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“Hello all you out there in the middle
of this sexy night!” Sarah Greggor moaned into the microphone.
“That sound is how all of you should try to feel tonight, so call
over the neighbors and start swapping!” She glanced over at her
guest for this evening’s show, a lovely brunette with bright blue
eyes and a mouth that begged to be kissed. “You’re listening to the
Wife Swap Chronicles, and lucky for all of you, we’ve just
discovered a major porn studio is producing a film based on the
story Carrie Gardner told us three months ago. Our guest tonight is
Alice, and if you could get a look at her, you’d be begging for a
movie starring her!”

Alice smiled at Sarah and leaned to
her own microphone. “Maybe we’ll make a home movie for you,
Sarah.”

Sarah felt a thrill. “Oooooh! It’s
getting hot in here. Feel free to get undressed, Alice!”

Both women laughed, and Sarah pulled
the microphone closer. “Okay Alice, we’re all dying to hear about
the game you and your husband played.”

Sarah could hear the lust in Alice’s
voice as she began. “Okay, well it was actually initiated by some
friends of ours…”

***

When Nancy called and invited us over
for dinner and drinks, we readily accepted. I told myself that
Gene’s enthusiasm had to do with a night away from the kids, but I
knew that, as a young bride, my cooking was still not up to snuff
and Nancy was a great cook. Of course, I also knew that Nancy was
also hot as hell and I was not blind to my husband’s wandering eye.
I didn’t mind, though, because Nancy’s husband, Rick, was just as
hot and my own eye had often wandered in their company.

It was true, though, that Gene and I
took any chance we could get to relax away from the kids. We
weren’t awful parents, we were just young and our world in the last
three years had radically changed. We had both been partiers when
we met at college. Gene had been a wild frat boy and I was the
wildest sorority girl on campus. It was known that there was
nothing I couldn’t be dared to do. Well, I was dared to take Gene
and his friend on at the same time, but Gene’s friend ended up
passed out on the floor before anything really got rolling and we
ended up together. For some reason, we clicked and that was
that.

Anyway, within a year of graduation,
we were married and I was pregnant with twins. It shocked us both,
but we were happy when Tom and Harrison were born. Still, it was a
handful for us wild souls to bow to domesticity and we liked to get
out when we could and be a little free of hearth and home for a
while.

So, on Friday night, we left our boys
and, having offered to share our babysitter, Nancy and Rick’s
little girls, aged two and three, and set out walking down the
street to their house. When Nancy opened the door, I knew Gene was
going to have a fun night. She was wearing a body-hugging silk blue
dress that showed her ample breasts were swinging free and easy
and, when she turned to show us inside, her ass was framed
perfectly as it swung side-to-side underneath the fabric. Her
beautiful wavy blond hair brushed just against her ass cheeks as
she walked, highlighting the effect.

I wasn’t jealous, though, because I
soon saw Rick, walking into the living room from the kitchen with
beers in his hand. His broad chest was barely contained by the
shirt he was wearing, and the green of it matched his eyes
perfectly. Gene always teased me about my obsession with a person’s
eyes, but it was true that a beautiful pair of eyes always drew me
to a person. Of course, I also enjoyed watching his taut ass move
in his jeans when he turned to greet Gene, putting his backside in
my line of sight.

Well, we settled down and chatted
while dinner was finishing up, Nancy hopping up every once in a
while to check on things in the kitchen. Dinner ended up being
wonderful, something way beyond my humble cooking skills and I
could tell Gene was a happy camper. As we were finishing dessert,
real handmade lemon merengue pie for God’s sake, Nancy jumped up.
“Oh, I just got this card game I thought would be fun to try.
Everyone up for it?”

Gene and I, of course, said yes. Our
daring college ways had not abandoned us completely. Nancy cleared
the table, insisting on doing it alone, so I joined the boys in the
living room and waited for Nancy to appear with her
game.

“Okay, guys, this is called Truth or
Dare and it’s basically like the old game, except we don’t choose
our own questions or dares, they’re already preset by the deck of
cards. And the consequences for failing to answer a truth
sufficiently or complete a dare are set out on the cards,
too.”

Gene and I looked at each other. The
game was on! Nancy set the deck on the table and had Gene take the
first card. He chose the truth, which was an innocuous question
about his favorite family vacation. I rolled my eyes and mouthed
the word “coward” at him. He grinned and let me know I was next. I
instantly discarded the idea of going with the truth and looked at
the dare. It dared me to get up and point to a part of my body and
tell why I liked it. I was surprised. It wasn’t quite as simple as
talking about your favorite vacation, but I guess I could roll with
it.

I stood up. “Okay, I really love my,”
I hesitated here and thought quickly if I should dare to be a
little risqué. I decided to throw caution to the wind. It didn’t
have anything to do with Rick sitting right there, staring at my
body as I stood before him. “I love my ass. It’s the most toned
part of my body and it just makes me feel great.” Lame, but it
served the purpose of directing Rick’s eyes where I wanted them.
Gene’s eyes were also giving my ass a familiar once
over.

Nancy smiled. “Okay, my turn.” Eyes
left my ass and focused on her leaning over to take a card from the
deck. She smiled as she read the truth she was going to answer.
“What is your best asset in the bedroom?”

My jaw dropped. This game was changing
by leaps and bounds from innocent to dirty. I saw Gene grinning and
knew he was happy with the changes. Nancy went on to answer her
question. “Well, I think it’s my ability to take a cock all the
way. I’m pretty good at deep throating, wouldn’t you agree, Hon?”
Rick nodded vigorously and gave Gene a sly smile.

Now, Rick reached for a card and I
found I was hoping for something equally stimulating. He chose dare
and read it aloud. “You are dared to stand up and feel your partner
up for one full minute in front of everyone else.” Rick laughed,
got up and walked over to Nancy. “Come here, baby.”

Gene and I sat, practically licking
our lips as we watched Rick and Nancy kiss deeply and run their
hands all over each other’s bodies, Rick even slipping his hand
between Nancy’s legs and rubbing roughly against the fabric of her
dress, eliciting a long moan from his wife. When their time was up
and they sat back down, both Gene and I were breathing a little
heavier.

“Your turn, Gene.” Nancy took a card
and handed it to my husband, a look of undisguised desire on her
face. Gene took the card with shaking hands. “Try a dare this time,
Gene. It’s fun.”

Gene absently nodded at Nancy’s
suggestion as he stared at her breasts. Finally, he read his dare
out loud. “Touch someone in the room where you think they long to
be touched.”

Nancy and I instantly perked up. I
wasn’t sure how daring Gene was planning on being, but if he was
going to be really daring, I knew he’d be heading for Nancy. He
hesitated for just a moment before walking over to Nancy and
putting his hand gently on one of her large round breasts. I
watched and felt, not jealousy, but instead, a strange warmth flood
my body. Nancy took her own hand and placed it on Gene’s as he was
about to pull away, holding it on her breast and making it squeeze
harder. “Good guess,” she whispered and Gene shuddered.

It was my turn again. I looked at
Gene, who had returned to his seat and carefully adjusted himself
in an attempt to hide the growing hard on in his pants, and asked
with my eyes if I should continue the game. He smiled and nodded.
Okay, the daring couple is daring to go further. I picked up the
card. Looking at my options, I decided to go with the truth. “Tell
about a time when you had more than one sexual partner.” My voice
shook a little as I read it aloud because I couldn’t help but think
of the night Gene and I had gotten together for the first
time.

“Um, you know, I don’t think I can
reveal that information and, uh, the dare is a bit beyond me, I
think.” The dare had asked me to run outside with my choice of
upper or lower anatomy bare and then for me to declare that I loved
to feel the wind on my bare fill-in-the-blank. With the kids down
the street with a babysitter, I didn’t feel comfortable with that
choice.

Nancy smiled at me and took the card
from my hands. “That’s okay, sweetie, but you have to accept the
consequence.”

I stared at her. I had entirely
forgotten about the consequence and she had taken the card from me
before I had even looked to see what it was. I resigned myself to a
worse fate. Nancy read quietly from my card. “Consequence: You must
get up and kiss the person to your right. Tongue is not only
allowed but required.”

I wanted to take the card from Nancy’s
hands to see if it really said that, but I didn’t want to seem like
I was chickening out. So, I turned to face Nancy, leaned forward
and kissed her. Her lips were incredibly soft while her tongue was
very forceful. I found myself melting into the kiss, enjoying it
even as her hands caressed my shoulders and ran down my arms to
fall in my lap and squeeze my thighs.

