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The air in the room was hotter than
normal, and Sarah wondered why Tommy, her engineer and the show’s
producer couldn’t accomplish the same temperature two days in a
row. “Well, folks,” she said into the microphone, “All of us here
at the Wife Swap Chronicles are burning up, and it’s not the usual
reason. Something’s up with the air conditioner.”

Tommy broke in. “You’re always hot,
Sarah.”

She chuckled. “That’s Tommy’s way of
trying to get me to put up with his inability to handle the climate
controls, but that’s okay. This is Sarah Greggor, and you’re all
listening to the Wife Swap Chronicles, your foray into the world of
wife sharing couples. We have a great show for you today, and
you’re not going to believe how it happened.” She paused for
effect. “Last week, I was shopping for groceries and a woman
recognized my voice. The next thing you know, we’re having coffee,
and let me tell you, she has a wonderful story to tell. Welcome my
guest, Jane.”

Jane smiled, and said, “Thanks for
having me here, Sarah.” Sarah looked at the lovely redhead and
thought how much she’d really like to have her, right
there.

“So, Jane, tell us your story. What’s
the ace up your sleeve?”

Jane laughed, “Oh Sarah! Good one. Of
course you know already that the whole thing started with a game of
cards…”

***

I met Nancy and her
husband Mark in college. He was a frat boy, and we were in the
sister sorority. We did a lot of crazy things back in college, so I
won’t tell you which sorority or which fraternity. I will tell you
the sorority had phi in it, and the fraternity had lambda.

Anyway, Nancy and I actually first met
Mark at a frat party when we were all freshmen. He had a full ride
scholarship because of wrestling, and I was there playing with my
Daddy’s money. Nancy was on an academic scholarship. At the frat
party, we played a game of strip poker, and even though all seven
of us ended up naked, Nancy went upstairs with Mark, and I ended up
sleeping with a goof named Todd.

From there on out, Nancy and Mark were
inseparable, but God, I had visions of that boy’s body. I never
stopped wanting him, even pretended my husband, John, was Mark the
first few times we slept together. Of course, my man is no slouch,
so it wasn’t long before I was shouting his name while we made
love, and I wasn’t shouting “Mark” in my head.

Anyway, fast forward twelve years. We
kept in touch, Nancy and I, and even met for coffee when she flew
into town on business a few times, but no matter how many times we
tried to schedule vacation time together, it never worked out.
Until last month, it didn’t work out, anyway. Last month I got a
call from Nancy. She’d happened on a lucky coincidence. Mark
usually worked weekends, but he was off. She had a business meeting
in my town on Friday morning, and she was going to buy Mark a
ticket so he could come along and we could all spend the weekend
together until they flew back home.

I was delighted by the idea, and John
always goes along with what I ask, so it was settled. Like a silly
hen, I spent the whole week cleaning the house and getting both of
the kids arranged for extended Friday and Saturday night sleepovers
with school friends. I couldn’t believe how stupid I was being. Of
course, John thought it was all about me wanting to impress Nancy,
but I think I was really looking forward to impressing
Mark.

Anyway, the day came, and I wore the
sexiest summer dress I had, a lovely little white cotton shift with
pink flowers. I didn’t wear anything on underneath it, and it
really did something incredible. The light would hit it and outline
my body, but the flowers made it seem innocent, so anyone looking
got this almost guilty glimpse at my body. I’d seen Nancy three
months before on one of her business trips, and she still looked
hot, but I was pretty sure I wouldn’t have any trouble
competing.

John, as husbands get after almost a
decade of marriage, was completely oblivious to what I was wearing,
but that was okay. Part of John’s charm is his silly helplessness,
really. Anyway, by the time Nancy and Mark knocked on our door, the
kids were all gone for the weekend, I had the house looking
perfect, and I’d arranged for a meal that would remind us all of
college, pizza. Just for kicks, I’d filled the guest bathroom tub
with ice and dropped in a few twelve packs of beer and a dozen wine
coolers. If I’d thought about it, I would have bought a beer bong
or two.

When I opened the door, I think my jaw
dropped a little. Mark had gotten better with age. His square jaw
and boyish eyes were just as I remembered him, but the slight
wrinkles around the corners of his eyes and his more mature
features made him more distinguished, more, well, attractive to a
woman my age. I could already feel myself getting excited and
wishing I had just an hour with him.

Anyway, we made introductions, and I
know I lingered on my hug with Mark longer than I should have
because Nancy made it a point to hug John just a bit longer than
she should have as well, and the peck on his cheek she gave kept
her lips in contact about twice as long as it should have. I didn’t
mind, though. In fact, it gave me the chance to be even more
flirtatious with Mark.

So we sat and ate pizza and drank and
talked about college. Finally, an awkward silence fell over us. It
wasn’t one of those silences that just shows up in conversation. It
began when John said, “So how did you two meet?” Nancy was silent.
I was silent. Mark was silent. Finally, Mark kind of
smiled.

“Well, it was a frat party. Nancy and
Jane were sisters in the same sorority, right. Anyway, I met them
there, and we,” he took a deep breath, “Well, I guess I should just
come out and say it. We played strip poker.”

John laughed, and Nancy leaned forward
to give him a view of her cleavage, so of course, I put my hand on
Mark’s knee and continued the story for him. “So, we all end up
naked, and I wanted Mark, but Nancy’s the one who took him upstairs
while I was left with some goofy frat boy that looked like and
acted like John Belushi from Animal House.”

Everyone had a good laugh, but we got
silent again when John said, “Hey, I have a deck of cards. Let’s
play some poker now.” We looked around the room, and I surprised
myself by saying I liked the idea. Nancy giggled, finally, and Mark
said to get the deck. And that was how I found myself holding a
pair of sevens in a pot that required four pieces of clothing from
whoever lost. That was shoes and socks for Mark, John and Nancy.
For me, Mrs. Decided To Wear Her Sexy Summer Dress And Nothing
Else, it meant I’d be naked unless every other person at the table
was bluffing.

Nancy had a straight. Mark threw his
cards on the table and pulled off his shoes and socks. John did the
same. All eyes turned to me. I pulled off one shoe, exposing my
bare foot. Then I pulled off the other. That was it. I sighed and
pulled off my dress, thanking God I’d had an appointment for a wax
just two days before.

