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“This is not getting any better.”
Jane’s boss, Jim, sighed in frustration and sat back down in his
chair behind the desk coated with piles of papers.

Jane looked around in sympathy. She
agreed that the situation was looking hopeless. They had been
working since closing time at seven, trying to prepare the files
for the auditor that was due in two days. She let her eyes go from
the piles of paper to her boss, who was resting his head back in
his chair and had his eyes closed.

When her boss had approached about
working overtime to help with the paperwork for the audit, she had
readily agreed. She definitely could use the money. Her credit card
bills were threatening to bury her. That had not been the real
reason for her enthusiasm, though. Her boss had been the real
draw.

Since she had started work at the
organic foods wholesaler, she had felt a deep attraction to her
boss, Jim. He was about forty-five, attractive with his slightly
graying blond hair, his green eyes and his boyish grin, and he had
treated her like a close friend from the start. She never felt
small around him the way she had around former bosses.

Jane was an attractive girl. She knew
it. With her thick auburn hair that fell in glossy waves down her
back, her clear creamy skin and her almost translucent blue eyes,
she caught the attention of many men. Her body was also an
eye-catcher, curvy and yet toned, with legs that looked longer than
they actually were. It all added up to some very bad moments for a
young receptionist. It was why, when she first showed up for her
job at Organic Zoo’s Foods, Inc., she had cast a cynical eye around
at her co-workers. At only twenty-one, she had already dealt with
the rotten side of being a beautiful woman in a professional
world.

“What do you think, should we take a
break and clear our heads for a while?” His voice broke into the
reverie she had fallen into.

She smiled at him and nodded. “I think
that would be an excellent idea, Mr. Davenport.”

He shook his head at her. “Okay,
seriously, I will run you out of this office the next time you call
me that. After the past year, I think you know me well enough to
call me by my name. I will only answer to Jim, I’m warning you.” He
came around the desk and took her hands in his to bring her to her
feet.

For a moment, they stood close to each
other, and a small shiver ran through Jane’s body as she felt his
hands move to her waist. Before going any farther, though, he
pulled away and shifted some papers on the desk. “I’m sorry, Jane,
if that seemed inappropriate. I’m just tired and this audit is so
worrisome and . . .”

“It’s okay, Jim.” He turned and smiled
at her at the use of his first name. She shrugged and looked away
for a moment. “It does seem hot in here, though.” Without looking
at him, she shifted out of her suit jacket and let it drop into the
chair behind her.

When she turned to him again, she saw
his eyes go directly to her breasts. They were full and, in the
black lace bra that clearly showed through the sheer white blouse,
they were pushed together and looked even more round. Yes, she had
just used one of the oldest tricks in the book, but it got his
attention where she had wanted it for the past year.

Jane ran her hands up and under her
auburn hair and lifted it from the nape of her neck. “I agree that
we could use a break. I’m feeling so worn out. “

Jim nodded, his eyes still riveted to
her chest. Then he closed them and seemed to deflate. “I know this
has been a tough work session, Jane. I really appreciate all your
help.” He raised a hand to rub at his eyes.

 Jane took that moment to move closer to him and to very
gently massage his neck and shoulders. He didn’t open his eyes and
he didn’t push her hands away. Slowly, Jane worked his own suit
jacket from his shoulders and down his arms, finally slipping it
off and laying it carefully on top of her own in the
chair.

Now, she let her attention return to
Jim. She reached around and loosened his tie, opening it enough to
slip it over his head, ruffling the perfectly cut blond hair. She
reached up to smooth it down as she dropped his tie on top of their
jackets. She let both hands trail through his hair and down over
his neck and shoulders, sending a shudder through his body.
Smiling, she got on her tip toes, leaned in and softly kissed him
on the neck just at the hairline.

Suddenly, he whirled around and
grabbed her, pressing her body against him and pressing his mouth
down on hers. His hands were running along her body and squeezing
her ass roughly as his tongue pushed into her mouth. She was
breathing in heavy gasps that matched his own. Finally, letting go,
he stepped back and grabbed at her breasts through her
blouse.

She reached up a hand to help him
unbutton it, but he pushed her hand out of the way and ripped it
open, sending buttons flying as he pulled it down off her shoulders
and to the floor. He put his mouth on her breast and sucked at it
through the lace of her bra as her blouse dropped away.

She gasped at his sudden attack. Her
hand reached for his head, running through his hair as he pulled
down on her bra, freeing her breast for his mouth. He took her
entire nipple into his mouth and sucked hungrily, making her drop
her hands from his head to grip the desk behind her for support.
She could feel his tongue run over her nipple, sending sensation
rolling through her body straight to her pussy.

Now, it was her turn to push him back.
She stood up from the desk and worked at the buttons on his shirt
until he grew impatient and, again pushing her hands out of the
way, he pulled open his own shirt, ripping it from his chest and
balling it to be pitched aside on the floor. Without slowing, his
hands went to his pants, and now Jane moved forward to her knees,
batting his hands out of the way she quickly undid his belt and his
pants and yanked them to the floor.

She put her hands on his thighs and
pressed her face against the bulge in his underwear. Slowly, she
let her manicured nails trail down the front of his legs and then
up the back of them until they reached his ass. She squeezed his
ass cheeks hard as she opened her mouth and took the bulge
completely into her wet mouth, letting her hot breath excite his
cock through the fabric.

He groaned and reached down to her
head, grabbing fistfuls of her beautiful auburn hair. Her hands ran
from behind him to the front again and slipped inside the top of
his underwear to grasp his hardening shaft. His impatience showing
again, he grabbed his own underwear, releasing her hair, and pulled
them down to puddle them around his ankles. Returning to grab at
her hair with an even firmer grasp, he pulled her forward and
thrust his cock into her mouth.

He was large and instantly filled her
mouth. She felt him press against the back of her throat and she
felt her pussy twinge in response. He thrust deeply a few more
times before he pulled her from the floor for another long kiss.
His tongue thrust where moments before his cock had done the same.
She found herself sucking on it as he put his hands on her waist
and picked her up to sit her on the edge of the desk.

He let his hands pull her legs roughly
apart and snaking under her skirt, they grabbed at her panties and
pushed them aside to delve deep into her slippery folds. His
fingers began to move furiously inside her as he continued to shove
his tongue into her mouth. Eventually, her gasps grew heavy and his
mouth pulled away to suck at her neck. Suddenly, her back arched
and her pussy clenched at his hand as she began to come
hard.

His powerful arms enveloped her at
this point, and feeling herself lifted into the air, she cried out
as he thrust her downward onto his slick cock. He stumbled with her
to the wall behind the desk, planting his hands against the glossy
wood while he supported her legs over his arms and fucked her with
hard, deep thrusts. With every powerful move, she yelled, her pussy
still spasming with the sensation of her orgasm.

Finally, letting her legs slide to the
floor, he turned her again and walked her back to the desk to bend
her over the edge and push his cock into her from behind. His
thrusts were so hard that her feet were lifted from the floor each
time he moved deep inside her. She felt the piles of papers beneath
her, pressing into the flesh of her stomach. She reached forward
and grasped the farther edge of the desk.

