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Bethany’s Story


Bethany Forester smoothed
the flyaway hairs from the top of her pale blonde head. Her blue
eyes stared back harshly from the mirror. Tiny frown lines formed
between her two well-groomed eyebrows as she second-guessed her
choice of a lily-white Dior gown. I should
have gone with the black Versace. She thought, turning to see
her reflection from all possible angles. Jesus, I don’t know why it even
matters. This is going to end up in an
expensive pile of fabric on the floor in a few hours anyway. She
continued to pick apart her appearance as she heard the smooth
acceleration of the sleek black limousine pulling up the
driveway.

“Baby, the car is here,”
Evan announced to his wife as he paused behind her silhouette to
admire her curves.

“So, what do you think? Do
I look presentable?” Bethany said, bending over to slip on her
delicate strappy stilettos.

“Presentable? You look
good enough to eat, which is exactly what I would do if we had more
time. His hands reached out, moving over her ample backside,
squeezing the firm mounds that lie under her flowing
dress.

“Mmmm, be careful what you
say, I may take you up on that offer in the limo.”

Locking the door behind
her, Bethany climbed in the back of the limousine, taking a seat
next to her dapper looking spouse. Evan was a very handsome hedge
fund manager on an average day, but tonight dressed in his tuxedo,
Bethany could barely contain herself. She placed her hand on his
leg, tracing her fingers up and down his inner thigh.

“You know we have an hour
to kill before we get to the party. Do you want to make good on
your offer?” Bethany lifted the hem of her dress, revealing her
white lace thong.

“I was thinking the same
thing,” Evan said, kneeling in front of her on the limousine
floor.

He trailed the white lace
down her legs and over the spikes of her Louboutins. The supple
ivory leather seats felt cool on Bethany’s naked ass. Evan nuzzled
the thin strip of curls at the apex of her wet opening, breathing
in her sweet musky aroma. His tongue dipped and dove between her
soft folds, savoring her taste on his palate. Finding the hard nub
of her clit, Evan sucked on the throbbing peak setting off a
blinding heat inside her. As his mouth devoured her clit, his
fingers slid between her petal-smooth labia, stoking and probing
her depths. Bethany arched into him as he ate her, her orgasm about
to bubble over. Her knees clenched his broad shoulders as she gave
in to the pleasure of his mouth, her opening rhythmically clenching
around his fingers.

The limo entered the gate
of the massive Louden Estate. Millions of tiny white lights strewn
in the trees led the way up the driveway to the tutor-style
mansion. Every spring James and Suzanne Louden sponsored their
annual Black and White Ball, a charity event started by James’
father Louis decades earlier. The elite of New York society came to
the mansion to eat, drink, and spend in the name of charity. It was
a popular event among the who’s who of New York, but it was what
happened after the auction that kept them coming back year after year. A
second drawing was held late in the evening after the auction, this
one was not for charity, however, it was for sex. Women who wanted
to participate placed their names into a large black hatbox and the
male suitors would blindly pull a name, selecting their prospective
date for the night. The Foresters had never participated in the
wife swap either of the past two years that they had attended, but
the idea had always intrigued Bethany.

Entering the mansion’s
ballroom a whiff of gourmet food welcomed the guests as waiters
made their way around the room refreshing drinks and handing out
tempting various hors-d'oeuvres. Couples mingled around the room,
bidding on the silent auction items, and sizing each other up for
their nocturnal activities. As dinner was served, the Foresters
found their seats at a large table draped in gossamer-light linens
in the corner of the room. Each place setting held a card with the
guest’s name elegantly written in a gold script. Bethany stroked
her finger across the bumpy embossed letters of her name knowing
the same little place card would be used as her ticket to ecstasy
later that night.

As they dined on the
sumptuous dinner, Bethany felt eyes scanning her body from all four
corners of the room. Her assets were being evaluated by her
prospective fellow swing-mates, but she did not mind in the least.
The fantasy of being a sex object sparked the excitement within
her. Thinking that any one of these men whose eyes were upon her
would be ravaging her body in mere minutes sent a dizzying current
racing through her veins.

“Are you having a good
time?” Evan asked as he enjoyed his last bite of the five-star
cuisine.

“Yes, a wonderful time,
but don’t you really want to ask me about the drawing? Bethany
said, looking again at her place card.

