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PLANS


“So what’s the plan for tonight?” Mandy asked.

She stood at the mirror getting ready for her day at work, and I couldn’t help but stop and stare. I figured one of the benefits of being a married man was having a beautiful woman walking around half naked, or nearly naked, some of the time.

“Oh I don’t know,” I said, walking up behind her and moving to snake an arm around her stomach.

Mandy looked over her shoulder at me even though she could totally see me in the mirror. Then she smacked my hand away.

“Oh no you don’t, Mister,” she said. “I have to get ready for work!”

“I’m sure you do,” I said, nuzzling at her neck as my hands did a now familiar dance around her own. “But wouldn’t it be more fun if you were a little late to work this morning?”

“Fun for you, maybe,” she said. “But I have stuff to do. You don’t want me to be late, right?”

“I wouldn’t mind you being late for the right reason,” I said.

I finally managed to get that arm around her. I pressed my hand against her stomach, still flat even after a couple of kids, and pulled her against me.

More importantly, I pulled her against my cock, which was rock hard and waiting for her.

Mandy rolled her eyes and let out a frustrated sigh, but there was also interest there.

She might play at being annoyed, but I knew she wanted it.

“Could you please explain to me why you’re still acting like a horny teenager even though we’re in our thirties?” she asked, though it wasn’t a proclamation that held any heat. No, if anything she sounded more interested.

I could totally tell how interested she was from the way she started grinding against my cock. There was no missing that!

“What can I say?” I asked, still nuzzling her neck as I pushed back against that ass. I always knew I was in when she started grinding against me like that.

It was a not so subtle tell that she was ready to go.

“You never finished that thought,” she said.

I looked up to the mirror and blinked. “I’m sorry?”

“You were going to tell me what you could say?”

“Oh, right,” I said. “Well you’re just as beautiful today as you were the day I met you. Any guy would be lucky to have you, but I’m the lucky bastard who does.”

Mandy rolled her eyes. “You’re contractually obligated to say that, you know.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

She reached down and grabbed my left hand. Then she very pointedly tapped at my wedding ring. I took the opportunity to move my hand lower and rub between her legs, which sent a small shiver running through her body.

Hell, I was close enough that I could see the goosebumps rising all over her body. Yeah, she was ready to go.

“You’re my husband,” she said with a sigh as I continued rubbing. “You have to say that.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said. “I wouldn’t lie to you about that.”

“Bullshit,” she said, hitting me with a knowing smile in the mirror.

“Seriously,” I said, thinking of Brad and what he always had to say about my wife.

Shit. Brad. I’d made plans to go out and have a drink with him tonight, and I’d forgotten about it until just now.

Not that I was going to breathe a word of that to Mandy right now. Not when she was still on the razor’s edge of maybe hopping into bed with me. I just had to get out of this conversation.

“I know plenty of guys who complain about how their wives have let themselves go. I wouldn’t lie to you about something like this,” I continued, hoping that would be enough to end the conversation and get us to the good times.

“Really now?” she said, suddenly more interested in what I’d just said than what my hand was doing down between her legs.

I almost let out a growl of frustration, but held it in. The last thing I wanted was to come up with a conversation starter that was more interesting than trying to get in a quickie, but I also knew that look in her eyes.

“Come on,” I mumbled into her neck. “The kids are going to wake up in a few minutes. We have time for a little bit of fun if we hurry.”

Mandy sighed. “The joys of a sex life when you’re married with children.”

“At least we have a sex life,” I said, again thinking of Brad and his dearly departed marriage.

Though it would probably be a stretch to think of his marriage as being dear to anyone. It certainly wasn’t to him now that it was over.

Or to hiss wife considering she threw it away to fuck another man.

That thought sent a shiver running through me.

“Again you keep saying things that make me more interested in what you’re saying than what you’re doing down there,” Mandy said, hitting me with a half grin.

I stared at her in the mirror. She knew exactly what she was doing, and it drove me wild. It was all part of the game, but it was a dangerous game she was playing, putting things off like this.

That was the kind of thing that might’ve been cute back before we had kids, but it could spell disaster now when every moment counted.

“I was thinking of Brad and Connie,” I said with a shrug.

“Really now?” Mandy asked. “So were you thinking about the bit where he can’t stand his wife anymore, or the bit where they never have sex?”

“Yes,” I said.

Mandy arched an eyebrow. “Now that’s interesting. I always wondered why things went south with them.”

“I think part of the problem is Connie decided she was still interested in sex, just not with Brad,” I said with a shrug.

Through it all I continued pressing against Mandy. And I was surprised that a little jolt ran through me when I mentioned Connie stepping out and getting with another man.

I almost frowned, but managed to keep it under control. Mandy was staring at me in the mirror, after all, and I didn’t want her to think that frown was for anything she was doing.

This was a critical moment, after all. Anything I said here could end in her hopping into bed with me, or not.

I desperately wanted to avoid that “or not.”

“Seriously?” Mandy said, her eyes meeting with mine and her eyebrow arching in a sexy look that had my cock twitching in response.

“Seriously,” I said, swallowing ever so slightly.

Because there was something about that look that really did it for me. It was a look that did it for me under any circumstances, but it was really doing it for me now.

Because I was thinking of her giving that look to another man.

It wasn’t something that would ever happen. Mandy was faithful. I never doubted that.

But maybe it was because she was so faithful that the thought was so intriguing.

“Now there’s a surprise,” Mandy said, her eyes never leaving mine. “I thought Brad adored her.”

“He did,” I said with a shrug, still pulling my wife against me. Only now I was imagining it was someone else pressing against her as she stood there in her underwear showing off her incredible body. “I guess adoring someone isn’t always enough.”

Mandy surprised me by wheeling around. Which had my front pressing against hers. Which was a far more interesting set of circumstances than grinding against her ass.

“That really makes you think,” she said, licking her lips as her eyes ran down my body to my cock.

I was only in my boxers. It was still early in the morning, after all.

Though I felt a moment of panic as she gave me that look. My wife had an uncanny ability to read minds, and I worried she was doing that right now.

The thought of her stepping out might be hot, but something told me it wasn’t the kind of thought she’d appreciate. Something told me it was the kind of thought that would end our fun even before the kids could wake up and fuck it up.

“What does it make you think?” I asked.

“It makes me think that if I’m going to keep my man, then I’d better do something to make sure I keep him,” she said, her hand snaking out and running up and down the length of my cock.

I shivered as she ran her thumb up and down my cockhead. I’d just gotten out of the shower, but I was more than willing to get dirty all over again if it meant getting dirty with her!

“How about we hop in bed?” she asked, licking her lips again and giving my cock a firm squeeze. “I wouldn’t want you looking at other women and taking about straying, after all. We’re going to have to hurry, though. The kids will be up soon, like you said.”

She turned and pulled me out of the bathroom by my cock. Which was an interesting way to be led around the house, to be sure. Only my thoughts were elsewhere, even though I was in like Flynn, as they used to say in the ancient times.

My wife wanted to fuck me because she didn’t want me to think about straying, so why was the only thing I could think about now the idea of her getting with someone else?
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MARRIED SEX


“Come here, big boy,” Mandy said, reaching behind her back and unclasping her bra.

I tried to hide my disappointment. Not that there was much need since my wife was facing away from me.

Still, I couldn’t help but be a little disappointed that she’d done that herself. I always enjoyed unwrapping her.

I was also aware we had a very limited window of opportunity. It was rare enough that we did something in the morning like this before work.

It would be even more rare to do something like this and not get interrupted by the kids.

She turned around, putting her hands up on her shoulders as she stopped just before pulling her bra down revealing those incredible tits I loved so much. She looked me up and down, and her eyes went wide.

“I don’t know if my husband would appreciate this,” she said.

My cock twitched. My eyes narrowed. What the fuck was she doing?

“Um…”

She stepped forward and playfully slapped me on the cheek. “I’m a married woman! You shouldn’t walk in on me while I’m changing!”

“What are you…”

She cocked her head to the side, bit her lip, and giggled.

“I’m sorry,” she said, shaking her head. “I was just having a little fun. Thinking about Connie and Brad, you know.”

Her eyes searched my own, and she seemed worried.

“It was just a joke. You know that, right?” she said, sounding worried. “I’d never dream…”

She trailed off. I wasn’t sure what to do with the moment. On the one hand the idea of her stepping out on me filled me with a jealous rage. On the other hand…

Well, let’s just say this was playing right into the strange fantasy that’d just taken hold in my erotic imagination!

So I stepped forward. Put my arms around her and pulled her against me.

“I think we both know you don’t give a fuck what your husband thinks about this,” I growled.

Mandy looked up at me, clearly surprised. Then she giggled again.

“You know me so well,” she said as I pushed her back on the bed. I reached down and pulled on her bra, revealing her perfect breasts.

“You know I’d never really do something like this, right?” she asked.

“Of course, babe,” I said, falling down on top of her.

I pressed my lips against hers and enjoyed the feel of her breasts pressing against my chest.

It was weird. We’d done this countless times before. There’d been times when we’d spend hours in bed rolling around.

Yet despite all that time rolling around and getting hot and sweaty, grinding together, enjoying the feel of our bodies, I never got tired of feeling Mandy pressing against me.

And if the way she moaned as I pressed my cock against her pussy was anything to go on, she wasn’t getting tired of me, either.

It was nice to know we still had it, even being married for the better part of a decade and after having two kids.

“Oh God, Mandy,” I groaned. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this!”

She stared up at me and cocked her head to the side. Then she raised an eyebrow.

“And how long have you wanted this?” she asked.

That got me to shut up pretty damn quick. I’d been so fixated on the thought of Brad in this game that I’d admitted something he’d said to me plenty of times.

From the first moment he saw her, Brad hadn’t been shy about telling me exactly how hot he thought my future wife was. Exactly how much he thought I was a lucky bastard.

Which I was well aware was code for “I’d love to fuck your girl.” Though I’d been polite enough to not make a big deal out of it.

Truth be told, I’d always been a little chuffed that Brad was turned on by my wife. Back in college he was the kind of guy who had a different woman every weekend. Sometimes every weeknight.

Which had been annoying when we were roommate.. For all that I got the fringe benefit of seeing a different beautiful woman dressed in practically nothing around our place on the regular.

So when he suddenly got all weird about Mandy, talking about how hot she was…

Well, at the time it’d been validation, though now I wondered if there hadn’t been more to it.

And now that line had slipped out.

“Just going along with the role-play, baby,” I said with a grin.

“Oh yeah? Then how long have you wanted me?” she asked.

“For as long as I’ve known you,” I said.

That much was true. I knew I had to have her the first time I’d laid eyes on her in class. The next part, though, was completely new.

“Since the first time Mike brought you back to our house.”

Mandy’s eyes shut up at that. There was no missing the meaning there. I was role-playing as Brad.

“Interesting,” she said, wrapping her legs around me. “So are we helping your BFF get a little revenge on the bitch, then?”

“You’d be the best revenge, baby,” I said, leaning down and kissing her as the grinding really started to pick up.

Normally I’d be fucking my wife by now, but this whole line of role-playing was so interesting that I wanted to see where it went.

We didn’t role-play in the bedroom all that often, and this sudden new wrinkle of pretending my wife was helping Brad get revenge on Connie…

“And what’s that supposed to mean?” she asked, reaching down and pulling my cock out of my boxers. Then she guided me to her pussy entrance.