She then felt him pull out and his
hands maneuvered her up onto the desk, placing her knees on the
edge so that her pussy and ass were hanging out in space. The air
on her bare backside shocked her and made her shiver. Suddenly, his
tongue was attacking her pussy, pushing deep in the dripping folds
before sliding up and plunging into her tight asshole.

The shock of feeling his tongue in her
little puckered hole, slowly working it open with widening circles
his tongue was making made her almost fall off the desk. Quickly,
he grabbed her around the waist and fell back into his chair with
her on his lap. Without warning, he pulled her ass down onto his
waiting cock, pushing between the cheeks and into the tiny
opening.

She screamed but he was pumping her so
fast that the initial pain faded and her screams became moans. Her
hands gripped the arms of the chair and she leaned into him,
pushing herself down onto his thrusting cock. His hands moved to
her front, moving her legs wide open and then pressing his fingers
to her pussy, playing with her clit.

She heard his breathing growing
harsher as his cock began to grow and throb hard in her ass. His
fingers moved wildly over her clit, driving her to an orgasm that
threw her body forward as he thrust one final time deep in her ass,
releasing his come in her ass and filling her with its sticky
warmth. Slowly, his grip tightened and he pulled her up into his
lap again. Both of them sat still for some time, panting in rhythm
as they fought to regain their composure.

Eventually, Jane moved out of his arms
and stood up. She walked around the desk to gather her clothes and
slowly pulled them on. Finally dressed, she collapsed in her own
chair and looked across to her boss. He had also dressed and
returned to his chair. His hair was wildly mussed and his shirt was
still unbuttoned halfway. She slowly smiled and then laughed out
loud.

He looked up at her and smiled shyly
in return. “Well, I think we better get back to work.”

They both surveyed the papers that had
been pushed out of their tidy stacks and scattered on the floor.
Shrugging, Jane scooted forward and began straightening papers. Her
boss, after smoothing his hair and buttoning his shirt, leaned
forward and began doing the same. After a few minutes, Jane
yawned.

Her boss looked at her and grinned.
“Need another break?”
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It was a beautiful
morning, and by all accounts it would be a beautiful weekend, which
was fortunate because I was spending the weekend in the mountains
with my wife and one of her pathetic friends. We had planned this
weekend months in advance, it was going to be perfect, but all of a
sudden Charlotte broke up with Marc. Julie then decided that we
could not leave Charlotte alone in her time of need. I didn’t want
to cancel our weekend, so now we were stuck bringing her along. It
pissed me off to just think about it. I don’t think I am being
selfish. This weekend was meant for me and Julie, and I had put
tons of time into it. Suddenly, there is a
third person and only one tent.

There was no way I was going to be
able to do anything romantic or fun this weekend. It sucked. How
could Julie do this? I did my best to regain some composure as I
lingered on angry thoughts of Charlotte. It wasn’t working, but at
least they couldn’t tell. Why Charlotte had to come over so early
was unfathomable to me, but here she was. Unfortunately, Julie
couldn’t entertain her all day because she had a few hours of work
to get through before the trip.

Charlotte isn’t the worst person in
the world, and I suppose it wasn’t her fault that she was ruining
my romantic getaway, but I couldn’t help but resent her for it.
Once Julie left for the day, Charlotte sat there quietly, reading a
book while I did some work at my desk. I could never go a day
without working. In fact, I had spent the past few weeks getting
far enough ahead to ignore work for a weekend without falling
completely behind. It wasn’t fun but I had had motivation. Now,
that motivation was dead in the water and I still had to wade
through everything to be able to make the trip. My resentment was
growing.

I was slowly becoming more and more
aggravated, but I was the host, and I was going to act like it. As
soon as I finished my work, I returned to the living room.
Charlotte still sat there quietly reading some obscure book. I sat
there quietly occasionally glancing over at my iPad. I didn’t have
work to do for once in my life. It was starting to get difficult to
pretend to be doing work.

The room was silent. It was
unbearable, but what was there to talk about? Before I could figure
it out, her gentle voice spoke, “I’m sorry for ruining your weekend
Chris. I know it’s not ideal, but I’ll try not to be too much of a
nuisance. I could even go for a walk so you can have some real fun
with Julie”. Charlotte seemed genuine. I was at a true loss for
words. She continued slowly, “And if you need anything, let me
know. Anything you want, really, I owe you.”

I paused for a moment. “Thank you
Charlotte, I will keep that in mind. So, how are you? Are you
holding up alright?”

Charlotte put down her book slowly.
“I’m okay, I guess, all things considered. You know, I kind of saw
it coming. Our relationship used to be so passionate. We used to
have evenings where he would ravage my body over and over. That was
long ago though. I don’t mean to be too candid, but he hadn’t made
love to me in a month and couldn’t even manage to seem interested.
At that point, I knew we were heading down a bad path.” Charlotte
never seemed more human than at that very moment.

She seemed depressed. Even though she
was going to ruin my weekend, I couldn’t hate her. She was a woman,
an insecure and lonely woman. How could I pass such a harsh
judgment on her? What right did I have to judge? We both sat there
quietly. I averted my gaze, and she seemed ready to hide her face
inside the book again.

I couldn’t let her get so down on
herself. After she returned to her book, I began to look at her up
and down, looking for anything to compliment. The task was
surprisingly easy. I tried to mask my gaze as it caught sight of
her full supple breasts. They were bigger than I had ever noticed.
Her half unbuttoned blouse helped. They were nearly coming out of
that top, and from the little glimpse of the blue bra I could see,
her bra would never contain them. They looked so soft and inviting.
I couldn’t turn my gaze. They were perfect. I had never seen such
shapely and perky breasts. It was wonderful.

She continued to skill through
countless pages as I gazed admiringly. The things I would do with
those breasts. She slowly put down her book, and looked up at me. I
wasn’t prepared. I was caught. I was dead. I quickly looked back at
the iPad and pretended to work diligently. I couldn’t tell if it
was working, I couldn’t even think of lifting my head. What if she
didn’t buy it? Was she going tell Julie that I was blatantly ogling
her supple breasts? My heart sank. The weekend was surely ruined
now.

She sat there quietly as I gazed
intently at my iPad. The silence was deafening and there were still
several hours before Julie would come home and break it. I shifted
uncomfortably. She suddenly rose and walked over to the seat next
to mine. She sat down and began to speak softly, “Were you just
surveying the landscape? Were the hills big enough for
you?”

I was shocked. She was far more
forward than I would expect. She was so quiet and innocent,
normally. I knew a thirty- two year old woman could not be all that
innocent, especially in light of our conversation, but that didn’t
help me respond. “I am so sorry Charlotte.” I responded
quickly.

She giggled. She was suddenly flirty
and loose. “Seriously Chris, I saw you looking at my breasts. It’s
okay, really. I’m just feeling insecure right now, and would love
your input.” It was a trap, it had to be. I needed to proceed with
caution.

I paused a moment before saying slowly
“They look very nice. I mean, they are very… full, and …um…perky?”
That came out so wrong. This was bad.

Charlotte smiled. “Why thank you
Chris, I like to think they are attractive. Clearly they do the
trick.” I was so nervous, that I forgot to control myself. My cock
began to rise to the occasion. She held her hand to her mouth as
she giggled quietly.

“Well, if that showed up because of
me, does that mean I have to entertain it?” She said
flirtatiously.

