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The light in the little studio was
bright red and the words ON AIR glowed in a yellowish hue. Sarah
Greggor sat in front of the microphone listening to the commercial
for Lindsey’s Lingerie and Adult Playthings. They’d been one of the
first sponsors, and it had been Lindsey herself who had steered
Sarah’s current guest to the wildly popular Wife Swap Chronicles
radio show. Sarah smiled as the commercial ended and the dance beat
bumper music played as her cue to start up the show.

She winked at her guest, a lovely woman
with an incredible body. She had sandy blond hair that hung in
ringlets, a beautiful pouty mouth, and Sarah hadn’t failed to
notice a perfect ass that just begged to be squeezed. Sarah leaned
into the microphone, “Welcome to the show, swingers. It’s the Wife
Swap Chronicles. I’m your host Sarah Greggor, and today we have a
very special guest, Janice, who is going to tell us all about the
kind of vacation that makes for a great marriage.”

Sarah gestured toward the microphone
and Janice leaned forward. Sarah caught a whiff of her subtle
perfume and smiled. “Okay, Janice. It’s all you. Tell us about your
trip.”

Janice breathed in. “I’d been worried
about my marriage for a while…”

***

It had been my husband’s idea to get
away from the grind of life for a while and just enjoy living a
bit. You know all the clichés right, kids and jobs and in-laws
become too much and you just have to get away? Well, we were in
definite need of some R&R. Our relationship, physically
especially, was becoming empty of any connection.

Well, anyway, I let Gordon handle the
details and on the following weekend, after I had tucked our two
kids away with my sister, we hopped on a plane and flew down to
this little island paradise that my husband had found on the
web.

It was just as gorgeous as it had
looked online. Blue skies, blue water and white sandy beaches for
miles and miles. It was so quiet and peaceful that the first two
days I felt like I was suffering withdrawal symptoms from all the
normal chaos of my life. It was wonderful.

There weren’t too many other
vacationers there at this time of year, which made it even nicer,
but we had noticed a young couple who looked like they were on
their honeymoon or something. They were at the hotel restaurant our
first night there and I couldn’t help but point them out to my
husband. “Check out the lovebirds. Remember when we were like that?
What happened?”

Gordon shrugged as he ate his steak. “A
mortgage and kids?”

“Yeah, right, of course. Smart ass.” I
play slapped his arm and he grinned at me.

It was true, though, we really had let
our love life go.

So, on the third day, we were out
exploring the beach wearing our brand new suits. I was admiring my
husband’s toned body and thinking how lucky I was that he hadn’t
decided to grow a paunch and let himself go. I looked down at my
own body and thought he wasn’t getting a bad exchange. At
thirty-two, I still fit a bikini rather nicely, and my ass looked
especially good in the tiny bikini bottom.

“Hey, hello there.” I heard the voice
hailing us and looked up from my own ass and felt a blush rise to
my cheeks to have been caught in the act. My husband and I looked
up the beach and spotted the couple from the restaurant. They were
waving and walking in our direction.

As they got closer, my husband grabbed
my hand and I watched his jaw hit the sand. Both of them were
completely naked and, I must say that what was on display was very
nice.

The guy started trotting up, sending
his rather large dick into jumping jacks. I blushed and averted my
eyes, but only for a moment. Come on, I’m human, and it wasn’t like
my husband wasn’t busy staring at the huge bouncing wonders on the
front of the lovely brunette.

When they reached the little alcove my
husband and I had been exploring, they stopped and introduced
themselves, giggling a little, I think, at the older folks with the
gaping mouths. “Hey, we saw you guys the other night. I’m Felix and
this is my new bride, Lira.”

We shook hands, trying to look anywhere
but at them directly. Felix laughed, and I noticed he had sweet
little dimples at the corners of his mouth. Instantly, my mind was
wondering if he had dimples anywhere else and I blushed and turned
away. “It’s okay, I know sometimes Americans are not comfortable
with this kind of thing, but it is a clothing optional beach. Lira
and I like to enjoy the freedom.”

Gordon shrugged and tried to act
casual. “Oh, we’re totally okay with it, we just decided to be a
little more, um, covered, today.”

Lira smiled and took his hand. “No
problem. We understand.” She turned to walk toward a grouping of
large rocks that formed part of the alcove. She kept my husband’s
hand and towed him along behind her.

“Um, I don’t . . .” I didn’t finish
what I was saying because Felix had grabbed me and pulled me to him
for a deep kiss. I felt his full lips and then his tongue slipping
into my mouth to run along my teeth and over my own tongue. I
closed my eyes and shivered in his arms.

“You are very beautiful.” He whispered
against my mouth and then he pulled away and took my hand to follow
his wife and my husband to the rocks.

 

As we walked up, I saw Gordon lying on
his back with Lira stretched out on top of him. The lovely curve of
her bronzed ass rose just at his crotch. They were kissing
passionately and Lira’s hands were brushing over his bare chest,
making his nipples hard and tight.

I would have stared at the sight
forever if Felix hadn’t pulled at my bikini string and drawn my top
from my breasts. I covered them self-consciously, but he shook his
head and leaned down to kiss my fingers as he pried my hands away
from their fullness.