Our kiss seemed to be the signal for
the game to be paused because suddenly, Rick was beside me,
standing in front of my face with his crotch at my eye level. Nancy
broke away from me at his touch and got up to make room for him
beside me. I tried to look around to see what Gene was doing, but
Rick reached out and turned my head, bringing his face to mine for
a hard kiss. The exact opposite of his wife, he kissed hard,
pressing his lips down on mine roughly, but his tongue only slipped
along my lips in light touches. His hands on me were traveling the
same path as Nancy’s had a moment ago.

I heard a sigh and a moan and
recognized Gene’s voice. Once again, I tried to see what was going
on behind me, but Rick wouldn’t let me go. I felt his hands
suddenly grab my breasts and squeeze hard, making me turn around in
shock. He smiled a wicked smile at me and then grabbed my shirt and
pulled it off, leaving me in my bra. The instant his fingers pulled
my breasts free from my bra and his mouth sucked one of my nipples
in, I forgot about Gene and Nancy and moaned my own little moan of
longing and pleasure.

Rick pulled his mouth from my nipple
and pushed me back into the couch cushion. Then, reaching down to
my jeans, he unzipped them quickly with agile fingers and yanked
them down with one movement, throwing them to the floor when they
slipped free. Not wasting a moment, he parted my legs and moved my
panties aside using his fingers. Moving himself between my legs, he
lowered his head and put his mouth on my bare pussy, pushing his
tongue deep inside me and thrusting over and over. I cried out at
the sudden sensation of his tongue invading my secret folds and I
writhed beneath him as he brought me to the edge of a first orgasm.
Sensing how close I was, he pulled up and took his own shirt off,
tossing it onto the floor with my own clothing. Wanting him back in
me, I sat up and helped him undo his pants and wrestle them to the
floor.

I looked as his cock sprang loose from
his pants and gasped. He was very long and his cock curved slightly
upward. I felt my pussy getting wet as I thought of him inside me,
and quickly lay down, thinking he would thrust his cock into me as
soon as my head hit the cushion, but I was wrong. The moment I lay
down, Gene and Nancy appeared behind Rick and it was Nancy who
maneuvered herself between my legs and shoved her tongue into my
slick lips.

I watched through glazed eyes as Nancy
positioned herself on all fours, resting her knees on the arm of
the couch and presenting her magnificent ass in Gene’s and Rick’s
direction. Looking at her bare ass, I realized that she and Gene
were naked as well, and I giggled a little until Nancy’s tongue
moved to my clit and made me jump and cry out.

My eyes opened again when I heard a
loud smack and felt Nancy cry out against my pussy. Rick and Gene
both began spanking Nancy, one of them on each cheek, faster and
faster until their slaps were sounding at the same time and she was
shuddering between my legs. Then, Rick walked toward my head while
Gene positioned himself behind Nancy, placing his hands on her
reddened ass cheeks. As Rick reached my head and put his hands on
either side of my face to pull my mouth to his cock, Gene thrust
hard into Nancy, shoving her face roughly against my throbbing
pussy.

Now, it became my mouth that was
struggling to take in Rick’s long cock. The slight curve in it made
it brush up against my throat and I gagged hard, making my mouth
fill with saliva. Rick pulled out just enough to let me catch my
breath and then he plunged deep again. My body was writhing and
contorting as I struggled to catch a breath. I felt Nancy’s mouth
on me vaguely as she was pushed rhythmically against me, my husband
fucking her hard from behind, but it was Rick’s cock in my mouth
that was starting to make my body feel electrified and close to
coming.

Then, Nancy was ripped away from me
and Rick pulled out of my mouth completely. Rick now turned me over
onto all fours, my ass facing him towards the end of the couch. At
the same time, Gene was making Nancy straddle my upper body. He
then helped her lay down on my back and I felt her breasts flatten
against my back. Her pussy was hanging just above my head and if I
turned my head to look up, I could see a glimpse of her wet folds.
Suddenly, though, I felt Rick slide his cock inside my pussy and
felt its curved length stroke me inside and I shivered and almost
collapsed into the couch. I grabbed the cushion with my hands and
fought to stay up, but with every thrust I felt closer and closer
to coming.

Gene had stepped up behind Nancy now
and, balancing himself against the back of the couch and with his
balls hanging in my face, he slipped inside Nancy’s pussy again. As
both Rick and Gene fucked us, our bodies slid against each other
and made us moan and shake. Then, Rick took a firm grip of my waist
and began to fuck me incredibly fast and hard and my pussy couldn’t
hold out any longer. With a spasm that shook me so hard I would’ve
fallen off the couch but for Rick’s hold on me, I screamed and came
hard, feeling his deep thrusts like invisible fingers stroking my
g-spot over and over. At almost the same time, Nancy shivered above
me and fell down onto me as she came as well, Gene fucking her
faster with every scream from her mouth.

Before our bodies could even stop
shaking, Gene and Rick had us on our knees beside the couch and
their hard throbbing dicks in their hands, ready to have us suck
them dry. Holding each other and pressing our faces together, we
stretched our tongues out of our open mouths and soon felt their
salty semen splashing over our faces as they came, grunting loudly
as they watched us lick their spurted come off of each other’s
faces.

Finally, the boys collapsed onto the
couch and Nancy and I fell onto our asses on the floor. Everything
was quiet for a moment as our ragged breathing began to slow and
return to normal. Slowly, we picked ourselves up and began to find
our discarded clothing to get dressed. In the middle of our
exhausted motions, we suddenly heard Nancy exclaim with a loud
laugh. “Hey, it’s my turn.” She stood and waved a card in the air
at us. “It says under Truth that I have to talk about the most
satisfying sexual experience I’ve ever had.”

We all waited to hear see what she
might say. Then, with a sigh she put the card down. “Well, there’s
no use in answering that one. You were all there, so what can I
tell you that you don’t already know?”

We all stood silent until Gene stepped
over and picked up Nancy’s card. “Well, in that case, let’s take a
look at the consequence shall we.”

In just seconds, we were all seated
around the table again.

***

Sarah smiled at her guest and Alice
smiled back. “Well, maybe I should break the rules and have you
tell us the rest of the story after the break.” She heard Tommy in
the engineer booth start the bumper music. “Okay all you folks out
there, listen to what the sponsors say.”

As the commercials started, she looked
back at Alice. “Great job, honey. We don’t actually need you after
the break. We have a full show.”

Alice smiled. “I was watching you as I
told my story.” She leaned forward and put her mouth on Sarah’s,
pushing her tongue into the hosts mouth and exploring. Then she
pulled away and stood. “Any time you want to come by to play a
game, you just let me know.”

Sarah watched the perfect heart shaped
ass walk toward the door and wanted desperately to schedule a date,
but Tommy waved to her and she had only six seconds until she was
needed.

 Oh
well. The show must go on.
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The air in the studio was cold because
of the new air conditioner Tommy had installed, and Sarah Greggor
wore a sweater. Her guest didn’t, and Sarah could see the outlines
of her nipples against the thin cotton t-shirt the girl wore.
Carole was beautiful, with long hair and tits that made Sarah
shiver. She listened to the bumper music playing while she admired
Carole’s breasts and almost didn’t see Tommy waving frantically as
the music ended.

She smiled at Carole and leaned in
toward the microphone. “Why hello there all you sexy people in the
airwave universe! This is Sarah Greggor, your host, and you’re
listening to the Wife Swap Chronicles, where the men like their
wives hot, and their wives like more than their men!” She noticed
out of the corner of her eye that Carole smiled at that comment,
and it gave her a little thrill. “We’ve got a great show for you
tonight. A little later, I’ll be reviewing the brand new swingers
club, Angry Roses, and at the top of the third hour, we’ll hear
from the Jilted Hobbyist, who will tell us all about his adventures
with hookers in Washington, D.C.” She turned and winked at Carole.
“But first, I have a special treat. My guest today is Carole, and
she’s going to tell us all about her wonderful swinging
experience.”

She turned to Carole. “How are you
today, Carole?”

Carole smiled and giggled a little
nervously. “Hi.”

“Okay, Carole, tell us all about your
adventure.”

Carole took a deep breath. “Okay. It
all started because Carl, my husband, really wanted a hot tub,
so…”

***

Carl had worked his ass off for our
new hot tub and he was incredibly proud of it. I was still in
school, earning my master’s in psychology, so Carl claimed he had
the right to set the rules for its use. I shrugged. It didn’t
bother me if he wanted to act all King Kong over the thing. I just
wanted to be able to relax in it.

