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Sarah Greggor leaned into the
microphone and smiled at her guest, giving her a quick wink. “Hello
everyone, and welcome to the Wife Swap Chronicles, your radio show
for the real and liberated sex fans. Don’t forget that over at
Ogee’s strip club tonight, there’s a special for couples. So, boys
and girls, if you’ve wanted to see your man or woman with someone
else but haven’t yet got up the nerve to take the plunge head over
there. You’ll get two for one lapdances, and it’s a safe way to
watch your partner with someone else without having to go the whole
way.” She turned her attention to her guest.

“My guest tonight, though. She went the
whole way. Welcome to the show, Brynne!”

“Thanks, Sarah.” The girl smiled
warmly.

“Okay, Brynne. The microphone is yours.
Tell us all about your fun on your…ooooh, your
honeymoon.”

Brynned laughed, a beautiful lilting
sound. “Well, neither Aaron and I ever expected anything like this
would happen, but when Clarissa and her husband showed up…wait, let
me start from the beginning…

***

I had always wanted to see France and
so, as Aaron and I planned our wedding, we also saved for our
honeymoon. We were both young and still in college, though Aaron
had graduated with his bachelor’s in Art History in June, he was
planning on entering the master’s program the following semester
and so, money was tight. Eventually, we decided that we would
travel through France and some of the rest of Europe in the
cheapest possible fashion, camping half the time and spending time
in hotels when we could afford it. We planned to spend at least a
month traveling before we returned to the states and
school.

Our wedding was beautiful, a lot of
tears and laughter, well, you know, the usual, and then we were on
the plane and headed for Paris. The city would be our most
expensive stop, since the rest of the time we were going to rough
it, but for our first few days, we had booked a lovely hotel so we
could give the city its deserved time.

It wasn’t until we hit the beaches in
Provence, though, especially a little place, Porquerolles, that we
felt we were truly on our honeymoon. The beach there was secluded
and very beautiful and there was a wonderful little hotel that was
so different than the ones in Paris where it was so busy and
chaotic.

On our second day there, we were dining
in a little café not too far from the hotel, relaxing after a
luxurious day in the sun, when we noticed another couple at the
table next to ours. “Hey, are they looking at us?” Aaron whispered
at me and signaling with his eyes, he indicated the couple to my
right.

I looked around casually and I noticed
the couple Aaron was talking about as they were in the midst of a
passionate kiss. I did take the time to register that they both
seemed extremely attractive, at least the parts that I could see
that weren’t mashed together. I turned back to Aaron and shrugged.
“Looks like they’re pretty occupied, Hon.”

“Well, it seemed like they were totally
checking us out, and not just the guy with you or the chick with
me. They were both looking each of us over, I swear.”

“Uh huh, well maybe you need some time
out of the sun.”

“Well, maybe you need to give me some
of what that guy’s having.”

I laughed and then I leaned over the
table to give Aaron a kiss. He was a great kisser, soft lips, not
too slobbery or pushy, just sensual and sweet. I felt myself
getting aroused and when we pulled apart, I suggested that, maybe,
we could head for the hotel and enjoy some alone time
together.

Aaron readily agreed and we paid our
bill and hurried back to our room, where we pulled each other onto
the bed, not even taking the time to undress before we hit the
sheets. Then, just as we began getting down and dirty, there was a
knock at the door. Aaron gave me a look of utter disbelief.
“Really?”

The knock came again. “Well, fine, I’ll
get it.” I climbed out of bed and straightened my clothes,
buttoning my blouse and pulling on my jeans. Finally, I made it to
the door just as the third knock was heard. I swung it open and was
shocked to see the couple from the café.

“Uh, hi, we saw you leave the café and,
well, you left this behind.” The girl held up my purse.

“Oh, oh my God, thank you.” I felt late
relief flood through me. Everything was in my purse – our money,
passports, credit cards, my phone. Anyone could have just walked
off with it, but instead, she had brought it right to our door.
“How did you find me?”

The guy answered this time, and I
noticed he had a British accent like his girlfriend? Wife? I had no
idea, but I didn’t care. I was just happy to have everything back.
“Well, you two were definitely quick, but the moment Clarissa saw
you had left your bag behind, I jumped up and grabbed it and we ran
after you. We saw you walk into the hotel and we were able to ask
at the desk which room you were in.”

The girl, Clarissa, laughed. “Of course
it’s really the only hotel in walking distance. It was a safe bet
you’d be there.” She had beautiful deep red hair that fell to her
shoulders and framed a pixie face with beautiful blue eyes. When
she laughed, they lit up and made her even more
beautiful.

