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It was time for music
class.

She pushed the wooden doors open as
she stepped inside slowly, scanning the room. The room was usually
crowded with chattering students but today, it was
empty.

She could see her teacher, Ms. Cross,
moving around in her office. Pulling her backpack off her
shoulders, she sat down on a chair and waited.

A few minutes later, the office door
slid open and Ms. Cross came out, clutching papers. "Oh! Ariana,
what are you doing here?" A look of surprise crossed her teacher’s
face.

"Don't we have class today, Ms.
Cross?" Ariana asked.

"Today, I let everyone have a spare
block. I informed them last week, hon."

“Oh…”

Sighing, Ariana prepared to leave when
her teacher called her back. "We could always have... a private
lesson." She locked the doors leading to the music room, keeping
anyone from entering or leaving.

Walking over to the piano, Ms. Cross
played a couple keys. "Let's start with some scales. Do Re Mi Fa
So!" She sang loudly.

"Do Re Mi Fa So!" Ariana
echoed. They continued to sing and after a few minutes, Ariana
noticed her teacher staring at her intensely. How odd, she thought quietly to
herself. She’d been attending this music conservatory since she
graduated from high school, and in two years she’d never seen her
teacher look at her like that. They continued to work through the
scales and some other simple vocal exercises, and all the while,
Ariana felt her teacher's gaze on her.

Ms. Cross abruptly stopped playing the
piano. She got up. Puzzled, Ariana watched as her teacher walked
behind her and she didn't protest when she slid her hands across
Ariana's stomach.

It was a breathing technique that many
teachers used so she didn't mind. "Breathe in." Shelby
instructed.

Ariana took a deep breath and she held
it. "Breathe out." She released. “That's good, but let's try it
again and have you hold your breath in for a time.” Ms. Cross
tightened her arms around Ariana's middle again. This time, Ariana
held her breath for a count of four before she felt Ms. Cross
loosen her arms, allowing her to release.

Ariana suddenly felt very aware of her
teacher's body against hers. She shifted, but Ms. Cross didn't let
her out of her arms. “Um, Ms. Cross, I think I've got
it.”

"Dammit Ariana... You make me feel so
fucking hot..." Ms. Cross murmured the words. She swept Ari's red
hair to a side, and she began to kiss and suck Ari's neck. Her
large breasts pushed against Ariana’s back and she could feel her
body beginning to respond, but she wasn't at all sure about what
was happening.

"M-Ms. Cross! What are you doing?" Ari
tried to pull away but her teacher continued to make love to her
neck.

"Don't you feel it too?" Her teacher
whispered as her lips gently grazed her student's soft supple
skin.

"We c-can't!" Ari protested quietly.
Ms. Cross sighed and her warm breath sent chills down Ari's
spine.

"But I want you... So bad…”

Ms. Cross moved around to stand in
front of Ariana. Slowly, she leaned forward and their lips met.
Dropping her hands, Ms. Cross lifted the hem of Ariana's
loose-fitting white blouse and pulled it over her head, revealing
her modest, small pink bra which hid her perfect, perky mounds from
the world.

Ms. Cross massaged one of her breasts
slowly and Ariana let an uncontrollable moan slip from her mouth.
Her breathing was becoming harsher as she felt her body tremble in
her teacher's arms. Ms. Cross began squeezing her breast gently.
“You are so beautiful,” she whispered as she brought her other hand
up and rubbed both breasts at once as they continued to
kiss.

Unhooking the bra from behind with one
hand, she let it fall to the floor and Ariana’s breasts bounced out
of their previous confinement. “Your nipples are hard…” The older
woman commented as she traced around one and then the other with a
finger.

Softly, Ms. Cross grabbed a nipple.
Holding it between her fingers and pulling it outwards ever so
carefully, she let it bounce back after a bit. Ariana’s heartbeat
quickened as Ms. Cross kept touching her breasts, making her knees
buckle in response to what she was feeling.

“Ms. Cross…” The redhead moaned as her
teacher touched her in ways she had never been touched before. This
was different than when she was with men. Her teacher seemed to
know what women liked and she did just that. Using her finger, Ms.
Cross traced right between Ariana’s breasts, and Ariana felt her
body shudder as a wave of heat washed from her pussy through the
rest of her.

“Do you like it?” Ms. Cross' breathe
brushed over her lips.

“I… I do, but Ms. Cross, I don't . .
.”

“Don't worry, Ariana, I know what I'm
doing. And please, call me Shelby.”

Ariana tilted her head back as Ms.
Cross moved down and kissed her along her jaw. “Okay, Shelby.” She
breathed out and closed her eyes.

Pulling out a chair, Ms. Cross sat in
it as she pulled down her skirt. She wasn’t wearing anything
underneath. “Come here, sweetheart.” Her voice purred
seductively.

Ariana stared at her teacher's
suddenly bared pussy. She felt a wetness begin in her own pussy,
but she couldn't seem to move.

“It's okay, baby, come on.”

Shyly, Ariana lowered her mouth to the
clean shaven pussy and started to lick. This was her first time
doing something like this and she had absolutely no experience.
“Like this?” She questioned between licks.

“Uhh…” Shelby moaned. Her hands
reached out to tangle themselves in Ariana's red hair and pull her
closer. “Faster!” Her teacher gasped as her hips arched up into
Ariana's face.

Hardening her tongue, she spread her
teacher’s legs wide open. Ariana licked and sucked. Her clumsy
tongue was actually doing pretty well as she traced the outside of
the vagina and moved up to flick at the tiny bud of her
clit.

“Now stick your finger in!” Her
teacher groaned and pressed against her harder.

Obeying her teacher’s command, Ariana
stuck her finger inside the soaking wet pussy. She thrust in and
out quickly as she licked. “Fuck, yes!” Shelby yelled out as she
continued to get pleasured.

Ariana realized she was growing wet
from listening to her teacher scream. Taking her own shirt off,
Shelby twisted her own nipples as Ariana licked at her teacher's
tight pussy and finger fucked her even faster. “Good girl. Now, I
have something for you.”

Standing up, Shelby flicked her dark
hair out of the way as she reached and searched for something in
her office drawer. “Take your clothes off, honey.”

“What is it?” Ariana called out
nervously, anxious to see what it was.

Shelby walked out of her office with a
triumphant look on her face and a bright pink dildo in her hands.
“Surprise!” Forcing Ariana to kneel on the chair, she stood behind
the shy girl.

“Well, what do we have here? A nice
creamy wet pussy! My favorite.”

Licking her fingers, she rubbed Ariana
a couple times and then she started to thrust it in. Sounds of
enjoyment filled the room as both women moaned loudly. Shelby
slapped her pupil’s tight ass, leaving red marks on her peachy
skin.

“Ahh, fuck!” Ariana shrieked as she
felt something she had never felt before. She had an orgasm so
intense, it hurt. Her body shuddered and her pussy clenched around
the dildo, pulling it in deeper as her orgasm ripped through her.
Not giving her any time to react, Shelby pulled it out and stuck it
in her again. “Want it to vibrate?” She asked with a kinky
smile.

“Yeaaah…” Ariana moaned, her voice
wavering as she felt the dildo moving inside her sensitive
pussy.

Shelby pressed a small button on the
pink toy and it began to vibrate and move. Pushing it even deeper
inside her, Ariana felt it strike something with precision that had
never been struck before. It was sweet but sexy at the exact same
time. Shelby continued to pump it inside her and she
squealed.

Within seconds, she was close to
coming again.

“I really love seeing that sweet pink
pussy of yours swallowing this dildo up.” Her teacher moved it in
and out of her more slowly, letting the vibrations run along every
bit of Ariana's slick folds. Slowly, Ariana felt another orgasm
build. She closed her eyes and arched against the dildo and
Shelby's hand.

Suddenly, her stomach muscles rippled
and clenched and Ariana yelled as she came all over the dildo.
Sliding it artfully out of her, Shelby licked it and then forced it
into Ariana’s mouth. The two took turns, licking the still
vibrating toy.