Well, the first thing Carl did as
master of his new hot tub was to invite two new subjects to enjoy
his wondrous blessing. He chose Cindy and Mark, the couple down the
street that had just moved in last summer. We had had a few dinner
dates with them, but we still didn’t know them that well. Again, I
didn’t put up a fight. I really didn’t care who he invited, as long
as he didn’t ban me from the glorious relaxing waters.

Of course, I teased him about using
the tub to pick up hot chicks and get them hotter, but we had been
married for six years and he knew my teasing was just teasing.
Still, he got a wicked gleam in his eyes that told me he was up to
something and I began to wonder if that something was going to
involve our expected guests.

Life, though, led me away from
speculation and I got swamped with research for my thesis. Carl,
bless his barely domesticated heart, made all the plans for the
upcoming hot tub inauguration. Yes, that’s right. Carl had
absolutely refused to let even himself or his long suffering wife
use the hot tub before the proper time. Again, if I had been less
distracted by school, I might have caught on sooner to his plan,
but I was plunging through developmental theories concerning
language development in isolated subjects, so I didn’t have time to
analyze Carl’s own development.

The night of the get together, Carl
laid out the outfit he wanted me to wear. It was a little tropical
mini dress that barely came past my ass. He also chose the swimsuit
he wanted me to have on underneath my mini. I had a one piece that
I usually wore when we went to the beach, but he had dug out the
two- piece I had worn on our honeymoon six years earlier. It was
still a surprisingly good fit, and the shimmery, sheer green
material was a good accent to my green eyes. I turned in the mirror
and admired the way the bottom lifted and squeezed my firm ass,
letting the tantalizing curves where my cheeks met my legs show.
From the front, the small triangles of the top covered just enough
of my full breasts to be acceptable in most public places, but my
nipples could clearly be seen as darker circles against the fabric.
My stomach was still toned, and the small tattoo I had on my right
hip peeked out above the string. Of course, just enough fabric
covered my waxed pussy in a tiny triangle and my long legs melded
as beautifully from the front as they did behind. Overall, I felt
pretty good about Carl’s choices.

The doorbell rang just as I was
finishing up, and I heard Carl greet our guests and show them, in
eager tones, to the hot tub in the backyard. Stepping out to join
them, I got a quick view of them from the back before Carl caught
sight of me and called me outside. What I had seen had been pretty
spectacular, and when I got out back with them, I saw that the
front lived up to the back.

Cindy was wearing short shorts that
accented a pert little ass. Her bikini top she had left to serve as
her outfit’s top, showing off her small round breasts to perfect
advantage. Her dark hair was in a ponytail, and I guessed that she
was a few years younger than me. Her husband, Mark, was also
wearing shorts and they rode low on his hips, making his torso look
very lean and long. He had a broad chest covered by a white polo.
His dark hair was cropped close to his head, making his ears stick
out a bit and giving him a sweet boyish charm. They were definitely
a good-looking couple.

Carl made quick reintroductions and
then he broke out the wine. He poured four glasses, handed them
around and then made a toast to the gloriousness of the hot tub. We
drank the hot tub’s health and then each of our own and soon
enough, we were all feeling a slight buzz.

Finally, Carl declared the hot tub
open and turned the knob to get the jets going. Slowly, we
undressed down to our swimsuits, which really required very little
undressing, and I noticed that Mark’s eyes were happily trailing
down my bikini-clad body. I stepped into the water and felt his
stare follow me in.

When I turned around and settled on a
seat, I watched Cindy as she followed me into the water. Her
nipples, I noticed, were instantly two little hard bullets under
her tiny top. Her ponytail trailed out into the water and danced in
the froth from the jets. She slid in close to me and our hips
bumped under the water.

Mark plunged right in; his bare chest
sinking up to his armpits as he relaxed into the water on Cindy’s
other side. His legs stretched out and bumped mine before he sat up
a bit and pulled them back. After fiddling with the dials a little
more, Carl stepped in beside me and put his arm around my waist
under the water.

The warmth of the tub began to
instantly relax us and, after Carl dashed out to retrieve our
glasses and refill them, the wine added to the loose feeling. We
began to giggle and step over each other’s words until a small
silence fell on us.

Suddenly, Cindy waved a hand in front
of her face and breathed a long sigh. “Man, it is very hot. I think
I’d better cool off a little.” She then hoisted herself out of the
tub and sat herself on the edge, leaving her legs to dangle in the
water. She casually leaned over towards Carl and me, giving us an
ample view of her magnificent cleavage. “I get easily
overheated.”

Carl nodded and smiled. Then, without
warning, she leaned even further, across me, and gave Carl a kiss.
It wasn’t a long one, but it was sensuous, with her licking at his
lips as she pulled away. I was stunned and then I was ready to do
some of my own “cooling off.” Pulling myself out of the water, I
stood up and walked around to Mark’s other side and slid back into
the overly warm water again. Turning to face Mark, I pressed my
breasts against him, letting him feel my hard nipples against his
chest. “Mark, I think I’m a little too hot, as well.” It was a
lousy line but, hey, the warm tub and the wine were becoming a
powerful combo.

Mark didn’t wait for me to make the
next move, but simply pulled me onto his lap and reached up to undo
the string around my neck holding my bikini top up. The moment he
pulled the knot loose, my tits fell out and floated free upon the
water. Mark lifted one up into his mouth and began to suck, his
tongue stroking the sensitive little nib with his
tongue.

I was instantly overwhelmed with the
sensation and felt every touch as if it were directly on my pussy.
I wriggled in his lap, shifting my hips back and forth and trying
to get some relief for the sudden ache I was feeling between my
legs.

Carl smiled as he watched Mark and me,
and then he grabbed for Cindy, who had been leaning back with her
eyes closed, and pulled her back into the water, settling her on
top of his lap. She didn’t even open her eyes as he lifted her
bikini top up and off of her pert breasts, letting them bounce in
the water. Carl pulled her head forward and planted her mouth on
his, while his hand took one of her nipples and gave it a twist.
Cindy cried out and jumped, but she kept her mouth on his and let
him squeeze both her breasts tightly in his palms.

Mark now swung me around and lifted me
onto the edge of the tub. He licked the rivulets of water that were
running down the insides of my thighs and I shivered each time he
got close to my pussy. Finally, I grabbed at his head and tried to
force his mouth onto my throbbing cunt, but he pulled away and went
to my feet instead, kissing each toe before he allowed himself to
move up my thigh again.

I was shaking with the desire to have
him touch me, but he steered away again and ducked under my leg
into the water, reemerging at my side and nibbling along my bare
waist as he slipped me back into the water. His hands worked their
way between my legs in the warm, jetting water and finally, I felt
his fingers push past my bikini bottom and slip into my engorged
folds. He held me close as he moved his fingers rapidly inside me
and, almost instantly, I tensed in his arms and my pussy clenched
around his thrusting fingers as I came.

A moan joined mine and I looked to see
Cindy perched on the lip of the hot tub, her legs spread wide as
Carl buried his face in her pink pussy. She was writhing beneath
him, her stomach tensing and her body thrown forward as she came in
unison with me. I didn’t spare her more attention because her
husband, at that moment, moved his fingers out of my pussy and
thrust his cock deep inside me. I had not even noticed that he had
slipped out of his shorts; I had been so fascinated by the sight of
my husband licking another woman. Now, I was only aware of my
sensitive pussy as Mark repeatedly pushed into me from
behind.

Then, waves lapped against us and I
opened my eyes to see Carl moving up to us with Cindy pulled along
with him. Stopping just in front of me, he pulled Cindy around to
the front so that she was the one I was facing. He got behind her
and I watched as he adjusted until, finally, Cindy gasped and moved
forward in the water. I knew that Carl must have just thrust into
her, and she continued to jerk towards me with every thrust. Our
bodies began to press against each other, our breasts meshed
together as they bounced on the water. Our bellies rubbed against
each other under the water as our husbands fucked each other’s wife
hard and fast.

As our husbands began to grunt and
groan and move more urgently, I reached up and brought Cindy’s
mouth to mine. Her lips were soft and she tasted sweet. I felt her
tongue dart in little quick motions in and out of my mouth,
mimicking her husband’s thrusts into my pulsing pussy. I began to
do the same with her, and our moans came out muffled around our
thrusting tongues.

Carl suddenly cried out and pushed
forward roughly, tearing Cindy’s mouth from mine and thrusting her
body upward until her breast was resting on my cheek. A few thrusts
after, Mark pushed deep inside me and began spurting his warm semen
inside my clenching pussy, my orgasm growing again and making me
shudder as I was sandwiched by Mark and Cindy.

