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A Word Frim Granny Neen

Hello!  My name is Nina Vitale, but just about everyone calls me Granny Neen. 

Even though I write short stories, I make no claim to being a poet.  Nor do I see myself as a prolific novelist.  I am merely a teller of Dirty Stories, filthy tales of sex told in language too risqué to cum from the mouth of a seventy year old Granny.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Preface

[image: ]


When the two couples arrive at the lounge, there’s a large gathering of patrons already seated around the horseshoe bar.  

Among the dozen or so customers are three married couples, all with the same lurid idea.  Bill and Jane sit next to a single younger guy while Betty and Neil sit alongside a middle aged woman by herself.  

In between the first two set of seniors, sits Jeff and Yvonne.  The two Brit seniors came from England six months earlier and have been cumming ever since with the two American couples.
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“Let The Swapping Begin!”

The Happy Hour is already an hour old when Vic’s party arrives.  Given the drinks are half price, the patrons aren’t shy about consuming as many drinks as they can.  

Both Vic and Bob W do their best to catch up with everyone else.  In less than an hour, they’re almost there, feeling nearly as jolly as all the other customers, that is, all but one.  

Since Pat doesn’t drink liquor, she’s the designated driver.  The only thing is, they drove to the bar in Bob W’s motorhome.  A designated driver’s no longer needed.  If Bob W gets too drunk to drive, they’ll just spend the night parked in the bar parking lot.  Kathie could now drink as freely as the men, which she does.  So, with three Vodka Tonics in her belly,  Bob W’s petite wife is feeling very mellow when she starts a chat with the handsome British gent.  

Kathie thinks Jeff is quite charming and soon forgets all about a husband who’s quite busy charming Pat while Pat’s husband moves down the bar to chat freely with Yvonne, Jeff’s quite charming, not to mention nicely stacked British wife.  At the same time, Neil moves alongside Jane while her husband Bill has moved to chat with Betty.  

The way it looks to an interested observer, the swapping of mates has already begun and will soon end up in someone’s bedroom.  At the very least, this is what the Brit thinks when he sees Kathie’s husband openly flirting with Vic’s wife.  Kathie really likes talking to Jeff, but she has no idea the Brit is already thinking way beyond idle bar conversation.  

In his lurid mind, it’s only a matter of time before he’s shagging the tiny, but very nice American woman who’s gotten him big and stiff and in the mood for a shag.  This being said, there’s no reason to delay the inevitable.  

“Tell me, Kathie, darling?  Would you like to leave with me now?” 

Stunned by his forwardness, Kathie nearly chokes on her drink.  

“I . . . I beg your pardon?” 

“I asked if you’d like to leave with me?”

“Leave with you?  Why would I leave with you?  I’m leaving with my husband!”

“Your husband?  I don’t think so, madam!” Jeff states the obvious  “The way it looks to me, luv, your husband’s leaving with the woman he’s flirting with.  That woman!” he says, nodding his head towards a now flirting Pat.  

“Oh my God!  I don’t believe it!”

“Believe it, madam!  And If I were you, I wouldn’t be so sure about whom you’re going home with.  It seems to me your husband already knows who he’s taking to bed and I’m afraid, my dear, it isn’t you!”

After hearing a harsh dose of reality, Kathie takes a long look at Bob W and Pat, and what she sees is non-drinker Pat having her third Cosmo.  

So much for the designated driver?  Pat isn’t just drinking alcohol, she and Kathie’s husband are cozying up to each other just like the Brit said.  

“My God!  I think you’re right!”

“Of course I’m right, my dear.  All the people here flirt with someone who isn’t their spouse.    This is the name of the game here at Murph’s Swap Bar.  We all flirt with someone else and we all go home with someone new.”

“Oh my gosh!  You mean swapping?”

“That’s precisely what I mean, luv! Take for example the husband of the woman flirting with your husband.  He’s been flirting with my wife since your arrival.”

Katie takes a quick look.  “You mean Vic?”