John looked at me, startled I think
that that was all I had actually had on. I told you he didn’t pay
much attention to what I was wearing. Mark’s eyes, though, we’re
glued where I wanted them, front and center, taking in my small but
round cleavage and my beautiful bare mound. His mouth began to open
and close as if he couldn’t decide to say something or just get up
and do something about the situation. To my surprise, though, it
was Nancy who made the first move, walking over to me and kissing
me deeply. When she broke away, she smiled at the men. “She is part
of the pot, right? I’ve won the hand and won the tight, little
ass.” Here, she reached behind me and gave my ass a
squeeze.

That was all it took for both men to
get busy. Mark was up first and was soon beside us, putting his
hands on my breasts while kissing Nancy. Then, leaving Nancy’s
luscious lips, he turned to me and put his mouth briefly on mine
before breaking away to move lower. As Mark’s mouth took my right
nipple in and I felt his tongue rub across it, I saw Nancy walk
toward my husband, who was standing but still had not moved from
beside the couch. I had a momentary burst of panic, but there was
nothing for me to worry about because John was into what was
happening.

I watched Nancy and my husband, as
Mark’s tongue its way down from my nipple. I watched her fall to
her knees and almost tear his jeans down off his waist to his
knees. I just can’t describe how incredible it was as I saw her
pouty lips part and watched them descend onto his cock. There it
was, his head first disappearing past the lipstick-lined lips and
then his shaft pushing forward. She closed her eyes halfway as she
did, and I couldn’t believe it. There was no jealousy, although I
really would have loved to see John grab a fistful of her curly
black hair and shove forward until she gagged. Okay, maybe I’m a
bit of bitch.

The second Mark’s tongue finished its
journey and I felt it brush my clit, though, all thoughts about
watching Nancy gag on my husband, or for that matter, thoughts
about anything at all, disappeared. As his tongue pushed inside me
, my legs began shaking and I started to slide to the floor.
Catching me in his arms, Mark slid me to the floor and spread my
legs, letting his fingers slide inside me as he attacked my clit
with his tongue again. I began to writhe underneath him, knowing I
was getting closer. Just as I was on the edge, though, he sat up
and began to unzip his pants. Going crazy with my orgasm so close,
I sat up and began helping him, eventually yanking them off and
tossing them behind us.

The moment his pants were off, though,
he didn’t help me with the need between my legs. Instead, he
grabbed my head and plunged his cock into my mouth. Now I was the
one gagging as I tried to accommodate the large cock suddenly
filling my throat. Mark held himself there, not moving out but only
going deeper until tears were running from my eyes and my pussy was
vibrating with the need to be filled. Then, when I thought I
couldn’t handle it anymore, Mark pulled out and fell on top of me,
pushing inside me roughly. His thrusts were fast and hard, his cock
wildly moving inside me as I thrust my hips upward, trying to get
him even deeper.

He wasn’t bigger than, John, at least
I don’t think he was, but it was still a different feeling. I held
him as he pushed into me and looked over at my husband and my
friend. She was on her hands and knees, and John was gripping her
hips as he plunged into her, moving furiously fast. That was all it
took. I screamed and came hard. That seemed to signal Nancy,
because I heard her say, “Oh Fuck! I’m
COOOOOMMMMMINNNG!”

Mark began moving forward, and I
stared and John, whose eyes suddenly glazed over and he thrust a
deep final thrust. I couldn’t believe it. I was watching my husband
empty himself into another woman’s pussy, and it only made me come
harder around that woman’s husband’s cock. Mark grunted thrust in
again, but he pulled out before he came, trying to reach my mouth
but instead splashing on my tits, my neck, and my face. By the time
he got to my mouth, only a bit was seeping out, but I tried to be
as sexy as I could as I sucked his cock until he pushed me away,
too sensitive.

We all kind of sat for a while, and
finally John said, “I played a lot of dominoes in college. Anyone
up for strip dominoes?” That set off a long round of laughter, and
we all had more pizza and more drinks.

We didn’t play strip dominoes the next
night, though. When they came over, we had a normal night.
Afterwards, John and I made love with a passion we hadn’t had in a
long time. It was wonderful. That was several weeks ago, and we’ve
had one more encounter with another couple. I think it’s something
we do every month or so, and to tell the truth, I don’t fantasize
about Mark nearly as much as I fantasize about watching my husband
with another woman.

***

The studio was silent for a while, but
Sarah finally said, “Well, there you have it folks. That’s why you
tune in. Thanks to Jane for the incredible story, and make sure you
tune in after the break for the latest news on flavored condoms!
You won’t believe some of the varieties out there!”

As the bumper music played, Sarah
turned to Jane. “So, every month or so, huh?” Jane nodded. Sarah
gave her a smile and handed her a card. “Here’s my card. I’m sure
my husband and I will be available sometime this month.”

Jane took the card and smiled at
Sarah. “My husband’s been talking about strip monopoly. Not sure
how the rules work, but I can—p”

“I’ll bring the board.”
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Needless to say, I was excited. I had
cheated on my wife Julie with her best friend and instead of
getting punished, I was getting to fuck both of them at the same
time! Of course, it helped that I caught my wife coming hard
underneath her friend Charlotte, but still. Who could have thought
I’d get this?

 Both of these women standing before me now were gorgeous and
both wanted another taste of my cock. The three of us stayed there
for several moments. None of us really knew how to proceed. I had
slept with Julie hundreds of times, maybe thousands. I had slept
with Charlotte twice now, and I think they had slept with each
other a couple of dozen times. Still, this felt all too foreign to
me.

I was still a bit tired from my recent
extracurricular activities and decided that perhaps I should sit
out round one.

“Um, girls, uh. I’m not sure how
quickly I can get it back up.” Julie looked and me and
giggled.

“You just sit down, baby. Charlie and
I will put on a show for you.” She looked at Charlotte. “Get that
sweet ass over here.”

As I eased my way back down onto the
ground, the girls slowly approached each other. I could see the
twinkle in their eyes as their lips slowly clasped together in a
passionate embrace. I was a little worried about my marriage in
that moment but memories of yesterday quickly vanquished those
thoughts.