Of course there was still the issue of her panties being between me and that ultimate paradise, but I knew she wanted it. She usually only did that when she was getting really turned on.

“Oh come on,” I said. “You have to know.”

“Know what?” she asked.

“That Connie was jealous of you,” I said with a shrug.

Her eyebrows shot up. “Connie? Jealous of me?”

“Totally,” I said, hitting her with a knowing grin. “You were always so close with Brad, and she hated it.”

“That’s crazy, though,” Mandy said. “I was married to you, and she was married to Brad.”

I shook my head and chuckled. My wife had a different way of looking at the world. Like she really did think both of us being taken should be enough to have her above suspicion.

“Oh baby,” I groaned, and I wasn’t sure if that was for her rotating her hips down below, or for her innocent naïveté. Or maybe it was for the thought of her putting a wedge between Brad and Connie without even realizing what she was doing.

“What?” she asked.

“Connie was a cheater,” I said. “Or she is a cheater. I have a feeling the dude she wound up with is going to find she’s just as faithful to him as she was to Brad.”

“What does that have to do with anything?” Mandy asked.

“It means she looks at the world through the eyes of a cheater. Not through the eyes of you who’d be faithful no matter what.”

My cock twitched. Faithful no matter what. That should make me feel good. All warm and fuzzy about how faithful my wife was.

So why did it disappoint me?

“Weird,” she said finally. “I had no idea.”

“Oh yeah,” I said. “She saw the way Brad looked at you, and it made her jealous. Even if you were just the best friend’s wife.”

“The way Brad looked at me?” she asked, looking really curious now.

Oh shit. Oh fuck. I’d been so caught up in the moment that I was just saying all sorts of things I shouldn’t be saying. Damn.

“Um…”

Thankfully, though I’m not sure how thankful I should’ve been since it meant an end to the fun we were having, one of the kids chose that moment to bang on the door.

My eyes went wide, and I turned to look at our bedroom door. I had that brief moment of panic every parent does when they get interrupted, wondering if the door was locked.

There was a rattle on the doorknob, and I breathed a sigh of relief as it became obvious that it was, in fact, locked.

“Holy shit that was close,” I said.

Though I wasn’t sure if I was talking about the door being locked, or me having to talk more about exactly why Connie might’ve had good reason to be jealous of Mandy.

“Shit,” Mandy breathed. “And just when things were getting good!”

I stared at her.

Were things starting to get good because I was admitting things about Brad and Connie? Or was she talking about how we were on the verge of a morning quickie? Was that the regular disappointment at being interrupted, or was there something more there?

I knew there was something more there for me, but I was very curious about exactly why my wife was annoyed at being interrupted.
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PLANS


Mandy hopped up with the kind of speed that could only come from a parent who was terrified their kid was about to walk in on them.

I would’ve laughed, but I was just as worried about the kid walking in on us. I wasn’t in a hurry to traumatize my own kids with one of mommy and daddy’s “wrestling matches.”

“Bra,” Mandy snapped, holding her hand out.

I sighed, and that earned me a warning glance. She was all business now. In mom mode.

Which meant there was no recovering from the kids banging on the door. Not that I thought there was much chance of that to begin with. No, our fate was sealed the moment that doorknob started rattling.

“Here you go,” I said, tossing it to her.

She pulled it on in a flash. Like we’re talking she was faster about putting her bra on when there were kids at the door than I’d been in getting it off back in college when we were first exploring one another.

She hit me with a warning glance, and I looked down.

Right. My cock was swinging in the breeze. I didn’t want to have to explain a hard on to the kids this morning, so I headed for the bathroom.

“Good morning, sweetie,” Mandy said as she pulled the door open behind me. “You got up early today!”

I glanced at my watch. Mandy was right. The kiddos were up a little earlier than usual.

It was like they had a sixth sense that could tell when we were about to get frisky so they could interrupt it.

I’d read about how that might be an evolutionary thing. Like the kid who interrupted mom and dad having fun was more likely to survive since there was less competition thanks to their interruptions.

I wasn’t sure if I bought that. It sounded like some evolutionary biologist who was sick of jerking off because they had young kids at home, but whatever.

“Just a minute,” I heard Mandy saying out in the bedroom. “You need to use the bathroom in your own room. You’re a big girl now.”

There was some more muffled conversation. I went back to the closet and pulled on my work clothes. Just some khaki pants and a polo shirt. Nice and casual at my job, which was one of the perks.

“You’re also old enough to get your own breakfast, young lady,” Mandy said. “And don’t you dare go wake up your brother to try and get my attention. I’m wise to you.”

I snorted. It sounded like Mandy was just as annoyed at this morning’s interruption as I was. Usually she wasn’t that snippy with our daughter. Especially first thing in the morning.

We’d wondered why little brother suddenly started getting up way earlier than he usually did. It’d taken waking up early ourselves to see the little monster coming into her brother’s room to wake him up because she knew that would get our attention without getting her in trouble.

Kids. They were an adventure, a frustration, and a perpetual cockblock.

There was some more muffled conversation, then the door closed. That got my hopes up, and I looked to the bathroom door.

Mandy appeared there a moment later, looking gorgeous in her underwear. I gave her a quick up and down, but she shook her head and wagged a finger at me.

“Oh no,” she said. “Not happening. Sorry, buddy.”

“Oh come on,” I said, grinning. “We still have time!”

“No we don’t,” Mandy said, sitting back down in front of her mirror and putting makeup on. “I was already pushing it for that quickie we almost had, and that’s definitely not happening now.”

“Damn,” I muttered.

She looked up at me. There was a twinkle in her eyes.

“So are you going to tell me what you meant about Brad having the hots for me?”

I paused. I turned to look at her, and then I very carefully walked over to my own sink and made a production of getting ready for the day.

“Oh no you don’t,” she said. “You were revealing some pretty interesting things there. So was that part of some weird fantasy, or does Connie have a good reason to be jealous of me that I didn’t know about?”

“I don’t know that Connie had a good reason to be jealous of you,” I said, trying to play it safe.

“You said she saw the way Brad looked at me. Apparently my husband saw the way Brad looked at me. I’m starting to think the only person who didn’t see the way Brad looked at me is me!” she said, throwing her hands up in clear frustration.

“He just had the hots for you, is all,” I said. “It’s no big thing. Lots of men have the hots for you. You’re hot.”

“Again I’d like to remind you that as my husband you’re contractually obligated to tell me I’m hot whether or not I’m actually hot,” Mandy said.

“But in this case you have to know you’re objectively hot, independent of anything your husband says, because so many men are staring at you and thinking about what they’d like to do with you.”

“And you’re saying your best friend and former roommate looked at your wife and thought about what he’d like to do with her?” Mandy asked. “And you were okay with that?”

Again my cock twitched. There was something about her saying it so matter of factly that really did a number on me. I turned to look at her, wondering how to phrase this.

Finally I shrugged. “Like I said. There are lots of guys over the years who have had the hots for you. If I started getting jealous about each and every one of them, I’d probably be thrown in jail years ago.

“Whatever,” Mandy said, rolling her eyes.

“Speaking of Brad,” I said, suddenly remembering what I’d forgotten to tell her last night. “He was wondering if we could get together for a drink this evening.”

“I don’t know about that,” Mandy said, frowning and pulling away from her makeup. “I won’t be able to get someone to watch the kids on such short notice.”

I cleared my throat. Talk about an awkward moment.

“What?” Mandy asked.

“When I say he wanted to go out and get a drink, I was talking just the guys,” I said. “I know Brad likes you and all, and the two of you are good friends…”

“Apparently better than I ever imagined,” Mandy said, a thin smile crossing her face.

I suppressed the shiver that ran through me at her words. Somehow her acknowledging Brad’s crush made it even hotter.

“What I’m saying is I think this is a guys only sort of thing,” I said. “No women, considering he doesn’t have a woman he’s with right now.”

“I see how it is,” Mandy said with a pout. “You’re going to go out and be a wing man for your friend, and your wife has to stay at home and take care of the kids while you go out doing man stuff.”

“Oh come on,” I laughed. “It’s not like that, and you know it.”

Though honestly it might be more like that than she imagined. Brad had mentioned he wanted to see what it was like out there now that he was newly single.

“Well that’s just fine,” Mandy said. “The two of you go out and have your fun.”

I peered at my wife. I got the feeling there was more to it than that. I didn’t think she was upset I was going out with Brad. Not exactly. But there was something off.

She gave a little stretch, causing her body to move in a most enticing way. We’re talking it showed off everything, and I found myself licking my lips.

She stared at me through the mirror, and it was an intense look.

“You’ll just have to think about your wife being here all alone. A sure thing waiting for you in your warm bed while you’re out there helping your friend pretend he still has it.”

I sighed. She knew exactly what she was doing, and from the twinkle in her eye she was enjoying every moment of it.

She started putting lipstick on, but her eyes never left mine.

“It’s a shame the two of you are going out,” she said.

“Why’s that?” I asked when I finally found my voice.

My mouth was dry, and I found myself having to work it a little before I could finally get any words out.

“That’s easy,” she said, winking at me with a smile. “From the sound of things, it seems like Brad would be just as happy to see me as any of the floozies you might run into at some bar in the city.”

My head swam and I felt dizzy. I wondered if she knew what she was doing to me talking like that. Sure I knew she was doing it to get in a dig at me. She was having her fun.

Still, it was an interesting thought.

“You might be careful what you wish for,” I said with a wink of my own. “Brad’s been talking to me about how hard up he’s been even before he broke things off with Connie. I might bring him home tonight if he strikes out.”

“Do that and see what happens,” Mandy said.

I shivered. There was something about the way she said it, something that was so different from how she’d been acting before, that it had me wondering how serious she was.

Because there was no twinkle in her eye. No wink and a nudge that let me know she was joking around.

No, it was a matter of fact statement. Do it and see what happens. I could try it, but there might be consequences I wouldn’t like.

Or maybe they would be consequences I liked a little too much.

I shivered, wondering what the evening might bring, and if I’d even be brave enough to call her bluff if the opportunity arose.
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GUYS NIGHT


“Boy does this bring back memories,” Brad said as he stepped up to the table.

I already had a beer ready for him. He picked it up and took a drink, his eyes roaming all around the place.

“I thought you might like this bar,” I said, taking a sip from my own drink.

I still had to make the long drive from the city out to suburbia, after all. The last thing I needed was for some overzealous cop to pull me over and smell beer on my breath.

“I didn’t have to worry about how much I drank back in college,” I muttered.

“Oh come on,” Brad said, slapping my back. “You’re out having a good time with a friend! If you have a little too much, you can always do a rideshare or something.”

“Maybe,” I said, though I put my drink down.

I really didn’t want to have to retrieve my car from the parking garage at work tomorrow. Not to mention getting a rideshare would mean paying for another one in the morning since Mandy didn’t work anywhere remotely close to where I did.

“Look at you, old man,” Brad said, laughing and shaking his head. “Safely domesticated.”

His eyes were moving all around the bar as he said it. The place was the kind that had a dance floor as well as a bar. It was a little loud, but Brad had asked for something that was like the old college experience.

So here we were.

“Reminds me of the old days, that’s for sure,” I said. “I’m not sure if I want to go back to the old days, though.”

Brad grimaced as he took another drink.

“You know what? I’m inclined to agree with you,” he said. “I don’t remember the music being this loud.”