“I don’t know the man’s name, but I’m sure the lad hopes to get lucky with my darling dearest, and knowing my horny wife, I’m sure he will.  Yvonne loves the game as much as anyone.”

“And this doesn’t bother you?”

“No!  Of course it doesn’t bother me!  I hope to get lucky with you, and if I do, that gentleman will surely get lucky with Yvonne.  This is how it’s done.  We find someone we like and we swap to get some spice into the game.  You find someone you like and you do it!”

“Well, Jeff!  You’re very nice, and I like you a lot, but I’m afraid you won’t be getting lucky with me either.  As a matter of fact, neither will Vic.”

“Oh, that’s a pity!  The poor chap looks like he’s all ready to shag Yvonne right at the bar and I was kind of hoping to be shagging you too.”

“Shagging?  I’m not so sure what that means?”

“Shagging means what you Americans lovingly call fucking, and shagging starts pretty much the same.  You simply do this!” he says while slipping his hand right between Kathie’s parted legs, touching her right where it counts the most.

Before she can respond to the brazen move of a strange man placing his hand between her legs, his fingers start rubbing what has suddenly become a very wet pussy because of all this talk of fucking.

Bob W’s wife has become very much aroused without realizing it.  Nevertheless, she STILL doesn’t want a strange man touching an area normally reserved for her husband.   

“No!  Don’t do that!” she asks the Brit while looking around the bar for her husband, hoping her knight in shining armor will save her from being finger-fucked by a strange man in a public place. But, alas, this is NOT happening for poor defenseless Kathie.  Her knight isn’t coming to save her from the fickled finger of fate after all.  Bob W is cumming all right, but  this will be later on in the night with the woman whose mouth he’s now tongue-kissing in front of his wife and everyone else.  

As Kathie feels Jeff’s fingers going under her panties and touching her swollen clitoris, she sees Bob W and Pat kissing like she normally kisses her husband, on the lips with their mouths open and their tongues clashing like two lust-crazed teenagers each looking for their first piece of ass.  

Kathie’s first thought is to tell them to stop their blatant infidelity, but Kathie doesn’t do what she’s thinking.  Instead, she moves her own mouth to Jeff’s mouth and starts kissing the Brit much the same as her husband’s kissing her best friend.  In no time, they’re chewing on each other’s tongue with Kathie forgetting she even has a husband, let alone one close to fucking Pat.

The Brit does his job well in priming the American woman for a shagging that will eventually come in the form of a good old American fucking.  Kathie didn’t plan on cheating with another man that night, but this was before she saw her husband blatantly cheat with her best friend.  

What’s a scorned wife to do?  In her jealous mind, what she’s doing with Jeff is perfectly okay.  Even more so as she watches Bob W and Pat leave the cocktail lounge still kissing, presumably on their way to the comfort of a queen size bed of their motorhome, a perfect place to consummate their shameless act.

“They’re going to MY motorhome.  He’s gonna screw the slut  bitch on MY bed!” she screams.  At this point, the Brit knows he’s got it made, yet he proceeds with caution.  If he plays it right, he’ll be screwing the scorned wife within minutes.

“What would you like to do, luv? We can go to my place if you like?” he asks, but the unhappy spouse says no to running away.  If she’s going to cheat on her husband, she wants it to be right under his very nose.  In other words, Kathie wants Bob W finding her screwing for Jeff right after he finishes screwing Pat.  But, for this to happen, Kathie and Jeff need to give the other couple enough time to consummate their affair, something Bob W wastes little time in doing.

In no time, the incredibly anxious man removes Pat’s blouse and skirt while still kissing her mouth, stripping her down to her panties and bra.  At this point, Bob W pauses from kissing to unhook Pat’s bra.  Once he does, he unveils the splendor of his one time classmate’s enormous breasts.  

“Oh my God, Pat!  You’re gorgeous!  You’re absolutely fucking gorgeous!” he exclaims while grasping a breast in each hand, squeezing them with his fingers before devouring them with his mouth.  For the next few minutes, Bob W concentrates solely on Pat’s big tits, licking, sucking, fondling, playing, massaging them with both his
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