Their lips held tight as each
maneuvered their heads and necks in a fight for dominance. I
couldn't tell who had won, but the girls eventually settled in.
They held each other close and each ran her hands slowly over every
curve of the other’s body. I was fascinated by their passion. As
Julie's hand slowly ran over Charlotte's ass, she began firmly
groping as much of her ass as she could. I could see her nails
slowly dig into Charlotte's ass and my cock began to stiffen. It
was fully engorged within moments. The girls were too engrossed by
their delicious wrestling to notice. I got up and moseyed up to
them.

As I came to a halt before the
voluptuous women, I reached my hands out and slid them slowly down
each girl. My hands finally reached their asses. I slowly rubbed
clockwise, before giving them both an aggressive spank. Julie
moaned and flirty Charlotte bit het lip. Both women's gazes were
fixed on me now.

Each woman slid herself under my arms.
Julie slowly rubbed my chest. Charlotte was more aggressive. She
ran her nails down my abdomen. Inch by inch, she approached my
throbbing cock. She grabbed it firmly. She ran her thumb up my
shaft to my tip. Bending down, she licked the tip slowly. I bit my
lip. Julie found that lip quickly enough and began kissing me
passionately. Her tongue slid between my lips. She worked it slowly
around my tongue while Charlotte worked her tongue around my tip. I
couldn't help but moan.

Now, Julie caught my lips between her
teeth. She bit my lip briefly before sucking it gently. Julie
reached down and behind and clenched my ass firmly. My cock was
tingling everywhere. I was overwhelmed with pleasure. I couldn't
decide what to do, so I let the girls take care of me.

I stood there in ecstasy. I shifted my
hands behind Charlotte's head. I gently forced my cock deeper and
deeper into her mouth. Julie got down low and began fondling a ball
in each hand. After a few brief moments, she began positioning her
head between my legs and as she carefully moved a ball into her
mouth, she began stroking it repeatedly with her tongue. I moaned
again. I tightened my grip on Charlotte's head and was a little
more aggressive. Since I could not thrust because of Julie, I had
to be careful not to choke her as I moved her head up and
down.

Julie began to get into it. She came
slowly off my balls and positioned herself behind Charlotte. She
removed my hands from Charlotte’s head, before grabbing it herself.
She worked Charlotte’s luscious lips up and down my cock. "Oh yeah?
You like that baby? Give her that hard cock."

Julie looked down towards Charlotte
menacingly, "You like that big cock in your mouth don't you." Julie
was really enjoying herself, and she was a hell of a lot rougher
with Charlotte than me. With one hand, she forced Charlotte all the
way down and held her there. With the other, she spanked her ass
hard. Charlotte gagged, but Julie didn’t let her up at
all.

Charlotte clenched my ass firmly. Her
nails dug into my tender flesh. I was ready to come. My cocked
throbbed with anticipation. "You girls ready for some come. You
want to taste my hot come?" I asked them as they kept their mouths
busy on me.

I moaned excitedly. Julie immediately
released Charlotte's head and slowly got down on her knees beside
Charlotte. Julie began to jerk my cock gently in anticipation. She
could feel it expand as it prepared to shower these women in my hot
come. Within moments, a thick stream of come shot out of me. I
aimed it slowly, getting as much of it as I could on the girl's
supple breasts.

“Oh Fuck!” I moaned and fell to my
knees. “You’ll have to take care of each other, girls. There’s no
way I’m getting it up again.”

Charlotte smiled and licked her lips.
“Bet you do.”

Charlotte took charge this time,
grabbing Julie firmly by both arms. Julie let Charlotte take
charge. Charlotte threw her playfully onto the ground and straddled
Julie’s curvy hips. Leaning over, she started to slowly lick every
milliliter of my hot white come off of Julie's soft warm breasts.
Her breasts jiggled slightly with each firm stroke of Charlotte's
tongue. Charlotte began to aggressively lick and gently suck
Julie's nipple. She treated each of them like the most delicious
tootsie pop. Julie began to moan. Her body squirmed slightly with
each lick. The pleasure was unbearable.

Julie held Charlotte's head against
her breast firmly, begging to be bitten. Charlotte obliged. She bit
down gently, afraid of actually hurting Julie. Julie held her head
even more tightly against her breasts. Julie rolled over and with
that took control, or so she thought. As Julie contently sucked the
come off every inch of Charlotte's breasts, Charlotte began to rub
Julie's clit aggressively with moistened fingers. Julie began to
grind up against Charlotte's hand in an attempt to increase
pressure and pleasure, but Charlotte would have none of that. She
pushed Julie down firmly and held her hips in place. Julie begged,
but Charlotte ignored her until Julie stopped shifting.

Suddenly, Charlotte took three fingers
and worked them in and out, being sure she was always knuckle deep
in Julie’s wet hot pussy. Julie began to moan loudly, “Yes. There.
Just like that. Ah yes. Oh, harder baby. Give me another finger, I
can take it. Oh yes!"

Charlotte obliged every request. She
swiftly worked all four fingers in and out of Julie's pussy. I
could see Julie's juices slowly drip down Charlotte's hand and then
her arm. Charlotte was more than happy to lick it all up. Charlotte
extended her reach up to Julie's voluptuous breasts, still gleaming
with my come and her saliva. Charlotte grasped firmly onto her left
breast. It was soft, warm and moist. It was a great sensation to
feel. Charlotte began to knead the breast gently. Julie was
screaming now. I realized I was hard again. I couldn’t believe it,
but Julie’s scream sounded like that was my cue.

I walked over slowly. I placed my hand
on Charlotte's shoulder. Charlotte immediately fixed her gaze on my
immense cock. She wanted more of it, but that would have to wait. I
pulled her off Julie and slowly kneeled down between her legs. I
slid my tip slowly into her dripping pussy. She begged for more,
but for now I was content to tease her with my tip. She wrapped her
legs tightly against my own and did her best to force more in, but
I was too domineering. She didn't stand a chance.

Charlotte decided it was time she got
some pleasure, too. She walked over and lowered herself onto
Julie’s face until Julie's lips were gently against her own tight
wet pussy. Julie slipped her tongue between her folds and ran it
slowly around Charlotte’s pussy. I took this as my cue to step it
up. I swiftly thrust my cock deep inside of Julie. I pulled it back
out, leaving only the tip in her and swiftly thrust again. I did it
again and again.