After a while, we pulled apart and
made our way to the edge of the tub. Pulling ourselves weakly from
the hot water, we shivered violently in the cool night air. Carl
went and grabbed the towels he had brought out and we wrapped up
and made our way into the house. Carl dried off quickly and then
retreated out to the backyard once again to retrieve the
miscellaneous clothing items that had been tossed aside. Finally,
everyone was toweled off and dressed and Carl and I thanked our
neighbors for a great night and wished them a good
night.

When he had shut the door, Carl turned
and took me in his arms. We kissed for a while, and then I pushed
him back and looked at him, understanding beginning to dawn in my
mind. “You were fiddling an awful lot with those
controls.”

He shrugged his shoulders. “So, I like
it hot.”

I nodded, seeing through his game at
last. “You definitely do, and you like other people to be just as
hot. That’s why you turned the temp up before you climbed
in.”

He smiled. “Well, you certainly didn’t
mind the heat.”

I thought of Mark thrusting into me as
his wife was pressed against me by my husband’s thrusts into her. I
felt a warm flush flow over me and I looked at Carl. “No, I didn’t
mind at all. The heat was just right for me.”

***

Tommy gave Sarah a signal, “Well,
we’ve got to go to break now, and I hope all you horny listeners
are buying from our sponsors. That was one hell of a hot story, and
the least you could do is pick up something from the people paying
our salaries here at Wife Swap Chronicles.” She switched off her
microphone and turned to Carole. “Good job.”

“I was really nervous.”

“You did fine, and we’re all done,
Sweetie.” Carole nodded and stood to leave, giving Sarah a nice
view of her little heart-shaped ass. “Hey Carole?”

The woman turned and looked back at
Sarah.

“Um…my husband was thinking about
getting a hot tub. Maybe we could come by some time and Carl could
give him some pointers?”

A wide, mischievous smile spread
across Carole’s face. “Anytime, Mrs. Greggor. Anytime at
all.
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Evelyn watched Jake, the new stable
master with a careful and critical eye. He knew how to handle the
horses. She watched as he calmed even the most high-spirited of the
beasts, calming them from skittishness to docility. She took his
eyes off the corral and walked into the stable. She walked through,
inspecting the stalls one by one and noticed that he had taken good
care of them. They were all well groomed, fed, and
watered.

Also in the stable was Jake’s pretty
little wife, Darlene. She was wearing those tight, tiny cut-off
shorts that were so popular among the young people these days. She
also wore a flannel shirt, with the shirt tails tied beneath her
breasts, exposing her navel. The girls claimed it kept the shirt
tails from snagging on equipment or tack, but Evelyn knew they
really wanted to show their bodies off. She didn’t mind. She had
been one of them a few decades before. Darlene wanted to show off
her tight, little body. Evelyn considered the girl.

It was indeed a tight, little body.
Darlene had long slender legs despite her diminished height, and
the tiny cut-off shorts made them seem even longer as the bottoms
of her buttocks were exposed on either side of the upward angled
denim. The girl was bent over a bucket pouring feed into it.
Darlene’s hips weren’t very wide, but the angle gave her ass a bit
of help, and Evelyn knew that when she stood, her waist was so tiny
that she still appeared to have an hourglass figure. Evelyn felt a
thrill as she watched Darlene from behind. The young girl couldn’t
have been older than twenty-years old. Evelyn was forty-two, but
she remembered her youth, the cut-offs and the cowboys.

Evelyn looked at the girl’s tight body
and thought about her own. She hadn’t let herself go. She was still
trim and fit, but she was also forty-two. Her breasts weren’t as
firm as they had been, and she was softer now in places that should
have been hard. She was still a handsome woman. In fact, men came
to call on her regularly. They’d politely waited a full year after
her husband died, but then they turned out in droves. Evelyn
received them warmly and sent them on their way. She couldn’t be
sure if they wanted her or her land, and she certainly didn’t need
anyone’s affection. For eighteen years, she and Jeremiah had built
the ranch into a successful enterprise, and just prior to his death
the two had liquidated certain land investments and ensured that
the ranch could operate for the next century whether or not it
turned a profit.

It did turn a profit, though, and she
could never be sure if someone wanted her or that profit. She
didn’t mind. She didn’t want a relationship with a man. She enjoyed
her memories with Jeremiah and didn’t want them obscured by a new
man and the attention he would need. Still, as she stared at the
young girl happily working, bent over so that her tiny cut-off
shorts made her ass look beautiful, she recognized that although
her emotions were fine without a man, she realized that her body
wasn’t as cooperative. She watched Darlene and thought of her own
youth, bringing a stirring to herself that she knew would haunt her
in the evening.

Darlene stood up and saw Evelyn. “Oh!
Mrs. Stanton. I didn’t know you were there.”

Evelyn smiled at her. “It’s no
problem, Darlene. I’m just examining the horses. You and your
husband are doing a fine job.”

Darlene smiled nervously.
“Well, thank you, ma’am. Thank you.” When she said,
ma’am, she gave a short
bow, and Evelyn noticed through the two open buttons on her shirt
that the girl wore no bra, and again a thrill rushed through her.
The tiny flash of the girl’s nipples stimulated her, but not
because she was attracted to women. She’d never cared for that. She
was attracted to the youth of it, the idea of the woman sleeping
with Jake. Feeling herself flush, she nodded back at Darlene,
excused herself and left the stable.

As she crossed out of the
stable door, Jake entered. She greeted him, and he tipped his hat
to her. She told him, as she had said to Darlene, that she thought
he was doing a fine job. She didn’t need to stare at Jake’s body to
picture it. She’d studied it for two weeks. He was tall and
muscular. When he worked, his muscles strained against his shirt.
His jeans seemed too tight for his strong legs and his attractive
ass. Evelyn sighed. The days of youth,
when all we thought about was working, eating, and sex.

An idea formed in her mind. She knew
of a small group of trees right next to the staff cottage she had
made part of the arrangement when Jake and Darlene took the job at
the ranch. There was an oak tree with a comfortable crook that made
a nice chair, and were one to sit in it, a full view of the
cottage’s bedroom was afforded by the large plate glass window. The
trees themselves would allow anyone to watch the goings-on while
remaining completely unseen. She decided she had to find a way to
get Darlene and Jake behind those windows. Her body told her it had
to be tonight.

Evelyn returned to the main ranch
house thinking of ways to create energy between the two. A plan
formed in her mind. It was excessive, but if it worked, it would be
worth the effort. When she reached the guest house, she called the
head servant and told him to invite the new stable master and his
wife to dinner. The cook was instructed and the entire household
staff was galvanized to prepare. For her part, Evelyn sat in her
office handling various ranch issues and thinking about the
evening. At 5:30, she wrote a rather large check, called for her
valet, and had him take it to her place at the table. She went
online to check on her stock investments, but she’d already done
it. She was simply trying to make the time pass. She sighed. She
stood up and walked to her parlor and looked in one of the antique
mirrors she owned. She was still beautiful. She knew it. Still, the
efforts at chasing men were the efforts of the young, and even
though she was only forty-two, the responsibilities of the ranch
made her feel older.

At 6:30 Evelyn walked into
the dining room and sat at the head of the table. Jake and Darlene
were already in place next to each other, dressed in their Sunday
finest. Jake wore a nice suit with a bolo tie, and Darlene wore a
yellow dress and had a daisy in her hair. They’re lovely, just lovely. Evelyn
nodded to the valet and he put plates in front of them. The three
ate in silence for a while, and Evelyn knew they were likely
enjoying one of the finest meals they’d ever had. They seemed
uncomfortable, and Evelyn wanted to set them at ease. She put her
fork down and smiled at them.

“Jake, Darlene. Thank you for coming.
I invited you here today because I looked at the stables and the
corral, and I’m afraid I’ve done you a great
disservice.”

Jake looked shocked. Darlene said,
“You’ve been nothing but kind to us, Mrs. Stanton!”

She held up a hand. “How long have you
been here, Jake?”

“About two weeks, ma’am.”

“In two weeks, the two of you have
completely undone all of the damage the idiot who held your job
previously had done. I’ve seen my horses, the horses I love, go
from mangy and unkempt to proud and well. They’ve become the kind
of horses I can take pride to own. Once again, I enjoy the stables,
and it’s all because of you two. As I said, I’ve done you a great
disservice.”

Jake stared at her. “Ma’am, we’ve been
very happy here. You’ve done right by us.”

Evelyn shook her head. “No, I haven’t.
When I brought you here, I offered you the guest house and a
salary. I thought at the time it was a fair salary because that is
what I paid the previous stable master. I know now it was unfair.
You have done twice the job as he.” She reached under her placemat,
took the envelope, and handed it to Jake. He took it and just
stared at it.

