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True swingers don't give up.
But with Merrie, they had to. When Merrie swung — man, like
wow.


Merrie had too much for any man or woman, and
they all found it out eventually. But they wore themselves out,
delightfully, before they finally learned how futile were their
efforts to keep up with the wildest of the wild: Merrie!



CHAPTER ONE

Vance Pennington went to the beachparty with
his two closest friends, the Walshes. Vance was a salesman; for two
months his luck had been miserable, and he was down, real down. He
hadn't been getting the breaks. A guy makes his own breaks, but
something had been getting between him and the sucker. It
happened.

Vance had bucked it for a month, then he got
drunk. He drank too much anyway. He had played it straight for
another week, then he hit a colored whorehouse and fucked his way
through ten girls. After that more toe-the-line, and another
drunk.

Cliff Walsh collared him and suggested the
beach party. Vance had jumped at it. A change. Something to make
the breaks work the other way.

Vance was twenty-seven, dark, tall and handsome
in a decadent way. He had always had a way with girls. Not all
girls, most girls. He could look at them, closely, and their little
quims would contract and expand. He exuded what is known as sex
appeal—it made him a good salesman. His brown eyes were hooded, the
girls said they were sexy, and he had big hands. He could almost
curl one hand about both of a girl's tits.

“Come over Friday as soon as you can,” Cliff
had said. “We'll have a drink and run down to the beach house.”

Cliff Walsh was married. His wife, Olga, was a
redheaded witch with big tits and enormous attraction.

Vance Pennington was a bachelor. He had no idea
of remaining one, but had not found the right girl. He did a lot of
looking for her. He drove to the Walsh house just at dusk on Friday
night with an overnight bag and a spare quart of bourbon.

Cliff had drinks waiting, and he and Olga were
already two ahead. When Vance entered the back door after parking
his heap in the yard, Olga snared him just inside the door. She
wound her arms about his neck, put her pussy in exactly the right
place and revolved it with suitable pleasure, as they kissed. Her
thighs opened and Vance rubbed her fanny with one hand. She wore a
skin-tight pair of stretches, and maneuvered herself so that the
pussy pressed on his interested cock.

“Vance,” she breathed, coming up for air and
using her tongue for speech. “We haven't seen you for weeks.”

“I've been fighting the odds, baby. Don't think
I haven't missed you.”

She kissed him again. The cock rose so she
could almost sit on it.

Cliff opened the kitchen door. “Jesus Christ,
you two make beautiful music. D'you know you're making sparks on
the goddam TV set?”

Vance laughed and Olga giggled. “Fix me a
drink, pal,” Vance said, “I'm gonna fly t'night.”

Cliff went back to the sink and Olga licked his
lips, moving over the hard cock. She knew exactly how long and hard
it got and how it felt. Vance had fucked her dozens of times. When
she felt it pressing hard against her, she got squirmy for it. She
tightened her arms about his body and writhed in sheer, hungry
lechery. They kissed again in a lustful dry-fuck. Vance had a full
erection. He leaned against the wall and shoved it at her.

Olga pulled him into the kitchen and closed the
door. Cliff had made a drink and had left it on the sink. Vance
gulped it, feeling her unzipping his pants. She was hot-eyed and
excited, grabbing the long rod and massaging it. Then she went to
her knees and gobbled it. Vance finished the liquor, watching her
work at it. Olga was a crazy, wild cocksucker.

She looked up at him: “God! I want it in
me!”

“Take your fuckin' pants off.”

She grinned and munched the end of the cock for
a second then rose and went to the far door. As she opened it she
pointed to the bedroom and Vance nodded. He went into the hall and
turned right to the bedroom. Olga was letting Cliff know. Cliff was
her husband, he liked to know who was in her pants ... though he
always knew with Vance. Olga had a fire that couldn't be put out.
Cliff had known it before he married her, but then Cliff was just
as wild in his own way.

Vance was naked in a minute, and when Olga
returned she was bare-breasted and was unzipping the pants. Her
dark eyes were snapping, fastened on his cock. Saying nothing, she
sat on the edge of the bed to push the tight pants off and he
shoved the cock at her lips. She gulped it and he slid in between
them gently, grinning down at her. Je-zus, she had beautiful
tits.

“Lemme suck something,” he said. She had the
pants off, flung into the middle of the floor.