“Probably because you were too busy staring at all the ass on offer to care about progressive hearing loss,” I said with a grin.

“There’s definitely plenty of ass on display tonight,” Brad said. “I didn’t know there was a campus nearby.”

I grimaced as I looked around the place. “There isn’t.”

“What are you talking about?” Brad said. “These women look like they’re…”

I could see the look of dawning realization and horror move across his face as he figured it out.

“All young professionals who’ve started their first job out of college?” I asked, finishing his sentence for him. “You’re totally right.”

“Damn,” Brad breathed, staring around. “Has it really been so long that they look so young?”

“That whole line about you getting older and pretty girls staying the same age is a little less creepy when you’re talking about women with bachelors degrees letting off some steam and trying to find a companion for the night.”

“I’m so glad I got out of that shit hole I grew up in,” Brad said, shaking his head. “There were losers back there who legitimately think the best things in life are scoring some meth and going after high school girls.”

“As American as mom and apple pie,” I said, taking another drink.

I didn’t know quite what Brad was talking about. I’d grown up in the suburbs, and I’d gone back as soon as I could.

I liked it there. You didn’t have the hustle and bustle of the city, property didn’t cost a ridiculous amount of money, and there were lots of good schools.

Not that I dared say anything like that to Brad. That would invite more comments about what an old man I was.

“I suppose that’s a good thing, though,” Brad said, eyeing a pretty blonde in a tank top and jeans.

She must’ve changed out of her work clothes, because she was chatting with a couple of other women in pantsuits that looked equally alluring on their tight young bodies.

It was the kind of thing that might’ve tempted me if I didn’t have Mandy waiting for me at home.

She was all the woman I’d ever need, even though I did miss the days when we’d go out to bars like this together.

And when I say I missed the days when we’d go out to bars like this together, I meant I missed the days when me and Mandy would do stuff like this. Not that I missed the days when I’d do this stuff with Brad.

Though that had been a fun all its own.

“How is that a good thing, grandpa?” I asked, pulling my thoughts away from my wife and back to Brad.

“That’s simple,” he said with a grin. “I would’ve felt a little bad about hitting on college girls. Not so bad that I wouldn’t have done it, but I would’ve felt a little weird.”

“In a way you don’t feel weird about hitting on twenty somethings at their first job out of school?” I asked, cocking an eyebrow at him.

“Exactly!” he said, that grin getting broader. “They know what they’re getting into coming to a place like this.”

“Running into a guy who hopes he’ll run into a girl with daddy issues?” I asked, grinning.

“Please,” Brad said with a snort. “I’m not nearly old enough to take advantage of anyone with daddy issues here. Maybe somebody who has slightly older uncle issues, at most.”

“You never know, grandpa,” I said. “You’re in your mid-thirties.”

“So what?” he asked.

“So you can remember a time before 9/11,” I said. “None of these pretty young things walking around this bar hoping to get laid tonight can say the same thing. Not unless they’re time travelers.”

“I guess I’ll have to give them a history lesson for pillow talk after we’re done,” Brad said. He took a deep breath and let it out. And for a moment I thought I saw something else there.

It was just for a moment, but for that moment he seemed different. Not the happy go lucky image he was trying to project tonight. No, he seemed tired. As he looked around the room there was the faintest hint of desperation.

Then it was gone, and he was all smiles again. But that look had been there, even if it’d only been for a moment. I felt really bad for him.

I tried to think about how I’d feel if I divorced Mandy. That would be the end of my world as I knew it, to be honest. I don’t know how I’d deal with it.

And to think of our marriage ending because she’d decided she wanted to bang some other guy…

Okay, admittedly that wasn’t the best thing to think of. Because my cock twitched and I was immediately as hard as a rock thinking about it.

“So how are things going with you and Mandy?” Brad asked.

I jumped. It felt almost like he’d been reading my mind. Almost, but I knew he didn’t have that same mind reading power my wife did.

Even if it was creepy how his line of questioning echoed my own thoughts.

“They’re going pretty good,” I said with a noncommittal shrug. “No complaints, you know?”

“Yeah, I know,” Brad said. “I wouldn’t have any complaints if I was married to a tight piece of ass like that!”

I rolled my eyes. “Come on, man. I’ve told you about talking about my wife like that.”

“Sorry, man,” Brad said with a sigh. “But you know how it is. Connie decided our sex life was over well before she decided to tell me our marriage was over. Even then, I felt like I was cheating on her even looking at other women, well after I knew it was over. How fucked up is that?”

“Just a little fucked up, sure,” I said.

I tried to put myself in his position. He’d had a difficult time, after all. His marriage ending just like that.

Not to mention there was a big part of me that got more and more turned on listening to him talking about Mandy like that. I knew it was wrong, but I didn’t care because it was also hot.

“I bet Mandy wouldn’t ever step out on you, either,” Brad said, shaking his head. “Then again, I never thought Connie would do something like that. Until she did.”

“Yeah, that had to suck,” I said, knowing it sounded stupid even as I said it.

It’s not like there was much that I could say, given the situation.

“Anyway, man,” Brad said. “I’m sorry. She’s a good woman, and you’re lucky to have her. I shouldn’t talk about her like that.”

“Oh don’t worry about it,” I said, thinking about what she’d told me earlier today. I almost told him about our little back and forth.

Almost, but I didn’t. I was still terrified about what might happen if I actually spilled those beans. A game I played with my wife would become all too real if Brad found out about it.

Not to mention I was pretty sure he’d consider taking me up on that offer, and I didn’t know that I was ready for that.

“I know you’re a happily married man and all,” Brad said, piercing my thoughts. “But do you think you could do the wing man thing for one night? Would your wife understand?”

“I think she’d be way more understanding than you’d imagine,” I said, taking another drink.

“Are you sure about that?” Brad asked.

“Totally sure,” I said, waving a dismissive hand. “We texted back and forth about it, and she totally understands. She knows I’m coming home to her at the end of the night, and not going off with one of these hotties.”

“Damn,” Brad muttered, shaking his head. “I wish I could have that kind of trust in a relationship. To just know you’re going to be out flirting with people, but you’re going back to her at the end of the night.”

There was something to that. Mandy and I were so comfortable in our relationship that I didn’t have to worry about her, and she didn’t have to worry about me.

It was enough to make me wonder how far I trusted her. To go out with her friends to a bar? To flirt with someone and come back to me?

To take things even farther than that? It was an interesting thought as I looked at Brad.

Only once more that thought was interrupted as he shook his head and raised his drink in salute.

“To a married wing man who isn’t competition!” he said with a grin. Though that grin turned to a frown as he looked at me raising my own glass. “You should probably lose the ring, though. You’re not much good to me as a wing man if the ladies know you’re taken.”

I looked down at my hand. It would feel weird to take the ring off, but whatever.

Though again, I was thinking more about what it would be like if Mandy was the one taking her ring off. Why couldn’t I get these thoughts out of my mind?
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WINGMAN


“So yeah,” Brad said, grinning at the women who hung on his every word. “You lose some, but it’s the wins that it’s really all about, y’know?”

I rolled my eyes. This was a new line of bullshit since the last time I’d gone out on the prowl with him. It was actually kind of fascinating to watch.

I’d never had the opportunity to see him work his magic now that he was actually a full doctor.

Back in med school? Sure. It was one of his favorite things to point out he was going to be a doctor. Not that he needed the help in hitting on women.

Hell, he’d even done pretty well for himself as a resident. At least on the rare occasions he could find the time to go out to a party that didn’t involve his fellow med students getting drunk off their asses to cope with everything they were dealing with.

This, though, was a sight to behold.

“Oh my God,” the pretty blonde said, letting out a little whine as she said it that pitched up at the end. “That’s, like, so amazing. How do you do it?”

“It’s a hard job, I’m not going to lie,” Brad said, putting on a thoughtful look that I knew had to be pretty well practiced. “But if I don’t do it, who will?”

“Oh my God,” the blonde, her name was Tiffany, of course, said.

“Oh my God,” her friend said. Though there was more than a little mocking to her tone as she said it.

I turned to her. “Better not let your friend hear you talking like that.”

“Please,” Dana said, laughing. “She’d be more surprised if I wasn’t mocking her doing the whole early nineties Valley Girl thing to try and attract an older guy.”

I arched an eyebrow at the pretty brunette. “Is that the kind of thing she does often?”

Dana took a drink and shrugged. “Your friend is looking for a younger woman to spend the night with. She’s looking for an older man to maybe ensnare. It’s not like they don’t both know exactly what they’re getting into, right?”

“I suppose,” I said.

We were standing at one end of the bar. About as far as we could get from the dance floor. Which meant it was a little less noisy here, but of course we were in a hopping bar and dance place, so “a little less noisy” was all a matter of perspective.

“So do you want to dance or something?” Brad asked Tiffany.

I would’ve figured he was in, but she hesitated. She turned to look at Dana, unsure of herself.

“I’m sure my friend would be more than capable of taking care of your friend, right?” he asked.

Brad turned and hit me with a very pointed look that left no doubt what was expected of me. I turned and looked to Dana, apparently Brad had never bothered to get her name, and she shrugged and let out a little smile and a wiggle of her fingers.

“You seem like fun,” she said, which I got the feeling was about as excited as this woman got about anything. “I wouldn’t mind spending a little time chatting with you.”

“See?” Brad said. “I’m sure your friend… Was it Diana?”

“Dana,” Dana said.

“Dana!” Brad said with a grin. “But I thought there is no Dana, only Zuul?”

Dana stared at him. “What?”

“It’s a movie reference,” Brad said, staring at her as though he expected that to finally get through to her.

She continued staring at him blankly.

“Ghostbusters?” he asked. “Only one of the greatest comedies ever made?”

“I’ll take your word for it,” Dana said with another one of those shrugs. “I’ve never seen it.”

Brad stared at her in disbelief. “Never seen Ghostbusters?”

“Come on, Brad,” Tiffany said, touching his shoulder and pulling him out towards the dance floor. “We can go ahead and have that dance you wanted.”

“Yeah, sure,” Brad said, though he still looked surprised.

He turned and stared at me. The meaning there was clear. His stupid movie references had never been a big hit with the ladies. His other natural charms and good looks had usually been enough to make up for that little habit of his.

Still. Mostly people got the references the last time we were doing this. Way back in college.

If ever there was proof we were in a whole new ballgame, that was it.

“Your friend seemed surprised,” Dana said when he was gone.

“He can be a little dorky, but he means well,” I said with a shrug.

I was suddenly nervous, now that I was here all alone with this raven-haired beauty.

It’s not that I was nervous around beautiful women. I was around Mandy all the time, after all.

Only this was different. With Mandy there was a familiarity that came from years of being together. I knew every inch of her body. I knew every quirk of her personality.

At least I thought I’d known every quirk of her personality. That was before our almost fucking this morning where she’d been interested in Brad being interested in her.

I knew I should have my head in the game. But I couldn’t stop thinking about my wife. Wondering what she was up to right now. Wondering what she was thinking while I was out at a bar pretending I was young again with my friend.

“So what’s the story with you and your friend?” Dana asked.

“Why does there have to be a story with me and my friend?” I asked, taking another sip of my drink.

I was proud that I was still nursing the same drink from earlier that evening. My plans to not get drunk were working out pretty well so far.

Giving Dana and up and down, I was glad I’d decided to avoid getting tipsy.