“Well, thank you again. I’m sorry you
had to run after us like that.”

“Yeah, that was going way out of your
way. Hon, why don’t you have them come in for a moment and we can
share the wine we’ve been saving since Paris.” Aaron’s voice cut in
behind me and I turned around to see him dressed and waving the
bottle in his hand.

“Um, okay,” I turned back to them.
“Would you like to join us for a drink?”

The man made a little bow, his gold
hair falling over his eyes. “Oh, I don’t think that would be very
polite of us. You two are having your own time together. No, we’ll
let you enjoy yourselves.”

Aaron stepped up to the door. “Come on,
man, help us celebrate our marriage and the recovery of my wife’s
purse.”

“Well,” he looked at his wife, who
smiled. “All right. Sounds wonderful.”

 

They came in and we all sat in the
little front area while Aaron got the bottle open and poured the
drinks. The girl sat with her husband on the loveseat, while I
picked the chair opposite. “Well, you know my name is Clarissa. And
this is my husband, James. We’re actually on our second honeymoon.”
She leaned toward me confidentially. “Our first one was just down
to the local pub.” She laughed. “So, we saved and here we
are.”

“Um, my husband and I did the same
thing. Saved, I mean, for the trip. Uh, my name is Brynne, and this
is my husband Aaron.”

James nodded at me and I noticed how
very green his eyes were. Brynne? That’s Welsh, you know. It means
‘hill’.”

“Oh, wow, I had no idea. My mom just
picked it out of a baby name book, I think.”

He smiled. “Well, it’s a lovely name.
For a lovely girl.” His green eyes seemed to focus more intently on
me.

I sat and blushed, not sure where to go
after that. I was thankful when Aaron showed up with the drinks. We
talked for a while, exchanging wedding tales and talking about the
different things we had seen in France and where we were planning
to go after this, and then Aaron got up to refill the drinks for a
third time. And while he was gone, Clarissa got up and sat on the
arm of the chair and leaned over and kissed me.

I was completely stunned. I had never
been with a girl. I had never done any kind of sexual
experimentation. Aaron was only my third boyfriend and we had never
even talked about having another girl in our bed. Now, apparently,
one wanted to make out with me. But then she got up and walked over
to Aaron standing by the little minibar and left me with her
husband.

James got up and walked over to me, and
I’d be a liar if I said I didn’t feel an attraction to him. His
eyes alone pulled me in, but his body was the kind of tall, lean
build that I was partial to, and he had the most beautiful
smile.

When he got to me, he reached down and
took my hands in his and pulled me up to stand beside him. Then,
leaning down, he kissed me, softly, using his tongue to slowly part
my lips and push inside. For a moment, all thought of Aaron slipped
my mind and I leaned into James, feeling his hands on me and
wanting to have more.

Then, my mind snapped back to reality
and I pushed away. “I can’t, you know I . . .”

He smiled and pulled me close again and
turned my head in Aaron’s direction. I was shocked to see Clarissa
with her arms wrapped around Aaron’s neck and her head tilted
upward, kissing my husband passionately. “You see,” he whispered in
my ear, “we want you both to have fun.” With that, he turned me to
him again and kissed me once more and I didn’t fight the excitement
that flooded my body.

His hands roamed over my sides and my
back, settling on my ass and rubbing my cheeks through my skirt as
his mouth pressed harder on mine. When he broke away, he moved back
slightly to grab my shirt and pull it over my head, leaving me in
my lacy bra. His hands came up to trace underneath the rim of my
bra before reaching for the straps and pulling them off my
shoulders, exposing my round pert breasts and making me
gasp.

He didn’t let me get too shy about
them, though. He just instantly bent his head down and began to
kiss and suck each one, pulling on my nipples with his lips until
they were hard and standing at attention. My breathing was becoming
harsher and I found myself reaching up to hold his head against me,
pressing his mouth more firmly on my breast.

He pulled away, though, and smiled into
my half-closed eyes. Then, he took my hand and moved me towards the
bed, stopping me beside it to reach down and unzip my skirt. His
fingers worked skillfully and soon, my skirt was puddled at my
feet, my silk panties the only article of clothing on my
body.