I was still off guard. There was no
avoiding it now. I just sat back and calmed down. Charlotte took it
as a cue to do something naughty. Better now than later, Julie
would be coming home at some point. I sat there quietly wondering
what would happen next and how this would end.

Charlotte got out of her chair and
found her way to my lap. She sat down. She began to stroke my cock
and kiss my lips. Her lips were ample and strong. She was
aggressive. I could feel my dick hit full mass as her supple
breasts pressed against me. She paused for a moment and slowly
pulled off her blouse and bra. Her breasts were gorgeous. They were
so much more beautiful than I had imagined.

There was no turning back now. She
began to tug at my pants. As soon as she got up, she ripped them
and my underwear straight down . As she got down on to her knees,
she slowly slid her breasts across my cock. Her soft, warm breasts
felt amazing as they devoured my cock. She was on her knees and she
stared intently on my hard cock, licking her lips as if she was
looking at a giant ice cream cone. She grasped it gently with her
soft hands, slowly working her hand up and down the
shaft.

It felt good to know her touch. Her
hands were soft but her grasp was firm. She scratched my thighs as
she moved her hand up and down my cock. Slowly, she slipped her
lips over the tip of my cock. Her tongue twirled all around the tip
of my cock, sending shudders through my body. She began to stroke
my frenulum with her tongue. I never realized she had a tongue
piercing until that moment. The feeling of the metal stud crossing
my frenulum was enough to make me come, but I was enjoying myself
too much to let it end so quickly.

Moving her hands down further, she
gently fondled my balls between her fingers. She began working her
lips quickly up and down my shaft. I held her hair in my hand, and
I slowly forced her further down my shaft. I held her head at the
base for a few moments before letting go. She gasped for breath but
willingly went back in. Her tits bounced as her lips slipped up and
down. She found herself all the way at the base again. This time
the pleasure was too much. I grabbed the back of her head and held
it there as I came in the back of her throat. It was amazing. She
found herself gasping for air again, but this time with a smile.
She sat back down on her big bouncy ass, and I laid back, still
trying to figure out what had happened. It was difficult to think.
The pleasure had overloaded my circuits.

I looked down at Charlotte. She was
happy about all of this, but it didn’t look like she was done. She
still looked longingly at me. She still had something to prove.
Perhaps it was the sexual drought she and Mark had had, or maybe
she felt a little less than useful since the break up, but she
seemed to need to prove to me that she could give me what I needed
as a man. I wasn’t going to let her drive a wedge between me and
Julie, but Charlotte had already sucked my cock, so what harm could
letting her ride it do. I was definitely game. Without any words
passing between us, Charlotte understood.

She sat there for a moment before
slowly slipping her pants down over her supple ass, shaking it in
my face. I gave it a firm smack, and watched my impact shake her
entire ass. I smacked it again and she let out a soft moan and bit
her lower lip. She got back on her knees and began working her
beautiful perky breasts up and down my cock to get me hard again. I
grabbed her breasts and held them firmly around my cock, thrusting
between them while tweaking at her nipples with my
fingers.

She had had enough of that already
though. She pulled away and turned around. She slowly sat down in
my lap, pushing my bulging cock slowly in to her tight moist pussy.
I was surprised to feel just how wet she was. She must have been
really turned on by fucking me with her tits. My attention went
back to focusing on my cock as she worked her pussy up and down,
leaning forward to give me a full view of her ass as she moved. I
smacked her ass again, and she let out a long squeal of pleasure.
She grabbed her breasts, twisting her nipples slowly as her breasts
bounced up and down.

Now, she leaned back across my body,
and I grabbed her breasts and fondled them gently in my hands. They
were so soft and warm. I could not possibly ignore them. I lifted
my hips slowly to keep my cock slipping in and out of her and
shifted my hand down her body, and I began to rub her clitoris,
moving my fingers in little circles over it to force the little bud
out of its hood. As she squirmed uncontrollably, I bit down gently
on her neck. I gave a quick flick of my wrist at one of her
breasts, making her moan louder.

Something overtook me. I got up and
bent her over the chair. My hands grabbed her waist and I began to
pound my cock deeper and deeper inside of her dripping pussy. She
was screaming to various deities now. Her hands were clenched hard
onto the arm rests. I grabbed her hair and pulled on it a bit as I
gave her ass some more spanks, leaving handprint after handprint on
her left ass cheek.

Her pussy began to squeeze firmly as
my cock pushed quickly in and out of her. My cock began to pulsate
with each thrust. Her sweet folds tightening around my shaft made
me groan and I knew I couldn’t contain myself any longer. I pulled
out and flipped her onto the chair. I put one foot on an arm rest.
I jerked my cock for a moment or two and, suddenly, my cock
erupted. I squirted hot white come all over those supple, perky
breasts.

Charlotte seemed quite content with
the situation. She ran a single finger up her breasts repeatedly,
slowly filling her mouth with all my sticky semen. When she
finished cleaning up, she gave my cock a quick suck, slowly licking
all the come off it. After that, we were done. Both of us were
exhausted and it would still be hours before Julie got back. The
smell of sex was everywhere, and we’d have to deal with that for
sure.

I got in the shower first. It was a
nice long one. I simply stood under the hot water for close to
forty five minutes. I was surprised the hot water didn’t run out. I
don’t know how it had happened, but I truly enjoyed fucking
Charlotte. I dried off and changed into my camping
attire.

Charlotte got into the shower. She
didn’t take as long, but she sang the entire time. She didn’t have
many changes of clothing, but that didn’t matter because if she was
wearing something else Julie might know something was up. I know
that sounds a little paranoid, but I didn’t want imagine what would
happen if Julie found out about our little escapade.

We both eventually returned to the
scene of the crime. I put down some carpet scent absorbers and
Charlotte vacuumed. I quickly ran around the house and spray
cleaned everything. I knew we hadn’t been all over the house, but
spray cleaning one room seemed like a mistake. The room smelled
like fresh linen. I guess that would have to do. Julie still
wouldn’t be home for a while, but I would have to settle at this
point.

I sat back down in my chair and
Charlotte in hers. She had even fewer buttons on her blouse done up
at this point. Her breasts were still overflowing, but I was
focused on the weekend now. Besides, we didn’t have the time. I
stared intently at my iPad, scoping out stock market trends and
making sure there was no work that needed to be done. Everything
was great, and as far as Julie would ever be concerned, they always
would be.

I was now more excited than ever to go
camping with Charlotte and Julie, and to think we were all sharing
a tent. It would definitely be an interesting weekend. I couldn’t
wait to see these babes in bikinis at the lake.















FUCKING MY HUSBAND’S BEST
FRIEND

an erotic short by Cindy Jameson
All
rights reserved copyright 2012 by Naughty Daydreams
Press









Bill had always wanted Victoria. That
much she knew was true. She knew he was a dog, and that he was an
unhappily married man with a roving eye, and she knew that he
wanted nothing more than to throw her down and fuck her in a fit of
lust and passion. She knew these facts, as well.

His best friend, her corporate
attorney husband, made more money than him, had a better car, and
didn’t have four kids and a menial job as a maintenance man. She
loved having the kind of power over Bill these circumstances
afforded. She used it to her advantage many, many times, and she
knew it drove him crazy. During a recent campout with both of their
families, Bill had accidentally walked into her tent while she was
changing clothes. She had been wearing absolutely nothing but clean
white bikini panties. Shocked at first, she had covered herself
with her hands and squealed at him “Hey!!!“ He had quickly jumped
out of the tent, but he had definitely seen how gorgeous her ample
tits were, how soft and gently curved her waist was, and how long
and nicely shaped her legs were.