To say she was gorgeous would be one hell of an understatement. She had a lithe body that said she spent some time in the gym. Her breasts were a little on the small side, but perfect for her frame. And her face had a natural beauty that drew me to her.

Like we’re talking she was the kind of woman who might have me making some bad decisions that weren’t great for the long-term survival of my marriage if I’d had a little too much to drink.

Though that also got me to thinking about Mandy. What would she do in this situation? What if she was staring at some hot young thing? Maybe some new hotshot in her office who’d decided he wanted to take a shot at the office MILF?

The thought was intriguing. And to chase it away, I turned to look at Brad doing his thing out on the dance floor.

“He’s still got it,” I muttered, watching him gyrating out there.

“Still got it?” Dana asked, arching an eyebrow.

“Let’s just say it’s been a while since he’s been out doing anything like this,” I said, hoping that would be sufficiently noncommittal to not give away anything.

Brad had been very specific about that before we came out. He didn’t want any indication that he was recently divorced and out on the prowl. He probably figured that was the kind of thing that would scare the younger women around here off.

“So again, that leads me to ask exactly what the hell is the deal with you two,” Dana said.

I turned to look at her. This woman was perceptive, I’d give her that. Almost to an annoying degree.

“What do you think our deal is?” I finally asked, smiling as I looked her up and down.

I was surprised to see her return that interested look. That had me thinking.

Of all the things I’d expected when I started this night with Brad, having one of the pretty young things he was hitting on getting interested in me was near the bottom of that list.

Sure I was no slouch. I kept in good shape. I still got interested looks from women, and I’d held the interest of an insane hottie like Mandy even after all these years.

Still. There was a big difference between knowing in the abstract that women had the hots for me, and actually being out at a bar where a woman was giving me a once over that made it clear she was interested.

“I don’t know if you’re going to like it if I tell you what your deal is,” she said. “If I tell you what your deal is then that means I’m also going to have to tell Tiffany what your deal is, and that’ll be the end of your friend’s fun.”

I smiled. This girl was intriguing me more and more by the moment. “Why don’t you humor me and lay it on me?”

She sighed. Like she really was going to regret having to do this. Then she locked eyes with me and stared.

“I think it’s clear both of you are married, and you’ve come out here because you heard there are young women from all the big places downtown hanging out here getting their drink on. You decided to relive your glory days without your wives knowing what you’re doing, and Tiffany and poor old me are only going to be one night stands. Notches on your bedpost that help you remember what it was like back when you could pull a different girl like us every night.”

She ran a hand around the top of her glass as she said it, smiling at me the entire time. It was a smile that was almost too sweet.

“So tell me,” she said with that grin. “How close am I?”
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CAUGHT


Istared at Dana, and then out to the dance floor. It looked like Brad had gone from his old dancing moves, which were pretty good for a dude, too straight up grinding against Tiffany.

“I take it from the look of flabbergasted surprise on your face that I’m pretty close?” Dana said.

I needed to gather my thoughts. So I took a drink of beer so I didn’t have to think about how close to the truth she was.

“It’s not like you have to worry,” she said with a shrug. “I’m not one of those psychos who’s going to track your wife down on social media and tell her all about the night we shared.”

That was good enough to have me choking on my beer. Dana threw her head back and laughed.

“It’s so cute when you old guys get flabbergasted like that,” she said.

“I resent all these old man comments,” I finally said when I regained the ability to breathe.

“You resemble all these old man comments,” she said, a twinkle in her eye as she said it.

“I’m not that old,” I said.

“I’d put you at your mid thirties, at least,” Dana said. She looked me up and down again. “Don’t get me wrong. It’s a very good mid thirties, but around here that’s ancient.”

“Gee, thanks,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Don’t let Brad hear you talk like that.”

“Brad seems to be doing pretty well for himself,” Dana said with a shrug. “For an old guy, that is.”

She smiled as she said that last bit. No doubt to let me know there was no harm meant by all the “old guy” comments.

Then I latched onto something else she’d said.

“So what was all that about getting to spend the night with you even though I’m supposedly out here to cheat on my wife?”

Dana laughed. Then she shook her head.

“Men,” she said. “Even when you’re caught you can only think of one thing.”

“More curious than anything,” I said, and then I sighed. I knew I had to say what came next, but there was a part of me that was surprisingly sad I was going to have to say it, for all that I was being faithful to my wife. “I’m also afraid you’ve got it all wrong. Or, rather, you’ve got me all wrong. Nothing’s going to happen between us tonight.”

Dana arched an eyebrow. “As far as pickup lines go, this is a new one on me.”

“I can promise you it’s not a pickup line,” I said.

She cocked her head to the side. She looked for all the world like she was trying to peer into my soul.

“This isn’t one of those things where you try to neg a woman, is it?” she asked. “Like is this some old man pick up artist bullshit that I’ve never heard of because it went out of style back in the eighties?”

I snorted out a laugh at that.

“I was born in the eighties,” I said. “I can guarantee you any pickup lines that worked back then might’ve led to my conception, but they definitely didn’t lead to me getting any.”

“Fair enough,” Dana said. “So what’s your deal? Why am I not getting any tonight while Tiffany is off with the adulterer over there?”

I stared at Dana. She really did sound disappointed that she wouldn’t be getting any tonight. Which still surprised me, for all that it’s not like I’d been any slouch in getting ladies back in the day.

Having a woman hitting on me felt wrong, even if I had my wife’s permission to be out here doing this.

And that naturally led to thoughts of what it would feel like for Mandy to be out doing the same thing. How would she react if I gave her permission to do more than what I was doing here?

I took in a deep breath. Then I sighed.

“The truth is, I’m married, but Brad isn’t.”

I frowned and thought about his situation.

“So you’re not one of the assholes who comes through here on the regular trying to get laid with a younger woman?” she asked, and for the first time that evening I got an emotional vibe from her other than overwhelming cynicism.

“I’m afraid so,” I said.

“And you’re saying I’ve had the bad luck of getting the one old dude in here who’s actually trying to be faithful to his wife?”

“Guilty as charged,” I said with another smile. “I’m here tonight to help my buddy get back in the saddle after a nasty divorce. Nothing more, I’m afraid.”

“Damn,” Dana muttered. “And I was going to rock your world, too!”

I blinked. “Wait, you were serious?”

“Of course I was,” she said, hitting me with a grin. “You’re fucking hot. Any woman would be lucky to have you. I can see why your wife locked that down. Especially if you’re this faithful.”

“Well thanks, I think,” I said.

“I have another question for you, though,” Dana said, leaning in closer. Like we were both taking part in a conspiracy.

“I have nothing but time to answer questions,” I said. “Especially since we’re not going to be doing anything else tonight.”

“Don’t remind me,” Dana said with a frown.

“Sorry,” I said.

“Does your wife know you’re out here tonight supporting your friend?”

“Why?” I asked, smiling. “Are you going to track her down on social media and tell her what’s going on tonight if I don’t have her permission?”

“Nothing like that,” Dana said. “Just curious, more than anything.”

“If you must know,” I said. “She totally knows I’m out here tonight.”

“Damn,” Dana breathed. “Do you have an open relationship or something?”

She seemed almost hopeful. Like maybe she was hoping that open relationship could result in her having the good time she’d been hoping for.

“Nice try,” I said. “But I’m afraid that’s not in the cards.”

“That’s a damn shame,” Dana said. “”You’d think a woman who was okay with her husband doing something like this would also be okay with other things.”

“I’m afraid not,” I said with a shrug, taking a pull from my beer. “She’s okay with me helping out an old friend. Nothing more. Besides…”

I stopped myself. The last thing I needed was to go revealing my relationship secrets to this woman. She might be beautiful and intriguing, but that didn’t mean I wanted to air my relationship dirty laundry with her.

Though of course she immediately picked up on my hesitation.

“Besides?” she prompted.

“It’s nothing,” I said.

I looked out to the dance floor. To Brad. He was sucking face with Tiffany now, and I figured that meant there wasn’t a chance I was going to be able to follow through on calling my wife’s bluff tonight.

Which was a damn shame.

Dana followed my gaze over to Brad, and again she did that thing where she was entirely too perceptive for her own good.

“Is there something going on with your wife and the divorced dude?” she asked.

“No,” I said, though perhaps I said it a little too quickly, and perhaps Dana picked up on how quickly I said it.

“Come on,” she said. “Don’t bullshit me.”

I sighed. “Brad has always had a thing for my wife, and he’s never been shy about talking about his thing for my wife, you know?”

“Sounds like an asshole move,” Dana said.

“Yeah,” I said. “But it doesn’t bother me for some reason.”

“Even more interesting,” she said. “You have permission from the wife to go out and do stuff like this, but all you want is to see her doing it.”

“I don’t know about that,” I said.

“I do,” Dana said. “I dated a guy like that in college. It was pretty fun, not gonna lie.”

“A guy like what?” I asked, more curious than anything now.

“A guy who gets off on watching his girl fucking other men, of course,” she said. “And it sounds like that’s what you’re into, whether you know it or not.”

I stared at her, hardly believing what she was saying. Okay then. I guess I wasn’t the only guy in the world with this fantasy, but it was still odd to hear it articulated like that.

I also realized I had a choice to make here. I could play this off like it was nothing, or I could take this for the opportunity it clearly was.

I took a deep gulp of my drink, forgetting all about nursing it for most of the night, and forced myself to meet Dana’s eyes.

“I think I need you to tell me more about this,” I finally said.

Dana smiled that enigmatic and knowing smile. Like she’d totally known that was going to be my answer.
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CONFESSION


Ileaned back in the booth and winced as I finished telling my tale.

I honestly wasn’t sure why I’d said so much to this woman. I’d just met her tonight. She was a total stranger. She didn’t know fuckall about my marriage or my relationship with Mandy.

And yet here I was, pouring my heart out to her.

“That is pretty wild,” she said when I finished. “But it’s not exactly out of the ordinary.”

“How could all of that not be out of the ordinary?” I asked.

“I already told you about my boyfriend, right?” she asked.

“Well yeah,” I said. “But even if he has the same fantasy, that can’t mean…”

“Believe me,” she said. “I got to learn all about this. There are so many guys out there who are into the same thing you are. Hell. There are a lot of guys out there who take it way further than you’re talking about taking it.”

I licked my lips as I stared at her.

“What do you mean by taking it way further?” I asked.

“It sounds like you just want to watch your wife get banged by your best friend,” she said with a shrug. “And he’s been having a dry spell. That’s actually kind of sweet when you think about it.”

I stared at her. That had to be the craziest thing I’d ever heard someone say, and there must’ve been something about the way I looked at her because she shook her head.

“You don’t understand,” she said. “There are guys out there who are into being humiliated. Guys who want to suck some other guy’s dick after that dick has fucked their woman. Guys who get off on having their dicks locked up so they can’t do anything without their wife’s permission.”

“Damn,” I breathed.

“Yeah, it’s like I told you,” she said with a shrug. “There’s way more fucked up stuff that you could be into. This is a varsity level kink, don’t get me wrong, but it’s not nearly as out there as it could be.”

“This is all kind of crazy,” I said, shaking my head.

“Maybe it’s crazy, but doing crazy shit in the name of getting off is something humanity has been doing forever.”

“Maybe,” I said, though I was still unsure of myself.

“There’s no maybe about it,” she said with a shrug. “So there’s something a little out there that you get off on. At least you’re not into people puking or shitting on you, you know?”