“Go ahead, young man, open it.” Jake
nodded and opened the envelope. When he pulled out the check, his
jaw dropped. He stared at it, his hand shaking. Darlene looked over
at it and gasped.

“Good Lord, Mrs. Stanton. We…we can’t
accept that!”

Evelyn smiled. “Of course you can,
dear. I’ve simply doubled your annual salary. Because I have a
rather tyrannical accountant who insists on no changes prior to the
fiscal year’s end, I’ve written you a check for the difference from
the operations account. Next year, your weekly paychecks will
reflect the change. This year, you’ve been paid half up front.” She
paused as the words sunk in. “You’re not planning to quit before a
year are you?”

Darlene said “Oh, no! Mrs. Stanton.
No!” She leapt up from her chair and threw her arms around Evelyn.
The servants stared, and Evelyn delighted in their shocked faces.
She hugged Darlene back and kissed her on the cheek. Still holding
her, she said, “You deserve it, dear. Your husband is a fine stable
master.” She looked at Jake and said, “You be sure to buy your wife
a new dress if she wants one, Jake.”

Jake nodded. “I sure will,
ma’am.”

She squeezed Darlene a final time and
then whispered in her ear. “And you be sure to make your man know
how much you appreciate him tonight, dear. A man needs that.” She
let Darlene go and as Darlene looked at her before she sat again,
Evelyn winked at her.

Darlene smiled, bit her lips, and
mouthed the words, “I will.”

The conversation wasn’t strained for
the rest of the meal, and Evelyn entertained them with stories of
Jeremiah. She talked of how they met, how they bought land
constantly and expanded the ranch. How they lived and loved and how
their children, away now at college, would someday return and take
over the operations of the ranch. Finally, when the plates were
cleared, she invited the couple to her parlor for a drink before
calling it a night. She poured a shot of whiskey on the rocks for
Jake and a sweet blackberry liqueur for Darlene. Finally, she told
them she wouldn’t keep young lovers cooped up when they wanted to
be alone. As Jake got his hat and Darlene’s jacket, she winked at
Darlene. Darlene winked back, and Evelyn smiled.

The couple left, and as soon as the
door closed, Evelyn walked through her study to her private garden.
The garden path led directly to the cottage with a distance of only
half of what the couples would have to cover. She came to the group
of trees, found the crook in the oak, and sat. She stared through
the window and waited for the couple to arrive. She was awash in
excitement and could feel her pussy start to get wet.

In ten minutes, she saw them walk into
the room. Darlene didn’t disappoint her. The moment they were
through the door, she covered his mouth with kisses. Evelyn smiled
as the girl put her hands on her husband’s cheeks and kissed him.
The girl probably thought it was passionate as the world, but it
seemed innocent and chaste to Evelyn. There was a loveseat by the
fire, and Evelyn was gratified to see them end up there, still
kissing, because it afforded a better view. It was closer to the
window and angled perfectly.

They separated, and Darlene said
something to Jake and he smiled and said something back, looking
her up and down. She’d complemented him, and he’d complemented her
in return. Jake leaned in close and kissed her again. Then, he
reached forward to tickle her, and Darlene giggled. When he moved
his hand up to cup her breast through her dress, she slapped his
hand away playfully and laughed. Evelyn laughed, too, and then
quickly stifled it. Then, Darlene’s face took on a hungry
expression, and she reached forward to pull off his bolo tie and
unbutton Jake’s collar. When Jake reached forward again to cup her
breast, she let him. He held her for a while and kissed her as he
softly squeezed.

Then, he reached behind her and
unzipped her dress. He pushed it to her shoulders and it fell to
her waist. Evelyn gasped in delight as she saw that Darlene wore a
soft pink bra. She only saw it for a moment because Jake deftly
unsnapped it and pulled it off her. He leaned down and began to
suck on the nipples while he ran his hands up and down her back,
and Evelyn felt her own nipples harden as she watched. Finally,
Darlene pushed her man away and finished unbuttoning his shirt. She
pulled it off him, and Jake stood as he pulled off his undershirt.
Darlene got up, and her dress fell to the floor. Evelyn was
thrilled to see her perfect ass covered only by a tiny pink
thong.

Darlene knelt in front of her husband,
undid his buckle, and pulled his pants and underwear down to his
ankles. As he stepped out of them, Evelyn saw the size of Jake’s
cock and drew her breath in sharply. He was huge. Evelyn just
couldn’t imagine that giant thing going into any part of Darlene’s
tiny body. Darlene didn’t seem to have that problem, though,
because she reached out and took him in her hand. Evelyn imagined
her cooing as she pushed Jake backwards onto the loveseat until he
sat again, keeping her hand on him. When he was seated, she bent
over and put him into her mouth. Evelyn couldn’t see it very well.
She saw Darlene’s head bobbing and watched the tiny girls ass
bouncing slightly as she moved her head up and down. Then, though,
Darlene put her hands on Jake’s thighs and pushed herself up. She
kept her mouth on him, but she stood rather than kneeled, and
through Darlene’s spread legs, she could see Jakes massive dick
disappearing into Darlene’s mouth. She couldn’t understand how the
small girl did it, but his wife’s lips travelled all the way down,
taking Jake in completely. Evelyn looked at Jake’s face. He was
definitely lost in the feeling.

After a short while, though, he lifted
Darlene’s mouth off of him and stood her up straight. While he sat
on the edge of the loveseat, he pulled down her panties and Evelyn
let out a soft moan at the sight of Darlene completely naked. When
Jake’s hands grasped at the cute little ass and he pulled her to
his face, Evelyn actually saw the tip of his tongue as he flicked
it against her. It went on for a while, and Evelyn imagined the
sensations that had to be coursing through Darlene’s body. She
could see Darlene tensing and then relaxing, and she imagined the
little shocks of pleasure that caused those reflexive jolts of
movement.

Finally, Darlene pushed Jake backward,
and Evelyn’s eyes grew wide as she climbed onto him. There was no
way that huge cock was going to fit. Evelyn would have bet a
thousand dollars on it. Darlene took his cock, though, positioned
it against her, and eased herself down on it slowly. Evelyn
expected her to start moving back up when she was a third of the
way down. She expected it when Darlene was halfway down. She was
certain it would happen when she reached two-thirds, and she shook
her head in astonishment as the last few inches disappeared into
the young lady’s body.

Then, Darlene began to move quickly
atop her husband. Evelyn felt her heartbeat rising and her breath
quickening as the young wife moved her hips so quickly that the
whole loveseat seemed to shake. She put a hand on her chest. She
could feel herself getting excited and longed to feel a cock like
Jake’s. When Darlene got off Jake and put her hands on the arm of
the loveseat and her knees on the cushion, Evelyn’s excitement
grew. She watched Jake push into her from behind, watched him grab
her hips and move so hard and fast that if she hadn’t seen the look
of ecstasy on Darlene’s face, she would have thought Jake was
hurting her.

She studied Darlene’s
face, trying to judge by her expressions when she would climax. She
watched her mouth move. She was saying something. Evelyn pretended
it was “Oh God, yes! Yes! Fuck me, Jake!” It felt strange, though,
because even though she watched Jake pounding into the girl’s body,
and even though the girl was apparently shouting in joy, Evelyn
couldn’t imagine the word fuck
escaping the girl’s lips.

Darlene arched her back and opened her
mouth wide. Evelyn guessed she was screaming. Her whole body
tensed, and Evelyn saw her hands gripping into the arm of the
couch. The girl was cuming. Evelyn felt desire roll over her as the
girl squeezed her eyes shut and opened her mouth while her husband
still pumped into her, furiously. Finally, she saw Jake suddenly
get ramrod straight and thrust deeply once, twice, and then a final
time. Both of them froze in position for a moment, and then Jake
leaned over and collapsed above his wife, rolling so that they both
lay on the loveseat, spooning. It gave Evelyn her first view of
Darlene’s pussy from the front, and it was glistening and pink and
beautiful.

Evelyn watched them for a while, and
when she was fairly sure Darlene had fallen to sleep, she stood and
made her way back through her private garden and into her study.
She looked at the clock. It was 9:45. She rang for her valet, and
when he entered, she told him she’d need him to stay late. He
nodded and began to undress.
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"Are you going to stare into space the
entire night?"

