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        I stared in wide-eyed shock as Lexi brazenly exposed her juicy tits. Although they were a little smaller than mine, they were plump and perfectly round. Her nipples – which were already stiff and proud – were an enticing shade of tawny-brown.

        The blonde girl grinned at me and took a firm grip on the waistband of her hot pants.  Then, with one swift motion, she pulled down her shorts and discarded them. She now stood before us totally naked.

        I let my eyes drift down Lexi’s body and followed the smooth curve of her stomach down towards her waist. I greedily drank in her tanned hips and thighs. Finally, my gaze came to rest between her legs. Lexi was shaved smooth, and the crease of her pussy was an enticingly tight slit. My cunt flooded with desire.

        After gazing at her cleft for a moment longer, I then glanced at Josh and Ryan.

        Josh’s eyes were glued to the blonde girl’s waist, and the bulge at his crotch strained against the material of his jeans. Ryan, too, was sporting a pronounced erection, and his eyes burned with lust.
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      Once I had filled the glass bowl with condoms, I turned and looked around the lounge, checking that everything was in place for the orgy.

      Soft R+B music played from speakers in the corner, while a delightfully cool, air-conditioned breeze wafted around the room. Although it was early evening – only 7.30pm – I knew from experience that nights in New Mexico could be sultry, especially in the middle of August. I also knew that our guests and I would soon generate enough heat to put the sizzling summer evening to shame.

      Earlier that afternoon, Josh and I had rearranged the couches and armchairs to create a large, open space in the centre of the room. We’d then strategically positioned oversized scatter cushions on the floor while moving the rest of the furniture – a dresser, the coffee table and two smaller tables – against the walls and well out of the way. Including Josh and me, fourteen people would be attending the gathering; it wouldn't do for any of us to accidentally collide with the furniture as we fucked one another’s brains out.

      I walked around the room, making a mental checklist of the items Lexi had advised I get for the evening.

      On the coffee table was a selection of brightly coloured dildos and vibrators in various lengths and girths. Next to them lay an assortment of cock-rings and nipple clamps.

      Check.

      On one of the small tables sat a pile of freshly laundered towels, while more had been placed in the downstairs bathroom. (I knew from experience they’d be soaked with sweat and spunk by the end of the evening).

      Check.

      On the dresser was a selection of drinks – beers and wine mainly. (No hard stuff, though – we wanted our guests mellow and horny, but not so drunk they couldn’t ‘perform’).

      Check.

      The bowl of condoms that I’d just filled. (Although, based on the last party we’d attended, precious few of them would actually be used, much to my delight).

      Check.

      I then realised something was missing.

      I called out to Josh in the next room.

      “Hon, where’s the lube?”

      My husband’s baritone voice filtered through from the kitchen. “In the dresser, top drawer.”

      I slid open the drawer of the dresser and retrieved the half dozen bottles of lube. I arranged them neatly on the table next to condoms. I knew more than one tight asshole would gratify a cock tonight, maybe even my own.

      As I thought more about what was about to happen, a delicious tremor of wet warmth rippled out from between my legs. Almost unbidden, I slipped my hand between my thighs and teased my freshly shaved cunt through the material of my dress.

      No panties?

      Check.

      Wet pussy?

      Check!

      And as I stroked myself, my thoughts drifted back to the start of the summer.

      If you’d told me then that I’d go from being an unassuming suburban housewife to attending my first Swinger orgy, I’d have laughed in your face. If you’d then told me that I’d love the experience so much I’d volunteer to host my own, I probably would have slapped your face.

      I smiled softly to myself. I’m a Swinger, I thought with a thrill. A Full Swap, Same Room, utterly shameless member of the Lifestyle. My pussy quivered once more.

      And to think, I owed my newfound sexual daring to the bag of gummy edibles I’d found in my son’s bedroom six weeks earlier.
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      Before I go any further, I should probably tell you a little more about myself.

      My name is Cleo Ellis. I'm 38 years old and live in a small town an hour's drive outside Santa Fe, New Mexico. I’m five feet nine inches tall, with pale grey eyes, full red lips and long brunette hair. I have ample, pert boobs (which haven't started to sag, thank God) crowned with small pink nipples (which Josh loves to suck on). I have long legs, a nice curvy ass, and thanks to regular exercise, my tummy is still flat. I also have a tight little pussy (Josh tells me I have the cunt of a 19-year-old), and one that fits his seven-inch cock perfectly.

