

Better Than My Wife

I was sitting at the bar next to my long time friend Mark when our conversation, as it usually does, turned towards our waning sex lives.

“Ten years of marriage man...” I said, placing my drink down on the coaster, watching a few bubbles rise to the top before popping away. “I think that’s the cut off… say goodbye to blowjobs, goodbye to coming home and having an insatiable little sex freak tearing your clothes off after a hard day at work.”

“Yeah? Is that how it works?” Asked Mark, unsure if he was mocking me or not.

“You can’t tell me you’re still getting it like when you were dating. Be honest, does she still get down and dirty, I mean really dirty, like pornstar slut level… the kind of thing I know my wife used to do for me when we were still in college.”

Mark shook his head, “Not in the slightest,” he took a sip of his drink, “nothing we can do about it, unless you want to pick up a piece of ass off the street.”

“Yeah right, my wife would kill me… too many risks involved,” I said, scratching my chin, the stubble of a beard making its way through. I used to have a real beard, now I have to keep it shaved for work, for my wife… letting a bit of stubble show is my own sad form of rebellion.

“Doesn’t sound like you’re actually against the idea,” laughed Mark. He was right after all, I wasn’t, in theory, against it at all.

“I wouldn’t say no to a sloppy spit dripping blowjob if that's what you mean,” I said.

“Who would,” Mark buried his face in his hands, rubbing his eyes and thinking intensely about something. He turned to face me, smiling a devious and knowing smile, not saying a word, knowing I wouldn’t be able to resist asking what he was thinking about.

“Alright, spill it,” I said, giving in… I was always the weaker willed one in this friendship.

“No judgements, right?” Mark asked, placing an elbow on the table, and offering me his hand.

“Never,” I said, gripping his hand tightly in a show of honor and friendship. “Besides, I’ve seen you jerk it into a snowman one winter… not much you can say that will ever change my opinion of you at this point.

Mark let my hand go, taking another sip of his drinking, bracing himself for whatever he was about to say next. “I’ve actually been getting plenty of blowjobs…”

“Not seeing where the judgement would be on that but okay, continue.”

“It’s with a coworker,” he said.

“Oh, shit really? Who is she… is it that bangin secretary, the one with the big-”

“It’s not the secretary,” laughed Mark, cutting me off, “how cliche do you think I am.” Mark took one last sip before finishing his drink. “And it’s not a she.”

Those words came as a bit of shock to me. Sure Mark had always been a bit wild and uh… experimental. But I never would have thought he would go that far. I felt a bit dizzy, I knew there was nothing intrinsically wrong with finding men attractive, it’s just… I never expected to hear it from him.

“Okay,” I swallowed my spit, “No judgement, right…” I brushed my fingers through my hair, a bit nervously. “So then, who is he?” I asked.

“Dude named Lars, he works in the cubicle next to mine,” he said.

Lars… Lars… I rummaged through my brain trying to trace that name, “He was at your barbeque, right? You mean that whole time… you two?”

“No no, it wasn’t till months after that,” said Mark.

From what I recall, Lars was a pretty standup guy, as far as the surface goes. He had a nice wife, a few kids… a decent corporate job… none of this was making any sense to me. How little did I really know about the lives of others. Was all this more normal than I would have ever realized if it wasn’t for Mark spilling his dirty secrets.

“Can I ask… why? Or how?” I didn’t want to be disrespectful or anything, I didn’t want to put down his life choices. I mean who am I to judge, just another corporate slave whose wife won’t even give it up anymore.

“I don’t know,” said Mark, “it just sort of happened. I invited him over and we were down in the man cave and a game of pool later and…”

“You were playing pool with each other’s behinds,” I laughed, unable to help my safe, giving into my juvenility. As the words left my mouth I felt a flash of heat, a wave of nervousness, afraid I just offended him.

Mark bursted out with laughter, placing a hand on my shoulder, lightly squeezing, “Exactly! Fuck, I’m so happy this doesn’t change anything between us… still the same as always.”

“Anyway,” Mark continued, his hand sliding off my body, “I knew I would never be able to sneak out at night and get into some complicated shit with another girl. This way my wife thinks it’s just a couple of coworkers blowing off steam in the basement after slaving away for their families.”