Completely tired out, Ariana collapsed
on the floor as she stared at her teacher’s satisfied
face.

“Not yet, Ariana. I still need to be
pleasured.” Lying on the ground, Shelby made Ariana straddle her
waist with her pussy facing her. “Lick.” Lowering her head, Ariana
felt her teacher also beginning to lick her at the same time as she
did.

They continued to lick and explore
each other, excitement fueling them both. Shelby, being the more
experienced of the two, was rubbing Ariana’s ass and touching her
breasts as they were pleasuring each other. Ariana just licked but
she did try to stick her finger in a couple times.

With a smile, Shelby gently pushed
Ariana off her and they sat on the ground, staring at each
other.

“What are we going to do now, Ms.
Cross?”

“This.” Shelby grabbed a belt that had
a dildo attached to it.

“You’re going to
stick that in
me?” Ariana’s eyes widened in surprise.

“Yup.” Shelby attached the belt to her
waist. Forcing Ariana’s back against the black piano, she grabbed
onto Ariana's hips and, with one hard thrust, shoved it inside her
as she squealed.

Shelby thrust quickly and furiously as
she massaged one of her student’s supple breasts. “Oh my God!”
Ariana moaned and squealed each time the toy entered her, giving
her pleasure beyond imagination.

A violent torrent of pleasure built up
and Ariana stopped. Her pussy throbbed but not in a painful way.
“Ahhh! Ms. Cross!” Ariana screamed out, completely
defenseless.

“How bad do you want me?”

“Bad!!” She cried out, pushing herself
back against the huge dildo strapped to her teacher. Feeling it
open her lips wide as Ms. Cross spanked at her ass cheeks was
making her completely lose control.

“Say you want my pussy!”

“I want your fucking pussy! I want you
to shove that dick in me! Fuck me, Ms. Cross!” Ariana was feeling
the beginning spasms of yet another orgasm as she was fucked
hard.

Seemingly satisfied, Shelby began to
move faster as she reached underneath and used her fingers to
stimulate Ariana's clit. Before she knew it, her body was tensing,
her stomach muscles tightening and her pussy began clenching as
another strong orgasm hit her.

Eventually, her breathing calmed
though her body still felt weak and her pussy still tightened as
her orgasm subsided. Ms. Cross, though, was not ready to let her
rest long. She was panting heavily along with Ariana and her chest
rose slowly as she caught her breath. “My turn!”

Removing the belt with the dildo she
had just used to fuck Ariana silly, she tucked it around Ari's
waist and fastened it tightly. She gave a teasing tug on the dildo,
even leaning down to put her mouth on it. “Oh, sweetie, I can taste
your sweetness.”

Ariana smiled as Shelby stood back up
and gave her a kiss, letting her taste her sweetness for herself.
Then, Ms. Cross lay on the piano, spreading her legs wide and
letting her pussy lips open to show the inviting wet, pink folds
that were waiting to get fucked. Tentatively, Ariana moved to her
and started thrusting with little energy.

“C’mon! Faster! Harder!” Shelby moaned
and moved against her, urging her in deeper.

Making a determined face, she started
to mimic what Shelby had done before. Shelby, by accident, moved
towards the keyboard end of the piano and she slid across it,
making a clanging sound as Ariana continued to fuck her.

Moving on to the leather bench and
sitting on it, Shelby placed her elbows between the keys and
pressed down. Odd notes started to play as she bobbed back and
forth from the movement of the rhythmic entering of the
toy.

Pulling out, Ariana accidentally
knocked over a saxophone and it fell with a loud jangling of noises
that punctuated the moans and the piano notes. With a loud shout,
Shelby came noisily as Ariana kept moving, feeling her own orgasm
build and crash over her again. Both of them fell in a tumbled heap
to the floor as their bodies shuddered together in
ecstasy.

Standing up, Shelby smiled and helped
Ariana from the floor and sat her back down on the bench. Kneeling
before her, she removed the belt and the dildo, then leaned forward
and pressed her face hard against Ariana's quivering pussy. She
greedily devoured Ariana’s body, biting, licking, kissing
squeezing… Ari couldn't do anything but cry out in ecstasy. Every
sound she made seemed to make her teacher move harder and faster.
Shelby began to massage Ariana’s thighs, squeezing them, and
letting her nails rake down her sex partner’s hot skin.

Shelby's hands tangled in
Ariana’s hair as they kissed. "Mm… Right there…" Shelby moaned
sexily.

The strong, musky smell of female
arousal filled in the room.

Straightening up, Ariana stared at the
beautiful woman who lay, tired out in front of her. Suddenly, the
bell rang and they heard the sounds of students walking in the
halls outside the music room.

“Ms. Cross, I should go. Do you need
any help cleaning up?” She surveyed the room that was full of
knocked over instruments and discarded clothing. She began to
gather hers and dress.

“Naw. I’ll be fine. And
the door is locked.” Her teacher smiled at her and then she began
to giggle.

“Okay then…” Ariana looked quizzically
at Ms. Cross. “What's so funny?”

“Well, I was just thinking that you
definitely learned a thing or two about oral exercises.”

Ariana grinned and shrugged. “I guess
you could say that.”

“Oh, I can definitely say
that. You, my girl, are a star in the making.” She moved close to
Ariana and gave her a hug, letting her hands linger on her ass and
giving it a squeeze. “And a star in the fucking, I might
add.”

Ariana hugged back and then pulled
away to finish getting dressed. When she was ready to go, Ariana
spared Shelby one last look before she walked out of the room. She
heard her teacher calling after her and she looked back.

“We have to do this again
sometime!”

 Ariana smiled and waved as she stepped out of the room and
into the bustle of the school's hallway. She could never have
imagined that the day would end up like this, but she wouldn't have
changed a thing. As she thought more about everything that had
occurred between them, she thought of how incredible it had made
her feel. Ariana moved down the hallway, practicing her scales,
enjoying the excited thrill that ran through her body.










WEEKEND WITH MY HUSBAND’S
FRIENDS

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









It was early spring, and time for
George’s annual camping trip with his two high school buddies,
Steve and Mike. The three men had been friends for years, and as
they neared their mid-thirties and acquired careers and families,
the trip evolved into something they all looked forward to as an
escape from their everyday lives. So when Tessa insisted on tagging
along, Steve and Mike protested and hassled George over a few
beers.

“Women aren’t ALLOWED on these trips!!
Why does she have to come???” Steve needled.

“How are we going to make dirty jokes
and talk about other women if your wife is there??” Mike
asked.

“I know, I know, but look. My wife was
just laid off, she doesn’t have a lot of friends to keep her busy,
and frankly I believe that if I leave her at home she’ll just get
into trouble.”

“What do you mean?” Steve and Mike
leaned forward, suddenly intrigued.

“Well man, she’s just been….I don’t
know…”

“What? What?”

“Well…” George looked embarrassed. He
looked down and fiddled with his beer bottle. “She’s been really
horny.”

The other two men hooted and laughed
so loudly that the other bar patrons turned and looked at the trio.
They definitely were not known for being the loud troublemakers at
the bar, which mostly housed a twenty something crowd.

“Shut up.”

“You take advantage of
that?”

“Well yeah! But there’s only so much a
guy can take. She wants it every morning, every night, she wants me
to do her every which way, and then she sends me dirty text
messages all day while I’m at the office. The first week I was in
heaven. Now I’m walking around like I’ve been riding horses all
day.”

“Well, why all of a sudden? Is it just
her losing her job?”

“I think so. I think she’s bored.
Whatever it is…damn, I’m tired.” Suddenly he did look very tired.
The other two men coughed into their hands, looked at the game on
the television, and tried not to think about Tessa being naked and
horny.