      Josh is my husband, BTW, and we’ve been together for a smidge over 18 years. I met him soon after graduating from college. We fell in love and were married two years later. Our first son, Oliver, came along a year later; Aaron, a year after that. Both boys can be a handful at times – what teenagers aren’t? – but they’re good lads at heart.

      Josh works at a tech firm, while I’m a stay-at-home Mom. We live in a two-story home in a sleepy, suburban neighbourhood; it may not be plastic-flamingo, garden-gnome land, but it's not far off. Most of my time is spent with the house's upkeep and caring for the boys – typical Mom stuff, really. I also volunteer at a homeless shelter.

      Like I said, all quiet and peaceful. Josh and I didn’t exactly live in the fast lane, but so what? I was happy with that. I like the suburbs, and apart from the occasional run-in with Mariella, the head of the neighbourhood’s block association, I was content and happy. I had a loving husband, two great kids and a nice home – what more could I have asked for? What more did I need?

      Well, as it turns out, plenty.

      I know what I’ve told you makes me sound like some kind of hot-to-trot, sexed-up Soccer Mom, but I’m really not. Or at least I wasn’t until recently. Up until six weeks ago, I was your average devoted housewife and mother. Despite being married for 16 years, Josh and I still enjoyed a healthy sex life. However, with two teenage sons around, we didn't have the opportunity to do it that often – certainly not as often as we’d have liked. But when we did have the opportunity, we’d go for it; we may not have been at it like porn stars, but our sex life was fulfilling, and I had no complaints.

      And despite the events of the last few weeks, that hasn't changed. Josh and I still like to fuck.

      It’s just now we like to fuck in a group with other people.

      Okay, now that I’ve whet your appetite, I’ll get back to telling you what happened the afternoon I decided to tidy up the boys’ bedrooms.

      At the beginning of the summer, Oliver and Aaron had left to spend the break with Josh’s parents in Boston. Both boys were excited about the trip, and although I’d miss them terribly, I was happy for them. They only got to see their grandparents a few times a year, and spending the summer together would do them all the world of good.

      While the boys were away, Josh and I had decided to take advantage of the peace and give the house a long-deserved spring clean. So, on a Saturday afternoon, a few days after the boys had departed, Josh made a start on clearing out the garage while I tackled the boys' rooms. I knew that Oliver’s room would be the untidiest, so I decided to start there first.

      But when I opened the door to his room and saw the disarray that greeted me, I almost changed my mind and fled. It looked like a clothing bomb had gone off in the room. Shirts, jeans, socks and various items of underwear were strewn over every surface of the room. Had the boy actually packed any clothes for the summer? I wondered. Or had he just decided to redecorate his room with the contents of his closet and dresser? And the smell! That unique teenage boy smell of dirty socks and sweaty gym gear.

      I shook my head in disbelief. I almost didn't know where to start. Hopefully, Aaron's wasn't as bad as this; otherwise, I'd spend the entire summer just tidying up my sons’ rooms.

      With a sigh, I made a start.

      After an hour, I’d organised the clothing into neat piles. Some were for the laundry, and some – the more tattered items – were destined for Goodwill. I knew Ollie would complain when he got back, but tough. I know teenagers are into torn clothing, but some of his t-shirts were so severely damaged they wouldn’t even make good dust cloths.

      Once Oliver’s clothes were sorted, I made a start on his desk. School books and sheets of paper lay scattered across the surface of the table while several of the drawers hung open. I tidied the books into neat piles and closed the drawers. The last one – the bottom one – was stiff and wouldn’t close all the way. I gave it a hard shove, but it just wouldn’t budge. Something inside the drawer must have gotten caught. I pulled out the drawer all the way in the hope that I could dislodge the obstruction. I then heard something fall to the floor. I replaced the drawer, and it closed properly. I then looked under the desk to see what had caused the blockage.

      There, at my feet, lay a small bag of candy. I scooped up the bag and looked at the brightly coloured jelly gummy bears inside. Why had Oliver hidden them in the drawer? I looked closer at the bag and saw a distinctive seven-pointed leaf stamped on the back.

      The bag contained marijuana edibles.

      A feeling of shock and disbelief overwhelmed me. I sat on the edge of my son’s bed and stared unseeing at the bag. Was Oliver getting high? How long had that been going on? It couldn’t have been too long, as dispensaries had only started to open in New Mexico a few months earlier. I racked my memory – had Ollie behaved differently recently? I couldn’t think of a time when his behaviour had set off any alarm bells.

      I then wondered if I’d found his entire ‘stash’, and began to thoroughly search all the drawers of his desk, then his closet and dresser. Nothing. I sighed with relief.