“There are people who are into that?” I asked.

“Do me a favor and don’t look any of that up,” Dana said.

“I didn’t have any intention of doing that,” I said, and then I thought about where this conversation was going. “So you don’t think it’s weird that I’m bringing my friend into it?”

“That could be dangerous, don’t get me wrong,” Dana said. “But at the same time, it’s a little less dangerous. Presumably you already know him pretty well. So it’s not like you have to worry about showing up at a hotel room to meet some stranger for the first time and you ended up getting robbed instead.”

“I hadn’t thought about that,” I said, licking my lips.

Clearly I had no idea what the fuck I was doing here, and I wasn’t sure if it was a good thing or a bad thing that I’d met this young woman who seemed to be all up on this kink.

“You only have one problem,” Dana said.

“My wife and I are joking about her fucking my best friend to get him out of a dry spell, and I only have one problem?” I asked. “That seems like a fucking understatement.”

“I mean you have a lot of problems if you’re going to go through with this,” she said with a shrug, hitting me with a smile that would’ve had my cock standing up and taking notice under any other circumstances.

Where those circumstances involved me not being with the same woman for the last twelve years or so, and married for ten of those years.

“Okay then,” I said. “Lay it on me. What’s my problem?”

“That’s simple,” Dana said, pointing out to the dance floor. “It looks like your friend and Tiffany are getting pretty hot and heavy out there. He’s not going to have a dry spell to get over if Tiffany takes care of that problem tonight.”

I looked out across the bar to where they were grinding pretty hot and heavy. And for a wonder I felt a flash of jealousy.

Not because he was grinding up against a pretty young thing fresh out of college, but because him grinding up against that pretty young thing fresh out of college meant he wouldn’t be so hard up that he was willing to entertain the idea of getting with my wife.

Talk about a fucked up way of looking at the world.

“I don’t know how to stop them,” I said. “And I’d be a pretty fucking terrible wing man if I let him strike out tonight on purpose.”

“That’s where you’re wrong,” Dana said, hitting me with another one of those grins. “Because I’m going to help you out tonight. You can thank me later.”

“Thank you later?” I asked, wondering what she was up to.

“Let me have your phone,” she said.

Before I could say anything, she’d reached out and taken my phone. She frowned when it went to the face ID, but she held it up to my face before I could protest.

Then she was tapping into my phone. When she handed it back, she’d texted her name to a number I didn’t recognize.

“There you go,” she said. “Now we both have digits. You’ll have to keep me updated. I’m interested in seeing where this is going.”

“Right,” I said, licking my lips. My mouth suddenly felt dry, and I wondered what I was getting into.

Mandy had made it clear she’d be okay with me getting flirty with a woman if it meant helping out a friend, but I wasn’t sure what she’d think of me helping out a friend by getting a twenty something’s phone number.

Then again, we’d been talking about her fucking Brad, so it’s not like me getting a phone number was all that crazy.

“Heads up,” Dana said, nodding in the direction of the dance floor. “Looks like the fun is over for now. They’re heading our way.”

I turned and followed her gaze. Sure enough, Brad and Tiffany were heading in our direction. Tiffany stumbled a little with each step, though whether that was an act or she’d actually gotten that drunk was anyone’s guess.

Brad had his arm around her, and had pulled her against him in a pretty possessive manner. He had a wide grin plastered across his face.

It was a grin I recognized all too well from our college days back when dinosaurs ruled the earth. That was a grin that said he was pretty sure he was getting laid tonight.

They reached the booth and sat down, and Brad’s hand disappeared under the table.

Which was one of his moves. I found myself wondering what it would look like if we were out with Mandy and he pulled that same thing while sitting right beside me.

The thought sent a delicious shiver running through me. I loved it, and it immediately had my cock hard.

Dana looked over to the two of them, then turned back to me and cocked an eyebrow. Then a moment later I felt something moving up and down the length of my shaft. My eyes went wide as I realized she’d grabbed my cock, and was feeling its contours.

She grinned. Then leaned in close so she was whispering in my ear.

“Are you rock hard because you’re thinking about Tiffany, or are you rock hard because you’re thinking about your friend doing the same thing to your wife?” she asked.

I licked my lips as I stared at her.

I had a problem here. On the one hand I was turned on at the thought of watching him doing something like that to Mandy while we were out.

On the other hand, though, there was a beautiful woman next to me with her hand on my cock, and it short-circuited my brain in a way I hadn’t felt since…

Well, at least since college. Back before I got together with Mandy. I remembered getting this feeling with her, too, but it’d been a while, for all that I was still just as attracted to her today as I was the first day I saw her.

I locked eyes with Dana. Held her gaze. She stared right back at me, and there was an intensity to that stare.

“I think you know the answer to that question,” I finally said.

“Thought so,” she said. “Don’t worry. I’ll help you out.”

I shivered. Again it was one of those things where I wasn’t sure if the shiver was for what her hand was doing, or if it was because of the promise there. What might happen as a result of her helping me out.

I looked up and realized Brad was staring at me with an intensity that had me worried.

I tried to think of this from his point of view. I’d agreed to go out with him tonight and have a good time. Be his wingmen.

I’d also made it clear I was only going to act like his wing man. I didn’t care how hot the woman was who might hit on me. I was only there to help him. And now here I was and it was pretty obvious what was going on under the table.

I wondered if he’d tell Mandy. I wondered what her reaction would be. Only he simply grinned, gave me a thumbs up with the hand that wasn’t under the table, and that was that.

For now.
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FRUSTRATION


“Idon’t know about you,” Brad said as we stepped outside. “But I had a pretty good time tonight!”

He turned to me and frowned. I frowned right back at him.

“Are you okay getting home on your own tonight?” he asked.

So there it was. He was going to go home with Tiffany. I wished him luck, even if there was still a part of me that was frustrated.

I don’t know what I wanted out of tonight. Maybe I’d had some crazy idea that he might strike out with the hot young things, and he’d be forced to come home with me.

The thought was crazy, but I had some idea of him getting hot and heavy with my wife because he was frustrated.

Now that wasn’t going to happen. I should’ve been happy for him, it was a ridiculous fantasy to begin with, but I couldn’t help how I felt.

“Wait a second,” Tiffany said, looking at Dana who was frowning.

“Is something wrong?” Brad asked.

“I don’t know,” Tiffany said, hitting him with a look. “But I’m not going to abandon one of my friends as easily as you do.”

My eyes went wide at that. That was an accusing statement. I looked to Brad, and then to Dana.

She winked at me. The meaning there was pretty clear. She was going to help me out. Though I wondered if that would lead to what I wanted to happen tonight.

“Do you have any idea what the fuck is going on there?” Brad asked, watching the ladies move down the sidewalk outside the bar just far enough that their conversation wouldn’t be overheard.

“I have no clue,” I lied.

I wasn’t about to tell him the reason he probably wasn’t going to get laid tonight was because I’d been having a candid conversation with a beautiful young woman who wanted to help me get my friend’s dick in my wife’s pants.

Sure if I wanted that to happen then eventually we’d have to have a conversation along those lines, but I didn’t want to have it just yet.

The ladies were clearly gabbing, and they kept turning back in our direction. Tiffany’s eyes went wide at one point, and she gave me an up and down.

“Damn. This doesn’t look good,” Brad muttered. “Everything was going so fucking well, too. I thought I was in!”

“You never know with these young women,” I said with a shrug. “Maybe she got out into the cold night and realized she didn’t need to work through her daddy issues as much as she thought.”

“You can go fuck yourself,” Brad said with a laugh, shaking his head. “Some wing man you were. You were supposed to keep her friend happy and keep something like this from happening.”

He turned to face me and laughed to take some of the sting out of the statement, but I could tell he was annoyed by this new development.

“What can I say?” I asked. “I’m a married man, and maybe she wanted me to go just a little farther than I’m willing to go considering I have a beautiful wife waiting for me at home.”

“I was actually surprised at how far you were willing to go tonight,” Brad said. “I’d say that was admirable, but it looked like you were enjoying yourself.”

I hit him with a sharp look. So he had seen what was going on in the booth. Which had me worried.

That wasn’t the kind of thing I needed getting back to Mandy.

“It just sort of happened,” I said with a shrug. “It’s not like I could control where she put her hand, and it would’ve looked weird if I’d stopped her.”

I also had no intention of telling him exactly why she was trying to feel my cock. Again, that was a conversation for later. After we’d gotten home and maybe after a few more drinks.

“Don’t worry about it, man,” he said, giving me a dismissive wave. “I’m not going to rat you out to Mandy.”

“Gee, thanks,” I said. “That’s nice of you considering I’m passing up a night with my beautiful wife to help you out here.”

“Yeah, you have a beautiful wife waiting for you at home,” Brad said, swaying as he looked at Tiffany with longing in his eyes. “I tell you what. If I had a girl like Mandy waiting for me back home…”

He stopped in the middle of that thought, then turned to look at me to gauge my reaction.

I hit him with a sickly grin. I was hard as a rock, and it had nothing to do with thinking about going home tonight and getting with my wife. It had everything to do with one of my best friends talking about how much he’d like to fuck my wife.

The girls finally broke apart, and that seemed to break any tension that might’ve been developing between me and Brad regarding his comments about my wife.

Him because he probably realized he’d gone a little too far with those comments. Me because I was so very turned on thinking about those comments and where they might lead.

“This doesn’t look good,” Brad muttered as they got closer.

“Sorry about that, man,” I muttered right back at him. “I know you were hoping for some fun tonight.”

“Yeah, well you can’t win them all,” he said with a shrug.

The girls reached us. Tiffany looked to Dana, me, and then to Brad. She smiled as she put a hand to his chest.

Which had me worried that maybe she’d decided she was going to spend the evening with him after all. Only I looked to Dana, and she hit me with a wink that I figured could only mean one thing.

“I’m so sorry, Brad,” Tiffany said. “I really did have a good time dancing with you tonight.”

“Why do I sense there’s a “but” in there somewhere?” Brad asked.

“I really am sorry,” she continued. “But Dana isn’t feeling so hot, so I’m going to make sure she gets home okay.”

“So sorry,” Dana said. “I guess I ate something earlier that disagreed with me.”

“You could’ve eaten something else tonight if you didn’t feel sick,” Tiffany said with a giggle.

Dana turned to her friend and looked scandalized, but then she turned to me and licked her lips.

Which had me wondering how far she would’ve gone with me tonight if I hadn’t admitted to the whole being married thing which put a cramp on our relationship before it’d even started.

“Are you sure you don’t want to come back to my place for the night?” Brad asked, glancing to me. “Maybe your friend could go home with…”

“I don’t think so,” Tiffany said, hitting him with a faint smile. “But we exchanged numbers. I’m sure we’ll be able to get together sometime soon.”

“Yeah, soon,” Brad said, looking and sounding utterly crestfallen.

My heart went out to the guy. He’d had one hell of a dry spell thanks to a wife who didn’t want anything to do with him and wound up cheating on him, and now he was striking out with this pretty young thing who would’ve been a sure thing if I hadn’t opened my big mouth with her friend.

I didn’t feel like it was my fault. Not exactly. Sure what I’d told Dana had ultimately led to Brad striking out with her friend, but it’s not like I asked her to do that.

Though I did feel like a bastard considering I was standing here going along with it and happy about him striking out, even if I wasn’t the direct cause.