It was 10 pm, and the three decided to
pay their tab and head home to their respective families. As Mike
and Steve drove home separately, each man thought about Tessa and
what George had told them. Mike thought about her soft melon- sized
breasts he had always admired, gently nestled in a sweater or
blouse. She had amazing breasts, full and nicely shaped, and he
always had difficulty focusing on her face when she spoke to him.
She had dark blue eyes that always blinked innocently as she talked
about the kids’ soccer games or whatever she and Mike’s own wife
had talked about over lunch. One night as he was over at George and
Tessa’s house for a football game, Tessa had come bouncing down
their stairs, tying her long auburn hair into a ponytail. Her baby
blue lace bra strap had popped out of her cardigan, and he had
glanced up at her sharply as she coaxed it back into place, her
firm tits jiggling. Mike found himself growing hard at the
memory.

Steve rode his bike home, thinking
about the same woman. He thought about George and Tessa’s wedding
day when he was a groomsman and accidentally walked into the bridal
suite looking for George. Tessa had been wearing nothing but a pink
robe. Her perky nipples had poked against the thin fabric and she
had screamed and thrown a box of tissues at him.

“Gaah!! Get outta here!!”

“I’m sorry! I’m looking for
George!”

“He’s not here, you idiot! Why the
hell would he be here?!” She was laughing in spite of her
embarrassment and laughing at him trying to back away towards the
door while not looking at her and bumping into the wall instead. He
was incensed at her laughter and wanted to squeeze those pink
nipples, to bend her over his knee, to spank her round bottom until
the soft skin was red and warm.

“Ok fine, I’m sorry, see you at the
wedding,” he stammered and finally walked out. He had made it down
the hall when he realized that he left the door open. As he turned
back to shut it, he saw a naked Tessa with her back to him. She was
standing at the full length mirror, applying makeup. He stood there
like an idiot, his jaw slack. She applied lipstick to her full
lips, rubbing them together and then licking them slowly. It took
everything in him to reach in and close the door quietly. She made
eye contact with him in the mirror a split second before he was out
of her view. She knew he was there the entire time. He never told
anyone about what had happened, and as far as he knew, she hadn’t
either.

So neither man continued their
protests when George drove up in his Jeep with Tessa in the
passenger seat, and they still didn’t complain when Tessa insisted
on stopping every hour to pee. Nor did they gripe when she wanted
to pull over and “windowshop” at the desert outlet mall. As they
lugged her shopping bags back to the car, George grumbled about
losing two good hours of driving time to “shop for shit that you
don’t need.” Tessa ignored him and smiled sweetly at Mike, who was
carrying her bag of lingerie. A black bra poked out of the top of
the bag and Mike felt himself blush uncontrollably.

They got back into the Jeep and made
it to the mountains three hours later. George fussed as they
unpacked the car and set up their tents while the sun was
setting.

“I’m sorry baby. I’ll make it up to
you…tonight!” Tessa smacked his ass and giggled at him. Mike and
Steve sighed to themselves.

During the campfire and poker game,
Tessa had made them explain the rules of poker again and again
until sweat formed on George’s upper lip and Mike was nearly drunk
with too many beers. As they all stumbled to bed, Tessa stripped
down to her socks and a long sweatshirt. She tumbled into the tent
after George. Things were silent for fifteen minutes, and then Mike
and Steve could hear a flurry of moaning and rustling and Tessa
begging, “Oh yes, oh God, that’s it…do me right there like that, oh
baby….fuck me harder…oh yes…so good….oh God…” When she finally
came, she let out a shameless scream of delight. The two men
wondered how George was the lucky one who ended up marrying a woman
who was a total slut in the bedroom. Or the tent, in this
case.

The next day over breakfast, nothing
was said about the previous night’s escapades. Mike and Steve had
woken up to massive erections and too many dirty thoughts. Tessa
smiled at them sweetly over pancakes and bacon, already plotting
her next move.

The trio spent the day hiking the
nearby waterfalls and swimming in the safer areas. Tessa had
wandered away several times to look at the wildflower blooms. The
men scouted the best fishing spots for early the next morning. It
was a perfect vacation day, lots of sun, plenty of tranquility,
lots of good conversation and laughter. The previous night’s events
had taken their toll on poor George though, and he nodded off
several times in the waning sun. Tessa spent lots of time fanning
him and massaging his neck, all the while her eyes fixed on Mike,
tall and lean in his swim trunks.

That night over bowls of beef stew,
Tessa nudged Mike under the picnic table with her boot, gently
scraping the heel against his muscular calf. He stared straight
down at his food, trying to ignore his burgeoning hardon. He hadn’t
had sex with his wife in a month.

They all went to bed early, the men
explaining to Tessa that they wanted to get up early and fish for
brook trout.

“Sounds fun, but I’m going to stay
here tomorrow and relax with a book,” she explained. “Hope you guys
catch something good for dinner.” They said goodnight and crawled
into their tents.

About two hours later, Tessa crept out
of her tent while George snored loudly. She was naked and shivering
in the cold night. Barefoot, she tiptoed over to Mike’s tent and
unzipped the entrance. He was sitting there in the dark, wide
awake!

“Hello there, you dirty girl,” he
whispered.

She smiled. “I like being a dirty
girl.” He reached up, took her face in his hands, and kissed her
deeply. Her tits brushed his forearms and he pulled her into the
tent out of the cold. She reached for his pants, and then
paused.

“Are you loud?” she asked.

“I can be as quiet as a
mouse.”

He quickly tugged off his clothes
while she waited patiently, both hands covering her gorgeous tits.
When he was naked, she reached over and guided his hard cock to her
mouth.

“I want you to come in my mouth…or
pussy.” She started to blow him, sucking hard and swirling her
tongue over his cock. He buried his face in a sleeping bag, trying
not to make noise. When he was about to explode, she sat up,
straddled his muscular waist, and then lowered herself onto his
hard wet cock. His breath exploded in a series of gasps and cries
in spite of himself. She shoved her hand over his mouth, laughing.
When his cock was completely enveloped in her wet pussy, she began
rocking back and forth, drawing him in and then out, feeling him
rub against her clit until she had a sweet orgasm and her wetness
drove him even more wild with desire.

She rode him for what seemed like
forever. He fondled her breasts and tugged gently at her pink
nipples, feeling them harden against his palms. Every so often he
pulled her down so that he could suckle and lick her tits while
smelling her sweet fragrance. When he was about to come, he lifted
her roughly off his cock and pushed her head down towards his
raging cock. She understood, and began sucking him off again. He
writhed and tensed, and then he spurted deep into her mouth. She
drank his essence and relished every drop. Then without a word, she
wiped her mouth, darted out of his tent, and ran back to the one
she shared with George, leaving Mike to pass out in the dark with a
smile on his face.

Early the next morning, Steve stood
outside Mike’s tent and impatiently yelled at him to wake the fuck
up and stop wasting their valuable fishing time. George packed the
fishing gear in the Jeep and then got behind the wheel, waiting for
the other two men. Finally Mike stumbled out of his tent and walked
slowly to the Jeep. Steve grumbled angrily at him the whole way.
Tessa slept for the better part of the morning and then, true to
her word, lazed about on a chaise lounge with her book for the rest
of the day.

When the men returned around
dinnertime, Tessa completely ignored Mike (who was still recovering
from the previous night) and paid complete attention to Steve’s
fishing tale about the ones that got away. While the trio fried up
Mike and George’s trout, she asked Steve to repeat his story again
and again, biting her full lower lip and gazing softly into Steve’s
big brown eyes. George was still tired from the drive, and Mike was
beginning to understand that Tessa had an agenda that involved
using him and Steve for sex only. It would be a strictly physical
thing, and while he felt a flash of jealousy, he understood that
for the sake of his marriage and family, he’d better not act on it.
Still, he thought of her shameless bratty attitude, and it aroused
him.

Later that night, around 2 am, a naked
Tessa crept into Steve’s tent. He was asleep, but that was ok. She
unzipped his sleeping bag and slipped in next to him. He stirred
slightly, and then Tessa reached down and firmly grasped his cock.
That woke him up!