Expertly, Felix put his sweet mouth on
my right nipple and sucked and nibbled at it until it was so hard
the feel of his tongue became almost painful. I moaned and swayed
and he caught me, letting me fall gently to the sand. He moved to
my other breast and again began to suck, sending ripples of
incredible sensation straight to my pussy. I closed my eyes and
arched my back, pushing my body along his.

Then, I heard my husband cry out and I
looked quickly over to see that Lira had slid her body downward and
now had my husband’s dick fully in her small mouth. Her cheeks were
bulging like crazy and I could hear gagging sounds, but she was
hungrily sucking with no let up. My husband’s hands were combing
the sand as he bucked under her.

Felix turned my head and smiled at me.
He moved his own body down mine and when he reached my shaved mound
underneath the bikini bottoms, he took his mouth, grabbed the top
of the cloth and slid it down over my hips, returning to kiss
gently at my pussy. The soft, silky touch of his lips on that
sensitive area made me cry out and arch my back, much as my husband
had done with Lira.

I looked over to see what they were
doing. I saw that Lira had moved back up and she was now straddling
my husband’s face, moving her pussy over his mouth and nose. His
hands were gripping her ass and squeezing rhythmically as she
pressed down on him. After a bit, she rolled off him and got on
hands and knees facing me, reaching behind her to grab at my
husband and pull him up behind her. She wiggled her ass and he got
the idea. I saw him thrust his hips forward and heard Lira groan
and then I felt Felix’s tongue delve deep into my own folds and
turned back to him.

He worked his tongue like a small cock,
thrusting it in and circling inside my soft wet walls before
pulling out again. Every so often, his tongue would flash to my
clit and give it a long lick, driving a loud moan from me each
time. When I was just about to go out of my mind being on the edge
of orgasm, he stopped and pulled me up from the sand to put me on
hands and knees facing his wife.

Once again, I watched my husband
fucking the tiny bronze beauty, her long dark hair swaying about
her face. Felix’s hands grabbed at my ass, pushing it up and
forward to expose my pussy lips more fully. I felt the head of his
cock press against my wet opening and then, as I watched my husband
thrust forward into Lira, Felix thrust into me, filling me with his
large cock and making me growl as a shudder shook my whole
body.

Felix fucked me hard and massaged and
slapped at my ass as he thrust deep. The sensations were beginning
to overwhelm me and I thought it wouldn’t be long before I was
coming. Suddenly, I saw Lira pull away from my husband and pull him
in our direction. She sat down by my side and sat Gordon facing my
front. My face was now being pushed toward Gordon’s crotch with
each of Felix’s thrusts. I let my tongue playfully reach for his
hard, dripping cock and a few times it touched the tip lightly.
Gordon shivered.

Now, though, Lira reached and stopped
Felix. Taking her husband by the arm, she pulled him onto his ass
in the sand and then grabbed at me. She took my waist in her hands
and pushed me backwards, up and then onto her husband’s cock. He
thrust a few times but then Lira stopped him again. Gordon, getting
anxious by then, came up behind Lira and tried to pull her onto
him, but she put a hand on his chest and made him wait.

Turning back to me, she lifted me off
of her husband again and then bent down and let her tongue push up
into my ass, parting my cheeks and sliding into my tiny hole. The
feeling was incredible, but it didn’t last because Lira got up and
now, together, she and Felix lowered me back onto his cock. This
time, though, it wasn’t my pussy that felt his shaft but my little
puckered star.

As my mouth opened in a shocked scream,
Lira quickly went to my husband and guided his cock to my exposed
pussy. Gordon stared at me with lust-filled eyes, a look I hadn’t
seen in quite a while. Then I was throwing my head back and
groaning as I felt my husband’s cock slide into my pussy, rubbing
against Felix’s dick in my ass.

Lira gave me a deep kiss and then stood
up. She straddled me, pushing between my husband and me and
positioning her pussy right by my face. Grasping my hair, she
pulled my head forward and buried my face in her sticky cunt. I
licked and sucked at her crazily as I got fucked faster and faster
by our husband’s. Finally, it was too much and I moaned into her
clit as I came hard. My body tensed and shuddered between the two
men, and I could feel their cocks throbbing in my tightening holes.
My husband came at the same time as Lira, who began frantically
pumping her swollen, quivering pussy against my face. Felix soon
followed, pushing deep in my tight hole and spurting inside my
squeezing ass as I continued to come.

We fell into a heaving heap and
eventually, we all recovered sufficiently to make our way back to
the hotel, allowing Felix and Lira to pick up their clothes and
towels on the beach along the way.

That day was the beginning of a renewed
love affair for my husband and me. I’d recommend the place to
anybody.

***

Sarah didn’t speak for a while.
Finally, she got the visions of Janice with two men out of her head
and leaned into the microphone. “Well, I guess I should start
planning a vacation. Hey, maybe the Wife Swap Chronicles will have
to give a few away this year. Anyway, we’ll take your calls in a
minute, but Janice, thanks so much for stopping by.”

The bumper music played and Sarah
extended her hand but Janice didn’t shake it. Instead, she leaned
forward and brushed her lips against Sarah’s cheek. “My husband and
I are going to take a cruise next month.” Sarah felt something
pushed into her hand. “Maybe you and your man can come
along.”

 With that, Janice turned around and walked away. Sarah
watched her perfect, tight little ass through her slacks as she
stepped out of the studio. She looked down at her hands and saw a
brochure for a Caribbean cruise.

Maybe it was time for a
vacation.









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