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The
following story deals with explicit sex acts between consenting
adults who may not be legally attached to each other and who have
questionable moral values. The story contains scenes involving explicit sexual situations between consenting
legal adults and is not intended to be viewed by persons under the
legal age or those who find such material offensive. This story is
a work of fiction and any similarity to places or persons, living
or dead, is unintended. If you find this type of material
objectionable then please stop reading now! This story should not
be taken as an endorsement of the activities described herein and
readers are encouraged not to "try this at home" unlike those Jack
Ass TV shows. Please note that no cute little doe eyed animals were
harmed during the creation of this story, unlike many
household-cleaning products.

This eBook is licensed for
your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or
given away to other people. If you would like to share this story
with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient.
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​Introduction

“Fantasy Swingers” (12,000
Words) tells of a couple, who become interested in swinging because
of the wife’s infatuation with a co-worker’s cock. Later shopping
for a sexy dress, they meet a couple of swingers, who initiate them
into the alternate lifestyle known as swinging. This is Part 1 of a
multi-part series of how Cynthia and Francis are introduced into
swinging by veteran swingers, Foxy and Larry.

The follow up eStories deal
with the final conversion of Cynthia from a sweet innocent
housewife to a complete slut (use your own imagination here).
Cynthia and her husband are thrown into the deep end of the
swinger’s pool and learn to sink or swim or at least
swallow!

Cynthia learns the actual
meaning of, “Thank you sir. May I have another?”

This story was originally
one of the first that I wrote and about 75% true with the rest
being fantasy from my sick mind. Most of the characters have been
taken from people I have known and party'd with. I have changed the
names and places to protect the guilty. If you recognize yourself
in the story, then I hope it was as good for you as it was for
me.

As always, this story deals
with sick and perverted people and the disgusting things they do to
each other and themselves. If the thought of fucking and sucking
(not making love to) a total stranger makes you queasy, then stop
here. Otherwise, I suggest that you take your laptop into the
bathroom and lock the door.


​ Chapter
1

Wow, in just a few weeks my
life has completely changed. My name is Cynthia and I have been
married for ten years to my hubby, Francis. If you had asked me to
describe us, I would have said that we were just a normal dull
married couple, nothing special.

I’m about 5’-7” with what I
think is a fairly decent body and long blonde hair. I wish my boobs
were a little bigger but I guess most girls think that way. I have
nice legs and my husband always tells me that I should wear shorter
skirts to show them off. I’ve never wanted to do that before as
people might think I’m a slut or something.

Anyway, we have been talking
about our life and how things were getting kind of dull, nothing
exciting ever happens to us. Our sex life always seemed to be okay
and I’ve always enjoyed sex but things have started to become a
little bland.

One night after sex, I was
lying on his stomach, playing with his dick, when out of the blue
he asked me, "Have you ever thought about playing with another
guy's dick and sucking it?"

I told him, “I have never
thought about cheating on you.”

He said, "No, I don't mean
cheating, but have you fantasized about being with another guy
instead of me when we are having sex? Have you ever wondered what
it would be like to have a guy with a big cock fucking your brains
out?"

I said that our sex was
great but I guess when I hesitated, he knew I wasn't completely
truthful.

"Come on," he prodded me,
"Out with it."

"Well!" I said while trying
to climb out this hole I had just dug for myself.

"There is this guy at work
and one day when I was in his cube, I noticed the big bulge in his
pants. Without thinking about it, I wondered how big his dick was
and what it would be like to fuck some guy I barely knew. I could
let myself go, as I would not be concerned about how wild I was
with someone I may never see again. What do you think it would be
like to be a complete slut and nobody cared?"

Then as I held my breath
waiting for my husband to explode, he surprised me by saying, "Do
you really think he has a big dick and would you fuck
him?"

"No,” I quickly said, “It
was just a passing thought."

Hubby had been playing with
my pussy while we talked and said, "Then why are you dripping wet?
I've got two fingers in you and there is still room for your
fantasy guy's big dick!"

I kept protesting that I
hadn't really been thinking about fucking him. My husband then
said, "Out with it, I know when you are lying, tell me the truth
and I will not be mad."

I just knew that I shouldn't
admit anything but he didn't seem mad and so I screwed up my
courage and said, "Well, if you really want to know the truth. When
I first saw the bulge in his pants, I was thinking about what he
would say if I suddenly dropped to my knees and unzipped his pants.
My pussy was getting wetter as I fantasized about what his dick
would feel like in my mouth and what it would be like to suck him
off. Then make him cum in my mouth."

"You’re kidding!" my husband
said, "You would really suck him off and let him cum in your mouth?
You've never sucked me off much less let me cum in your
mouth!"

I said, "It was just a
fantasy and you think about things you would never do like suck a
dirty dick that's just came out of my wet hole."

My husband wouldn't let me
off the hook and said, "But you admitted you would suck his dick
didn't you?"

“Okay, I admit that I
fantasized about sucking his big dick and feeling his hot hard cock
slide down my throat. Then after he fucked my mouth, he pumped his
load on my tongue and I swallowed every drop. God, how good his cum
tasted! But wait, that's different because it was a
fantasy.”

"Why is it different?" my
husband kept up. "You are lying on my stomach, stroking my dick,
why don't you put it in your mouth or at least rub the head on your
lips? After all you are thinking about doing it to your cube mate.
And I just heard you admit that he has a big dick!"

So I'm thinking, hubby's
dick is dirty because he's been reaming my pussy out, but his
fingers are buried in me and my brain was starting to get a little
fuzzy. After all, I've admitted that I wanted to suck a guy's cock
from work and yet I wouldn't put my own husband's dick in my mouth
if it was covered with my pussy and his cum.

So I scooted a little
further down his stomach until his slowly deflating dick was right
in front of my face. I brought his dick up close to my nose and
took a whiff. It didn't smell bad, mainly pussy juice and cum. It
was kind of a turn on to think I'm fixing to suck a guy's dick, who
has just fucked my brains out after I quit thinking that good girls
don't do that.

My husband asked me, "What's
the guy's name?"

And without thinking I said,
“Lynn.”

Then my husband said,
"Cynthia, I've been watching you at work and you really turn me on.
I have to be careful when you are around as my dick is always hard
and I try to hide it from you."

"Francis,” I said, “What are
you talking about?"

"Cynthia,” my husband said,
“My name is Lynn and I wish you would call me that instead of your
husband's name. You've been giving me blow jobs for a few weeks now
and what would it hurt to call me by my name?"

Then I realized that hubby
was pretending to be my friend at work and was doing a really good
job with my pussy. I don't know how many fingers he had in but I
felt so full and was starting to cum over and over. Francis knew
how to work my G-Spot and I loved having him rub it with his
fingers. Every time I came, I could feel my pussy cum gush out all
over his fingers and down my legs.

"I'm sorry Lynn,” I said,
“But I'm just afraid that when my husband fucks me, I'm going to
accidentally call him your name."

He replied, "We can solve
that. I know a girl that would be perfect for your husband. She has
a body your husband is going to love and is a classic nympho. I'll
fix them up and he will not be able to complain about us fucking
because she will not let him up for air much less
talking."

Then he said, "Why are we
talking about your husband when my big dick is right in front of
your face and is getting lonely?"

I'm thinking to myself, I'm
a slut but funny now that 'slut' doesn't sound that bad and was
actually starting to sound pretty good. His dick was back at
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