Nowadays, she liked to strut in front
of him in skinny jeans and high heels, watching his eyes go up and
down her taut body and watch her round ass in action. She started
to purposely go braless in a half-open button- up shirt when he was
around. That is, when she thought she could get away with it. On
more than one occasion, she caught him staring at her perky nipples
jutting out of her blouse.

She was secretly attracted to him
because he looked like a young Jeff Bridges. And then one day, he
lost control. It was their friend Aaron’s 30th birthday, and
Victoria and her husband were hosting the party at their house
because they had a pool and it was a hot day in August. Victoria
had turned thirty just the week before. Her birthday present from
her adoring husband had been a black string bikini and a new pair
of sandals. She had opened the present in front of all their
family, friends and neighbors at her birthday party a few weeks
earlier. For most of the night, Bill had slumped in the corner
drinking beer, but when she had triumphantly pulled out the bikini,
he had sat up at full attention. She noted how he had first looked
sharply at her, and then at the rest of the party in order to
ensure that nobody was observing him.

The party was in full swing when
Victoria, clad in her new black bikini, walked into the kitchen to
grab some beers for her husband and other friends. Bill was
standing in the bright kitchen, talking on his phone. She walked
over to the refrigerator and opened the door, bending down and
showing off her perky ass.

His eyes never left Victoria as she
picked up three beer bottles and turned to face him, a look of pure
innocence on her face. Her dark, wet hair was plastered to her
back. There was something different about Bill as she regarded him.
He was like a pent up teenager, full of hormones and desire, ready
to charge.

Still on his phone, he made his way
towards the back door she had come through, and quietly shut it.
The sounds of the party became muffled, cries of children playing
volleyball in her pool were muted and her husband, happily
barbecuing, was now out of sight. There were approximately twenty
people in the backyard completely oblivious to what was about to
happen inside.

Without another word, Bill hung up the
phone and slipped it into his pocket. He looked straight at
Victoria’s large, wet breasts. She felt a blush creeping up her
neck. Against her better judgement, she offered a shy smile and set
the beer bottles down on the counter. Several of them rolled over
and fell into the empty sink with a crash.

“Your husband is my best friend.” He
said this quietly, reflecting on the many years of friendship that
they had shared. Victoria didn’t know what to say.

Bill strode towards her in three swift
steps and quickly snapped down her bikini top, exposing her 36C
breasts. They bounced out of her bikini top and he quickly pinched
her right pink nipple, hard.

“Walk to your bedroom.
Now.”

Victoria was too shocked and aroused
to argue. She started to turn towards the hallway, and Bill firmly
spanked her on the ass, moving her along faster. He had one hand on
her tit and walked behind her, spanking her lightly along the way.
She was a little fearful that they would run into someone in the
hall and she hesitated as she scanned their path. She stumbled a
little and he spanked her harder.

They walked into the large master
bedroom. She paused at the bed and he pushed her roughly towards
the bathroom.

“No, beautiful. I’m going to fuck you
on the cold floor.”

She made a small noise. “I’m not
beautiful!” she exclaimed, wrinkling her freckled nose.

He smirked. “Yeah, you are. You know
you are, and you’ve had this coming. This is going to be
fun.”

They were now in the bathroom. He
eagerly slammed the door behind them, giving them privacy from the
party. Then he started kissing her neck and pulling hungrily at
both of her tits. She licked his ear and that made him even
crazier. She pulled off his swim shorts to reveal a massive
erection. She touched his smooth cock and felt a drop of precum on
her fingers.

Completely naked, he pushed her down
into the large empty jettub. She moved as though to take off her
bikini top and he lightly slapped her hands away. He pushed the
straps off her shoulders and then pulled the top down just enough
so that her large breasts were supported by the rolled fabric and
were high upon her chest. They bounced up and down as he started
playing with her nipples and squeezing the smooth flesh. She moaned
and untied her bikini bottom eager to show Bill her
pussy.

He sat up and looked at her shaved
pussy. Then, with a devilish smile, he stood up.

“Do you have a vibrator?” he asked.
“Don’t be shy.”

“....yes.” she said.

“Get it. Now. Let me watch
you do it.”

She stood unsteadily and walked
towards the bedroom. He was sitting in the bathtub, waiting. She
took the blue vibrator out of her panty drawer and returned with
it, large breasts bouncing.

He turned the vibrator on and guided
her down into the tub. She lay on her back, both legs up in the
air. He shifted her hips and leaned on the backs of her thighs as
though to trap her.

“What a sweet pussy you’ve got there.”
He gently laid the vibrator on her exposed clit, and she jumped as
though she’d been burned. It felt delicious. He took the vibrator
off and started licking her wet pussy, drinking in her sweet
juices. She moaned and rocked her hips against the cold tub. He
alternated the vibrator and his mouth, stopping every so often to
finger her clit. When she started to moan louder because she wanted
to come, he would stop all movement to make her wait.

“And just what would your husband say
if he saw me fucking his pretty little wife?” Bill
asked.

“He’d kill you...or maybe join in.”
They shared a laugh and Bill lightly swatted her pussy with the
vibrator. Victoria jumped and let out a louder laugh.

Bill suddenly leaned forward and
pulled Victoria out of the tub, sweeping her off her feet. He
swiftly walked with her into the bedroom and laid her ass first on
the king size bed. They shared a hot kiss, and he pushed her hair
to the side to expose her breasts. He flicked at her nipples and
began licking them quickly so they became erect. She moaned, and
then sat up to grasp his large cock.

She began caressing his cock slowly,
and then, when he shut his eyes, she pumped the shaft faster and
faster. When he became wetter, she wrapped her full lips around his
erect cock and began sucking and licking it. Her tongue moved
faster and faster, and she cupped his balls in her hand. He groaned
and cursed and grabbed at the pillow.

Bill was just about to explode when
Victoria suddenly straddled his narrow waist, her dripping pussy
just inches from his swollen dick. He guided her down and she
slowly lowered herself onto his cock. His breathing grew louder and
louder and she cried out softly as her pussy enveloped
him.

Victoria rocked her hips forward,
slowly at first, and then faster and faster. He met her every
movement and cradled her gorgeous tits with both hands. When he
wasn’t fondling her nipples, he was reaching around and squeezing
her glorious ass with both hands. When she got tired, he rolled her
onto her stomach so that they both faced the wall length mirror
across from the bed.

She propped herself up on all fours,
her long hair hanging down to one side. He looked at her perfect
naked body in the mirror and began entering her from behind,
stroking her smooth ass with his hand. She was surprised to find
that he was also fingering her ass.

As he pushed into her, his cock fit
snugly into her wet pussy and hit numerous pressure points she
hadn’t felt before. He began to pump harder, watching as his
movements jolted and shook her body, made her tits quiver. He
pulled on her hair so that she would lean back and he could watch
her tits shake and bounce. Then he reached around her stomach and
fingered her clit until he forced her to have an orgasm so hard
that her eyes rolled around.