I could hear Julie moan into
Charlotte's pussy. The vibrations from the moan made Charlotte
moan. I thrust my cock deeper into Julie. She shrieked in pleasure.
My thrusts became shallow as I left more and more inside of her
after every thrust. I pulled Charlotte's head aggressively towards
mine. I held it there and began kissing her. I moaned into
Charlotte’s mouth while Julie moaned into her pussy.

I became more and more excited with
every thrust. I spread Julie's legs wider and lifted her ass a bit
off the ground. I had to lean into it, so my lips focused on
Charlotte's breasts now. Charlotte began to squeal, too. Charlotte
held my head between her breasts. I had never known such feeling.
Her perky breasts were so soft and warm. I became even more
excited. I leaned in a bit further and began to pound into Julie as
hard and quick as I could. I moaned loudly into Charlotte's breasts
as she screamed with pleasure. Julie's pussy slowly squeezed my
cock. It felt amazing every time I entered her.

Julie began to tremble more with every
thrust. She was ready to come but I wasn't done yet. I decided to
finish her and fuck Charlotte. I pushed Charlotte off my girlfriend
and began to pound Julie as hard as I could. She began screaming
uncontrollably. With one last thrust, she melted on the ground and
came. Her pussy contracted more rapidly around my cock. She had
come harder than she had in a long time. She laid there exhausted
on the ground as I approached Charlotte.

Charlotte was somewhat surprised as my
cock moved closer and closer, but she was even more aroused. She
expectantly watched as I kneeled down and grabbed her leg. I ripped
her towards me, immediately thrusting my cock deep into her. I
ravaged her pussy with every inch of my cock. Her pussy was tight,
but it was already drenched. I thrust angrily into her. My balls
smacked violently against her ass. Each impact rang through the
clearing, but it wasn't nearly as loud as Charlotte. She was
squirming and moaning loudly. Thankfully, I hadn’t seen anyone out
here all day.

Now, I rested her knees on my arm and
thrust a little more slowly into her. I leaned in and kissed her
lips softly and passionately. Julie decided she wanted back into
this fuck fest. She positioned herself behind Charlotte, resting
Charlotte’s back on her knees. She began caressing Charlotte’s
breasts roughly. She made sure to rub across Charlotte sensitive
nipples. Charlotte moaned as her tender nipples shifted with each
passing.

I slammed my cock into her harder and
harder, impacting roughly with her body at the end of every thrust.
Her body bumped up slightly. Julie began to hold her in place so
she could feel the full force of my cock. The pleasure was mind
boggling. I quickly forgot about Julie again, and focused my gaze
onto Charlotte. I stared into her eyes as my cock worked her over.
I was ready to explode. Every vein in my cock had expanded and I
throbbed with anticipation. Charlotte could feel me throbbing
inside of her. She knew what was coming next. “Oh yeah, come on
baby. I want it. I want you to shoot your hot come deep inside of
me. I want to feel that come flow down your cock into my pussy. Do
it, baby. Come in me.”

Who was I to argue with the woman?
With three final thrusts I stopped and arched my back. The come
shot quickly but it came in waves I was exhausted. Hell, my cock
was exhausted. I hadn’t used it this much in the past two
months.

I didn’t want to think about the lack
of regular sex. I focused instead on the gloriousness of the past
forty eight hours. I had to admit I didn’t hate Charlotte anymore,
I didn’t even dislike her. I mean, how can you dislike the girl who
lets you fuck her hard over and over? I sighed freely.

We all rested on the ground naked for
about a half an hour before getting a move on. The girls headed
back to the lake to clean off, and I couldn’t pass up such an
opportunity to watch. I watched as they plashed playfully and
washed each other romantically. I didn’t want to leave. This
weekend was perfect.

We spent hours lakeside swimming and
picnicking. We eventually headed back to our tent. We were all
knackered. We immediately went to bed, or rather sleeping bag? I
cuddled up to Julie. Charlotte seemed to still feel fine alone in
her own bag, but that wouldn’t do. After what me and Julie did with
her, she was going to cuddle with us. It was the tightest fit
imaginable but we all fit. I was in the middle. I could feel every
inch of the girls’ body against mine, the thought was arousing but
we were all tired. I did my best to focus on work to avoid having
an uncomfortable situation. It didn’t work. My cock returned yet
again. It began rubbing against Julie.

Julie groaned. “My god! Again?” I just
got more insistent. “No way, Babe. I’m too tired.” I reached around
and gripped her breast. She slapped my hand away. Just when I was
thinking that it had all been too good to last, she said, “Charlie.
You’re going to have to take this round. I’m way too tired and my
pussy is too sore.”

I was shocked, but as Charlotte
positioned herself inside the sleeping bag and I felt her wonderful
lips on my cock, Julie rolled over and put her head on my shoulder.
“You’re just such a horn dog, baby.” She looked down and the
sleeping bag, which was rising and falling as Charlotte bobbed her
head. “It’ll be good to have some help.” She kissed my cheek and
the said something wonderful. “Charlie honey, we’ll move your stuff
into the house tomorrow.”

I have the best wife on
earth.
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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.
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Connie was a good friend of my older
sister, but she was always very nice to me. Since Connie lived in
the town where I went to school when I got to college, my older
sister gave me Connie’s number in case I needed anything or just
needed a friend. For six months, I didn’t take her up on it, but
one night after a particularly bad date I called her up in tears.
She rushed to my dorm room, and I let the whole story flow out. In
my whole life, I hadn’t ever had an orgasm. I’d tried. God, I’d
tried with my own hands and with boyfriends. Nothing worked. On
this particular date, a really hot football player had promised me
it would happen and had actually worked on me for almost an hour.
Finally, he’d just said, “fuck this!” He’d climbed on top of me,
finished up in about three minutes, and got off me. As he pulled
the rubber off his dick, he’d said, “I don’t need this shit.
There’s something wrong with you because I always give my lays
orgasms.”