“But it’s actually…”

“Go on say it,” Mark nodded, trying to fight back a smile.

“A couple of coworkers blowing each other,” I practically shouted, the rest of the bar patrons too deep into their cups to pay us any mind. “I have to say, that’s sort of brilliant.”

“And let me tell you,” said Mark, leaning in closer, “Nobody sucks cock like a man… Lars knows exactly what a guy wants and isn’t afraid to give it. You can’t tell me, not once, while getting your dick sucked, you didn’t think to yourself… I could do such a better job.”

“Well, all those years staying in my room sure gave me a lot of time to practice on a dick,” I said.

“Wasted potential,” said Mark, calling over the bartender and settling up for the night. I did the same, it was getting late and I had to start heading home. Head home to my wife who I’m sure would be fast asleep and uninterested in any sort of play.

What Mark did, whether he realized it or not, whether it was his plan or not, was plant a seed, an idea. He didn’t ask for anything, didn’t offer anything. But now for some reason I couldn’t stop thinking about it. That isn’t to say it was something I wanted to do, I mean could I really do that? But still, the very idea burned within my mind, something I never heard of before, never thought of before.

Sitting in an office all day with no real work to do, sure gives someone a lot of time to fantasize, it’s inevitable. And the more the fantasizes grow,  the more they eat at you, until you have to face the fact that the life you live is nothing like the life you wanted, none of the excitement nor any of the adventure. Did Mark really find some strange way to battle this, to rebel against our cookie cutter lives that we thought would keep us safe but instead kept us unhappy and unsatisfied.

I was on my way home from work when I got a phone call from Mark. I assumed he was calling to meet up at the bar again but that wasn't the case.

“Hey, what’s up?” I asked, answering my cell phone.

“I was doing some thinking about what you said,” replied Mark. I tried recalling what I could have possibly said that would give Mark anything to think about, I came up with nothing. My heart raced in my chest, but why? Where was this anxiety coming from, or was it excitement?

“Barbeque, this friday at my house, be there… it’s been awhile,” said Mark.

“Oh,” I let out a breath of relief, “yeah, count me in.”

I informed my wife about the barbeque, we hadn’t done any going out in quite awhile, not together anyway. I figured she would be totally onboard, but I was dead wrong.

“Forget it, you know how I feel about Mark,” she said.

“Come on, what’s wrong with Mark?”

“He’s so… ughh.”

“Those aren’t even words,” I said, “we don’t go anywhere anymore.”

“We aren’t kids anymore, we have jobs and responsibilities… but whatever if you wanna go… then go, I won’t stop you.”

“Alright, then I’m going,” I said, grabbing my jacket.

“Wait are you serious, you’re just going to leave?” She shifted in front of the door.

“Yeah, if you’re not going to say what you really mean then I’m not gonna sit around here all day trying to decipher it.”

Mark welcomed me with open arms, a big hug and a pat on the back. It felt good to feel included, to feel another person there, really there.

“Where’s the wife?” Asked Mark, handing me a drink.

“Didn’t want to come,” I said.

Mark shrugged, “too bad,” he tossed an arm around my shoulder, pulling a chair out for me. “Food’s almost ready, relax… enjoy.”

It really was a relaxing day, the sun was out, a bit of cloud coverage so it wasn’t too hot. Mark’s family were out and about and a few of his coworkers too.

“Got some juicy meat here,” said Mark, holding a plate stacked with steaks.

“I love your juicy meat,” said the man next to me, who upon second glance I realized was Lars. I let out a quiet snicker, placing a hand over my lips.

“Oh, I know you do,” said Mark, slapping a thick piece of steak onto the plate before Lars.

I practically wanted to rip my hair out, biting my tongue, holding in my comments as best I could.

“Everything okay?” Smirked Mark, tossing some meat onto my plate. He was just messing with me, he knew how hard it was for me not to say something stupid. I did my best to keep my head down and just eat, I didn’t much feel like looking like a fool in front of Mark’s coworkers.

And then it happened. As Lars sat next to me, sucking down thick slices of steaks I couldn’t shake the images from my mind. The entire meal I was helpless, unable to do anything else but imagine Lars down on his knees sucking on Mark’s cock. What was wrong with me? Why was I thinking these thoughts, why in the world would I want to picture what my best friend’s cock looks like, and what it would look like while his coworker sucked him off. I knew I always had a dirty mind, but this… this was too much.