The girls gave us a final wave and walked down the sidewalk in the opposite direction. A moment later a rideshare pulled up and they got into the back. Though not before Dana turned and hit me with a significant look.

Brad took a deep breath and let it out in a long sigh. “That woman would’ve rocked your world tonight if you weren’t a married man pretending to be single.”

“Maybe she would’ve,” I said.

“But you’re the lucky bastard who gets to go home to Mandy tonight and have her rock your world,” Brad said, hitting me with a knowing grin. “Just don’t tell her where that hard on came from.”

“Shut up,” I said.

Brad looked at the car the women were riding in as it passed us by. He took a deep breath and let it out in a long sigh.

“I had high hopes for tonight,” he said.

“Hey, man,” I said. “Don’t let getting shot down once bother you.”

“It’s not that,” he said, gesturing vaguely in the air. “It’s everything. What happened with Connie. Tonight. I thought things were going well with Connie, and I thought things were going well with Tiffany. I’m starting to think I have no fucking clue when it comes to women. Like I was married for so long I’ve lost my touch.”

I opened my mouth to say something, anything, to try and make him feel better. Only I couldn’t come up with anything.

What could I say? It didn’t help that I still felt like a monumental piece of shit for being partly responsible for him striking out in the first place.

“You can come over to our place and hang out for a bit tonight if you want,” I said.

I couldn’t believe I said that. Sure it sounded friendly on the surface, but my cock twitched because I knew what I was trying to do.

My best friend was in a vulnerable place because he’d been shot down in the worst possible way. His big night out had ended in disaster, and a part of me knew there wasn’t a better time to try and get him in with Mandy.

Brad looked at me and grinned. “You’re a good friend, buddy, but I don’t want to interrupt your fun with the old lady tonight.”

Well then. He couldn’t have made me feel like more of a piece of shit if he’d thrust a dagger into my heart. Not to mention the disappointment of knowing he wouldn’t be joining me and my wife for a night.

“Suit yourself,” I finally said, not trusting myself to say anything else.

“Have a good night, man,” Brad said. “I’ll see you around.”

“Yeah, see you around,” I said, feeling like a jackass even as I said it.
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COMING HOME


Istepped into the dark house and looked around.

It was the same as it had always been. And yet there was something totally different about it tonight. Something that felt off.

I flipped the lights on and looked around. I took in a deep breath and let it out in a sigh.

“Well that sounds like somebody struck out tonight,” a voice said from the living room.

I jumped and walked from the kitchen to the living room. Mandy sat there looking at the television.

Though as soon as I stepped through the doorway she looked up at me and smiled.

I immediately felt guilty. After all, hadn’t I just had another woman’s hand on my cock not an hour before?

Okay, so maybe it was a little more than an hour before, but still. Even accounting for the drive home from downtown, something I never had to worry about in my younger partying days, the point was there’d been another woman rubbing my dick not all that long ago.

And now here was my wife looking up at me with a bright smile.

“Why the long face?” she asked. “Did you do that bad with the ladies?”

I sat down next to her. I leaned back on our couch and took in another deep breath. I enjoyed the feel of my wife sitting next to me.

“Would you believe I was the one who did well tonight, and Brad was the one who totally struck out?” I asked, turning and grinning at her.

She looked me up and down, and there was a heat to that look. Which sent a shiver running through me.

God I loved it when my wife looked at me like that!

“Maybe I’m biased, but I’d totally believe it,” she said. “So what’s the story?”

I licked my lips. I considered not telling her the whole truth. It was a truth that could potentially get me in the doghouse, after all.

I didn’t think another woman feeling me up was a relationship ending sort of thing. Not when Mandy was the one who told me to go out in the first place and have a good time.

Still…

I sighed again. There wasn’t a chance I was going to tell her anything but the truth. That was the foundation of a healthy marriage, after all.

“We met a couple of girls tonight,” I said.

Mandy arched an eyebrow. “Were these girls, or were they women?”

I grinned. “Okay, so they were women. Fresh out of college, but definitely women.”

“Well look at you,” Mandy said, a grin splitting her face. “So you’re telling me my thirty something husband managed to pull a hottie fresh out of college?”

“I did,” I said, smiling despite myself.

I hadn’t really thought about it until I sat down with my wife, but she was right. I’d totally managed to pull a college hottie. Well, a fresh from college hottie.

I still had it!

“I knew going out with Brad would give you a confidence boost,” she said. “Which you needed. If I had to hear you moping around about getting old one more time…”

“I don’t mope around about getting old,” I protested.

“Sure you don’t,” Mandy said, a twinkle in her eye. “So are you going to tell me more?”

“Are you sure you want to hear more?” I asked.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” she asked.

“What it means is maybe some things happened tonight that you wouldn’t like,” I said.

Mandy rolled her eyes. “I sent you out to have a good time with Brad and be his wing man. You’re not going to tell me anything that’ll piss me off when I was the one throwing you to the wolves.”

I took a deep breath. Let it out slowly. I needed to concentrate for this.

“So I met this woman named Dana,” I said. “And she had this friend Tiffany who seemed to be into Brad.”

“Go on,” Mandy said.

So I told her everything. How we met the women. How Brad and Tiffany had gone off to share a bump and grind out on the dance floor. How I’d stayed back with Dana, and told her about the flirtatious game I’d played with my wife earlier in the day involving my best friend.

“You told her about all that, did you?” Mandy asked, still with that twinkle in her eye.

“Totally,” I said. “But you’re not going to believe what happened next.”

“The two of you started making out furiously in a secluded corner booth?” Mandy asked.

She leaned forward just a bit. I couldn’t be entirely sure, but it almost seemed to me that my wife was into the idea of me making out furiously with a hottie.

“I probably could’ve if I wanted to,” I said. “But that didn’t happen. Mostly we just talked.”

“Oh,” Mandy said, sitting back. She looked disappointed that I hadn’t made out with Dana.

Which had my mind reeling. And it also had me thinking I totally should’ve taken the fresh out of college hottie up on the opportunities she’d been throwing my way. Damn.

“Regretting that you didn’t suck face with her when you had the chance?” Mandy asked, arching an eyebrow.

“No,” I lied.

“Liar,” she said with a grin. “But at least you’re only lying about the small things. I’m glad you feel comfortable enough that you can tell me about everything else.”

“I’m not going to hide anything from you,” I said.

“I know,” she said, suddenly serious as she reached out to put a hand on my cheek. “So why don’t you go ahead and tell me the rest?”

“How do you know there’s more?” I asked.

“Because we’ve been married long enough that I know these things,” she said. “Now out with it.”

“I hate it when you do that,” I muttered.

“And yet you still love me,” she said, blowing me a kiss.

“Fine,” I said, taking another deep breath and letting it out in a sigh.

“Keep doing that and I’m going to have to have your oxygen levels checked,” Mandy said.

“She was talking to me about an old boyfriend she had,” I said.

Mandy arched an eyebrow. “Now this is a really interesting conversation. You were telling this hook up about your wife, and she was telling you about an old boyfriend? Not the kind of thing you expect to hear in a bar.”

“Apparently her old boyfriend was into some things,” I said, continuing right on and ignoring her chattering.

“What sort of things?” she asked.

“Things like sharing her,” I said, glancing at Mandy.

Her eyebrows shot up. Okay then. She was definitely surprised.

“He was into sharing her?” she asked. “Like how do you mean?”

“Oh come on,” I said, rolling my eyes. “You know exactly what I’m talking about. Especially with everything we were talking about with Brad earlier.”

“I suppose I do know exactly what you’re talking about,” she said. “I was just surprised to hear you coming out and saying it like that.”

“Yeah, well she told me all about some of the stuff they did. Things like her looking up random guys. Or fucking one of his friends.”

“Is there any reason why you fixated on her fucking one of her boyfriend’s best friends in particular?” Mandy asked, that twinkle back in her eyes.

“Oh come on,” I said. “You have to know what I’m getting at here.”

“I totally know what you’re getting at here,” she said. “I just want to hear you say it.”

“Brad was frustrated by the end of the night,” I said, not quite willing to follow that subject to its natural conclusion.

“I would’ve thought Brad would be very happy if he was hitting it off with a pretty young thing like you say,” Mandy said.

“Well that’s the thing,” I said. “He wasn’t hitting things off as well as he would’ve liked by the time the night was over.”

“Do tell,” Mandy said. “I remember what he was like back in college. I’m surprised anyone would turn him down.”

“You might be surprised,” I said. “Especially when Dana was nice enough to distract her friend and pull her away from Brad even though it looked like they were going to go home together.”

Mandy frowned. “Why would she pull her friend away from Brad if it seemed like they were having a good time?”

“Because she’d been talking to me all night, and I told her how hot it got me thinking about you…”

“Thinking about me what?” Mandy asked.

“You know,” I said.

“I’m pretty sure I do know,” Mandy said. “But it’s also one of those situations where I really need to hear you say it.”

“I can’t say it,” I said. “This is insane!”

“Maybe it’s insane,” Mandy said, her hand moving down to my cock. “But I can feel the way it’s turning you on.”

I rolled my eyes. “Dana said the same thing when she was grabbing my dick at the bar.”

Mandy had been rubbing my cock up and down, but she suddenly stopped. She peered into my eyes. I turned to look at her, and my own eyes went wide as I realized what I’d just given away.

Fuck.
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FANTASIES


“Well isn’t that an interesting confession?” Mandy said.

“Listen, Mandy…”

Her hand squeezed my cock so hard it was almost to the point of pain.

I stared at her, wondering if this was going to be the moment my wife ripped off both our favorite piece of my anatomy.

“Did she grab you like this?” Mandy asked, staring at me.

“Something like that,” I said, licking my lips and wondering if I was going to survive this.

“Did she run her hand up and down like this?” Mandy asked, and she loosened her grip as she trailed the length of my cock.

“Not exactly,” I said. “Honestly, she was grabbing my cock to make sure I was turned on thinking about you.”

“Thinking about me,” she said, her voice and her look totally flat.

I licked my lips. I knew I was going to have to be careful. I was dancing on a razor’s edge, only she’d be using that razor on my dick if I wasn’t careful.

“So you’re trying to tell me that your excuse for letting some pretty young thing fresh out of college feel up your cock is you were thinking about me the whole time?” she asked.

“Well… Yeah?” I said.

“Do you have any idea how many men have used a line like that on their wives over the years?” she asked. “And do you have any idea how many times that’s actually worked?”

“Probably more than anyone could count,” I said. “And probably zero.”

“Good answers on both counts,” she said, and again her grip tightened and had me worried I was about to lose my dick. “It’s a good thing for you I’m going to be the first wife to buy that line.”

I blinked. It would seem disaster had been averted for the moment, though I could scarcely believe it.

“You believe me?” I asked.

I didn’t believe it myself.

“I do,” she said. “Plus it’s a lucky thing for you I find the idea of some hot young thing getting turned on by my husband hot in and of itself.”

“That’s weird,” I said.

“No weirder than you getting off on the idea of me helping Brad with his dry spell,” Mandy said with a shrug.

“I suppose that’s true,” I said.

“So what would you have done if this hottie decided she wasn’t going to take no for an answer?” Mandy asked, leaning in and kissing along my cheek, then moving down to my neck.

Her lips trailed wet fire everywhere they touched me. I closed my eyes and let out a shuddering sigh.

