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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.









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