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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.









If you enjoyed this story,
please take a moment to visit Cindy’s blog at http://naughtydaydream.blogspot.com
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