Vicki looked up for the first time,
the words breaking her self-imposed daze. She looked at her glass
of cola, seeing the distinct lines of condensation as they snaked
down the side of the cool glass. She hadn't told him that she had
slipped the smallest amount of rum into the glass when he wasn't
looking, her attempts at being more adult causing the drink to take
on a different, unlikeable flavor. She felt the beginnings of a
blush and forced her hand forward. She quickly downed the glass's
contents and ceremonially wiped her mouth with her sleeve. It was
far from a ladylike gesture but she couldn't find the need to
care.

"It's not so bad. You can just talk to
me. After all, talking to a bartender is better than therapy," Greg
offered, winking at her as he took the glass from in front of her.
"He was a jackass anyway."

She shrugged but didn't comment. She
had been working at the restaurant for a long time. Maybe it had
even been too long. If her mom hadn't been married to Greg she's
sure she would have long ago been fired anyway. He knew as well as
Vicki did that she just came onto her shifts to grab a date or two.
She'd dated some real winners as well, most of which always turned
out to be married just like the most recent jackass. Maybe it was
time to give up on fairy tales, after all. Heck, there was always
online dating. Sure, she was only eighteen but that failed to make
a difference in her mind. She was getting old too fast.

"You're too good for him, Vick. You
need to start setting higher standards."

Greg moved around behind the bar,
careful to clean the glasses and organize them. They were the only
two left in the establishment, the two o'clock closing time long
gone. Usually they split the cleaning duties in half. However, that
particular night Vicki had been too busy drowning herself in
self-pity. Greg had swept, mopped, and cleaned the tables. He was
always good about that. Reliable. Maybe she had always envied her
mother that much. She had managed to find someone that could always
be counted on, someone that wouldn't just leave.

"Well, I don't think many share your
opinion." She stood up and stretched her arms above her head before
slowly allowing her hands to wipe at the still present tears.
"Waitresses are a step above strippers but that's about
it."

Greg huffed and arched a black
eyebrow. "You really believe that?" He dropped his drying rag and
stared at her for a moment. "You're still a kid and you're already
this pessimistic?"

"I'm hardly a kid," she growled. Her
shoulders visibly moved as she shrugged. Part of her hoped it was
just the depression talking but the truth was becoming evident.
Nice guys don't date bad girls. Well, employed guys don't date bad
girls. She turned and almost lost her balance. She didn't drink
much and the slight amount of rum was hitting her in a way she
hadn't expected. She was far from drunk, but she felt momentarily
sick.

Before she realized what was
happening, Greg had her by the arm and led her to bathroom. For a
moment she struggled against his grip, somewhat angry that he was
being forceful with her.

"Look at yourself."

He put his hands on her shoulders,
settling her in front of the mirror. She started to pull away again
and stopped as he pushed down gently on her. Finally she looked at
herself, seeing what he saw.

Her mascara had run down her face, the
majority of her makeup looking disheveled and painted on. Her
lipstick was smeared from her lips on the right side, a bright red
stain blending with the cake like makeup.

"Wipe it off."

For some reason she did as he asked,
her hands turning on the water and quickly wiping away the layers
of previously applied foundation. She wiped for minutes, rinsing
her skin several times as she worked. Finally, she was finished and
she stared at her eighteen year old face with unease. She was
naturally blond, her blue eyes peering at her without the usual
outlines of mascara or eye shadow. She felt truly naked there under
the dim light of the bathroom.

"Do you see that?" he asked, smiling
from over her shoulder. "That's you. You're a pretty girl. A
gorgeous girl." He pointed at the discarded paper towels in the
garbage. "That's what you think you are." He turned her, looking
into her blue eyes. He gently took her chin into his hand and
angled her face up. "You are better than the scum you chase
after."

She started to feel awkward, his hands
on her face feeling anything but fatherly. She had often fantasized
about Greg, his masculine features, his well-toned body. She envied
her mother, she envied their relationship. She opened her mouth to
protest, to say that she needed to go. Instead her mouth was
covered by his. She could feel the heat of his breath as his lips
pressed firmly against hers, his tongue snaking into her open mouth
and leaving her motionless for the shortest of seconds. Then, out
of nowhere, she felt her body begin to respond.

Vicki sucked at his tongue, feeling it
stroke the insides of her cheeks and the roof of her mouth. She
felt a tension ease in her. She had no idea how long it had been
there, how long her body had been so on edge. But in that instant,
she felt like a weight had moved off of her shoulders.

They stayed kissing for what seemed
like an eternity, both of their tongues darting in and out of each
other's mouths in a sort of abstract tango. It was only when they
came up for breath that she allowed Greg to lead her gently to his
office. She did very little at that point, Greg taking complete
control of the situation. He wasn't being cruel or forceful. No, he
was just being dominant. He took care to unbutton her shirt without
pulling at the small plastic fasteners, softly pushing her hands
away when she reached up to help.

"No," was all that he said, a single
word that held the subtle hint of control that she had craved for
so long. He had always embodied everything that was perfect for
her. Since her mother started working at the bar when Vicki was
twelve, she had been fascinated by his strong personality, his
strong everything. She immediately obeyed, any indications of
resistance or rebellion gone from her body and mind with one simple
word.

He soon had dropped her blouse on his
desk, her black bra following it. As he disappeared behind her, his
fingers tracing the rise of her breasts, she could feel the rows of
chill bumps rising along her skin and up her back. She couldn't
tell if it was the cold or the excitement, but the shivering
accompanied the increased wetness between her legs. Vicki could
feel him gently unzip her skirt and as it moved down her legs, she
obediently discarded her heels and stepped out of the garment. It
soon joined the pile of her clothes, the only separating her from
complete nudity being a small pair of French cut
panties.

He didn't move for several moments,
Vicki immobile as he stood behind her. Soon enough, however, his
hand appeared in front of her, his fingers going to the front of
her panties before working down. She blushed crimson as his fingers
stopped on the wetness, the pressure of his fingertips increasing
dramatically.

Greg's face was next to her ear in an
instant, his warm breath making her ear flex
uncontrollably.

"Good girl," he whispered before
pushing the fabric aside and burying his fingers deep inside her
folds.

The sudden intrusion made her gasp,
her body shaking and almost lifting into the air as he speared her
with his digits. He played in her wetness and made sure that his
fingertips went as deeply as they could as he angled her face to
kiss her lips once again. His tongue went into her mouth as his
thumb played on her clit without remorse or pause.

Vicki could barely see, lights
appearing in front of her eyes as he played masterfully with her
pussy and sucked at her mouth. She didn't even realize when she got
to her knees, his hand ripping at her panties and throwing them
across the room as he pulled his mouth from hers. He stared at her
for a few moments, his green eyes meeting her blue in an intense
moment of understanding. When he pushed her head forward and
settled her on all fours she quickly realized what position he was
going for.

She heard his zipper slide down but
could see nothing. It was only when she felt him at her opening
that she realized the sheer size of his cock. He played along her
lips for a moment, languishing in her juices and then teasing her
by pressing at her hole halfheartedly. She felt herself tense at
the pressure, his size much larger than anyone before. She inhaled
and tried to relax as she felt him settle into a spot, his hands
going to her hips and holding them tightly.

As he pushed into her she released an
animalistic sound. He filled her completely, her walls stretching
to accommodate him as he pushed against her g-spot before bottoming
out near her cervix. She felt the force of his penetration as it
grazed her womb, the sensation almost like a cramp. Vicki could
barely catch her breath as she felt him pull back, careful to
stroke her walls. Immediately he thrust in again, this time the
force much more commanding. The way it felt, the fullness and
pleasure, caused her to grip handfuls of carpet between her
fingers. She could hear the grunts and groans leaving her mouth
each time his heartbeat caused his organ to pulse inside
her.

Greg pulled out slowly before driving
back into her with even more force. As he moved to adjust his body,
his angle, each powerful thrust caused her to lose her breath. But
soon he settled into a rhythm, his cock adopting a fast rhythm of
deep drilling that always managed to hit all the right places. She
tightened her walls around him each time he pulled out slightly,
her pussy hungrily trying to keep him inside. It was difficult to
tighten around him at all, however. His size filled her
dramatically and completely, his cock so thick that the veins that
surely accented his shaft managed to send tingles up her spine and
add to the pleasure he was giving. On top of that, every time he
moved it was deliberate and thoughtful, almost as if he wanted her
pussy to mold to him. Vicki realized in that instant that he wasn't
only fucking her, he was claiming her.