“Ssshhhhh…”

“What the hell are you doing in here?!
What if George finds you in here?!”

“He’s not going to, don’t worry. And
don’t keep me waiting. I want you to fuck me-hard.”

“Wha-!”

 

“Shhhhh….I want you to fuck me.
Please….I want you.”

She was kissing him now, kissing him
with those lips, touching him down there. He was pretty astonished,
but that didn’t stop him from getting quite aroused. She reached
down as if to take his cock in her mouth, but he wanted her
first.

He threw her down onto his sleeping
bag and then buried his face in her moist pussy. She moaned and
flung open her legs. He found her clit with his tongue and began to
lick and suck it. She felt the tension building and squirmed
violently. Just as she was about to come, he stopped licking her
clit and then began fingering her ass. That was an area she’d never
really considered playing with (and certainly George never had
either) and she enjoyed the new sensation. When she relaxed a
little, Steve began slowly fingering her clit. He pushed his finger
into her ass some more, and every time she tensed up he licked a
little more.

“Please, let me come, I want to come,
I want to….”

“Not until I say…”

“Oh God please please
please…”

He licked her clit softly, and then
firmly and faster like before. His fingers rubbed her ass and pussy
and she felt the frenzy building inside her again. Despite not
having his permission, she started to orgasm against his face and
hands.

“Bad, bad girl.” She was still coming,
unable to speak. He unzipped his pants and quickly but gently
plunged his cock into her pussy. The sensation unnerved him. She
was hot and wet and he started to fuck her the way he’d always
wanted to. His balls lightly slapped her ass as he bucked his hips
and pushed himself into her pussy. He pulled out at the last moment
and spurted onto her thighs and stomach. She lay there gasping,
feeling his hot breath against her neck.

After a little while she stood up as
if to make a break for her tent. Steve grabbed her arm.

“Where you going,
beautiful?”

She stopped and looked at him. He had
an odd little smile on his face and he held her arm
tighter.

“When are we going to do this again?”
He wouldn’t let her go.

“This was a one time thing.” She
pulled away from him and walked out into the cold night, suddenly
wanting to go back to her tent.

He let her go, but said quietly, “I’m
going to want you again. Soon.”

As she walked away, he lightly slapped
her bottom and she ran away giggling into the night. It was the
beginning of a torrid affair that lasted until George caught them
one day having sex on the stairs. But that’s a story for another
time.
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Debbie watched as the
tall, handsome man walked into the room. Her boss pointed to a
chair and he took a seat. He’s
beautiful, she thought. He had dark hair
cut in a business style. He was handsome, that was for sure. He was
the type of a man that you might find on a magazine cover when it
was something featuring business. He wore a beautifully tailored
suit, dark blue with a white shirt underneath and a burgundy tie
that had some subtle design she couldn’t quite decipher. He had
piercing steel blue eyes that were accentuated by the blue of his
suit. She found she couldn’t stop staring at him.

Of course, the three other women in
the meeting were all fawning over him too, talking to him, engaging
him in their inane office chatter. Debbie sighed. That was her
life. In school, she’d sat quietly in the back as others talked and
raised their hands. Even though she got straight A’s and her
Japanese mother had passed on her beautifully exotic features, soft
almond eyes, silky straight black hair, and a trim figure that
would put most movie stars to shame, she had never learned to speak
up.

She watched her blonde, redhead and
fake blonde coworker chatting this guy up and she felt anger rising
in her. It just wasn’t fair, why couldn’t she be like them? Why
couldn’t she talk? Why was she always overlooked?

Her boss said, “Okay everyone, let’s
get down to business. This is Tom Matthews. As you know, we’re
expanding the call center to include evenings. Tom has been hired
to head up the evening shifts. We haven’t staffed it yet so, he’ll
be spending the next two days getting used to the
operations.”

Everyone applauded primly, and though
she clapped along, Debbie thought the applause was kind of stupid.
He was hired because he was qualified, not because he had pulled a
prize out of a cereal box. Debbie was glad for his qualifications,
though. Debbie herself was qualified. In fact, her sales team
performed better than anyone else’s did. “Alright, let’s settle
down, now. I need a favor,” her boss looked around the room, “I
need someone who will show Tom the ropes for the next two
days.”

Of course, blonde, redhead, and faux
blonde raised their hands immediately. “Wait a minute,” the boss
said, “there’s more. After you’ve shown him the ropes for two days
here, you’re going to have to work a double shift on Tuesday night,
so he can begin setting up his own operation for the start date
next week.”

The three hands that had jumped up so
eagerly fell back down. “Come on, everyone, we need to get him
trained and there’s no other group of individuals more qualified
than the people sitting in this room.”

Debbie looked at
them, the bimbos.
They were all ready when it didn’t take any real effort and all
they got was attention, but the moment it required any work they
weren’t willing to do a damn thing. She was sick of it, tired of
being backstage. She had better sales numbers than anyone else in
the group, her employees were retained longer and the customers
they brought in stayed with the company longer. She wasn’t going to
take it anymore, “I’ll do it.”

All eyes trained on her, everybody’s
focus settling in her direction. Her boss raised his eyebrows at
her, but said, “Alright, Debbie, thanks. You’ll start tomorrow when
we open. Tom, you shadow Debbie. She’s easily our best crew
manager, so you’re sure to learn everything just the way we like to
do it around here.”Debbie glowed with the praise and when Tom
smiled at her, her heart melted.

That night, she took a
long shower and for the first time in months, seriously considered
what to wear to work. She settled on a business suit that really
complimented her figure. She actually tried the blouse on with
three different bras until she found one that showed her firm ample
breasts to the best advantage. She took even more time picking out
shoes and then applied, took off and applied make-up until she was
satisfied with the results. By the time she was done, she thought
she looked very professional but still exotic. She wondered whether
Tom was into Asians. Who cares if he is,
he will be when I’m through with him.

Debbie had a determination
that had seen her to valedictorian of her class. It had also landed
her the job of sales manager at one of the largest call centers in
the country. At the age of twenty-three, two years after being
hired, she was the star manager, and yet she had never shown this
kind of determination in her social life. Not anymore, she thought,
I’m tired of nobody noticing
me.

So, it was with a great deal of
determination and no small amount of excitement that she stood by
the door of her office at eight o’clock the next morning, waiting
for Tom to arrive. Tom walked up to her office at about 8:05. That
was good. The business didn’t actually open until 8:45, and Tom
showing up early showed the kind of enthusiasm and responsibility
that she wanted to see. He was wearing a nice olive-colored suit
today, but it was still as perfectly tailored as the one he wore
the day before. His tie was again subtle but beautiful. He smiled
at her, “You’re here early too, huh?”

She chuckled at him, “First thing you
learn in sales, show up early and . . .”

“ . . .stay late,” he
finished. She reached forward and adjusted his tie. It wasn’t
really crooked, but she had read somewhere that when a woman
adjusted a man’s tie it showed she was interested in him. She hoped
he had read the same thing. He thanked her.

She opened her office door and invited
him to sit down. The first hour or so, she simply gave him
background information on the company. She made sure he knew when
paydays were, what to dial to get an outside line, that sort of
thing. He paid close attention and she was gratified to see him
taking notes.

When the employees shuffled in around
9:15 so they could get on the phones by 9:30, she sprang into
action. He followed behind her as she visited each employee,
checked on their sales goals for the day, gave pieces of advice
concerning troubling prospects and did her best to help them
understand what was going on.

At lunchtime, Tom surprised her by
suggesting they should eat together so he could continue his
education about the company. They did and she talked about the
business, smiling at him as she did. He told her that she moved
fast and that he had never seen a sales manager with such a good
understanding of her employees’ abilities and skills and also their
customers’ needs. She smiled and said, “Try your best to keep
up.”

She fixated on that comment for most
of the afternoon. It had been perfect. It had shown just the right
level of confidence and playfulness, and he had laughed at it,
letting her know he’d do his best. She moved through her shift the
way she moved through her morning, efficiently, effectively,
motivating her sales staff, and by the end of the day, the numbers
were good.