He pumped faster, rocking back and
forth. She began squealing, “Oh God, oh God, oh Jesus fuck fuck
fuck it feels so good...” Her own husband had never done her like
this.

Suddenly, and with a loud cry, he
exploded inside her, and wet come began dripping from her pussy
down onto the bed. He collapsed on top of her, gasping for air, and
she lay down on the bed feeling his wet cock against her thigh.
They stayed there like that, listening to the party that sounded
like it was twenty miles away.

After a little while Bill sat up.
“Well? How was it for you?”

She laughed like a little kid because
it was such a cliched question. “It was wonderful,”she purred as
she moved toward him for a kiss. She felt his cock instantly harden
at the thought of having her again. She went to grab it and he
pushed her hand away, his blue eyes twinkling with mischief and
unexpected affection.

“Jesus, woman! How am I supposed to
live knowing how good we are together??”

“Well..haha. I’m not sure how often we
are going to be able to do this...but you know what? My husband
sometimes jokes about having a threesome!” They both smiled,
knowing that it would be impossible. He reached up and gently
stroked her long hair. It was a tender moment, and then it was
over.

“Get up, get up, get up! I hear your
husband calling you!!! I think he’s coming inside!!” They leapt off
the bed, scurrying to pick up the scraps of their clothing that
were flung all over the bedroom.

As Victoria raced down the stairs
towards her husband’s voice in the yard, Bill whispered in her ear,
“Stay out of the pool. I want you to feel my come dripping down
your thighs all night long.” She breathed in sharply and felt a
warm gush inside of her.

 

They raced outside and rejoined the
party. As Victoria passed out beers to the men, Bill went up to his
best friend cooking hamburgers and chicken at the barbeque. They
shook hands.

“Thanks, man.”

“Anytime, my friend. Anytime.”
Victoria walked over to the group of women sitting near the pool, a
wide grin on her face. They smiled and laughed and enjoyed the rest
of the summer evening.
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The bumper music was sensual with a
heavy and smoky Louisiana flavor. Just hearing it as she sat in
front of the microphone made Sarah Greggor want to move. She’d
never really been turned on by music alone, but visions of moving
on top of, underneath of, or next to somebody while this music
played filled her head. She glanced over at Carly, her guest for
the show and smiled.

The lovely girl smiled back. She was
new to the whole swinging lifestyle, Carly could tell. It was the
look on her face, the still somewhat guilty look, like she was
doing something naughty and had just been caught. Sarah thought it
made her look adorable. She caught a movement in the engineer booth
and saw Tommy, her engineer, counting down. She waited until he
reached zero and then leaned into the microphone.

“Good evening, everyone, and welcome
to the show Prime Pinup Poontang Magazine just named the best radio
show in the adult listening category! That’s right, everyone. We’ve
been officially discovered by a little known magazine you can
probably only get as part of a bundle with Gigantic Jugs and
Amazing Ass at a liquor store near you.” Carly was chuckling, and
Sarah smiled at her again. “I’ve been listening to our bumper
music, and you better use that a lot, Tommy, because I’m so damned
horny after listening to it that I might even sleep with
you!”

Tommy smiled and broke into the sound
from his own microphone. “Sarah, I will buy you every CD that band
has ever made, download every song for you mp3 player, buy you
concert tickets, and if they don’t have any, I’ll print you a
t-shirt.”

She chuckled and said,
“Okay, everyone. While I consider if I could still handle Tommy as
my engineer if I handle Tommy…let me introduce you to our really
sexy guest, Carly. She’s got a story for us that gives a whole new
meaning to the term snow bunnies.
Welcome, Carly.”

There was an awkward silence until
Carly figured out where to direct her voice. “Um…thanks,
Sarah.”

“So, Carly, tell us about your awesome
first experience as a swapped wife slut!” The words had the effect
Sarah wanted. Carly blushed bright red. Sarah reached out and
squeezed her knee and Carly took a deep breath.

“Okay. My husband and I were on
vacation with a couple friend of ours…”

***

It had been a long drive in vacation
traffic, and when we had first found out about the mix-up with our
being given one room with two beds instead of two rooms with one
bed in each, we were ready to scream and yell, but I got them to
calm down. “I know this seems inconvenient, but it could be fun.
Maybe we can stay up all night telling ghost stories and having
pillow fights.”

“Well, the pillow fights sound pretty
good.” Steve, my friend Mary’s husband, gave my husband Jim a wink.
“We wouldn’t mind, would we, Jim?”

Jim smiled mischievously and shook his
head. “Not at all, as long as the girls agree to let us
win.”

We all laughed and the mood lightened.
The relieved desk clerk handed over the key and we followed the
service clerk as he piled our luggage onto a cart and led us to the
room on the second floor of the ski chalet.

We agreed we didn’t have much to
complain about when we finally saw the room. It was rather large
and had a small sitting area and a mini bar fully stocked and ready
to warm us up after a day on the slopes. It was a very cozy and
well-appointed room.

Mary shrugged. “It’s nice enough. Now,
are we going skiing or what?”

There followed a mad dash for the bags
and then, the bathroom, as we each got dressed for the slopes.
Eventually, we were all suited up and ready to go. Jim passed by
Mary, wearing her large ski goggles, and gave her a hug. Mary
pulled off her goggles and gave him a warning look. “Oh, I’m sorry,
I couldn’t tell who you were with those things on.”

She gave her red hair a toss. “And
this wasn’t a clue?”

Jim looked abashed, like a little
puppy, and Mary laughed. “Oh, cut it out. Let’s get
skiing.”

We all trouped out, looking forward to
a nice, exhilarating day.

Hours later, the four of us trudged
back into our room, dragging our skis and poles behind us, our
outfits soaked through from our many falls. As the snow in my blond
hair began to melt in the warmth of the room, little rivulets of
water began making their way down my back, soaking me further. I
could see the same was happening to everyone else. I slipped into a
seat and closed my eyes, exhausted after the many failed attempts
at making it down the runs in one piece. “I don’t remember being
this terrible at skiing.”

Jim answered from his place on the
small sofa. “Carly, you don’t have to remember, sweetie. I remember
how bad you were, but what really surprised me was how bad the rest
of us sucked.”

I weakly tossed a decorative pillow in
his direction that landed about three feet from his position. I
flopped back into the chair and groaned. “Oh, go ahead and blame
me. I am the bad karma.”

Jim smiled lazily, but didn’t bother
to say anything else. Mary, though, suddenly jumped up and shook
herself like a dog after a bath, her red hair flying in a bright
halo around her head. “Well, I’m not going to sit here and bemoan
the day any longer. I’m taking a shower.” No one protested, so she
headed to the bathroom.

When she was about halfway there,
though, she turned around. “You know what, I need a little warming
up before my shower.” Then, before anyone of us could ask her what
she meant, she began stripping off her soaked clothing and leaving
them in a wet pile on the carpet beside her.

I sat up, stunned. I had known Mary
for twelve years, ever since Jim had started his job at Caraway
Designers and met Steve, and I had never seen her be so bold.
Usually, I was the one dragging her into the middle of something,
but now, here I was, watching my friend disrobe in front of my
husband and me while her own husband watched. All three of us were
plastered to our seats.