“’Well, since you brought
it up, are you planning to go for it?” His eyes met hers searching
for a reaction.

“I came to sample all the
goodies on the menu tonight, so yes, I plan on getting some dessert
too.” She said to her husband, grabbing her card and heading
towards the front of the room.

Bethany walked across the
expansive hardwood floor of the ballroom to the black box sitting
on top of the baby grand piano. Folding her card once, she dropped
her name in the center of the pile of the other cards waiting to be
picked. She turned around motioning for her husband to join her on
the dancefloor. The pair moved and swayed to the music gliding
across the smooth wood surface. Stealing glances at the box,
Bethany watched as men made their way to the name cards picking out
their partner’s one by one.

“Baby, I want you to enjoy
yourself tonight too. Go make your pick.” Bethany instructed,
sending Evan to make his blind selection. She watched as Evan
carefully picked a golden embossed name from the pile. He looked
back at his wife giving her a wink, and then strolled to the other
side of the room to a striking raven-haired woman in a long black
dress. Following every step her husband made, Bethany watched as
her husband left the ballroom with the beautiful stranger. As she
looked on, she felt a tap at her shoulder.

“May I have this dance?”
Bethany turned to see James Louden standing in front of her holding
her name in his hand.

“Of course James, I would
love to.” She replied as she moved closer to his waiting arms.
Bethany and the silver fox made several trips around the dance
floor making small talk. Her anticipation for what was to come next
grew as he pressed his body against hers. His lean frame melted
into hers like a glove.

“Bethany, would you like
to take this dance somewhere more private?” James asked, his green
eyes gazed upon her turning her knees to jelly.

“I thought you would never
ask. Lead the way, James.”

James took Bethany’s hand
leading her past several tall rich mahogany doors. Her heart
pounded in her ears, fueled by adrenaline. Never in her thirty- one
years had she done something so taboo, so forbidden, so erotic.
Their quick journey led to a door at the end of the
hall.


“After you my dear.” He
turned the ornate glass doorknob, motioning for her to enter the
room. Bethany found herself in the Louden’s master bedroom. A fire
gently crackled at the foot of the huge king size bed. James poured
himself a bourbon as Bethany marveled at the room. Sitting down in
a large leather wingback chair, James admired his pick’s many
assets.

“Sweetheart, would you
dance for me?” He took a long sip of his amber-colored liquor,
pressing a button on his remote turning on the soft music. The
sultry jazz music filled the cozy space, setting the mood for their
rendezvous.

Moving her hips to the
silky sound, Bethany took slow, languid steps closer to James who
watched her intently from the chair. Her hands slid the thin straps
of her gown down off her shoulders revealing her voluptuous full
breasts. She writhed between his legs, her rosy pink nipples inches
away from his silver-bearded face. Turning her back to him, she
straddled his lap grinding her backside against his growing
erection. James pushed her dress down the length of her body, and
onto the floor. Gathering her up into his arms, he placed her in
the middle of the luxurious silk duvet covering the bed. James
stripped off his tuxedo, his tremendous length standing at
attention. He and crawled naked onto the bed mounting Bethany’s
eager body. His generous manhood brushed up against her skin as his
mouth covered hers, kissing her hard and hungry. Bethany felt the
wetness gathering between her legs as his hands explored her skin,
teasing her with his fingertips. Parting her creamy white thighs,
James pushed his hard cock into her warm slit. His enormous girth
astounded her. At first, Bethany thought he might be too big to
fit, but his impossibly big shaft stretched her walls to capacity,
hurting so good. His cock pummeled into her repeatedly, driving
hard into her core. She looked up at the mirror strategically
placed on the ceiling and watched his ass flex between her legs as
his dick disappeared into her pussy. Wrapping her legs around his
hips she drew him in deeper, holding his slick column of flesh
captive within her womanhood.

“Fuck! You feel so good,
Bethany. You are going to make me come.” James panted, thrusting in
rapid jabs, hammering vigorously inside her. Bethany reached down
between their bodies stroking her clit in small quick
circles.

“Come with me James, come
now!” Their bodies shuddered, the power of their orgasms sent them
into shivering mutual pleasure. Her tight cunt repeatedly gripped
and released his cock milking out every last pearly drop of his
sticky liquid.

Dressing once again in her
white gown, Bethany stopped and looked at her swinging
partner.

“That was
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