At 4:45, her staff began to head out
as the office shut down. Tom stayed with her as she prepared her
reports for the shift, and then walked with her when she brought
the reports to her boss. He took them, looked them over and thanked
her. Her boss had Tom stay over and, as she walked out of the
office, she heard Tom say, “I can’t believe how well she works with
the staff,” and it gave her a thrill. It gave her an even bigger
thrill when Tom mentioned that her numbers looked good too, and her
boss said for her it was just an average day.

She knew as she walked down the hall,
a satisfied glow settling on her, that her boss was busy telling
Tom that she was that good every day. It gave her a curious mix of
happiness and fear, happiness because Tom got to see how dedicated
she was, and fear that Tom might think she was putting on a show
just for him.

The next day went the same as the one
before, except when the shift ended and the reports were turned in,
she and Tom left the office and went to a diner nearby and had
dinner while they planned setting up Tom’s new operation. When they
got back, they spent the next several hours organizing cubicles,
setting up a sales board, making sure that phone lines were in
place, negotiating the irritating waters of IT professionals who
were needed to set up computers and phone software. By eleven,
things looked good and Tom remarked that he thought he could hit
the ground running on Monday. Then he surprised her. He looked at
Debbie and he asked if she would have time to help him with some of
the interviews. “You don’t want to interview your own staff?” she
asked.

He smiled at her, “Well, I have a
feeling that if you do some of the first interviews instead of the
human resource department, that I’ll start off with a much better
staff.”

She smiled at him and said, “I’d love
to.” They stood at the office and Debbie realized they were done
and Tom was just waiting for her to tell him they could leave. She
walked up to Tom and straightened his tie again, “Well, I think we
can get out of here. If you’re not going straight home, it’s been a
long day for both of us, we still have some time to catch a
drink.”

Tom smiled at her and said, “I’d like
that.”

Tom was still using taxis, so Debbie
drove them to a nice hotel with a lounge that would be quiet and
intimate. They went inside and Tom ordered a scotch while she
ordered a vodka and cranberry juice. They asked each other about
their backgrounds and shred sales war stories until finally the
bartender cried out, “Last call.”

Tom said, “Oh my God, Debbie, we’ve
been here for four hours and it felt like twenty
minutes.”

Debbie smiled, “I thought so
too.”

“Thank God tomorrow’s
Saturday and we don’t have to work,” he said. It gave her a
thought, and she decided what the hell,
I’m tired of being ignored. She took his
hand in hers and said, “You’re right, we don’t have to work
tomorrow. In fact, that gives us hours.”

He looked at her, his eyes growing
wide as he suddenly understood what she was implying. She stood up,
took him by the hand and led him out of the lounge to the front
desk where she booked a room, paid and got the room key. The two
stepped into the room. It was nice, spacious with a large
bed.

Debbie didn’t waste time. Even as Tom
looked around the room, she took off her jacket and tossed it on
the bed. She pulled off her blouse and was just finishing removing
her bra when Tom finally saw her. He stared and breathed in
sharply. She smiled and fell to her knees. She moved forward,
topless and moved to him, unbuckling, unzipping, and uncovering.
She smiled when she’d exposed his cock. It was a nice dick. It was
good sized and perfectly proportioned. She leaned forward and ran
her tongue over the edge. She licked and sucked at him for a while
and then stood up and dropped her pants.

She hadn’t been naked in front of a
man for quite a while, and she was thrilled at the way Tom leered
at her. “You’re beautiful,” he whispered, and she felt beautiful
when he said it. She looked down at herself, her nice breasts, her
tiny waist, her impossibly small, shaved pussy. She smiled at him
and moved her hair so that it fell down over her breasts. She knew
that men loved to see the way it hung down, the last wisps of it
just long enough to tickle at her thighs and, if it were angled
right, the tip of her clit. She stepped forward and kissed him and
then pushed him backwards against the recliner the hotel provided
and he sat.

She knelt again and began to use her
mouth in earnest. She held the base of his cock and moved her mouth
half way down and up, down and up, down and up. After three dips,
she took her mouth off and ran her tongue all the way down, flat
against the shaft until she flicked at his balls and then licked
her way back up. Then, it was up and down again, and she thrilled
at the way his cock reacted. She kept up the cycle for ten minutes
or so. She sucked up and down three or four times and licked up and
down. Again and again she did it while Tom groaned in
pleasure.

She felt herself growing more and more
overwhelmed. She wanted him. Still, she kept herself on task and
moved down to lick and suck on his balls while she stroked him
softly. He continued to groan and she finally stood, his cock still
in her hand, and she straddled him. He leaned forward and kissed
her as she positioned him against her, and she slowly lowered
herself down. He felt so good inside of her, and she leaned back so
he could see himself enter her. She knew that her pussy seemed far
smaller than it was, and she imagined his delight as he watched his
cock push into it.

He stared transfixed at where their
bodies joined, and she smiled. Then, she began to move herself up
and down on him. He groaned and reached forward to grasp at her
breast. She thrilled at the touch of his hands on her nipples, the
way he squeezed around them, the way he pinched her. She felt
herself, after only a few moments, close to orgasm. She moved
quickly on top of him, and he moved his hands from her breasts to
her waist, holding her tight and pushing up into her. She leaned
forward and kissed at his neck, moving her hips back and forth
along his shaft, thrilling at the feel of it inside of
her.

Tom’s hands moved from her waist to
her ass, cupping each cheek and squeezing hard as he pumped in and
out and she moved back and forth. She felt his mouth on her cheek
and then at her ear. “You’re so good, Debbie. My God, you’re so
good.” She felt herself flush at his words, and she gasped as his
pushing brought her right to the edge.

Suddenly, he stood up, his hands still
on her ass. She was lifted up with him, and he continued to pump
into her as she threw her arms around his neck and moaned into his
ear. “Oh yes, yes Tom, yes!” He kept pumping into her as he walked
from the chair to the bed and laid her onto it without ever taking
himself out of her. She gripped the edge of the mattress as he
pushed into her, and she used her arms to pull herself against him
as he pumped into her. She knew it was only a matter of seconds,
and she cried out. Her body was sending waves of feeling through
her, and she cried out again. “Oh, Tom! So good, Tom!”

He pushed into her hard and fast, and
she felt the comforter beneath her like every cell on her body had
somehow become attuned to every sensation that was possible. He
pushed in, filling her so completely and then pulled out leaving
her with a delicious, yearning emptiness. He did it over and over,
and she finally screamed, “OH YES, TOM” and she felt her orgasm
grasp all the energy in her body and throw it back over, igniting
every nerve ending in an explosion that tensed every muscle and
then released the tension but not the adrenaline so that she
shuddered under its power. Meanwhile, Tom kept pushing into her as
she clamped on and off of his cock.

She watched as his face suddenly
tensed and she felt him speed up. He grabbed her waist so hard that
it almost hurt, but she welcomed the feeling and tried to arch
herself up against him. Finally, he groaned a final time and she
watched his whole body tense as he shoved deep inside of her and
she felt his seed splashing inside of her. It was hot, and she felt
a whole new wave of sensation rush over her as he came. She sat up
and threw her arms back around him, moving herself up and down,
reveling in his facial expressions as he finally grew too sensitive
and pushed her onto the bed.

He collapsed next to her. “Jesus,
Debbie.” He panted through his words. “You’re the best sales
manager I’ve ever seen, an incredible date, and that was far better
than anyone has a right to expect. Jesus, what else do you
do?”

She was breathing hard as she rolled
over to lay her head on his broad chest. She stroked it lightly and
then reached down to softly take his still-sensitive cock in his
hand. She moved her hand lightly and softly over it and kissed his
shoulder. “This hotel has room service, Baby. I promise you’ll find
out what else I do before breakfast.”
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The sun rose early the next morning.
Unfortunately, I couldn’t sleep through the sunrise. The sun glared
so easily through the tent walls. Both of the girls were still fast
asleep. I don’t know how they could sleep through all the light.
Well, this was boring. I decided to unzip the sleeping bag and slip
out for a little bit.