“This thing drives me fruit,” she said thickly,
kissing the long cock. Vance smiled; he had a big one, all the
girls said so, big and thick. A regular baloney. Olga hugged it and
moved up, sliding it between her gorgeous breasts.

“Fuck me, baby...” She pressed the tits
together, folding the cock tightly.

Vance wanted to tell her not to do that—she
made him horny enough without the frills—but he was suddenly too
goddam excited to talk. He was thrusting the long weenie in the tit
nest, and then she began licking the end of it again. A guy could
take just so much of that... and he hadn't had a broad for about
two days. He knew he was going to let go—and then it came welling
up like a goddam gusher! He fucked the tits madly, driving it,
ramming it—and Olga knew instantly what was happening. She got the
head of it between her lips and clamped down. Vance was hissing and
panting. He climbed over her, pushing her down on the bed, grabbing
her head and ramming the cock into her mouth as it fountained. The
bed bounced. He shuddered and jerked wildly, pumping like a fiend
and Olga stayed with it. She gulped it and snorted like a pony,
breathing through her nose, then gasping for air and gobbling the
spurting gobs. Vance fell on his side, twitching spasmodically,
helpless for a moment. She sucked it, milked it and squeezed it for
every milky drop.

He looked at her, panting and smiling weakly,
still squirming. Shit, she could live on jism alone. Her sucking
lips were licking at his nerve-ends like flames. What she did to a
guy was strictly illegal. Thank God. You couldn't buy it with
molten gold. She kept sucking the throbbing banana 'til it cooled.
It took a half hour, and by then she was licking it up and down. “I
never did get screwed.”

Vance opened his mouth to reply. Cliff rattled
the door: “Hey you two, for crissakes is it an orgy?”

“We're coming, honey,” Olga said. She rolled
over and patted her lips. Then she grabbed his arm and twisted
around till his hand reached her cunt. “Make me come, damn
you...”



They took Cliff's car because it was larger,
and Cliff drove, with Olga in the middle. She sat with her hand in
his crotch: “Who's gonna be at the party?”

“Farley and Doris,” Cliff said with a glance at
Vance. “It'll be at their shack anyway.”

“That's the bar,” Olga said.

Vance nodded. Farley and Doris were old friends
—old pot smoking friends. Where Farley went, there was pot. You
could smell it on him a block away. Doris was a nice, normal, sexy
American girl. She never wanted more than one piece of ass at a
time. He was crazy about Doris.

“I saw Farley a couple days ago,” Cliff said,
“ran into him over the other side of town and we had a drink. One
of his political friends had put him next to a snake charmer and
he'd just been having his snake charmed.”

Olga giggled and rubbed the cock. “He paid for
it?”

“Je-zus,” Vance said, “what's wrong with buying
a slice now'n then?”

“This broad give him a show too, Farley said.
She had a goddam dog that worked her over after he got
through.”

“Damn, I'd like to see that,” Olga said. “Find
out where she is, huh?”

Cuff nodded. “Olga's been after me for a dog
for....”

“Well why not?” she said. She had Cliff's cock
firmly in her hand, massaging it lightly. “It'd be fun, and dogs
can't talk.” She grinned at Vance.

“Dogs have a big knob,” Vance said, “I saw one
boot a couple of broads at a show one time.”

“Yeh, we had a movie.” Olga nodded. “We don't
have to get a big dog.”

“I think it's dangerous,”. Cliff said. “We
borrowed this movie about a big short-hair hound, and when he got
that pecker going you couldn't hold him back. Man, like downhill
and no brakes. He rocked those poor whores till they were pantin'
with their tongues hanging out. And when he pulled it out you could
almost hear it plop.”

Olga giggled and wriggled her shoulders.

Vance laughed. “This show I told you about,
there was one dame who went down on the dog...”

“Yeah?” Cliff said. Olga blinked at him.

“There were a couple girls in the audience, and
one of 'em ran out and puked.”

“It takes all kinds,” Cliff said. He looked
into his lap. Olga had the prick hard, but she hadn't unzipped him.
“You're teasin' me, honey.”

Olga squirmed closer and kissed his cheek.
“We're outa town, darling.”

Cliff glanced around. They were on a four-lane
highway and not too much traffic. It was another three-quarters
ride to the shack. He winked at Vance and slipped his arm about her
shoulder. She slid into his lap instantly and busy fingers yanked
down the zipper. She dug out the cock and swallowed it all in one
movement. In another second her head was bobbing over it.