      I sat back down on the bed and examined the bag more closely. The seal on the back was unopened – maybe this was Ollie's first bag? God, I hoped so. I then took a deep breath and forced myself to calm down. Although the minimum age for buying marijuana was 21, the drug was legal in New Mexico. Although I wasn’t wild about Ollie getting high, it was no worse than him drinking beer, which I wasn't naive enough to believe he hadn't already tried. Of course, Josh and I would have to talk to him about what I'd found. And Oliver would have to be punished when he returned at the end of the summer. But of all the substances I could have found in his room, hash was probably the least problematic.

      Having reasoned the situation out, I released my breath in a long sigh. I then shook my head and smiled wryly. I wasn’t sure what upset me more: the thought of my eldest son experimenting with legal highs or the notion that he was growing up.

      But no matter how I felt, I still needed to discuss what I’d found in Oliver’s room with his father. So I left the room and made my way downstairs.

      The garage was a jumble of plastic packing crates and cardboard boxes. A bench of tools sat against one wall, along with a large lawnmower and other garden implements.  In the centre of the garage, Josh stood with his back to me while he sorted through the contents of a box. I was about to call out to him when I paused.

      Soft, early afternoon sunlight filtered through the garage windows and bathed my husband in soft shades of orange and gold. Josh was wearing a tight t-shirt and a pair of slim-cut jeans. He routinely ran five miles most mornings, and it showed: his arms and legs were muscular, and his ass was wonderfully tight.

      At the sight of Josh, I momentarily forgot the bag of edibles in my hand and instead drank in the view of my lover. Deep down between my thighs, a delicious warmth began to spread through me. God, he was hot. Even after 16 years of marriage, the man still made me wet.

      Sensing my presence, Josh turned and looked at me. His handsome face split into a grin, and the afternoon light caught the deep blue of his eyes. Suddenly, the image of him thrusting his cock deep into my pussy flashed before my eyes. My nipples grew hard.

      "Hey, babe,” he said. "How's it going in the boys' room? Were you able to face Ollie's?"

      I continued to gaze dreamily at Josh. Then I remembered why I'd come downstairs, and I shook off my horniness; time for that later.

      I held up the bag of gummy candies. “I found these in his room.”

      Josh took the bag from my hand. He looked at its contents, then at the hash-leaf sticker. His eyes widened in surprise.

      “You found these in Oliver’s room?” he asked incredulously. “That cheeky little–,” he trailed off.

      He then met my gaze. “Did you look for more?”

      I nodded. “I went through everything, but that was all I found. I’ll take a closer look when I give his room a proper tidy, but I have a feeling that’s the only bag.”

      Josh nodded solemnly. "Probably best to check Aaron's room too; those two can be thick as thieves sometimes.”

      I nodded again. “That’s next on my list.”

      Josh leant back against the workbench and looked at the bag once more. “Where did he get them? He’s not old enough to buy legally.”

      “Probably from one of his buddies. If they can figure out how to get hold of beer, they probably have a way to buy hash too.”

      Josh nodded in agreement. “At least the bag is still sealed.” His brow then creased in thought. “I don’t remember Ollie being stoned in the last few weeks – do you?”

      I shook my head. Oliver had always been a chatty, energetic lad, one who always had more thoughts racing through his head than he could express. If he had gotten stoned recently, the difference in his behaviour would have been noticeable.

      “No. I think this is his first time. Maybe he got them for his trip East and forgot to pack them.”

      “Maybe,” Josh replied. “Still, it could have been worse. At least you didn’t find any used needles or a burnt spoon.”

      “We’ll have to talk to him about it – explain the dangers and problems with getting stoned.”

      Josh nodded. “Let’s wait until he and Aaron get back from my folks’. No point ruining all their summers.”

      I agreed. “We’ll still have to ground him.”

      Josh’s eyes gleamed with mirth. “Oh, he’s grounded until he goes to college in three years. Hell, if I have my way, he’ll be the only freshman barred from leaving his dorm.”

      We both laughed.

      Josh handed the bag back to me. “What do you want to do with them? Throw them out?”

      I hesitated. It hadn’t occurred to me what to do with the edibles. Pity to let them go to waste, especially since the boys weren’t around. Suddenly, the idea of us getting high appealed to me – we hadn’t gotten stoned in years, not since our sons were born.

      I met my husband’s gaze, and he clearly saw what I was thinking. He smiled wickedly.

      “Maybe after dinner? With a glass of wine?”

      I grinned.

      Why the hell not?
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