The forest looked beautiful. The sun
shone beautifully through the trees. It was going to be a gorgeous
day. I wandered over to some bushes and whizzed freely. Ah, the
camping life! I went back over to the camp site and began making a
campfire. I brought enough sticks and branches with me to make a
simple little fire. By the time I had got the fire going, the girls
were up and moving around in the tent. They were taking their sweet
time getting dressed, though.

I took out a thick metal pan and held
it over the flame. I cracked open the half dozen eggs I had brought
and began cooking them. I would have brought bacon too, but I was
afraid that the bears would smell it and come running. Remember, I
wasn’t any kind of a camping expert. The eggs cooked up
surprisingly well, though. I put them off to the side on some thick
plastic plates and then I cooked a few bland sausages. I would have
made them more flavorful, but once again, I was new to camping, and
I wanted to avoid the wild life.

The birds were chirping, the sun was
shining, and it was nice and pleasant out. I could enjoy this
weekend, even with Charlotte aboard. Well, maybe she added to the
weekend. We were going to spend most of the day by the lake,
bathing in the sun. It was going to be great. I mean, two curvy
women splashing cold water on each other, letting each drop trickle
down their bodies, streaming over every luscious curve. The thought
alone was enough to get me excited.

The girls slipped from the tent. They
both seemed a bit sleepy, though. Charlotte ran her hands slowly
through her hair, trying her best to minimize some of the knots.
They were both grateful for the food. It wasn’t the best food on
earth, but it was fully cooked and edible. I munched down on my
eggs and sausage. The girls, however, were much crueler. Julie in
particular was using the sausage to practice her blow job skills.
She ran it slowly between her lips, never taking a bite. She did so
repeatedly, and began licking the tip after she removed it from her
mouth. Then she took a massive chomp out of it. She hit me roughly
on the shoulder before laughing loudly. What a bitch. Charlotte
laughed too, but she was quieter. She licked at her sausage but
finally just ate it quickly. Thank god. If two girls had kept it
up, I wouldn’t have been able to contain my excitement. We finished
our breakfast fairly quickly. Then we all took turns in the tent,
changing into our swim suits. It was going to be a good day after
all.

I still hadn’t managed to get a
glimpse of their actual swimsuits. They were quick to cover them up
with casual clothes, although Julie had promised me that she would
be wearing a bikini. We began strolling over to the lake. It was a
beautiful scene in this wilderness.

Julie pulled me to the side for a few
minutes. We talked briefly. “I know this is our weekend, and I’ll
make sure to make you as happy as I can, even though Charlotte is
here. Have I thanked you for that yet? No? Well, thank you. Listen,
I will talk to her. She’ll let us be for a bit so you can really
enjoy your weekend too. But first, you have to give me and her some
time alone.” I grimaced. “I know, I know, it’s our weekend. It will
only be a half of an hour, maybe a little bit longer, but just a
little bit. Is that okay? Please?”

She continued to ramble on, ignoring
the possibility of me saying no. I wasn’t going to say no either
way. No one should ever piss off the women putting out for them.
It’s like asking for a dry spell. Maybe I needed one. My cock went
off two times yesterday. By no means did I want to overwork it. It
had been a glorious day with three women, and hopefully there would
be another today. I made up some excuse about being unable to sleep
and headed back towards the tent. I could always go for some more
sleep while they had their little talk. I went in the tent and set
an alarm for half an hour. I didn’t want to overdo that either. I
drifted slowly away to sleep.

Before I knew it, the alarm was
blaring in my ear. It was the quickest thirty minutes I had ever
known. I was still tired, but I decided that was long enough. I
thought I had better go ruin the girl’s fun time, so I could have a
fun time of my own. I slowly moseyed down the path. I figured
taking my time would make it easier for them to forgive my
abruptness. They weren’t going to have much time together once I
arrived.

Anyway, the forest was beautiful. I
was actually enjoying these surroundings. I hadn’t planned on it in
any of my meticulous planning of the weekend. The scenery was more
for Julie than it was for me to enjoy. I smiled at the thought. I
continued to stroll down the path, taking my time and enjoying the
relaxing atmosphere.

I was maybe a hundred meters from the
lake when I spotted what must have been a pretty intense sun
bathing routine. I saw two women, naked, and rolling around
lakeside. I squinted, trying to make out all the details of these
women. No, it couldn’t be! Is that why they wanted some free time?
Was that Julie and Charlotte? Were they having sex on the beach? I
laughed to myself. It was them. Unbelievable.

I moved to the shrubbery and slowly
inched closer to them. I got as close as I could, and it was close
enough. I could make out all the fine curves and details of each
girl’s body. This was hot, perhaps too hot for my own good. My cock
began to get stiff. I pushed it down naively, but it popped right
back up. I decided to let it be for the moment. I searched my bag
for binoculars. Julie loved bird watching, another reason I chose a
campout retreat. I found them and whispered a silent prayer of
gratitude. This was better than I expected. I stared gleefully
through each eye piece. Unzipping my pants, I slid my cock out of
my boxers and started working my hand slowly up and down my
shaft.

They were really going at it! Julie
was on top of Charlotte. Their lips were entangled in a battle for
the ages. Charlotte then wrestled her way on top of Julie. They
weren’t naked after all but both in their bikinis, but they were so
skimpy that their breasts were constantly falling out. They scanned
the landscape slowly, and after a few moments, they ripped each
other’s bikinis off. They were like raucous sorority sisters. It
was great. I kept jerking off quietly in the bush since this was
just too perfect to pass up.

I searched my pockets for my cell
phone. I must have left it in the car. Oh well, it would have been
perfect inspiration going forward. While I rummaged through my
pockets, Charlotte was rummaging through her bag. She pulled out a
shiny silver vibrator. My mouth felt like it hit the forest floor.
My God, this was going to be quite a show!

The vibrator was small, but I had a
feeling that Charlotte knew how to use it. She twisted it slowly.
Both girls became excited and began giggling, making their breasts
jiggle in the sunlight. Charlotte ran the vibrator softly over
Julie’s hard nipples and then in ever widening circles on her ample
breasts. Then, she ran it slowly down Julie’s curvy body before
reaching her goal. Charlotte applied some pressure to Julie’s clit
with the vibrator, making Julie gasp as she arched her back.
Watching this, Charlotte smiled and slowly slipped three fingers
into Julie’s quickly moistening pussy. She moved her fingers
vigorously in and out. Julie moaned loudly with
pleasure.

Now, Charlotte got down on her knees
and elbows. She held the vibrator around Julie’s clit and began to
lick it furiously. “Oh, Charlotte. Oh, yeah. Harder.” Julie begged
her friend. Charlotte applied as much pressure as she could with
her tongue. I could see her bury her face between Julie’s legs and
then shake it furiously. My girlfriend was already peaking. She was
going to have an epic orgasm in minutes, maybe sooner. I knew that
face. Looking at it now was making my own cock throb in my hand. I
started pumping faster.

Julie held Charlotte’s head down.
Charlotte squirmed a bit before settling in. She continued to lick
harder and work the vibrator over Julie’s clitoris. Julie’s head
jerked back and her legs began to tremble. She screamed in ecstasy.
I watched the orgasm run through my girlfriend and felt myself
growing closer. She was beautiful. I watched her writhing as
Charlotte stayed pressed to her spasming pussy, and I pumped
furiously, shaking against the tree.

Finally, Julie went limp. She must
have really enjoyed herself. Unfortunately, as I wasn’t paying
attention, I slipped against the tree and fell in a bush. Charlotte
heard me. Her head perked up like a rabbit. She headed over
cautiously after loosely tying her bikini back on. She found my
bush and looked down before laughing.