His hands traced the curve of my hips
up to my breasts again, where they cupped each breast while he
leaned in and kissed me deeply again. Then, his hands released them
and reached for my hands, where I was holding them at my sides, and
he moved them slowly to his pants. Without thinking, I began to
undo his belt and unzip his pants, opening them and pulling them
down over his narrow hips until his cock was freed and it pressed
into my bare stomach. It was only as he pushed me back on the bed
that I thought of Aaron and Clarissa again because I practically
fell on Aaron, who was stretched out on the bed from the other side
with Clarissa kneeling between his legs, sucking his cock with loud
luscious slurping noises, like it was a giant lollipop she couldn’t
get enough of. I might have said something, but at the same time, I
felt my legs being parted and my panties being moved aside. Then,
James’ mouth was on my pussy and his tongue pushing inside and I
closed my eyes as I groaned and turned my head.

His mouth moved slowly on me, his
tongue thrusting in and out, making my hips rise from the bed as
they sought to push harder and faster. My hands gripped at the
sheets and I moaned loudly, almost growling in frustration as James
kept me at bay. His hands caressed my thighs as he moved his mouth
over me, and I writhed on the bed beneath him.

Suddenly, Aaron gasped and I opened my
eyes to see Clarissa had climbed on top of him and was now
straddling his waist, moving on top of him, slowly rocking her hips
back and forth. The sight sent a thrill through my body and, when I
felt James climb on top of me, I felt an electricity flow through
every nerve. His legs parted my own and he thrust inside me with
slow even movements, pressing his body against mine as he pushed
deeper.

Both Clarissa and James moved on in the
same rhythm, slowly moving faster. Then, Clarissa climbed off Aaron
and pulled him up, crawling in front of him on hands and knees.
When he seemed hesitant, she turned and grabbed his hand and put it
on her ass, and then she backed up, pressing herself against his
cock. Needing no other encouragement, Aaron thrust forward and made
her cry out. Her body began moving toward mine, her face near my
stomach, and I watched her lean forward and give her husband a kiss
as he fucked me.

Then, it was Aaron pulling out and
moving me, keeping me on my back, but turning my body so that my
legs slipped around Clarissa and my pussy was right under her head.
Aaron didn’t need to tell his wife what to do, she simply bent her
head and put her mouth on my pussy and slid her tongue inside me,
finding my clit and sucking and licking it. My husband’s thrusts
pushed her forward against me and made each touch of her tongue
more powerful.

But I lost sight of all of this when
Aaron came up to me and lifted my head and shoved his cock into my
mouth. He pushed deep, sliding into my throat and making me choke.
He started to move in fast deep thrusts, filling my throat and then
pulling completely out. The feeling of him in my mouth heightened
everything that Clarissa was doing with my pussy and I began to
feel my orgasm building. I started moving my hips up from the bed
to push against her sweet little tongue, making it thrust into me
like a little cock.

It was Clarissa, though, who suddenly
cried out. “Oh fuck, yes, I’m coming!” And her mouth lifted off me
as her body tensed and contorted with the powerful climax ripping
through her. In a few moments, though, she turned and buried her
mouth on me and I came soon after, my body writhing as I
yelled.

The men both kept moving in us, Aaron
in Clarissa’s ass and James in my mouth. Then, James moved out of
my mouth quickly and swung me around so that my face was next to
his wife’s and, pulling Clarissa’s head up by her hair, He held his
cock over our waiting faces and, with a grunt, spurted his come all
over us, into our open mouths, our cheeks and our chins. Before he
finished, I heard Aaron shift on the bed and suddenly, my husband
was there, coming over us, his semen mixing with James’ as it hit
our faces.

As the men fell back, exhausted,
Clarissa bent down and began licking my face, cleaning the come
that hadn’t hit my mouth. Finally, she gave me a deep kiss and her
tongue pushed in and made me swallow whatever I hadn’t already.
When she pulled away from me, I gasped and turned on my side, my
body still shuddering with the remnant of my orgasm. I felt arms
around me and a body pressing against mine and turned my head
enough to see Aaron burying his face in my hair.

I don’t even think we heard them leave.
I was aware of them leaving the bed, but I was simply too tired to
get up, and too content resting in Aaron’s arms. When we did
finally move, we looked at each other and then slowly got dressed.
There really wasn’t much to say, though we did agree that going
back to the café tomorrow would be a good first step.

***

Sarah felt a stirring between her legs
that almost made her miss her cue. She signaled for Tommy to start
the bumper music and smiled at her guest. “Wow, Brynne. That was a
great story. Did you find them again?”

Brynne shook her head. “No, but let me
tell you. There’s no shortage of couples in France ready to jump
into bed.” She gave a little giggle. “I guess I’m nothing like the
innocent girl my husband married.”

 Sarah smiled. “Maybe not, Honey, but I don’t think he’ll be
looking for anyone else any time soon.”









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