God I fucking loved it when my wife kissed me like that. It didn’t hurt that she still had her hand wrapped around my cock and was working me like the expert I knew she was.

She had over a decade of experience giving my cock exactly what it wanted, after all. I’d say the only person who was better at it was me.

“What are you talking about?” I finally asked when my brain caught up with what she was saying.

“You know exactly what I’m talking about,” Mandy said, moving her hand inside my pants and wrapping it around my cock.

I groaned and my eyes rolled into the back of my head. Fuck! I’d been with the same woman for over a decade, and I never got tired of her wrapping her hand around my dick like that.

For that matter, I never got tired of touching her tits, so I did just that.

“Oh fuck, Mandy,” I said.

Then she really surprised me by swinging her legs over me. That gave me perfect access to her breasts, which I squeezed just like I knew she liked it.

“Fuck that’s good,” she hissed. “Keep it up. Just like that!”

If a beautiful woman was going to ask me to play with her tits, then I was going to play with her tits, damn it! So I did just that.

I reached down and pulled her shirt up. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

Idly I wondered if she wasn’t wearing a bra because she’d been expecting company tonight, or if she’d simply been hoping to have a little bit of fun with me once I came home all worked up from having fun at the bars.

The crazy thing was, I knew which of those ideas turned me on more. The thought that she’d dressed like this, just casual enough that it looked like she was spending a night at home but sexy enough that she would’ve been a good time for Brad, had my cock throbbing as she started grinding against me.

“Fuck you’re so good baby,” I said as her mouth leaned down and devoured mine.

We sat there on the couch making out like a couple of teenagers. I couldn’t remember the last time we’d made out like this where all we did was concentrate on sucking face.

I did know that I liked it. It was as though being able to fuck, and having a couple of kids who always interrupted our fun, made this a luxury.

If I’d told college me that I would’ve enjoyed just making out and not getting straight to having sex someday he would’ve thought I was crazy, but I guess that was part of getting old.

Well, older. I’d already shown that I still had it tonight, after all.

“So is this what you would’ve done if you went back to her apartment?” Mandy breathed into my ear as she kept grinding against me. “Don’t all those women fresh out of college have apartments downtown where they bring guys back to fuck?”

I honestly didn’t know enough about the mating habits of freshly graduated college women to know if they all had apartments downtown to bring guys back to fuck. Honestly it seemed like the prices downtown were such that it would be difficult for somebody to afford an apartment down there on the salary someone fresh out of college could expect, but I figured saying that would ruin the moment.

“Oh yeah,” I said since Mandy was clearly getting into this. “It probably would’ve been a total shithole.”

“Yeah, but you don’t care because it’s who lives in the apartment that matters. Not what the place looks like, right?”

“Totally,” I said.

Mandy pulled back from grinding against me. She lifted her shirt up the rest of the way and tossed it to the side, and her pants very quickly followed, falling to the ground with a muted thump on the carpet.

We might be in the middle of a fantasy moment here, but that didn’t stop me from turning and looking to the stairs. The last thing I wanted was for one of the kids to walk in on us while we were “wrestling.”

“You don’t need to worry about that,” Mandy said, biting her lip as she looked down at me, her body silhouetted and looking like perfection in the light of the TV. “They’re down for the night, and they won’t wake up again.”

I shivered. I’d always told her that fucking in the middle of the night would be ideal since the kids couldn’t bother us, but she’d always been tired and ready to go to sleep because she had work the next morning.

Apparently she’d decided she was going to stay up late tonight, though.

“So do you think she looked as good as me?” Mandy asked, cupping her breasts and turning from side to side like she was a model at a photo shoot. “Does my body hold up to the pretty little thing you were talking to tonight, baby?”

I licked my lips. I knew that was a trick question. A question that had no good answer.

Luckily for me, I didn’t have to lie.

“She doesn’t hold a candle to you, Mandy,” I said.

She searched my eyes. Like she was trying to decide if I was lying. Then she growled and threw herself on me.

“You big idiot,” she said, and there was a hitch in her voice that surprised me. “You’re telling the truth, aren’t you?”

“Of course I’m…”

I didn’t get a chance to finish that thought. No, she pressed her lips against mine again, grinding her naked pussy against my cock, and I figured it was time to shut up and enjoy the ride!
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FANTASY NIGHT


“Imagine if she was grinding against you,” Mandy said, whispering in my ear.

The heat of her breath against my ear was enough to send a shiver running through me. Though I pulled her back and stared at her.

“Are you still on that?” I asked.

Mandy blinked. “What? Aren’t you the one who’s always trying to get me to do more fantasy stuff?”

“Well that depends,” I said, holding onto her perfect body. “Whose fantasy is this, exactly?”

The way she kept going on about Dana fucking me, I was honestly starting to wonder if there was a lady equivalent of this whole cuckold thing.

I’d never thought to ask Dana about that considering we’d been talking about my fantasies.

“I don’t know,” Mandy said with a shrug. “I just think it’s kind of hot knowing you could’ve totally fucked some girl who was a decade younger than me, but instead you came home to me.”

“But I’m always going to come home to you,” I said, shaking my head and laughing. “You’re the only one for me.”

“I know,” she said. “But you still had the opportunity, and I know you came home because you want me. Not because you’re contractually obligated to come home.”

“What a romantic way to talk about the marriage and life we’ve built,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“You know what I mean,” she said, and then she was leaning down and kissing me again.

I moved my hands to her waist and pulled her against me. She moaned, and I moved my hands up to her breasts. I pinched and tweaked her nipples, and she moaned with the attention.

Then I moved one hand down and gave her ass a slap.

Mandy pulled away and cocked her head at me. “What was that for?”

“Because you’re being a naughty little girl, fucking a married man,” I said.

Mandy’s eyes went wide as she caught on. Then she bit her lip and let out something between a purr and a delighted squeal. It was hard to describe.

The grinding started again, and she really picked up the pace.

“Is this what you were fantasizing about when she was holding your cock?” Mandy whispered. “Were you thinking about how much you wanted to be inside her?”

I paused and thought about that. Sure I was distracted by the way she moved her body against mine, but there was an honest answer to that question, and I wasn’t sure it was an answer I wanted to give.

She must’ve sensed my hesitation. She stared down at me, continuing that motion and letting out little moans as she did.

Clearly it was doing something for her, but she also seemed curious.

“Honey?” she asked.

I sighed. I thought about everything that had happened tonight. I thought about how hot and bothered I got thinking about Mandy being the one grinding up against Brad.

“Honestly? I was thinking more about you getting with Brad than I was thinking about me getting with Dana,” I said.

Mandy blinked. She opened her mouth like she was going to say something, then closed it. She even stopped grinding against me, and boy what a damn shame that was!

“Seriously?” she asked.

“I’m actually a terrible fucking wing man,” I said. “You wouldn’t believe what I did to Brad by the end of the night. Well, I guess I accidentally did it to him, but it was still sort of my fault because I opened my big mouth.”

“What are you talking about?” Mandy asked.

“What I’m talking about is I also told Dana about another part of my fantasy,” I said, guilt searing through me.

Guilt and shame. And the worry that if I told my wife about what I’d done… Well, that she’d be really pissed off.

“Keep going,” she said, and she started moving her hips ever so slightly. It was a subtle motion, but it was definitely there. My cock stood up and took notice.

“I sort of told her about how Brad had been in the middle of a dry spell, and that’s the reason we were out at the bars tonight,” I said.

“I don’t see how that has anything to do with me, or with you being an asshole to your friend,” Mandy said, clearly confused.

“That’s because that’s not all of it,” I said. “I also mentioned how we were fooling around this morning talking about you helping Brad end that dry spell, remember?”

Mandy bit her lip and giggled. “I thought that was just us doing the whole fantasy thing. You’re saying you were serious about that?”

I held my breath as I stared at my wife. This seemed like a hell of a crossroads. I could tell her the truth and reveal something she might hate, or I could tell her it was pillow talk and nothing more.

But fuck. I knew what I was going to be saying before I even said it.

“It was serious for me,” I said, letting it out there.

“Oh,” Mandy said.

Her eyes had gone wide again. Clearly she was surprised, but clearly she also wasn’t against the idea.

“Oh,” she said again, and this time around there was definitely some interest there. Her pussy pressed down against my cock, and she squeezed her eyes shut.

“Oh,” she whispered. “You’re so fucking good, Brad.”

My cock twitched. It took my mind a moment to catch up with what she was doing, but my cock was right there with her immediately.

“Fuck, baby,” I grunted. “I shouldn’t be doing this. I have a wife!”

Mandy opened her eyes and stared down at me, and a smile crossed her face. She totally picked up on what I was doing.

And why wouldn’t she totally pick up on what I was doing? We’d been married long enough that we could practically read one another’s minds.

“I know you’ve had such a hard time lately,” she said, looking down at me and then burying my face in her magnificent tits. “Why don’t you let me take care of it? You know it’s okay with my husband, right? What are friends for?”

“Take my cock out, slut,” I said. “I’m going to show what it means when a real man fucks you. Not one of those college boys you’re used to.”

“Oh yes,” Mandy said, her eyes closed as a look of pure bliss crossed her face.

She reached down and worked on my belt and then the button holding my pants closed. A moment later my cock sprang free.

She didn’t even bother to pull my pants all the way down. I was still mostly clothed, and she was totally naked above me.

She looked down at me and locked her eyes with mine.

“So do you like this, Brad?” she asked. “Am I everything you’ve ever dreamed of?”

She arched her back, sending her breasts jutting out. I leaned forward to lick one.

“I’ve always dreamed of fucking someone else, but I never thought I’d get a chance. If my wife knew…”

Mandy moaned at my words, but more than anything she moaned as she lined my cock up to her entrance and impaled herself on it.

She held herself there for a moment, and then she started moving up and down my shaft. She moved slow, and I wondered if that was because slow was what she wanted, or if it was more that slow was less likely to wake up the kids and have them come down to see mommy and daddy fucking on the couch.

Talk about the kind of scarring mental image that would be brought up with their therapist years later.

“Oh God, Brad,” she hissed. “Your cock feels so good. I should’ve done this years ago. Back when you first…”

She stopped, and she stared down at me. Searched my eyes.

I licked my lips. “Back when he first what?”

“I have a confession, but you might not like it,” Mandy said. “Then again, with the way your fantasy is going tonight, you might like it a lot.”

I held my breath. I had to hear this. Even if I had a sneaking suspicion I knew exactly what she was talking about.

“That asshole hit on you, didn’t he?” I asked.

“He did,” Mandy said. “Several times over the years. He’s always made it clear that if I wanted to have some fun with him…”

She let the thought trail off, but the meaning was clear.

Brad had hit on my wife. On several occasions. He knew we were happily married, but that didn’t stop him from trying to get his dick wet.

It was the kind of thought that should’ve pissed me off. The kind of thought that should’ve been an end to our friendship.

But at the same time I was well aware that was just how Brad was. I might as well be upset with the wolf for hunting cute woodland creatures. He saw something he wanted, and he took a chance.

The fact that my wife had turned him down on multiple occasions probably made her all the more intriguing to him.

He wasn’t the kind of guy who got turned down by beautiful women. My wife and his fun with Tiffany tonight being major exceptions.

“Oh fuck,” I said. “Your pussy feels so good, and…”

“Enough of that bullshit,” Mandy said, staring down at me and pulling my head so I had no choice but to stare straight into her eyes. “I need you to hear me. Your friend wants to fuck your wife.”