“Want me to drive?” Vance said.

“Yeh, but I d'wanna stop. It'll be okay, do me
easy, baby.” He rolled up the window and settled back.

Olga pushed her fanny at Vance and he patted it
fondly. His cock was hard again too. How could you sit in an
enclosed space with a girl like Olga going down on a guy and not
get fogged up? It wasn't possible. The three of them had done this
sort of thing for a long time now—fucking three in a bed and
assorted games. Except that Olga didn't care much for plain
screwing. She liked her sex more kinky and varied.

Cliff lit a cigarette and drove with one hand,
the other fondling her head and shoulders. They were very much in
love, Olga and Cliff. That's what made it all work, their love.
Vance never interfered in the love—only the pussy.

“Dammit, don't bite,” Cliff said.

Olga giggled, muffled a little. She turned her
head slightly and spoke around the dong: “Vance, darling, you're
letting me suffer...”

Vance ran his hand up her shapely leg as Cliff
winked at him. Olga had to have the pressure relieved. She lifted
the leg and he got his hand up between her thighs, closing his
fingers over her wet cunt. It was warm and cozy in there. He
smoothed the short skirt over her hips and jiggled her steadily.
Her clit was a hard button; he massaged it lightly and tenderly,
not enough to make her boot one but just enough to keep her on the
edge. The smell of sex filled the car's interior.

They played cozily, saying little, until the
beach town of Marco came into view.

“Better sit up, baby,” Cliff said.

Olga groaned. “Damn, I was just getting to like
it...” She struggled erect and Vance had to slip his hand out and
she gasped, grabbed the hand and put it back between her thighs as
she lolled against Cliff's shoulder. He kept up the teasing as she
spread the thighs wide, writhing.

“Shit,” Cliff said, “her engine's all revved
up...” He kissed her cheek. “We shouldn't have fucked around till
we got there. Are you okay, baby?”

“I'm panting,” she said, “what else?”

Vance frowned at the highway. Marco wasn't that
big a burg. “Lissen, take some back streets, Cliff. Don't go
through the town and I'll make 'er cream.”

Olga giggled and Cliff grinned at her. “Okay.”
He slowed and took the first turning. Vance slid off the seat and
turned to find himself looking into her crotch. Her pretty legs
were wide, and she stared down at him with huge eyes. Her fingers
plucked at him and she shoved the cunt toward him urgently. Vance
said: “Yeahhh,” and dived into the dark slit. She groaned aloud as
he glued his mouth over it and teased the clit with his flicking
tongue.

Cliff slowed the car even more as she began to
buck and twist about. Her head was rolling from side to side, hands
clenched—and then she came. She shuddered and gasped and was
suddenly jerking uncontrollably. Cliff pulled the car to the curb,
motor running, and held her shoulders lovingly, kissing her cheeks.
Vance licked her noisily. Her swollen cunt crawled and pouted. Love
juice ran down the crack of her buttocks and puddled on the
seat.

Then she fluttered her eyes and sighed deeply.
Running her hands through Vance's hair, she kissed her husband
deeply. “Thanks, darling...”

“You need a drink.”

“Gawd yes.” She petted Vance as he kissed the
cunt once more. She felt for Cliffs cock and squeezed it. “You poor
darlings are both ape for it, aren't you?”

Vance looked up and wiped his face briefly.
Reaching down, he freed his long cock. “Yeh, and I'm in a great
position t'do something about it.” He moved up and slid the cock
into her deftly. She squealed as she felt it skewer her. He yanked
her butt forward and fucked her furiously for several moments.

“Me'n my big mouth,” Olga said.

Cliff tightened his arms about her. “I don't
think we're ever gonna reach that goddam party.”

“Who cares,” Vance panted. He relaxed for a
moment, laying his head on her tits. She held it and squeezed the
cock with her cunt muscles.

“Turn the fuckin' engine off,” Olga whispered
to Cliff. “I want you t'have it too...”

Cliff nodded, switching off. The car was
suddenly silent except for a slight squeaking of springs as Vance
pumped. Olga always excited him more than any other woman in the
world. He'd always been able to get it hard just thinking about
her. Many times he'd had to do just that—when in bed with another
woman. Most women didn't have her wild voluptuousness and the sheer
animal magnetism she radiated, and very few got the fun from sex
that Olga did.