Not for long, though. Mary has an
exceptional body, tall, athletic, and still curvy enough to give
her a sweet femininity. Her red hair fell in waves to her now bare,
tight little ass and, when she turned in my direction and bent down
to undo her boots and pull them off, her full breasts dangled
invitingly. In that moment, she was an unfamiliar and beautiful new
creature. I heard some rustling and looked to see both men standing
and furiously peeling off their own soaked clothing. Ski jackets
and pants and hats and gloves, all began to form a pile on the
floor.

Their eyes were on Mary as she
finished undressing, but she seemed to focus on me as she took the
last bits of wet clothing off. She faced me, standing and with her
hands rubbing her arms. I noticed the small patch of red hair above
her pussy and felt a strange flutter in mine. I looked away and sat
back in my chair.

“Now, wait a minute,” Steve said as he
took a few steps in my direction, “Mary’s sharing everything, but I
think it would be only fair if Carly got undressed,
too.”

I looked at this man who had been to
my house for dinner on numerous occasions and had, with his wife,
babysat my kids when Jim and I had wanted to have a rare date
night, and stared in awe. He was now wearing only his boxers and
was seriously suggesting that I get naked, too.

I was left speechless and, admittedly,
something more. There had been many occasions when I had admired
Steve over the years. Like his wife, he was athletic and tall, with
the long, lean torso of a swimmer. His dark hair always seemed to
artfully fall over his deep blue eyes in a way that made him seem
boyish. He also had a killer smile, that screamed charisma and it
was why he had been the point man in many deals over the years. He
drew people in and got them to do what he wanted. He was smiling
that killer smile at me now.

To my surprise, Jim didn’t object.
Instead, I saw him walk to Mary and take her in his arms. His
handsome face, square-jawed and stubbly from his afternoon shadow,
leaned toward hers and then, they kissed.

I sat in my chair, frozen with shock.
It felt like my jaw was brushing against the plush carpeting.
Still, as I watched my husband take his hands and run them along
Mary’s body, making her shiver in his arms, I could feel my own
body responding. Steve, seeming to sense my weakening protests,
crossed to me the rest of the way and pulled me up from the chair.
“I’ve always thought you were so beautiful, Carly.” He whispered as
he began to help me undress.

His hands as they lifted my clothes
from me, brushed against my body and, like his wife in my husband’s
arms, I shivered. When my top was tossed aside and I was left with
only my bra, Steve leaned in and kissed me. His mouth was very soft
but urgent, and his tongue slipped into mine forcefully. His hands
slid down from my face, over my neck and shoulders to caress my
breasts through my bra. I was still cold from the damp clothing and
I was shaking a little as his hands squeezed my breasts. He wrapped
his arms around me and pulled me tight against his muscled
body.

My own hands now began frantically
moving, slipping out of his grasp and trailing down his broad back
until, they hit the waistband of his boxers. As I slid my hands
underneath the thin material and cupped his taut ass cheeks, I
broke away from our kiss and slid my body down along his front.
With a yank, I pulled his boxers down to his ankles, freeing his
cock to jump, already hard, in front of my parted lips. At the
moment I opened my mouth and took him into its warmth, I heard a
loud groan from the direction of Jim and Mary.

I got only a brief glimpse of Mary
with Jim behind her, his hands clutching her breasts as his legs
pressed along hers and he thrust forward, pushing his cock into her
pussy. I saw his shaft bury itself in her bare pink lips, and then
my sight of them was cut off as Steve began thrusting his long cock
deep into my mouth and throat.

I had only attempted to deep throat
Jim once or twice and not very successfully, but Steve held my face
steady with his large, gentle hands and he thrust deep on the first
go. I gagged as his cock hit the back of my throat and slid deeper,
but as he moved faster, I found I could relax myself and open
wider. Soon, balancing myself with my hands against his toned
thighs, I was feeling his balls slap my chin as he made it all the
way inside my struggling mouth.

His moans began to blend with his
wife, Mary’s, and I worked faster and harder to drive him even
wilder. I began to feel a strange sense of competition with Jim,
like I was going to get my partner off faster than he was. It made
me giggle, which made me gag, and I pulled off Steve’s cock,
gasping.

Steve didn’t shove back into my mouth,
but instead, reached under my armpits and pulled me up, propelling
me to the chair I had been sitting in earlier. Grabbing at the
panties that still remained on, my final remnant of clothing, he
tore them off and pushed me to kneel on the cushion, he stepped up
with me, putting his feet to either side and straddling me as I was
bent over the back of the chair. His hands grabbed me around the
waist and lifted my ass up, pushing my body even further over the
back of the chair. I felt the head of his cock against my pussy
lips for only a moment before he had thrust forward and pushed all
the way inside my quivering folds.

My moan joined Mary’s now as her
husband fucked me so hard I thought I was going to fall out of the
chair. We bounced hard against the cushion, making the chair jump
with each thrust. I cried out with each deep thrust, feeling his
cock stroking my most sensitive spot and bringing me rapidly closer
to an orgasm. He leaned over me and his mouth kissed my back and
shoulders. My blond hair bounced up over my face and I hung my head
to let it fall away from my lips.

Then, there was an added movement and
pressure on the cushion and, suddenly, the touch of a tongue
stroked my clit and made me gasp. I felt hot breath on my pussy
lips as they were stretched by Steve’s mercilessly pounding cock. I
began shaking as my body tensed and relaxed in rhythm to the
sucking, nibbling, licking sensations that were taking over my
body.

I knew it was Mary’s mouth on my cunt,
and I knew that Jim was with her. I bent around and tried
desperately to get a glimpse of Jim. Finally, twisting at an almost
impossible angle, I could see Jim holding Mary by her legs, her
lower body suspended in the air as her upper body was slid
underneath Steve and I. I caught a brief look at his cock thrusting
into her and her tight stomach muscles clenching in response. Then,
I couldn’t hold the position and my body snapped back around to
face away from them all. Still, I felt each of them and the
overwhelming sensations caused my body to finally react, my pussy
clenching hard around Steve’s cock as I came.

Steve’s thrusts became wild until,
finally, he groaned and thrust deep, his throbbing cock matching
the spasms of my pussy as he began to spurt inside me. Before he
finished, though, he slid out and Mary’s head came up and he
slipped into her mouth and finished there, his semen filling her
throat. Now, Steve and I moved to the side, letting my husband
drive Mary forward into the cushion with one hard thrust that told
me he was coming as well. Falling over Mary’s shaking body, I put
my mouth within reach of Jim’s cock and let him pull out of Mary’s
cunt and into my open lips. I swallowed his semen and tasted the
unfamiliar taste of Mary’s pussy on his shaft as I
sucked.

Mary was still shuddering beneath me
with her own orgasm as I leaned down and gave her clit a few quick
strokes with my tongue. I had never been with another woman and I
wanted to taste her before her orgasm had passed. She was sweet and
salty from my husband’s semen mixing with her own juices and I
relished making her squirm as I licked at her. Finally, though, we
all broke apart, dropping to the floor in an exhausted tangle of
limbs.

When I opened my eyes, I spied the
perfectly made up beds in the far corner of the room and smiled. I
knew they wouldn’t stay that way for long.

***

“Um…and that’s it, I guess.” Carly was
bright red. Sarah smiled at her.

“Well, did the beds stay
made?”