Connie listened and gave me the most
sympathetic look. She leaned forward and kissed my cheek. “Listen,
honey, there’s nothing wrong with you. Let me help. You don’t know
this about me, but I have a very…interesting job.” Connie went on
to tell me that she was a high class call girl. She certainly had
the body for it. She was beautiful with long blonde hair and
remarkable, sensual lips. Her body was trim and fit, and her ass
was lovely. “I have some clients, a husband and wife. They always
enjoy my company. I’m going to call Chuck and Rachel and see if
they want to help.”

I sat there in shock as she picked up
the phone. I listened as she told the voice on the other end all
about how I had never cum and asked if they’d like to be the ones
who made it happen. I was shocked when she said twenty-five hundred
dollars and even more shocked when I heard her say, “We’ll meet you
at the regular hotel in a few hours.”

It was a whirlwind, but Connie took me
to the shower, got me dressed in a bathing suit under my normal
jeans and a t-shirt, and led me out of the dorm to her car. An hour
later, I was in a four star hotel with Connie and Rachel, each of
whom wore bathing suits far sexier than mine.

I couldn’t believe I was on the
twelfth floor of a hotel I could never afford, standing on the
balcony with two beautiful women in bathing suits and a man inside
the room waiting for us. I felt my nipples harden as I watched
Rachel and Connie bending slightly as they peered over the balcony
to look across the magnificent courtyard to see the balconies on
the other side. Both of them wore tiny G-string bikini bottoms, and
I couldn’t help but notice how beautiful their asses looked. I put
a hand on my own ass. I know it’s beautiful too, tight and heart
shaped. I felt a little out of place with my normal bathing suit
bottoms while theirs were so revealing. I couldn’t believe that the
sight of the two women was turning me on the way it was. I had
never considered sleeping with another woman, and now the idea of
sleeping with Rachel and Connie was sending thrills through my
body.

Connie suddenly said, “Was that a guy
or a girl?”

Rachel looked over the courtyard at a
balcony where a few different figures stood. “I think it’s a
woman…No, there are two.”

Connie got a strange look in her eyes
and said, “I’m gonna flash’em.” She just lifted up her bikini and
exposed her breasts. Then, she started jumping up and down to make
them bounce. Rachel got into the act as well, flashing her tits and
then turning around to wave her ass. I couldn’t believe it, but I
giggled like a schoolgirl right along with them, and when Rachel
took my hand and led me to the railing, I let her pull my top off
as well. The cool air made my nipples even harder, and I felt
exhilarated that some strangers just fifty or so yards away were
looking at me.

Rachel said, “Let’s give them a show,”
and I wasn’t sure what she meant. I figured it out when she grabbed
the back of my head with one hand and Connie’s head with the other
and pulled our faces together so that we were all three kissing at
the same time. It felt strange and wonderful to feel both of their
tongues exploring their mouths and mine. When Rachel’s hand dropped
to squeeze my ass, I almost lost it. Connie took her mouth away and
pulled off her bottom. Then, while Rachel kissed me, I felt
Connie’s hands on my breasts, her fingers squeezing and pinching my
nipples from behind. I moaned against Rachel’s mouth and then
gasped when Connie reached down and pulled my bathing suit to my
ankles.

Rachel giggled and quickly took her
bathing suit off. I don’t know how it happened so quickly, but it
was almost like a movie scene that just cut to the next part.
Rachel was on top of me, her crotch pushing down on my face, her
mouth working on my pussy. Connie was leaning down right above my
face, and she pushed her tongue into Rachel as I licked at Rachel’s
clit. I was amazed at how much I enjoyed the musky taste of her,
how I thrilled in feeling and seeing her reactions as I licked and
Connie used her tongue like a little penis, pushing in and
out.

It was also incredible to feel her
mouth on me. Nobody had ever done that for me, and I couldn’t
believe how good it felt. Her tongue moved up and down and then in
circles around my clit. I felt an amazing feeling, like I’d never
felt before. I wondered if it was an orgasm, but I didn’t think so.
It was wonderful, but it wasn’t the explosive relief that I’d read
about or that my friends had talked about when we inevitably got
around to the “Allison has never had an orgasm” conversation.
Instead, it was a pleasant and growing warmth, and urgency that
seemed to cry out for a cock inside of me.

I moaned, and Connie looked down at me
and smiled as I worked my lips and tongue over Rachel. “That’s it,
Baby. That’s it.” She kissed my forehead and put her mouth back on
Rachel, this time licking higher, above her pussy. I couldn’t
believe the sight of that wet pink tongue rolling all around
Rachel’s tiny little rosebud of an asshole. I was so enthralled by
it that my own tongue stopped as I watched the way the little pink
pointy tip flicked around the edges and made Rachel squirm. I
couldn’t stay transfixed for long though because Rachel moaned and
pushed herself down on me, mashing her clit against my lips. I
licked again, but I never took my eyes off of Connie’s tongue as it
began to actually push in and penetrate Rachel’s tightest
opening.

I reached my hands up to grasp at
Rachel’s ass as I licked, and she began to push down at me as
though I were a man. The bangles on my wrist sent chimes of sound
around us. Connie put her lips around Rachel’s ass, and when she
pulled them off, I actually saw Rachel’s ass squeezing her tongue
as it was withdrawn. Connie looked back over the balcony and said,
“They’re getting a good show.” I couldn’t look because my face was
locked in position as Rachel moved over me. I could almost see
Connie walking away, but I felt her rub my thigh as she lay down
next to me.

I almost wanted to cry when Rachel
took her mouth off me and turned her body to put it on Connie. My
pussy felt empty, and I desperately wanted to feel her mouth again.
I felt Connie’s leg come down softly on one of my thighs and as
Rachel adjusted herself, I caught a glimpse of the other ankle
resting on her shoulder. I moaned unhappily, desperately needing to
feel her mouth on me again, but she pushed her pussy back down as
she started licking Connie and I got back to work on her
clit.

“You started without me girls.”
Chuck’s voice sent a thrill that started in my ears and travelled
down over each nipple like a pinch and to my clit like a flick of
Rachel’s tongue. The other two girls just ignored him, so I did,
too. I kept my mouth on Rachel and licked as fast and as hard as I
could. “Well my dear, I guess I’ll have to teach you a lesson.”
Another thrill coursed through me. “You can’t go around enjoying
Connie and Allison without me.” I saw a shadow across my face and
looked up, tongue still moving on Rachel. Chuck stood above us. He
unbuckled his belt as I licked and watched, and when his cock was
revealed, I was astounded at its size.