Her clit was untouched, unaffected by
the angle of entry. However she didn't need it. His deep internal
fucking was more intense than anything before. Her body was
shivering and her breath was becoming harder and harder to catch.
She again gripped him with her walls, wanting to massage him, to
give him the same pleasure. It was almost as if she were
desperately sucking at him with her body, drinking in that feeling
of fullness that he was supplying. She tried to push her mind
somewhere else several times, wanting to forget that feeling that
was slowly and surely developing in the pit of her stomach. Each
time his veined shaft buried itself in her she could feel that
intensity spread up her body like a flickering flame.

But soon, she felt the tension growing
beyond her control.

Greg seemed to increase his movements,
almost as if he could sense her distress and rising pleasure. She
began to groan more loudly as soft grunts escaped his lips. Her
breath was becoming harder to catch, her muscles tight and flexed
in preparation. Finally, she released a guttural scream as her body
went into overdrive. She gripped his cock wildly, a pulsing
sensation accompanying her movements. She dimly heard him growl,
his hips jabbing forward almost violently as she felt a warm gush
in her insides. She couldn't see much in that instant, a distinct
array of white spots dancing in her vision as her body exploded in
orgasm. She could feel her womb suck as his cock, drinking in his
come as she tightened and spasmed around him. It was as if she had
momentarily lost consciousness and the pleasure was the only thing
left.

It took several moments before their
breaths relaxed and their bodies began to soften and loosen. She
could hear him pull away from her with liquid sound, something that
caused her blush to return with earnest. She dared not move until
she could see his hand in front of her face.

Greg lifted her to her feet, taking a
moment to stare into her eyes before carefully kissing her lips. He
held her there for a few moments, stroking her hair as he rested
her face against his chest. She stayed there for the longest,
forgetting everything else. The only thing that crossed her mind
was a simple thought that forced a soft chuckle from her
body.

"What?" Greg asked gently.

"Just thinking that you were right.
Talking to bartenders really can be… therapeutic."
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Beatrice couldn’t believe the racket
they were making next door. For six months, she hadn’t had a next
door neighbor, and she liked it that way. It was peaceful and
quiet. It also let her keep working on her master’s thesis. She
sighed. The noise just wouldn’t stop. She stood up from her
computer and walked toward the door. She caught a glimpse of
herself in the guest bathroom mirror right by the front door and
realized she couldn’t go outside. She had worked fourteen hours
straight, right through the night. The long hours at her computer
made her look tired and dirty, and she wasn’t going to let the loud
new neighbors see her like that.

She walked back to her bedroom and
stripped out of her sweatpants and t-shirt. She stepped into her
bathroom and into the shower where she let the hot water flow over
her. The shower rejuvenated her, and she felt her hair gaining back
some of its luster. When it dried, it would be shiny and black with
slight waves in it travelling from her head to the small of her
back. She rubbed her body wash over her breasts. They were large
and firm, and she had worked hard to keep the rest of her body just
as firm. She rubbed soap down her long, slender legs and back up.
She rinsed off and then stepped out to towel off. She felt better
looking at herself in the mirror. After her shower, nobody would
know she’d been up for nearly thirty hours straight. She turned and
looked at her rear end. It was still heart-shaped and
perfect.

When she was dry, she
pulled on a white cotton t-shirt. The few droplets of water left in
her hair splashed down and left tiny transparent patches in the
cotton, but she didn’t care. The racket next door was getting
louder. If she didn’t get some quiet, she’d never get her damned
thesis done. She only had three and a half days left before she
would have to submit it to committee and she probably had three or
four weeks’ worth of work left. She wasn’t going to let a noisy new
neighbor ruin it all for her. God, why
can’t people be quiet? She wanted to
hurry, and she skipped the panties and just pulled on her jeans.
She slipped her feet into sandals and stormed out the front
door.

She stepped out and walked across her
lawn to the house next door, where men in movers’ uniforms laughed
and yelled each other as they carried furniture from an old truck
up the driveway and into the house.

“Can you guys quiet the hell down?”
She yelled the words, almost screeching. “I’m trying to work over
here!”

The men stopped and looked at her in
shock. One of them, a fat man with pants that drooped low enough
that Beatrice thought he might trip said, “Uh, I’m sorry. Uh, we’re
just trying to move stuff in.” The men fell silent and quietly
continued their work.

A man stepped from inside the house
out onto the front porch. He looked at her, nodded, and said, “I’m
really sorry they disturbed you. I’ll make sure they’re
quieter.”

Beatrice looked at him. He smiled at
her. His eyes were soft. “Yeah, you better tell them to be quiet
because I have too much work to do to hear all this
racket!”

He lifted his hands up. “Look…I’m
sorry. I’ll make sure they’re as quiet as they can be,
okay?”

“You’d better!” She turned away and
stomped back to her house.

She felt good. She’d made her feelings
absolutely clear and they would quiet down again. She sat at the
computer and got back to work. Suddenly, she heard a loud buzzing
noise.

She opened her
eyes. Oh, Jesus! She’d fallen asleep in front of the computer, and her alarm
was buzzing. She’d set it because she’d wanted to have twenty pages
done by now. It was 2:00 a.m. She’d lost nearly five hours.
Stupid, stupid, stupid! She got back to typing, found her rhythm again, and felt a
little better. If she just got an extra two pages done per hour,
she’d be caught up by the morning.

Suddenly, she heard a loud noise like
a gunshot followed by a sputter. She rushed to the window. It was
the moving truck next door. The fat man sat in the driver’s seat
trying to get the engine to turn over. Another backfire sent jolts
of electricity through her head and she rushed outside again,
yelling. The man from the porch met her halfway there. “Hey, calm
down. They’re just trying to get the truck to start. They’re all
done. They’re just trying to leave now.”

Beatrice glared at him, eyes flashing.
“I don’t give a damn what they’re doing. I don’t care if they have
to sit all day at your place. Jesus, I don’t care if they move in
with you, just turn the damned noise off!”

He stared at her. “You know, you need
to calm down.”

“I have work to do, and I want it
quiet.” She pointed at him. “I want it quiet now!”

He looked her again. He watched as his
eyes scanned her, lingering on her breasts, moving down her legs to
her toes and then back up to settle on her face. “You really need
to get fucked, don’t you, lady?” He turned around and walked back
into his house.

Beatrice stood with her
mouth agape. She started to yell, but the truck backfired and
drowned out her curse. She looked at the old vehicle. Thankfully,
the engine roared to life, and she watched it drive away. Finally,
she could work. She walked back to her house and slammed the door
behind her. Asshole!

She stomped to her
computer and got back to work, but the jerk’s words wouldn’t leave
her mind. She typed for about forty-five minutes and then cursed,
erased the five pages she’d written and started again. The asshole
was cute, too. He had a good, muscular body and a square jaw. His
hair was nice and looked just a little mussed, like he was a little
boy. Bastard! She
typed away. A half hour later, she found herself typing, “and
Charlemagne really needed to get fucked” and she screamed. She was
so angry. She got up, knocking her chair down and went next door to
give the guy a piece of her mind.

She stood on the porch and pounded on
the door. Finally, he opened it and stared at her in shock. She
started in on him, “Listen to me you asshole, I don’t need you to
tell me…” She couldn’t believe it. He ignored her and was shutting
the door. She pushed it open before it closed and stepped inside.
She kept yelling at him, and he did the only thing that could have
made her angrier. He laughed at her. Her eyes flew open wide. “How
dare you laugh at m—”

Her yell was cut off because he
suddenly reached forward and pulled her to him, smothering the
words with his mouth. She was shocked as she felt his tongue push
into her mouth and even more shocked to find her hands around his
shoulders. She was still pissed at him. In fact, she was even
angrier now, but he held her and kissed her and she kissed him
back.

She was still angry when he moved his
hands to small of her back. She felt his tongue moving in her mouth
and sucked at it. She was still angry when she felt his hands
gripping her ass and she moaned against his lips. She was still
angry when he lifted her up by her ass and she wrapped her legs
around his waist, and she was still angry as he carried her to his
bedroom, never taking his mouth off of her. She was angry when he
tossed her onto the bed that didn’t even have sheets on it yet. She
was angry when he took off his t-shirt, even though she let out a
sigh when she saw how his muscles rippled. When he climbed on the
bed and roughly pulled her shirt off her, she got even angrier, but
her “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” ended up as “What
the—” as his mouth closed on hers again.

His hands squeezed her breasts, and
she let out a sigh as he pinched her nipples. He kept his mouth on
hers as he reached down and deftly unbuttoned, unzipped, and pulled
down her jeans. He pulled his mouth off so he could get her jeans
all the way down. When he saw her bare pussy, he said, “You really
needed to get fucked. Jesus, no panties.”