“I was brought up right,” Olga had told him
once. “When I was little, my first boyfriend was a grown man. He
taught me that sex was so much fun, and showed me how to have fun,
that I've been on a frolic ever since.”

Her pussy was tight. As he fed it to her, Vance
reflected idly on all the women he'd met with loose snatches. A
terrible let-down, a loose snatch. A guy had to be able to get some
friction out of it, otherwise he might just as well jack off. Or
turn faggot. Leroy Guass, a fag friend, had told him not too long
ago that one of the things that had turned him against pussy in his
youth was the fact that so many of them were just bags, loose bags.
A sphincter, on the other hand, had tension. Leroy's contention was
why take a chance? Put your cock into something that paid off every
time. Stick it in a loose bag and you got nothing. Leroy had a
point.

But Olga was nice and tight. Exercise, she
said, keep up the muscle tone. Vance drove the cock in deep and
pulled it out nearly all the way—that made her purr, and she wasn't
mad about screwing in the first place. Her legs, long silky legs,
caressed him, and her hands smoothed his hair and turned his face
up to hers. She kissed him and slid her wild tongue between his
lips. Vance bucked up against her, driving the cock like there was
a rocket up his butt. The wad in his balls curdled and boiled and
shotgunned down the long barrel and blasted into her. She jerked,
feeling the load, and her legs tightened around him. Satin arms and
legs held him, surrounded him, her hot kisses smothered him as he
rammed and humped and bucked and shook the entire car. Olga rode
out the storm, petting him and cooing over him.

Vance nearly collapsed, panting but happy. The
cock throbbed in her, twitching and jerking spasmodically as she
squeezed it expertly. Olga could milk a guy's balls with that
wonderful contraction. He laid his head on her tits, trying to
catch his breath; that had been better than the first one. Cliff
was smoking, and looking at him quizzically.

“You been savin' up, huh pal?”

“Don't tease him,” Olga said softly. “He's
beautiful.”

“You light my fire,” Vance told her. “I'm sure
glad we married you.” That was their own intimate joke. Cliff had
often said that both he and Vance had married Olga. He pushed back
and slid the cock out of her, catching it in a tissue. He glanced
out; they were on a slight hillside, the road curved following the
shoulders of the hill and a few houses showed lights a block away.
They were alone. He opened the car door and scrambled out. Leaning
on the side of the car, he wiped the cock and fished out a
cigarette. As he lit it, he saw Cliff move down in front of Olga
and begin to fuck her. The car rocked gently.



CHAPTER TWO

Farley and Doris's shack was not really a shack
at all but a small, neat cottage nestled in a fold of ocean-bound
hills. A tiny bay curved in a shining sweep of sand only a few
hundred yards from the front door. Black lava-like rocks, tumbled
and jutting, guarded each horn of the tiny crescent. Frothy water
surged and stormed against the rocks and creamed along the sloping
sand.

The hills were green and tangled with trees,
oaks and a few struggling sycamores, and occasional deer stepped
daintily into view and stopped to stare. The shack was remote, part
of its charm. The dirt road that led to it was miserable, kept that
way purposely. Cliff went half the way from the highway in low
gear.

There were four cars parked about the house and
he drew in behind them; his headlights picked out two startled
faces in the window of one and Olga snickered: “That's Monte—the
one with the black hair.”

Vance chuckled. Monte was a notorious faggot, a
very charming guy, but rapacious. Monte had eaten most of their
circle, including both him and Cliff. Cliff had a weakness for
drink, and Monte had pounced on him at a party, though Cliff had
said afterwards that it had been great. Vance had once gone to
Monte's apartment just to see how the other half made it. Monte had
shown him.

When they went inside, the house reeked of pot.
It had four rooms, living, bedroom, kitchen and a large bath. The
walls were paneled and hung with pictures and posters. A phonograph
was blaring and three people were dancing. Farley was high.

“F'crissakes we thought you got lost,” he
slurred. He was slight, dark and had a large nose. He wore only a
Hawaiian shirt, unbuttoned, and shorts, no shoes. He tried to kiss
Olga and nearly fell on his face.

“We stopped along the way,” Vance said,
catching him. He knew the three dancers and blew them kisses. One
was Iris, a willowy blonde, dancing alone and tottering just a bit.
The others were Riley and Babs, dancing so close it had to be a
dry-fuck. Riley was a bachelor; Babs was married to Anton who
didn't seem to be present.