When he knelt right above my face, I
stared at him. Connie was moaning uncontrollably with whatever
Rachel was doing to her, and I was desperate for something to
happen between my legs. I adjusted my mouth, ignoring Rachel’s
disappointed moan, and pushed my tongue up to lick at Chuck. He
groaned at the touch and positioned the head of it to push into my
mouth. The angle was all wrong, and he couldn’t get very deep at
all, but he moaned and I felt a rush of pride as I licked at the
tip and sucked the head. Finally, he pulled out and leaned forward.
I licked at his balls as I saw his dick come to rest on Rachel. He
took it in his hand and backed up to put it in her.

My eyes flew open wide as I realized
he wasn’t aiming for her pussy. Instead, he put the head of his
cock right were Connie’s tongue had been. I felt Rachel stiffen,
and I don’t know if it was just instinct but I put my mouth back on
her and felt her relax a bit as Chuck pushed into her ass. She let
out a low throaty moan and said, “fuck.” I know it was a bit
petulant, but I hoped it hurt just a little bit. Not a lot, but
just a little bit of discomfort since she’d taken her mouth away
from my pussy and put it on Connie’s.

For his part, Chuck just kept pushing
and I licked, and I couldn’t believe his enormous cock was making
it into that tiny hole. Rachel lifted her head and started to tell
Chuck to wait, but it came out as “Chuck waulp…” as Connie screamed
and grabbed her head, pulling her face against her
pussy.

“Oh God! Fuck, Rachel, I’m coming! I’m
coming.” Rachel struggled a bit against Connie’s pussy, but her
grip was too strong. She started to move her body away from Chuck,
but I grabbed a hold of her hips and held firm as I redoubled my
efforts at her clit. When Chuck’s cock finally disappeared entirely
into her asshole, the feeling in my pussy got so strong that it was
torture not to be able to touch myself.

She struggled for a while longer,
especially when Chuck began to move in and out slowly, but
eventually, she started moving back against him, and when Connie
finally let go of her hair and rolled over moaning softly, Rachel
said, “Oh Fuck, Honey! Yes! Fuck my ass!”

I kept licking and licking as Rachel
kept encouraging her husband. Finally, it was too much for me, and
I slipped a hand under Rachel’s leg to give me access to my clit.
As I ran it down along my body, though, I felt Rachel on top of me
and decided on a better course of action. I ran my hand up and out
and put it on her back and then her shoulder. I reached over and
grabbed a handful of her hair and cut off her “Oh, fuck me Chuck,
fuck m—” as I pushed her face into my pussy. I held it there until
her tongue started moving, but it only moved for a second because
suddenly she tensed and screamed, and I saw her whole body
thrashing and moving. She groaned and Chuck fucked her quickly as I
licked at her. Watching her cum was almost as good as feeling her
mouth on me. I kept licking as she told Chuck to stop, that she
couldn’t take it anymore. She kept telling him to stop, even after
he pulled out of her, and I thought it was strange. Her pussy
tasted so good and it was so hot with her orgasm. I sucked and
nibbled and she kept telling Chuck to stop.

Suddenly, Connie was at my head,
pushing it down away from Rachel and I realized that she hadn’t
been telling Chuck to stop, but had tried to get me to end the
assault on her clit. Rachel rolled off me and Connie smiled. “You
little bitch,” she said and she kissed me. It was a wonderful
upside down kiss, her tongue stroking against mine, as her hair
cascaded over my face. I didn’t even notice that Chuck had moved
around to the front of me until I felt his cock push
inside.

It was the most incredible feeling.
His cock felt gigantic. He knelt and pulled me over his knees as he
fucked me while Connie still kissed me. I was blind to everything,
Connie’s face and hair blocking my sight, her hands rubbing my
breasts and pinching my nipples. She lifted her head a bit and
licked at my lips. “It’s gonna happen for you, Sweetheart, you’ll
see.” Suddenly, I felt Rachel’s tongue on my clit as her husband
pushed into me, and I exploded with sensation. I had never felt an
orgasm before, and I don’t know exactly how to describe it. It’s
almost like when someone throws you into a pool and there’s this
giant shock as you hit the water and then you’re completely
engulfed in it. It takes a minute before you figure out where you
are and come back to the surface. If you imagine the water is like
the best drug in the world, it will give you an idea of how I
felt.

My pussy grasped at Chuck’s cock, and
I shook uncontrollably. Connie stopped kissing me and instead
stroked my hair. She lifted my head up and put it down on her knee
cradling it and whispering encouragement to me. It was so
overwhelming that tears formed in my eyes and poured out over my
temples. Connie licked at them as I said, “It’s so amazing…” I
moaned and came harder and harder. Rachel’s tongue wouldn’t stop
and with Chuck’s cock pounding at me, I felt like I would fall
apart, but mercifully, Chuck groaned, and I watched him pull
Rachel’s face off my clit and shove into her mouth. Connie was
still licking away the tears as I watched Rachel’s cheeks bulge
like she’d just taken a gulp of wine. Chuck moaned and pulled his
dick from her mouth. I saw Rachel swallow hard and her cheeks
returned to normal. As she opened her mouth to gulp in air, a
little bit of Chuck’s semen dripped from the corner of her mouth
and into my navel.

I leaned back as Connie whispered, “I
told you I could make it happen for you, Allie. All you had to do
was ask. All you ever have to do is ask.”

I smiled up at her and whispered. She
couldn’t hear me so she put her ear close to my mouth and said,
“What did you say, Sweetie?”