She sat bolt upright and then rose to
her knees. “I don’t know who the fuck you think you are, but I—”
His mouth cut her off again, and she was pissed at him and pissed
at herself that each time he kissed her, the anger didn’t seem as
important. She could feel him maneuvering, and by the time he
climbed back on the bed and took his mouth from hers, his pants
were off. Her eyes opened wide at the size of him. He reached out
and took her head, pulling her forward, and she leaned in to kiss
him, but he pushed her downward. She was pissed at him, and now his
cock was only inches from her face. “I’m not gonna—” This time, it
wasn’t his lips on her mouth that shut her up.

He held the back of her head,
gathering her hair together as he pushed in and out of her mouth.
She still felt angry as she put her hand on his shaft and began
moving it in time with her mouth. He let go of her hair, and even
though she was angry, she didn’t stop. She moved her mouth up and
down flicking at the head with her tongue. She took her hand off
his shaft and rubbed his balls as she pushed herself all the way
down until his cock pressed against her throat and she gagged a
little. She pulled her mouth off, pissed off at him for making her
gag, but she began to stroke him again, and noticing his balls, she
put her mouth underneath and began to lick at him. She looked up at
him and he seemed like nothing more than a teenage boy, guiltily
experimenting with the next door neighbor girl. She found her anger
disappearing and her gaze on him softening.

Of course, that only
lasted for a moment because he pulled away from her and pushed her
onto her back and she was pissed at him all over again. She scowled
at him, but she adjusted her hips upward as he pulled her ankles
apart and pushed into her. He was nice and big, and she gasped as
he slipped in, smiling at him. Then, she was really angry that he
had made her smile, and when he leaned over and she wrapped her
legs around his waist and grasped at his shoulders as he moved on
top of her, she felt the anger welling up as she pulled up against
him with her legs and pushed up against him with her hips.
Bastard! Asshole!

It felt amazing as he
pushed in and out of her, and she moaned against him, kissing and
licking his earlobes and nibbling his neck. “Oh, God! Yes, fuck me!
Fuck me…fuck…me…” She realized she didn’t know his name and it
pissed her off. She got even more pissed when he whispered to her
that his name was James because he could tell what she was
thinking. Asshole! “Yes! Yes! Fuck me James! Fuck me!” He suddenly lifted
himself off of her but held her hips as he stood and suddenly she
was up at an angle, her head and shoulders on the bed, him standing
and pushing into her from that position and it was incredible. It
was good. Fucking good, asshole.
“Oh God! Yes! Yes!” He fucked her that way for a
while, and when she looked up at him, his face was so full of
wonder, like a braniac who had scored with the captain of the
cheerleading squad and she felt herself losing the anger again. He
really was cute, and the way he was pounding at her was incredible.
She put her hands at below his knees and held on tight as he pushed
in and out of her. She felt herself groaning closer and closer. Her
anger was gone and she knew she would come soon.

Of course she got angry at
him again because he flipped her over onto her hands and knees
without even bothering to ask if she wanted it that way, and as he
plunged into her over and over she thought, You Prick! even as she shouted, “Oh
God yes! It feels so good, James.” He leaned over and grabbed onto
her hair, pulling her head back and forcing her to arch her back,
allowing him to push in even deeper. Asshole! “Oh fuck yes!”
You bastard! “Fuck me!
Fuck me!”

With his hand pulling her
head back, she suddenly realized he’d already set up a mirror in
front of the bed, and as she watched herself in the mirror, her
face glazing over, her mouth alternately opening in a moan,
clenching in a growl and licking at her lips, she got
angrier. What kind of a freak has a mirror
up before he ever puts sheets on the bed? Still, she moaned and screamed “Oh Yeah!” By now, her knees
had spread so she was only an inch or so above the mattress as he
pumped into her, and he let go of her hair to push her shoulders
into the bed. She wanted to be angry that he’d made it hard to see
the mirror, but then she came.

It flowed over her like a river, the
waves of it rippling through her like a current of electricity. She
felt it take away the significance of socioeconomic factors
contributing to the consolidation of the Ottoman Empire. She felt
it washing away the Machiavellian factors involved in Papal
interference with European politics, and she felt it drown the
importance of the Holy Roman Empire. She felt the days upon end
that kept her for six months at libraries and with books stacked
around her disappear. She felt it tear away the soreness in her
eyes and her neck that came from long hours in front a computer
screen. She screamed a long unintelligible scream as she felt her
pussy gripping at James like it would tear his cock right from
him.

James continued to pump at her until
she thought she couldn’t take another thrust, and that was when he
turned her over, pulled her to him, and pushed himself back into
her mouth. She wanted to be angry at him as she felt his hot,
salty, semen splash on her tongue, but she found that she couldn’t,
and she put her hands on his ass and squeezed him as she sucked and
sucked. She wanted to be angry at him when he didn’t withdraw his
dick and she realized he expected her to swallow, but she wasn’t
and she gulped it down. She wanted to be angry at him when he
finally pulled out of her mouth and collapsed next to her on the
mattress, but instead, still reeling from the orgasms he had given
her, she rolled over and put her head on his shoulder.

She was finally able to muster up a
little bit of anger when he got up in about ten minutes and handed
her the t-shirt and the jeans, but not much. She pulled on her
clothes and watched him dress. When he kissed her cheek and said,
“There, now you’re all better,” she felt a little flash of
anger.

“Prick,” she said, but it was
half-hearted. He led her to the door and hugged her tight, and she
thought it was actually pretty sweet of him to hug her tight and
kiss her neck before opening the door for her. Still…“Asshole.” He
chuckled at her as she said the word while she stepped out and onto
his porch. She smiled at his laugh and was glad that her back was
turned so he couldn’t see. She walked toward her house and sighed.
The afternoon sun would soon give way to the moon, and she hadn’t
accomplished a damn thing since 9am.

When she got to her house, her message
light was flashing, and her heart sank when she heard her thesis
advisor’s voice asking for a call. She would have to call him and
tell him a lie, saying that she was completely ready to go and just
hope for the best. Wearily, still feeling vague traces of her
orgasms fluttering beneath her jeans, she dialed his number. When
he answered, she told him she was returning his message.

“Beatrice, thanks for returning my
call.” He sounded strained. “You know at the political science
department, we take deadlines very seriously, right?” Her heart
began to beat wildly. How could he know she was behind? How could
he possibly know? “We’re especially interested in the deadline for
your thesis because the implications of political issues in Europe
over the last nine-hundred years impacting current policy is a
brilliant concept.” How could he know? She was
panicking.

“Are you still there,
Beatrice?”

“Yes. I’m sorry. I know that deadlines
are critical, sir, and I’m very glad you believe my thesis is
worthy of the study I’ve put into it.” She was on the verge of
tears. She would have to submit it again a year from
now.

“Well, Beatrice. The point is…um…This
is embarrassing. The academic coordinator has accidentally
scheduled your thesis defense at the same time that two of the
panel members are to present a paper in Geneva. We’ve talked it
over, and you deserve to be heard, so if you insist, we will hold
your review as planned. Still, if you could show extraordinary
grace and allow us to set it for the twelfth of next month, the
panel members would be very grateful.”

That gave her thirty-two more days.
Thirty-two! “Well, sir. Conference’s such as the one in Geneva make
our school’s reputation grow and are important. It will help to
make my degree more valuable. My panel members will also certainly
benefit from hearing presentations there as others attending will
benefit from them, and I’m sure I’ll have a class or two with them
in the course of my doctorate. I think my choice is very clear. I’m
happy to present next month.”

When he spoke, he sounded so relieved
that she almost giggled. “Oh, thank you Beatrice. I hope we’ve not
put you out too much.”

“No sir. In fact, I wanted to go over
a few things, and some horribly noisy neighbors were making
proofreading difficult. Now, I can work through it here instead of
renting a motel room and setting up my laptop there for the next
few days. I think it worked out well all around for both of
us.”

He chuckled. “You’re just saying that
to be kind, Beatrice, but thank you.”

There were a few more pleasantries
until they finally hung up. Beatrice walked to the computer. She
only needed to get about five pages done per day now, and she spent
a few hours taking care of her five for the current day. When she
finished, it wasn’t even eight o’clock. She sat on her couch and
then got up and walked onto her porch. She stared next door.
Nothing. She kept staring. Still nothing. Finally, she fixated on
the lawn. James’ lawn was scraggly and browning.

She walked up to his door and pounded
on it. He opened the door, and she shouted, “Hey! Don’t you know
that we water our lawns in this neighborhood?”

He stared at her in shock. Then, as
comprehension dawned on him, he smiled and pulled her inside the
house.
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