Vance went back to the porch and peered toward
the beach. The sea was mumbling, probably low tide, and it was very
clear, no fog at all. He could see no one on the sand though it was
shadowy and mysterious beyond the feeble light from the cottage.
Farley never had many lights on, he believed in the sense of feel
rather than too much sight ... as he was fond of saying.

He heard Olga ask about Doris, and Parley
replied that she was somewhere—maybe down on the beach. Farley
wasn't sure of his own name. He was behind the bar when Vance went
back in and was fumbling with glasses till Cliff led him away and
took over himself. Vance sat on one of the three stools and lit a
cigarette: “Bourbon and water, bartender.”

Cliff nodded and set three glasses on the bar.
He motioned with his head and Vance looked to see Farley trying to
dance with Olga. She was laughing and doing her best to keep from
tripping over his feet. Farley had an arm about her, clutching one
breast firmly and talking into her ear.

“I think he's on pills,” Cliff said, rattling a
box and tossing it into a drawer. “Don't let the sonofabitch fall
on her.”

Vance nodded and felt a bump. He turned
slightly to see Iris's impish face beaming at him. She was pushing
her crotch at his hip. “I haven't seen you for—months.”

Vance patted her fanny. “I saw you three weeks
ago, remember? You had a date with some trombone player.”

“Drummer,” she said giggling. “Gimme 'nother
drink, darling.” She batted her eyes at Cliff. “He had the cutest
drumstick...” She bumped him hard and giggled.

“Iris,” Cliff said, shoving the drink across
the bar. “C'mere.” He leaned toward her and she blinked. He
whispered and winked at her. “I'm gonna fuck you before....”

She snickered loudly and chased around behind
the bar, embracing him. Vance sipped his drink and watched them
kiss. Iris had a tongue a yard long. It made him horny just to see
her wriggle. She meant business. Her hand slipped from Cliff's
shoulder down to his crotch and Cliff turned her toward the
bedroom.

Vance swung around, hearing Farley hit the
deck. The guy went down flat on his back, limp as a noodle with
Olga standing over him, hands on hips. She grinned at Vance. Farley
was chuckling, happy and stupid. Vance started to slide off the
stool to go to her, and Farley sat up woozily. Farley looked at her
legs and never hesitated. He kissed her knee and moved up steadily
and rather quickly to her crotch, licking it hotly. Olga stood and
giggled at him. She was wearing the mini she had changed into at
home, and had left her briefs in the car. Farley's tongue was well
up into her cunt. Vance remained on the stool and finished the
drink. God, Olga was beautiful.

Babs and Riley were at the end of the room,
engrossed in each other. He glanced at them, it was dim in the room
anyway and they were in the corner. Riley was kissing her, his back
to the others.

Vance put down the empty glass and headed for
the bathroom. There was a jog in the wall, a sort of tiny hallway
where an open doorway led to the kitchen, a door to the bath. The
kitchen was dark. He opened the bathroom door and gulped. Cliff
winked at him. Cliff had Iris bending over the basin, her skirt up
about her waist, and his foaming cock up her pussy.

Cliff said: “The bedroom was taken.”

Vance nodded and shut the door again, hearing
Iris giggle: “Who wazzit?”

When he went back to the living room Babs and
Riley had disappeared. Olga was sitting on the couch, mouth open,
and Farley was on his knees in front of her, lapping at the cunt
furiously. He wasn't too stiff to do that. Vance smiled at her and
crossed to the front door; she simply couldn't resist it, so let
her have it.

He had to piss so he jumped off the porch and
turned left. He dragged out the cock and pissed against a car's
wheel, making a little puddle in the sand. Then he turned toward
the beach. It was a very inviting scene. The surf rolled in hissing
and foaming, receding to roll in again. As he plodded across the
sand he passed Babs and Riley, dark blobs on a blanket. Riley was
bare-assed, between her bare knees, pumping steadily. They didn't
even look up as Vance went by.

Babs was a dark shapely witch whom he had known
for perhaps a year. When she had one drink her legs automatically
opened, accepting anything that came her way. Anton, her husband,
was an office manager somewhere, a dark, slick article who, Babs
said, was one of the world's best muff divers. Vance had sampled
her several times and would stamp her “Excellent.” She was almost
as eager as Olga, in a different way, of course. He knew Riley only
slightly.

He came to the edge of the water and wandered
along it toward the distant black [...]
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