”

Larry chuckled at the exaggerated despair in her
voice. “That’s not likely here.”

“I really thought we should get better
acquainted,” Greg added. “We’ve lived next door for nearly three
years, but I don’t even know your last names.”

“We usually go by first names only,” Larry said.
“If you do join us, you’ve got to follow our rules.”

“Rules?” Greg frowned.

“Most importantly is to keep your mouth shut.
This is a private party. Anything you see here, anything you do,
has to stay private. And believe me, you might see almost
anything!”

Larry paused to give Samantha a lascivious once
over. It wasn’t quite a leer—this guy had too much class for
that—but it made her nipples swell and strain against the lace of
her bra. Meanwhile, dampness
gathered between her thighs.

Greg tugged at her sleeve. “Maybe we should
forget about this and go home...”

“But it’s early!” Samantha shook off his hand
and turned back to Larry. “What are the other rules?”

“No means no,” he replied.

“Unless I’m telling you what to do,” Foxy added. She leaned down toward Greg,
grasping his chin in her long, manicured fingers and staring into
his eyes. Her costume gapped wider, her tits swaying almost in
Greg’s face. “If you want to play with me, you do what I say.
Understand, little man?” She punctuated her question with a squeeze
of his balls.

Greg groaned, either from pain or arousal. Sam
really couldn’t tell which. She turned back to Larry. “Anything
else?”

He smiled at her eagerness. “Have a good time!
You’re not really dressed right for a pajama party, though!”

“I have just the thing for this little man
here,” Foxy said. “You’ll look
fetching in one of my negligees. Come on, baby.”

Sam watched, astonished, as the curly-haired
Amazon grabbed her normally authoritative and decisive husband’s arm and pulled him toward the
stairs that spiraled up in the middle of the foyer. Her husband
shot her a look of desperation over his shoulder. “Sam,
please...”

“We’ll just stay a little while,” she reassured
him as he was pulled away. “Just remember, no means no.”

 



Chapter 4

Larry chuckled as his wife dragged Greg toward
her bedroom. “I think Foxy likes him.” He grinned down at Samantha,
his face so full of lust that her knees almost buckled. “Meanwhile,
we need to find you something more appropriate to wear.” He brushed
his palm over her honey blond hair, then let it drift down her
body, over her shoulder, along her
collarbone, down lightly across her breasts, and finally settling
on her hip. “You’re a ripe young morsel, aren’t you?”

Samantha automatically started to object, then
closed her mouth. It didn’t matter how old she really was. This was
all about the fantasy and she
could play it as well as anyone.

She pressed herself against his hard body,
reveling in the solid bulk of his cock prodding her belly. Pre-cum
smeared itself on her fancy dress. Too bad. She’d get it dry
cleaned. Right now, she just wanted to go with the flow.

He put his arm around her waist and pulled her
close to him. Her clit sparked at each touch. She raised her face
to his, thinking she’d like him to kiss her. As their lips touched, she could feel the electricity
that seemed to jump between them. She ground her lips against him,
but he eased back and shook his head. “That’s for lovers,”
he said. “That's another rule most of us have. If you decide to
stay, we can explain everything to you.”

The way he said that! It was like getting hit by
lightning. Her whole body tingled and buzzed. She followed him into
the room from which he first emerged. She would have followed him
anywhere.

“Want something to drink?” he called over his
shoulder. "We don't normally drink, but it might help you get comfortable as I'm sure a lot
of this is a shock to you.

She didn’t answer. She couldn’t, not given the
sight that met her gaze.

They were in a sort of informal den or family
room, at least twenty feet across, with sliding glass doors leading
out to the pool. A sectional sofa set filled the center, with a
woman spread out on the largest piece, a blond, voluptuous, totally
naked woman. Naked, that is, aside from the pearly beads, strings
and loops of cum strewn all over her fair skin like holiday
decorations.

A half-dozen equally naked men surrounded her,
tugging at their cocks and rocking their hips. She straddled
another man, a burly black guy whose dick was clearly buried deep
in her cunt. He massaged her ample tits while banging her from
below.

Meanwhile, a slenderer man knelt behind her,
holding her butt cheeks open and drilling her asshole. From her
vantage point, Samantha could see that his cock was far larger than
she would have expected from his stature. He gritted his teeth as
he rammed into her back entry, forcing her body down onto the black
man’s pole. He growled with
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