“No, not for the whole weekend. We
didn’t get much skiing done either.” Carly blushed bright red
again.

“There you have it folks, sex on the
slopes, and it makes me want to go skiing.” Tommy started the
commercial break, and Sarah turned to Carly. “You did great,
sweetie. Can I ask you something?”

Carly nodded. “Um, sure. On
air?”

“Oh, no. You’re done now.” She smiled.
“That was your only time, huh, that weekend?”

Carly nodded. “Yes. I want to try it
again, but maybe not with them. I feel so awkward when we have a
barbecue.”

Sarah smiled at her and handed her a
card. “The number there is my direct cell number. Maybe if you have
some spare time, my husband and I could have you over.”
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Sarah Greggor sat
nervously in the booth. She had four minutes, and her guest hadn’t
arrived. In just a few, her wildly popular radio show, The Wife
Swap Chronicles, would go on air, and the woman who was supposed to
tell her story of a wife sharing experience wasn’t there! Her phone
vibrated, and she jumped. Looking down, she saw a text from her
guest. She wasn’t going to make it. Damn!

She pressed the intercom button.
“Tommy, Gina isn’t going to be here, and I have to fill a segment.
What the fuck do we have? Maybe we can replay an old
interview?”

Tommy’s voice was hesitant. “Um, maybe
I have an idea. Um, if you’d like.”

“What do you have Tommy?” She watched
as he stepped out of the booth and up to her. He handed her several
sheets of paper. “What’s this?”

“Well, I was trying to write a story,
you know, kinda like the kinds of stuff we hear about, here. I
just, well, I thought maybe you’d like to read it and…well, anyway,
maybe you could read it on air right now.”

Sarah was speechless for a moment.
Then she sighed. “I hope it’s good, Tommy, because I don’t have
much of choice right now, do I?”

Tommy walked back into the booth and
Sarah leaned up to the microphone. “A terrible tragedy befell our
guest. Evidently seventeen orgasms in a six hour period of time is
just too much, and I’m afraid we won’t get to hear about her
experiences.” She rustled the papers in her hand. “But, I have a
story written by an up and coming author, and it might just do the
trick.” She leaned forward and began to read. “Tim sat waiting at
the table, sipping his beer and watching…”

***

Tim sat waiting at the table, sipping
his beer and watching the pregame show. His buddy, Jared, was
running late and he guessed it had to do with his wife, Lisa. Lisa
was hot as hell, but she was a handful. He was thankful his wife,
Kara, was so mild-mannered in comparison, though he couldn’t deny
that sometimes he thought of what it must be like in the bedroom
with Lisa the firecracker.

Finally, Jared rounded the bar and
they greeted each other like the jocks they were, with strong
handshakes and pats on the back meant to be encouraging taps but,
for many people, would result in broken ribs. They sat back down
and Jared quickly ordered a beer as they both turned their
attention to the sports analysis show currently playing. When the
anchor started discussing the big rival bowl game that was soon to
be played, they both stopped talking and hung on every
word.

“It looks like this year, Texas
A&M will win it.” Jared couldn’t help but smile big about that,
he had played for them as running back five years ago. He still had
the lean powerful build and the arms and hands that could grab and
snatch while mountains were moving his way. He hadn’t made it into
the pros, but he still loved the game and loved the
team.

Tim, on the other hand, was a die-hard
fan of the other team, the Texas Longhorns. His reason was the same
as Jared’s. He’d played for them six years ago as an up and coming
quarterback, until an injury had sidelined him for good. He still
liked to play pick-up games and, like his buddy, he still
maintained an athletic build.

Tim shook his head at his friend.
“Look, I don’t care what some couch potato wants to declare on
national television, he’s going to look like an ass when the
Longhorns wipe the ground with you guys. We have the history and a
team that’s gelling well this year. Their offense is
untouchable.”

They argued back and forth, getting
louder by the minute until Tim waved his hand and cut Jared’s
current argument about the strength of the new A&M quarterback
off before he could finish. “Now, I think we can agree this is an
important game.” Jared nodded with intense emotion. “Well, bud, how
would you feel about a little wager?”

“What do you wanna bet?” Jared sipped
his beer warily.

“Well, we’ve been admiring that little
waitress with the nice tits all night.” Jared turned in the
direction of the noted waitress, who was currently wiping down a
table and letting her large breasts with every stroke of the cloth
over the wood. Jared smiled and nodded. Tim went on. “I happen to
think that we’ve got a couple of hot chicks of our own, and both
have very nice tits as well.”

Jared wasn’t sure where Tim was
headed, but he was definitely interested. It was true that both
their wives were very good-looking, and on many occasions when they
had gone out on double dates, Tim had wondered what it must be like
to sleep with the curvy Kara. “Okay, so you want to bet our wives
or something?”

Tim nodded. “Yeah, I think that the
guy with the winning team in tomorrow’s game is going to have to
let his very hot wife show off her tits in front of the other three
participants.”

“Other three?”

“Yeah, I’m not gonna make my wife
leave the room when the moment of truth appears and it becomes time
to collect.”

“I don’t know, man, I don’t think Lisa
would be too up for this.”

Tim thought Lisa would entirely be up
for this bet, and that that was Jared’s real fear. He decided to
sweeten the deal. “Okay, look, what if we make a little running bet
for while the game is going. The wife of the guy whose team scores
a touchdown has to take an item of clothing off the other
wife.”

Now, Jared’s mind began racing as he
pictured the sweet Kara being undressed by his naughty handful of a
wife, Lisa. He felt himself growing excited and knew he couldn’t
afford to turn down this bet. “Alright, you have a deal. Should we
watch the game at your house or mine?”

“Let’s make it mine. Kara can cook
like a son’uv’a’bitch.”

They shook on the deal and headed home
to let their respective spouses in on the bet.

Jared had, of course, had no problem
convincing Lisa to go through with it. She was always hot and ready
and Jared had always known that she had a simmering crush on his
pal, Tim. So, whether he had doubts or not, they were in the
game.

Kara had been a harder sell for Tim,
but he had convinced her that the Longhorns would win the day, in
spite of what the newscasters were predicting. “You won’t have to
do more than lift some clothes off Lisa. That’ll be
all.”

She gave in and the bet was
on.

Jared and Lisa arrived on time for
once, and Tim had to admit that she was dressed in the spirit of
the game. With short shorts that hugged her lovely ass and a tight
tank top that sported the Texas A&M logo across her ample
cleavage, she sashayed past him and managed to brush her breasts
along his arm as held the door open for them. God, he wanted a win
tonight!

Kara had dressed a bit more subdued in
a light summer dress that hugged her own full cleavage, but flowed
freely around her thighs, giving little peeps up higher. She had
also pulled back her strawberry blond hair into a ponytail and
pulled it through a Longhorns hat to show her support. Tim enjoyed
the entire package as he sat down on the sofa and watched her make
trips to and from the kitchen with various food dishes. Every time
she moved, he got a glimpse of tits or ass, and one time, she had
reached across the table as he had been reaching for the chip bowl
in front of him, and his hand had grazed her breast. He had felt it
all the way to his groin. God, he needed his team to win
tonight!