More than all that, I could feel the blood rushing into my dick. My cock getting harder as I pictured Lars bobbing his head back and forth slurping up my best friend's meaty cock. And did I just say “meaty cock?” How would I know if Mark had a meaty cock, I knew nothing about Mark’s cock. I didn’t want to know anything about his cock… or did I? I squirmed uncomfortably in my seat, running my fingers through my hair, trying to figure this all out. But really, was there anything to figure out.

“You okay?” Asked Lars, placing a comforting hand on my back, rubbing and patting gently… and making me feel so calm. Oh fuck, why did it have to feel so calming… my wife didn’t even calm me down like this, she would just sneer at me for not having my shit together. As if it was so easy to live this wretched repetitious life of an office worker.

“Yeah fine… just a panic attack, I think,” I said, being as honest as I would allow myself.

“You know,” added Mark, swinging by our table.

I wondered how long he was standing there, listening, watching me.

“Lars gives a great massage, might really help you calm down.”

What’s a massage anyway, nothing wrong with that, it’s a totally normal thing. And I could really use the calming down, the human comfort, it’s been too long. Especially with how my wife has been lately.

“Sure,” I said, “A massage would be nice,” emphasizing that this was to be just a massage. I was certain Lars had no ulterior motives, but I couldn’t say the same about my friend Mark, he can be a bit wiley when the mood strikes him.

“Then why don’t you two head to the basement, get away from all this noise. I’ll let you know when dessert is ready.”

So head to the basement we did. Mark had one of those tricked out man cave type of deals. A pool table, workout equipment, the old black light posters from our dorm. All the things my wife told me I had to get rid of, it was all right here, like looking at a time capsule of my free and youthful past. Lars motioned for me to lay myself out on the cushioned workout bench. I wondered if this bench ever got any use. And then the moment Lars placed his hands on my shoulder, I knew that it did, just not the kind of use it was intentionally made for.

Lars dug those strong hands of his into my tense muscles, working and easing my body. I let out a heavy exhale. A wave of calm came over me, there was nothing to question, this felt good and that was all that mattered.

As Lars continued to work on my back he spoke, “there’s only so much I can do with your shirt on… do you mind.”

“Oh, not at all,” I said, lifting my torso and pulling my shirt off over my head, tossing it down by my side.

Lars got up and moved toward the drawers, searching for something. He pulled out a bottle of what I’m guessing was body oil… of course he knew where the body oil was. I’m sure Mark and he used it quite often. As his hands slipped along my aching back, oiling me up, I never felt such a sense of peace and bodily bliss.

“Ah, fuck… you’re good at that,” I groaned. The words just fell out of me, all on their own.

“Thanks,” Lars chuckled to himself, moving down toward my lower back. “I’ve had a lot of practice with Mark, he sure does love his massages.”

“Yeah, I bet,” I said, not sure if I meant it sarcastically or not.

“Hmm, what’s the matter?” Asked Lars, his fingers pressing into my neck, in just the right spot, practically making me drool.

“Nothing… and maybe that’s the problem? It’s just, my body never felt this damn good before.”

“That doesn’t sound like a problem,” added Lars, “just enjoy it, you looked like you could really use it.”

“I could use a lot more,” I said.

“Is that so?” Smirked Lars, his powerful hands sliding down my oiled body, getting lower and lower.

“Please, would you?” I questioned, shimmying my shorts down, exposing myself. What did I have to fear or worry? I knew Lars, and I knew about him and Mark and what they did. Surely, he wouldn’t mind massaging a bit more of me, it felt too damn good to pass up on. “My thighs could really use a bit of your touch.”

“Not a problem,” said Lars, gripping my bare thighs, kneading the tense muscles, freeing them of their aches.

“Oh god, right there,” I growled, “fuck, your hands are so good.”

Lars had me flip over onto my back. He held the bottle of oil above me, letting it drizzle and drip over my chest, his hands slipping through the oil and coating the rest of my body. At first I kept my eyes closed, letting the waves of relaxation just roll through me as they came and went. But soon I couldn’t help but watch him, watch this man work his magic on my body and as I looked up into his eyes and his hands held to me so securely I couldn’t hide my true desire any longer.