“What is it?” Julie asked
curiously.

I gestured for Charlotte to be quiet
about my presence. “Nothing Jules, but I’m going to head back to
camp and check on your husband. You just relax.” Charlotte yelled
back. Julie seemed more than fine with that. She laid back down and
bathed happily in the sun.

Charlotte pointed at hand on my cock.
She placed her palm over her eyes and laughed briefly. She was
familiar with the landscape, and it seemed she was more than
willing to water the plants.

She kneeled down and, sticking out her
luscious tongue, licked up every side of my cock. Her warm tongue
on my cock was exhilarating. She jerked it slowly in her hand as I
tried to peer through the bushes at Julie. “Don’t worry so much,
she can’t see us, and if we can keep quiet than she won’t have to
hear us either. “ Charlotte grinned wryly.

I was still a bit surprised by
yesterday. Charlotte was a regular nympho, this would be
great.

“As you saw over there, I haven’t
gotten my fill yet. That’s what I need you for. I really love
giving blowjobs. It’s nice, but I really need your hot throbbing
cock inside of me to get off.” She said it calmly, matter of
factly.

She straddled over me and lowered
herself onto my hard cock. She moaned softly as each inch found its
way inside of her. She began bouncing slowly up and down, and I
could feel the muscles in her pussy tightening with each bounce.
She ran her rigid finger nails down my chest repeatedly. Her
breasts bounced with her. I couldn’t help myself. I reached up and
grabbed both breasts. I squeezed them gently.

Charlotte moaned again. I pushed her
breasts together as I squeezed. I pulled her down on top of me. Her
breasts swung right in front of my face now, so I moved one to my
lips. I began to suck on it gently. Unfortunately, her breast
managed to swing out of my mouth. I gave her ass a hard spank with
disappointment. She moaned loudly again, making me nervous. I
immediately shushed her, but she didn’t care.

She loved the feeling of my firm hand
abusing her ass. I spanked her again, and then I gave her a quick
smack across the face. She got more aggressive. She snarled briefly
before going into overdrive. She began to move up and down on my
cock quicker and quicker, enjoying every inch that filled her. I
smacked her nipples gently. “Mmmm yeah, you know what I like.” She
moaned softly. I knew what most women liked, or so I
hoped.

I firmly grasped her hips and grounded
my shoulders. I was always proud of my ability to fuck a girl from
the bottom. I began to thrust slowly into her pussy. My hands kept
her stationary for added impact. I slowly increased my speed. I
began to thrust harder into her, my balls swinging freely in the
air. I occasionally gave her nipples a firm smack. Charlotte was
screaming with pleasure now, but I didn’t care. We were too far
gone to pay attention to anything but the sensations racing through
both of our bodies.

She began to blatantly scratch me with
her nails now, but it felt great. Her tight wet pussy squeezed my
throbbing cock. I couldn’t resist such absolute pleasure. I began
to moan too, but not nearly as loud. I was ready to come. I thrust
as fast as I could until I was ready to explode. I held her hips
down towards me, forcing all of my cock inside of her. I held her
there while I shot my entire load of hot come deep inside her
pussy. “Oh yeah. That’s what I’m here for, come inside me. Fill me
with your hot come. Mmm yeah.” Charlotte moaned, quietly
now.

I was exhausted. It took so much more
work to thrust from the bottom. Charlotte eventually rolled off me.
She licked all the juices off my body, and seemed quite content
about it. I couldn’t help but spoon, it was only natural. I held
myself tight against her bare body. It was so warm and smooth. It
was perfect. I couldn’t help but linger there.

We began to talk. I realized that we
really had nothing in common besides Julie. That was okay. Words
seemed a waste in such a dynamic. We were still stupidly cuddling
naked behind a bush not twenty yards from my girlfriend. Charlotte
began to laugh about the whole thing. She laughed loudly, and it
was almost obnoxious.

“Charlie, is that you?” Julie called
from a distance.

Shit, I couldn’t let her see us like
this. I threw Charlotte away from me and began scrimmaging around
for my clothes. They were everywhere. I didn’t remember throwing
them all over the place. Shit. I heard footsteps approaching. The
footsteps moved closer and closer. Too late, I could see Julie from
under the bush now. There was a look of pure astonishment on her
face. I expected her to be absolutely furious, but she didn’t even
grimace. She smiled. She laughed. Charlotte began to laugh too. I
tried to laugh, but as soon as I started, the forest became silent.
I sat there quietly, awaiting some sort of explanation.

“I see you had your way with her, too.
So, I guess we are even. I mean, me and Charlotte just have this…
thing… to liven up our sex lives, and now,… I suppose you have that
too.” Julie surmised slowly.

I was just as surprised as I was
yesterday, but that didn’t stop me from pushing my luck. “Well
then, maybe the two don’t have to be exclusive. I mean, the three
of us, apparent sexaholics, are all here, and just as horny as
ever. Maybe we could all enjoy the pleasure of each others’
nymphomania together.”

I was trying to figure a way to make
it sound appealing to all, but it just came out stupid. Then, my
wife said something that made me thankful I married her, that made
me think I could marry her all over.

She said, “Oh, wow! Let’s do it. I’ve
never had a threesome!”
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Sarah sat on the high backed chair in
her studio. Tommy, her engineer waved at her through the glass, his
hands lifted in the air, all ten fingers up. Now nine fingers,
eight, seven…When Tommy got to three, Sarah took a deep breath.
When he finished and pointed at her with an exaggerated flourish,
she leaned toward the microphone.

“Hello radio fans, and welcome to
another episode of The Wife Swap Chronicles. I’m your host, Sarah
Greggor, and this is the show where normal people just like you
share your tales of swinging. If it’s hot, I want to hear it. If
it’s funny, I want to hear that, too. Whatever your experiences in
the lifestyle that was alternative in the sixties and seventies and
is practically commonplace now. No holds barred—that’s holds, Bob,
not holes!”

She turned and nodded to her guest, a
lovely woman of about twenty eight with long dark hair that
cascaded down her shoulders in great waves. “Today I’m here with
Jill X. She’s going to share her first swinging adventure with us.
Welcome, Jill.”

Jill looked a little nervous. She was
blushing. Sarah thought it made her look adorable. When she spoke
in a second of two, her voice wavered a little. “Hi Sarah. Thanks
for having me.” Sarah loved the way her mouth moved.

“I know you’re nervous, Jill, so just
relax and tell us in your own words about your experiences.” Jill
took a deep breath, held it for a moment, and then let it out
slowly. Finally, she spoke.

“Okay…Here goes…”

***

My husband and I never talked about
being swingers, not once. It kind of just happened. Bob came home
from work one Friday afternoon and mentioned that he was in charge
of entertaining a client for his firm. The client had arrived in
town on vacation with his wife but agreed to stay over one more day
to meet with the firm. That was Friday. To make it happen though,
he would have to stay in town until Sunday, and that meant Bob and
I would have them over to our place on Saturday for a
barbecue.

The client had agreed to a trial
purchase of my husband’s technology, and if it worked out, they’d
end up being the firm’s biggest client, so we were to show them a
good time. We have a lovely house with a beautiful pool, and a
built in backyard bar and barbecue, so we knew we could do the job,
and that night, I went shopping to make sure the bar was stocked,
the barbecue was ready to go, and everything would be
perfect.

Bob’s client arrived the next day
about noon, and I was floored. He could have been Bob’s brother in
looks. Bob has long, sandy blonde hair and a square jaw that makes
him look like some kind of a movie tough guy. Andrew had the same
look. Both of them are fit and built like boxers, so that was
pretty amazing too. What really amazed me was that they had the
same steel-blue eyes. They weren’t like twins, but they were both
incredibly hot and I was turned on right away.