I breathed heavily and said, “I asked
if you were busy tomorrow night.”
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Candy stretched as she stepped onto
the deck, feeling the warmth of the morning sun on her face even as
the chill of the morning breeze blew around her. She smiled. It was
a beautiful day up in the mountains. She hadn’t originally wanted
to come on this trip, but her friend Mary had insisted that they’d
have a lot of fun. Candy didn’t think that going up to a cabin in
the middle of the mountains with Mary and her boyfriend was going
to be fun at all. She was a little shocked to find when she got
there that Mary’s boyfriend, John, had brought a friend along,
Michael. Now, Michael was nice to look at, just like John. They
were both tall, both muscular. John had sandy blonde hair that Mary
always told Candy was the most incredible thing to run her fingers
through. Michael’s hair was longer, down to his shoulders and was
jet black. He had the look of the poet about him, despite his size
and his muscular physique.

Still, Candy had already figured out
her life. She didn’t have time for a relationship until she was
done with college, and since she was still a sophomore, men were
simply off limits. Still, the mountain view was wonderful and the
beds in the cabin were remarkably comfortable with thick quilts
that kept out the night air and filled her with warmth as she
slept. As she stretched again and yawned away the night before, she
heard Mary say, “Hey, here’s some coffee.”

She turned around, smiled and took the
mug in her hands. She was still wearing her pajamas and was
relieved to see Mary was wearing pajamas as well. Candy thought
about how it made Mary look, cute with her short red hair and she
wear button-down flannel pajamas and flannel pants. She hoped she
looked as cute as Mary did. She didn’t have red hair, but she did
have shoulder-length brown hair that fell in loose waves to her
shoulders. She knew that her body was at least as good as Mary’s.
Both of them were very slender and very petite with pert breasts
and hard nipples.

When Mary turned around
and said, “I’ll go get my coffee,” Candy’s eyes lingered on her
ass. Mary had a nice heart-shaped ass. Candy knew her’s was just as
nice. Both of them had smallish breasts but they were perfectly
proportioned to their athletic bodies. Candy shook her head,
Why the hell am I even
thinking about this stuff, no men,
not until I graduate.

Mary came back out with her own coffee
and the two stood at the banister of the deck looking out over the
mountains. “It’s beautiful, Mary. Thanks for having me out here
even though I’m still pissed at you for that stunt you
pulled.”

Mary looked at her and batted her eyes
innocently, “Why, what stunt are you talking about?”

Candy shook her head, “You know what I
mean, you bring me out here and, all of a sudden, Michael’s out
here too. I told you, you already know. I don’t have time for men
until after I graduate.”

Mary walked up and put a hand on
Candy’s shoulder, “Candy, let me tell you something, we’ve been
roommates since the very first day of college and the one thing you
need isn’t a man, at least, not a serious relationship with a man,
but that doesn’t mean you don’t need to get fucked every once in a
while.”

Candy opened her mouth in shock. She
couldn’t believe Mary, innocent Mary, had actually said that. Mary
smiled and kissed her on the cheek, “Look, Michael lives half a
continent away. He’s just here visiting John. You can do whatever
you want with him this weekend and you’re never going to have to
see him again, and if you do it’s going to be once every eight or
nine months. So loosen up.”

Candy thought about it. Michael did
have a fabulous body and it had been since prom night in high
school since she’d been with a man, well, back then a boy. She
shook her head again but she could feel her nipples hardening
against the flannel of her pajamas. Mary saw her blushing, leaned
forward, gave her a kiss on the cheek and said, “See, you want
it.”

Candy pushed her away playfully. The
two friends sipped their coffee and enjoyed the mountain air until
they heard noises inside the cabin. They turned their attention
that direction and walked back inside. Michael and John were
drinking coffee at the kitchen counter. Mary walked up to John and
gave him a long kiss. Candy was a little embarrassed to see the way
John’s hands traveled down to Mary’s ass to squeeze at it. Michael
said, “Hey, man, give it a rest, not every one of us has an ass to
squeeze.”

Candy thought about it for a second
and then something just snapped in her. Maybe Mary was right, she
didn’t have to have a relationship and that was really what she was
avoiding until after she had graduated, but she was here in this
cabin and Michael was hot. She walked up to him and put her arms
around his shoulders while he stared at her in surprise, “Sure you
do, sweetie,” and she kissed him.

She kept kissing him as Michael put
his hands on the small of her back and pulled her to him, kissing
her deeply. She loved the taste of the coffee in his mouth, loved
the feel of the stubble on his chin against her face. They kissed
for a while and she said, “What are you waiting for,” and she
kissed him again.

Michael still didn’t move his hands
from the small of her back. She pulled back again and looked at him
quizzically, and then heard Mary say, “Her ass, you idiot, grab her
ass.”

Michael looked embarrassed but he did
move his hand down and she felt it gripping at her ass cheek, and
she kissed him again. John kissed Mary again and then was guiding
her, half pushing, half shoving, half carrying until they had both
fallen onto the couch. Michael, taking his cue, shrugged and began
to do the same with Candy. She found herself sitting right next to
her friend on the couch, who was busy trying to devour John’s
tongue.

Michael’s tongue was now in Candy’s
mouth, kissing while his hands were exploring her body through her
pajamas. She felt his hand on her thigh, her waist, her hip, and
then on to her breast. She nibbled on his lower lip, thrilling at
the silky softness of the flannel as his hands pushed it against
her skin. She closed her eyes. He continued to kiss her and reached
underneath her pajama top, and she breathed in sharply as his hand
reached her breast, the palm of his hand rubbing across her nipple,
making it stand at attention. He moved his mouth to her chin and
kissed his way down to her throat and then to her neck. She let out
a soft breath and then remembered that Mary and John were still in
the room. Her eyes flew open in embarrassment and she turned her
head to look at them as Michael continued to suck and nibble at her
neck.

She was both relieved and shocked.
Relief came because there was nothing for which she needed to be
embarrassed. She was shocked because Mary was already topless, and
also because in the time it took for Michael to put his hand on
Candy’s breast, John had already positioned Mary’s face over his
crotch and she was sucking on his rather large cock. Candy has
always been attracted to John but since he was her friend’s lover,
she kept her admiration to herself. They were less than two feet
away, and as she felt Michael unbuttoning her top, she watched as
Mary’s lips descended from the top of John’s cock significantly
downward, came back up, and repeated the motion while John moaned
and held onto her hair pushing his cock deeper into her waiting
mouth. John was watching Candy and admiring her breasts as his
girlfriend sucked him off.