My cock began to stiffen and harden beneath my boxers, I couldn’t lie to myself or to Lars any longer… my cock doesn’t lie, it likes what it likes and what it liked was Lars feeling up almost every inch of my once sore body.

“You know…” Lars moved his hands towards my hips, rubbing on me, “I could take care of that for you too,” he said of my pulsating cock, twitching as it hid beneath my boxers.

I had no choice but to give in, I desired nothing more than to let him have, to feel that touch of his upon every single inch of my oiled body, to feel those magic hands of his working not just my muscles, but my cock.

“Please, do it,” he had me almost begging for it as I aided him in removing my boxers, letting them fall to the floor, my thick cock springing out between the two of us.

“Mmm,” Lars hummed, licking his lips, “you do have a nice cock,” he wrapped his fingers around my shaft, delicately stroking from the base to the tip. My entire body gave a shudder of delight as he slid a hand on and off, one after the other. Maybe it was because I was finally feeling relaxed, or maybe it was because his hands were really just that good, but he worked my cock better than my wife ever did.

I had to clutch the edge of the bench, holding the pleasure in. If I didn’t I would have exploded in ecstasy far too soon, and I wanted this to last.

“Slower… please, slower,” I whispered, taking in a deep breath, steadying myself.

“As you wish,” said Lars, easing up on my cock without making it feel any less amazing. I lost myself within his pleasing touch, within the hardworking hands as they worked the very tip of my cock, making me feel like electricity itself.

“Dessert is…” Mark’s voice hit out of nowhere, so lost in the pleasure I hadn’t noticed he even came down into the basement. For a moment I was nervous, heart beating. And then Lars eased me back down onto the bench, reminding me I had nothing to fear and everything to enjoy.

“I see you’re already having dessert,” said Mark, drinking in the sight of his coworker pleasing his best friend's cock. “And without me,” he added, a bit displeased at that fact.

“Nobody works a cock like Lars,” Mark said, placing a hand on my forehead. I nodded in agreement, biting my lip as Lars picked up the pace a bit. “But, have you felt his mouth yet?”

“Fuck, not… yet,” I said, squirming on the bench, wanting it real bad.

“Well then, I say it’s about time you have,” Mark held his mouth over my cock, spit dripping over his lips and tickling down the tip of my cock.

Lars' fingers squished and sloshed over my sloppy spit covered cock. I had to hold on, I had to keep my cum in, at least until I felt that warm mouth wrapped around my cock. And thankfully I didn’t have to wait too long. Lars went down on me, taking the tip into his mouth, bobbing his head up and down, sucking me all up.

“How does that feel?” Asked Mark, watching me squirm, my legs resting on Lars’ shoulders.

“Fucking amazing,” I shouted.

“It’s about to get better,” said Mark, leaning in, teasing his tongue along the underside of my dripping cock, licking what didn’t fit into Lars’ wet mouth. Lars popped his mouth off my cock, wiping his chin. My cock twitched and jumped, precum seeping out and trickling down my shaft.

“That’s it,” said Mark, “cum for us, let it all out.” Mark and Lars grasped my slippery cock together. Sliding their hands up from the base, all the way to the tip. Getting faster and faster, coaxing the cum out of me. Leaving me to clench and growl until it became absolutely impossible to resist any longer. Streams of white cum shot from my cock, raining down onto my chest, between their fingers. My cock throbbed with increased sensitivity, Lars getting down and licking my cock clean as I gripped the bench harder and harder, doing my best to handle the over sensitivity.

“So?” Mark smiled, his arm hanging over Lars’ shoulder, waiting for me to respond.

“When- when’s the next barbeque?” I asked, my drained cock going soft.

“Whenever you want. Right Lars?” Mark slapped Lars on the back.

“Hell yeah,” Lars gave Mark a bit of a playful headlock.

“Now get cleaned up, so we can have some pie,” said Mark, helping me to my feet.

“I get off and get pie? You guys really know how to do things,” I said, scooping my clothes up into my arms.

Without a doubt I knew I would be coming back. Coming back to cum, that is. I haven’t felt this relaxed and connected and open in a long time. And this was clearly just the start, I had to wonder, what else did they do to please each other? And what else would I be willing to do to chase after that pleasure?
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