That wasn’t it, though. Andy’s wife
Sharon was stunning. She had long, straight red hair that hung all
the way down to her ass. She was wearing one of those wrap-around
sarongs and a tank top. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and I could see
the outline of her breasts, nipples and all, beneath the thin red
cotton top. The sarong was a lovely flower pattern, and she had it
wrapped in a way that accentuated her waist and hips. I had never
been with a woman, but I had fantasized about it, and Sharon was
exactly the kind of woman I fantasized about.

We made small talk, and Bob fixed us
drinks. We headed to the backyard, and sat for a while drinking
while Bob and Andy hovered at the Barbecue cooking steaks. I asked
Sharon if she would like to go swimming, and she smiled, stood up,
and dropped the sarong. Beneath it, she had on a tiny string
bikini, and it left nothing to the imagination! For a moment, I
just stared at her perfect body with the tiny heart-shaped ass and
couldn’t say anything. Finally, I stammered that I’d go get towels
and my own suit and I rushed to the bedroom.

I picked the sexiest suit I could
because I didn’t want to be outdone. I know I have a great body. I
have curves with tone, and my breasts are big and natural and still
firm. My ass is probably my best feature, so I picked up my own
thong bikini and a tiny top that barely contained my tits. I walked
back out with some towels, and placed them on the deck
chair.

Sharon smiled at me, and she lifted
off her top. She was just standing there, her perfect breasts right
in front of me, and I couldn’t help but breathe in sharply. “Sorry,
Jill,” she said, “I don’t have a top with me.”

I muttered something about it being
okay, and that’s when we noticed the men had stopped talking. I
looked over at them. They were staring at Sharon and I. Sharon
smiled back with a completely sexy and lusty look, and I did my
best to mimic it. Then, she ran to the pool and dove in. I couldn’t
believe how hot her body looked as she did. I wanted to match it,
so I ran and did my own sexy dive.

We swam around for a while before we
ended up against the side of the pool, wrestling and splashing each
other. The next thing I knew, our lips were on each other. I don’t
know if I kissed her first or if she kissed me first, but the
feeling of her hands on my body and her lips on mine was
incredible. She was backed up against the wall, and she wrapped her
legs around my waist as our tongues explored each other’s mouth. I
could taste the soft sweetness of the claret we’d been drinking,
and it just made it all more sexy and stimulating.

It was the first time I had ever made
out with a woman, and it was amazing. Her hands were on my neck and
running through my wet hair, and I gripped the side of the pool as
she ground herself against my waist. I could feel her nipples, hard
against my body, and I knew that mine were getting as hard as a
rock as well. I kissed her neck and her mouth, and I couldn’t
believe how turned on I was!

As I kissed her, I felt a shadow and
pulled away. There was Bob kneeling at the side of the pool. I had
forgotten he was there, and I think I turned bright red as he
stared at us. I was going to say something, but he leaned down,
pulled Sharon’s head back and put his mouth on hers. I swear to
God, I almost came at the sight of my husband kissing another
woman. I was a little bit in shock, but I felt a hand on my
shoulder, and I was pulled away from Sharon and turned
around.

It was Andrew. He was in the pool and
naked. He smiled at me and said, “You’re overdressed.” His hands
reached for my top and pulled it off. Before I could say anything,
he had plunged down and I felt him pull my thong off as well. When
he came back up, his arms were around my waist and his lips were on
mine. I was shocked and a little unsure, but I was so damned turned
on, that I just went with it. He walked us to the side of the pool,
still kissing me.

When we got there, he lifted me up,
and I could see that Bob was naked now, and Sharon was on the deck
kneeling in front of him, her mouth on his cock. Bob has a very
nice-sized dick, so I was amazed at how easily Sharon took it into
her mouth. Watching the head and then the shaft disappear past her
pretty lips and seeing her push all the way down until her nose was
buried in his pubic hair and his balls rested on her chin was the
most incredible thing I had ever seen! This beautiful redhead was
taking all seven and a half inches into her throat like it was just
a piece of licorice! Bob was groaning like hell.

Andrew climbed out of the pool and
approached me and I suddenly understood why Sharon had no problem
with Bob’s cock. Andrew’s was impossibly large. I swear it had to
be nine inches or more. I stared at it transfixed as he walked up
and I tentatively reached out to stroke it. It felt so thick and
big. I opened my mouth, and I had trouble just getting the head in
my mouth, but I began to bob back and forth until I was able to get
deeper and deeper. Finally, I went for broke. I grabbed his ass
cheeks, and God, they were like steel! I just pushed and pushed and
felt his cock entering my throat.

I gagged and had to stop, but Andrew
just smiled at me, pushed me back onto the deck, and buried his
face between my legs. When his tongue hit my clit, I thought I
would come instantly, but he was perfect, he knew just how to keep
me on the edge. In this position, I could get a good view of Bob
and Sharon, and they had switched up, too. Bob was on his back, and
Sharon was on top of him, in a reverse cowgirl position.

I don’t know if I’ve ever seen
anything sexier than watching my husband’s cock pushing in and out
of her tiny pussy. She had a little tuft of red hair right above
her pussy, and I watched it as she bounced up and down on top of
him. She reached down and began to rub her clit as she fucked Bob,
and I lost it. I screamed as my orgasm hit me, bucking up against
Andrew’s mouth and grabbing his hair with both hands.

He kept his tongue moving, and I
squeezed my eyes shut because the orgasm was so powerful. Then, I
felt him withdraw, and I opened my eyes right at the sight of Bob
furiously fucking upward into Sharon. I heard Sharon shout, “Oh,
Fuck! I’m coming!” but I lost all sense of everything a second
later because Andrew was suddenly on top of me and pushing his
giant cock into my pussy.

I had never felt so filled up in all
of my life! I felt stretched to the limit, and the orgasm that had
just started to fade came right back up in full swing, my whole
body tensing and arching under the assault of Andrews huge dick. I
wrapped my legs around his waist and fucked him back furiously,
amazed at the sensations coursing through me. I heard Bob in the
background groaning. It was his “about to come” groan and I looked
over at him.

“Fuck, I’m going to come!”

“In her mouth, Bob,” Andrew grunted
the words. “You haven’t lived until you’ve seen your wife swallow
another man’s load.” As if to prove the point, he suddenly pulled
out of me and pulled me down, roughly grabbing my hair and forcing
his cock into my mouth. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught
movement and heard Sharon’s moans suddenly cut off with a muffled
sound and I knew Bob was doing the same.

Andrew wasn’t gentle, and I had to
struggle not to gag as his already giant cock got impossibly bigger
in my mouth, and suddenly he was spurting inside of me. I could
feel great torrents of his semen splashing into my mouth, over my
tongue, and at my throat. I did my best to swallow as he came, but
he was coming so fast and so much that I couldn’t keep it all in,
some just trickled down my chin.

Finally, he pulled out, and I
swallowed the rest. I glanced over at Bob and Sharon just in time
to see her swallowing as well. Everyone was breathing hard as
Sharon crawled over to me and kissed me. I could taste the semen
and had no idea if it was Bob’s or Andy’s or both.

That was my first time. We stayed
naked for most of the day and had another, more gentle session
later. We’ve known Andy and Sharon for three years now, and they’re
in town two or three times a year on business, and we always get
together. From that day on, though, Bob and I have wife swapping
nights at least once a month.

***

Jill was flushed by the time she
finished, and Sarah smiled at her as she said, “Well, there you
have it folks, a hot and steamy first time swinging experience. We
want to hear yours, too, so drop us a line if you want to tell your
story.”

As the show’s bumper music started,
Sarah smiled at Jill. “You did great sweetie.”

Jill smiled. “Thanks. I was
nervous.”

Sarah looked at Jill’s beautiful face.
“You know, maybe my husband and I could come by sometime to…um…do a
little more research for the show.”

Jill looked up and down Sarah’s body
and smiled. “I’m sure Bob would love that.”

In the engineer’s booth, Tommy was
waving, and Sarah prepared for the next segment as Jill got up to
leave. Sarah almost messed up the segment, though, when Jill
pressed a paper into her hand. Sarah looked at the address and felt
a stirring between her legs.
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