Her heart beat wildly. She turned and
stared at Michael but she only saw the top of his head. His mouth
was at the hollow of her throat and then at her breastbone, kissing
her there. He pulled her shirt open, and Candy felt almost detached
as she saw her own breasts, bared in front of three people, one of
whom was intent on them and extending his tongue. She felt panic
rise in her chest and put her hands on Michael’s shoulders to push
him off, but a sudden moan from John stopped her. She looked over
and saw that Mary had reached the bottom of his cock and was still
pushing downward, eyes closed in a sort of bliss as she did. Candy
watched as her friend’s tongue snaked out and licked at John’s
balls while his shaft was still fully in her mouth.

The coincidence was remarkable because
just as the balls that Mary cupped in her hand met the tip of
Mary’s pink tongue, Michael’s mouth closed on Candy’s nipple and
his tongue began to flick at it. She let out a low moan, still
watching her friend and she was unnerved when Mary’s eyes opened
and as her tongue licked at John’s cock, her eyes met Candy’s. The
tongue pulled back into her mouth and she sucked her way up,
kissing the head of John’s cock. She never took her eyes off Candy
as she hovered an inch or so above her boyfriend’s dick, stroking
it, and extended her tongue to roll it around the head. She kissed
at the head, sucked at the head, lapped at it. All the while, she
stared at Candy, and Candy felt Michael kissing lower.

She wanted to stop him. She knew where
he was headed. She couldn’t take her eyes off Mary though. She
watched as Mary licked and sucked and stroked John’s lovely cock.
Mary stared at her without blinking. Even when her mouth wasn’t
moving on John, she stared while she pumped his shaft with her
hand. She looked right at her eyes when Michael pulled Candy’s
flannel pajama bottoms down and off her. She matched Candy’s
wide-eyed open mouth stare as Michael spread her legs. She was
still looking right at Candy when Michael’s tongue sent a shockwave
of pleasure from her clit to her nipples to her hands and toes.
Mary then took her hand off John’s balls and slowly took her
boyfriend’s hand and moved it over to Candy’s left breast. She
wanted her boyfriend to feel Candy up while she sucked him off.
What a slut!

Candy shut her eyes, arched her back
and moaned. Michael’s tongue moved expertly over her clit and she
felt him push a finger into her as he licked and sucked on her
clit. She opened her eyes again. Mary was still staring, and still
stroking, licking, sucking and kissing her boyfriend’s cock while
he massaged Candy’s full breasts. She was amazed because she
imagined her clit was like the head of John’s cock, and she was
sure that Mary made John feel what Michael was doing to her. John
was still playing with Candy’s tits as Mary sucked him off. Then he
grabbed Candy’s hand and pushed it down to his waiting cock. She
started to stroke his big cock watching her friend suck it even
harder now. John was in heaven now with two babes fondling his
cock. What a feeling. The two of them just kept it up and finally,
John groaned, and Candy watched as he came in great spurts that
splashed on Mary’s tongue and lips and all over Candy’s hand. Mary
finally broke the stare and put her mouth back down deeper on to
John, moving up and down with her thrusts. Candy then offered her
cum covered hand to Mary to lick clean. But before Mary licked her
hand she moved it down and spread John’s cum all over her
tits.

That was when Candy came too. She
pushed forward against Michael’s mouth and fingers and let out a
soft yell. Her whole body tensed and relaxed, and she felt the
orgasm coursing through her even as she watched Mary gradually slow
her movements. Michael kept licking and Candy felt herself getting
overwhelmed, too sensitive to take any more stimulation on her
clit. Michael pulled his mouth from her right at the moment that
Mary finally stopped moving and just held John’s cock in her mouth,
softly and gently sucking on it. Michael didn’t stop pushing his
fingers in and out, though, and Candy felt another wave of pleasure
roll over her until she finally had to push his hand out of
her.

He smiled at her, and Candy had to
smile back. He looked like some kind of little league baseball
player who was proud as hell to have made a base hit. She reached
out and stroked his face, and he leaned in to kiss her. He nuzzled
her neck again and pushed inside of her just as she saw Mary take
her mouth off John and kiss the head of his cock softly. Mary
smiled at her and blew her a kiss, and Candy felt another thrill of
sensation wash over her. She wrapped her legs around Michael and
pulled his face off her clit so he could fuck her. He moved up and
kissed her so she could taste her own juices in his mouth. He
pulled her down so that she was at the edge of the couch and he got
his knees on the floor right in front of her and entered her before
she had a chance to object. Candy did not know what was happening.
Was this real? Michael was making sweet love to her with her friend
and her friend’s lover sitting right next to her. What a turn on
this was. As Michael kept going in and out of Candy’s sweet pussy,
she grabbed John’s head and pushed it towards her so she could kiss
him at the same time. Michael moved her hips furiously against him
until he finally exploded into her, moaning and gripping her
tightly. Wave after wave of cum was being pumped into her while
kissed her friend’s lover.

When Michael stopped moving, Candy
softly stroked his hair and his muscular back. Mary stood and
leaned in to kiss Candy’s lips softly, and Candy would have
described it as chaste if it hadn’t left the taste of John’s semen
on her lips. John was still breathing heavily as Michael pulled out
of her and collapsed next to her on the couch. It felt so strange.
She and Michael were completely naked. John was naked from the
waist down and Mary was naked from the waist up. Only Mary hadn’t
collapsed on the couch. She’d returned from her kiss with Candy to
kneel in front of John and to softly kiss on and around his thighs,
balls and cock.

Candy felt incredibly good. It was
Saturday morning, and she knew she would have until Sunday evening
to enjoy as many of these episodes as she could handle. Mary looked
up at her and said in a fake and pouty voice, “This is so unfair!
Everybody got to cum but me.” Candy laughed. Mary said, “I’m
serious,” even though her tone of voice said she wasn’t. “Who’s
going to make me cum?”

John started to say something, but
Candy beat him to the punch. “Well, all three of us got to cum, so
it seems like it’s only fair that all three of us have to help even
the score.” Mary looked at her friend in shock, but she smiled and
inclined her head. The smile grew when Candy slid off the couch and
started toward her, Michael right behind her, and when John’s hand
touched her shoulder.

Candy thought of the thirty-six hours
or so she had left in the weekend and smiled right back.
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