The game started and four sets of eyes
became glued to the screen. When the Longhorns made the first
touchdown, Kara nervously stepped over to Lisa to remove the first
article of clothing. Lisa didn’t have any problems, though. She
helped Kara unzip her shorts and pull them off, wiggling her ass as
the small denim passed over her round cheeks. Tim watched and
downed the rest of his beer as he tried to settle his hardening
cock in his jeans.

The two teams were evenly matched and
there was a long spell where no scoring happened. There would be a
push and everyone would get excited and then it would evaporate and
the ball would change hands. Then, Texas A&M made a stunning
play and scored a touchdown. Kara looked over at Tim, a worried
expression on her face, but he nodded reassuringly and she stood up
to let Lisa remove an article of clothing. Lisa chose to be kind
and only lifted the hat from Kara’s head, which made Tim smile and
made Jared pray for another touchdown.

Finally, the last minutes of the game
were ticking down and it was still anybody’s game. Kara sat in only
her bra and panties, while Lisa was only in her panties, her arms
crossed in front of her freely swaying breasts. Then, the Longhorns
took the ball and with an amazing long field pass, they made the
winning touchdown.

Tim turned the game off and looked
over at Jared and Lisa. “Well, dude, I don’t know what you’d like
to do, since your beautiful wife is already, uh,
braless.”

Before Jared could answer, Lisa stood
up and walked over to Tim. Then, dropping her arms from in front of
her breasts, she reached down and slipped her little panties down
over her hips and off. When she stood again, her bare pussy with a
little strip of dark curling hair above it, was directly in Tim’s
line of sight. There was no controlling the immediate hard on that
grew in his jeans this time.

“I hope this is an acceptable payment
to the bet.” Lisa slowly spread her legs, giving Tim a glimpse of
the smooth pink inner lips of her pussy, and then she moved forward
and straddled his lap. As she did so, she put her mouth on his and
kissed him hard and deep, her tongue pushing and thrusting into his
mouth.

Jared watched, speechless and yet,
incredibly turned on. He was surprised when he saw Kara standing in
front of him. “You don’t have to, um, do any . . .” His eyes were
on his wife and his best bud, and he was finding it hard to
formulate words. It didn’t help that his best bud’s wife was now
standing in front of him wearing only her bra and
panties.

Kara wasn’t as bold as Lisa. She
didn’t say a word and she didn’t make any elaborate moves. She just
slipped her bra and panties to the ground and sat down on Jared’s
lap, leaning slowly towards him and grazing his lips with her
own.

Now, Jared’s attention was front and
center, as the feel of Kara’s pert ass on his crotch sent waves of
desire through him. He brought his hands up to her head and brought
her roughly to his mouth, kissing her hard before pulling her back
and letting his mouth fall on her luscious breasts. They weren’t as
large as Lisa’s, but they felt wonderful in his mouth as they
reacted and hardened into little bullets.

Kara gasped and moved in Jared’s arms,
her body shivering with a sudden intense need to be touched and
kissed. She impatiently took one of Jared’s hands and brought it
down to her pussy, moving his fingers into the already slick folds.
As his fingers slipped inside her, she moaned and began rocking
back and forth, pushing against his hand and also his
crotch.

Jared groaned and pulled his hand
free, making her reach for it again, but he caught her wrist and
pushed her arm out, making her arch her back. He lightly smacked
her hard nipples with his other hand, and she squirmed and
whimpered in his lap. Finally, he stood up and pushed her to her
knees with one hand on her head, while the other one unzipped his
jeans and shifted both them and his boxers down to his knees. His
cock sprung free and brushed against her lips, sending chills
racing up the backs of his legs. Taking a firmer grip on her
strawberry blond hair, He thrust into Kara’s waiting mouth and
pushed until he felt the back of her throat.

At the same time, a loud groan was
heard, and Jared looked over to see his wife with her tits pushed
together and his friend fucking them roughly. Every time his cock
shoved through her mounds, she bent her head and licked at the tip.
Jared watched his wife and felt his cock swell in the mouth of his
friend’s wife. Turning his attention back to Kara, he thrust a few
more times before pulling out and lifting her to her
feet.

Jared bent her over the couch but kept
her feet on the floor. Sliding a hand along one leg, he grabbed her
ankle and lifted the one leg up onto the couch cushion, leaving her
to balance on one long leg. Then, bending down to her spread pussy
lips, he let his tongue lick along her folds, giving her clit a
final hard lick before he stood up again.

While Jared was preparing to fuck his
wife, Tim was doing the same with Jared’s wife. He had pulled away
from her and spun her around, making the athletic young woman bend
in half as she grabbed at her ankles. Then, running his hands over
her ass cheeks, he gave each one a quick slap and then, as she
jerked up in surprise, he thrust deep into her pussy, feeling the
tightening muscles as she continued to react to his
spanking.

Now, Jared and Tim both began to fuck
each other’s wives at a furious pace, their cocks thrusting harshly
into their clenching pussies. Jared reached around to rub at Kara’s
clit and in a moment, she was spasming in his arms, her legs losing
all strength as she came hard. Jared simply slipped out of her
pussy and rolled her over on the couch until she was facing him
once again. Then, grabbing her legs and spreading them out wide, he
pushed into her pussy again and bringing her orgasm to full force
once more.

Their joint screams and groans didn’t
distract Tim from fucking Lisa harder and faster until, with a
shudder that almost shook her from his grasp, she came. As if it
were some prearranged signal, Tim and Jared grabbed both girls and
brought them side by side on their knees before the throbbing cocks
of their husbands. Making the girls tilt their heads back and open
their mouths wide, they both grabbed their cocks and came, spurting
over the waiting faces of their wives.

Their semen coated their faces and
fell onto their tongues. Turning to each other, the girls began to
lick and kiss the come from their cheeks and chins and lips. Their
tongues delved into each other’s mouths to taste the semen of their
husbands mingled in salty kisses. Finally, they sat back and fell
into the arms of their husbands.

A while later, Jared lead Lisa to the
door and prepared to say goodbye to Tim and Kara. The girls gave
each other a hug and promised to get together sometime soon, and
then they went their separate ways and left the guys to contemplate
the evening. “Well, that was a game for the ages.” Tim chuckled.
“I’m so glad the Longhorns won, though.”

Jared shrugged. “We both won in the
end.”

Tim nodded. “Yeah, but I still have
bragging rights. Longhorns are the best!”

Jared shook his head and then shouted
down his friend. “Wanna bet? Just wait until next year.”

Tim stopped whooping and smiled
mischievously. “Hey, how much of a baseball fan are
you?”

Jared looked at him strangely. “It’s
alright, I guess. Why?”

“Well, why should we wait to bet until
next year. Go Rangers!”

A smile crossed Jared’s face. “No way,
Houston rules!”

***

Sarah smiled as she finished. The
story was actually good. “Well, there you have it folks, the…hold
on a second.” The phone lines were lighting up. “We’ve got callers
all over. Hello?”

“Hi! Where can I buy the story?” The
woman’s voice was eager.

“We’ll have to get back to you on that
one.” Sarah pressed another button. “Hello?”

“Great story Sarah! Did you write
it?”

“No, but—”

“You have to tell me where to get
it.”

“Um, we’ll announce it a little
later.” She signaled to Tommy and the bumper music started. She
pressed the intercom.

“Well, Tommy. It looks like we’re
going to have to start a Wife Swap Chronicles publishing
house!”
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