I whimpered as I continued feeling her pussy moving up and down my cock. I couldn’t help but imagine Brad doing the same to her. Finally getting to experience something he’d been fantasizing about since the first time he laid eyes on her.

“I think the real question is, do you want to let your wife do that?”

I groaned as I pulled her down one final time and held onto her. Her pussy grasped at my cock, and I was surprised to realize she was coming.

She wasn’t the only one, either. I held her against me and emptied my cock into her, imagining the whole time that it was Brad doing that. Spending all the pent up energy and come as he emptied his balls into my wife. The love of my life.

His fuck toy.

And I knew even as I did it that my wife was going to be his fuck toy before this was all over.
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CONVERSATIONS


“Good morning, sunshine,” Mandy said.

I blinked a couple of times and turned to look out the window. The sun was just barely peeking over the horizon. I could hear the kids up doing their own thing.

It sometimes felt like a miracle that I had mornings to myself all again. It felt like it had been forever since I didn’t have to get up and take care of them.

I felt a pang of regret knowing they could take care of themselves, too. Sure it meant I’d done my job correctly, but it also meant they were growing up.

Then I turned to my wife. The love of my life. The woman I’d married.

She was topless, and that was a surprise.

“To what do I owe this pleasure?” I asked.

“What are you talking about?” she asked, propping her head up on an elbow as she grinned at me.

Oh yes. Mandy knew exactly what she was doing. She seemed to be enjoying the way my eyes raked up and down her body.

“I mean… I figured if I stayed the night with Brad then I’d want to give him the full experience he missed because I wouldn’t fuck him before,” she said with a shrug. “Don’t you remember how much you loved waking up to me topless back when we first started dating?”

“I’ve always loved it,” I said, but then my sleepy brain finally caught up to what she was saying.

“I see,” I said, looking her up and down. “So if you gave yourself to Brad, this is the kind of wake up he could expect?”

“Why not?” Mandy asked. “I figure if he’s only going to get one chance to fuck your wife, why not make it a memorable chance to fuck your wife?”

“Fuck, Mandy,” I hissed.

“That’s exactly what he’s wanted to do for like fifteen years now,” she said. “You should hear the things he says to me.

I paused and listened. It didn’t sound like we were in any danger of being interrupted, but at the same time we’d be living dangerously. The bedroom door wasn’t locked, after all, and that meant inquiring little minds could burst in on us at any moment and interrupt our fun.

See previous statements about not wanting to do anything to my children that might result in them having a high therapist bill later in life.

“I know he’d love that,” I said. “You know how he’s always wanted to see your tits.”

Mandy bit her lip and glanced to the door. Then she lifted up ever so slightly and looked at the nightstand. I turned and followed her gaze, and saw my cell phone sitting there.

“So why don’t we show him?” she asked.

I blinked and turned back to stare at her.

“What?” I asked.

“You heard me,” she said. “Why don’t we show him?”

My mind reeled. Here my wife was talking about showing another man her tits.

“Surely you can’t be serious,” I said.

“I’m totally serious,” she said. “And don’t call me Shirley.”

I barked out a laugh. It was so ridiculous, but it was what I needed. Still, I couldn’t believe what she was suggesting.

“I mean last night was fun and everything,” I said. “But it was just a fantasy. Nothing more. If we did this…”

“Baby, we already crossed the line last night,” Mandy said, putting a hand on my chest and trailing down until she’d found a very interesting part of my anatomy. “Now it’s just a question of how far past that line we’re going to go.”

I took in a deep breath. Held it for a moment as I did a quick count in a relaxation exercise that always helped calm me down.

Only there was no calming me down right now. Not with my wife looking at me like that and suggesting these things. My adrenaline was pumping, my blood was pumping, and I was immediately in an aroused state that didn’t let me think clearly.

Which probably had a lot to do with why I grabbed my phone.

I was on the verge of taking a picture of Mandy’s treasures when she put a hand up to block the lens.

“What gives?” I asked. “I thought you were on board with this?”

“I totally am,” she said. “But if we’re going to do this, we need to do it right.”

I frowned as I looked down to my phone, then back up to my wife. “There’s a right way to take a picture of my wife’s tits to show it to my best friend?”

I was thoroughly confused now. Admittedly we were in totally new territory here, so I didn’t think either one of us really knew what we were supposed to be doing here. Only she seemed to have a plan.

“We have to be smooth about this,” she said.

“Implying there’s a smooth way to take a picture of my wife’s tits and send it to my best friend?” I asked. “Because I’m pretty sure he’ll be happy to get a picture of your tits no matter what. Like it’s not the kind of thing we have to segue into, you know?”

“Oh I know he’ll be happy to get a picture of the girls no matter what,” Mandy said, grinning and shaking her head. “God knows he’s been trying to get me to flash him for long enough.”

Now that was good enough to get my cock’s attention all over again. Apparently there was a whole secret life my wife and my best friend had been sharing over the years that I hadn’t been privy to, and it made my cock twitch thinking about it.

Though it was probably a good thing I was finding out about this secret fantasy life now rather than before I’d discovered this fantasy.

“Trust me on this,” Mandy said. “There’s a way for us to finesse this, and we have to be careful about it if we’re not going to scare him away.”

“What makes you think we’re going to scare him away?” I asked, thoroughly confused now. “You said it yourself. He’s wanted to see your tits for years. I don’t think he’s going to care about the circumstances that let him get a look at your tits.”

“Maybe,” Mandy said. “But think about it from his perspective. Sure he’s getting everything he’s ever wanted from me, but he also has to worry about the whole best friend’s wife thing.”

I licked my lips and stared at her breasts. Then I turned my attention to the door. I thought I heard something out there.

Both of us held our breath as we turned and stared. We’d both gotten very good over the years at detecting when a pair of little feet was sneaking up on our bedroom door. Especially when the two of us were sharing an intimate moment.

After a long moment where there wasn’t any other noise, and it sounded like the kids were safely ensconced on the other side of the house, I turned back to Mandy.

“I’ve been putting him off for years,” Mandy said. “Sure it was more of a joking flirtation, but he’s going to wonder what’s going on if I suddenly throw myself at him.”

“Maybe,” I said, though I wasn’t so sure about that. “I don’t know, though. Brad is a simple man. Which means he’ll see tits and be happy.”

“Well we’re still going to be more subtle than you sending him a picture of your wife’s tits like you’re sharing a fish you caught,” she said.

“I don’t even go fishing,” I said. “Not my thing.”

“You know what I mean,” she said. “You’re not going to show me off like some trophy. I’ve heard of guys who do that sort of thing with their girlfriends, and they’re all assholes.”

I nodded in agreement, but meanwhile my cock twitched. Maybe my wife thought guys who shared pictures of their girlfriends or wives were assholes, but there was something hot about the idea.

“I know you’re thinking about how hot that is,” she said, hitting me with a look that was somewhere between a knowing smile and a frown. “But don’t get any ideas. That’s totally not happening with me.”

“I wouldn’t dream of getting any ideas,” I said, holding my hands up defensively. And also snapping a couple of pictures with my phone while I was at it.

“Hey!” Mandy said. “I told you we were doing this my way!”

“And we’re totally doing it your way,” I said, hitting my wife with a grin. “But that doesn’t mean I can’t get a couple of pictures for my personal spank bank.”

“You’re totally putting those pictures in that app on your phone you don’t think I know about where you hide all your porn behind a password,” she said.

“Totally,” I said, not even bothering to ask her how she knew about the app that kept all the dirty pictures and videos behind a password.

We’d been married long enough that I was never surprised at the kind of stuff she managed to ferret out. I just assumed I didn’t have any secrets from my wife.

“So how are we going to do this?” I asked.

“That’s simple,” Mandy said. “I’m going to take some pictures with my own phone, and then I’m going to start talking to Brad.”

I frowned, though it was more a frown of confusion than anything.

“You’re going to start texting Brad?” I asked.

“I am,” she said.

“And what exactly are you going to text him about?” I asked. “Don’t get me wrong. I know the two of you know each other and everything, but it’s not like you talk all that often.”

“What do you know about how often I text with your friends?” she asked.

“Whatever,” I said.

“Just you wait,” she said. “There’s a method to my madness, and I think you’re going to like it.”

“We’ll see,” I said, though I wasn’t so sure.

Still. We’d come this far with this fantasy. Why not take it a little further?
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SECRETS


“Come on baby,” I said, moving up behind my wife and wrapping my arms around her.

I was rock hard, and I pressed my cock into the cleft of her ass cheeks. She responded by doing a delighted little wiggle as she pressed against me.

“Somebody seems happy to see me,” she said.

“Probably because I am happy to see you,” I said.

“Didn’t you see enough earlier?” she asked, turning around and hitting me with a very pointed look.

Meanwhile I took advantage of the opportunity to look down. She wore a top that was low-cut, at least by the standards of the suburban mom wardrobe she usually wore around the house these days, and I wanted to take the opportunity to enjoy the view.

I also couldn’t help but note that she was pressed up against my front now, and I it as she started shimmying just so.

I almost wanted to pick her up and put her on the kitchen island and have my way with her there, but that would be too dangerous.

There were little feet running around the house, after all. They could walk in on us at any moment, and I still didn’t want to scar them for life.

“What got into you today?” she asked, looking up at me and smiling. “Are you still regretting not getting with your sweet young thing last night?”

“I don’t need to regret not getting with my sweet young thing last night,” I said. “I got to get with my wife last night, after all, and you’re the hottest thing in the world as far as I’m concerned.”

“Flattery will get you everywhere,” Mandy said.

“So is it going to get me a look at your phone?” I asked.

“Totally not,” she said, turning around and getting back to making a sandwich for one of the kids.

“Come on, baby,” I said, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her against me again. She did that little shimmying thing with her ass that she always did when she was interested.

I leaned down and nuzzled at her neck. She let out a little sigh and interrupted cutting the sandwich into quarters like the kiddo liked.

“You’re distracting me when I’m trying to do something,” she said, a slight warning tone coming to her voice.

“Are you complaining about me distracting you?” I asked.

“That depends,” she said.

“On?” I asked.

“On whether or not you do it long enough to keep me from feeding the piranhas,” she said. “Need I remind you I’m standing here with a knife in my hands?”

“You always threaten me like that, but we know that butter knife has a dull blade. You won’t be able to do any real damage,” I said.

“Or maybe the damage I do will hurt more because it’s dull,” she said, looking over her shoulder and grinning. “And no matter what you do, you’re not getting a look at my conversation with Brad, and I’m not sending you the pictures I took. They’re just for your friend.”

I sighed. My cock also twitched. I hated it, but I also loved that she was talking like there were pictures that she was only going to take for my friend, and I didn’t have a chance of seeing them.

That didn’t mean I was going to stop trying to get those pictures, though.

“Come on,” I said. “I was right there when you took them. Is it really going to hurt anything if you send me a copy?”

“You were right there when I took them,” Mandy said, turning and pointing at me with a butter knife that had a healthy dollop of peanut butter hanging from it.

Like we’re talking it was in danger of falling off the thing. The juxtaposition of such a normal daily occurrence in our household and the conversation we were having only served to turn me on even more.

“Exactly,” I said. “Which means you should have no problem sending them to me, right?”

“Which means you don’t need me to send you the pictures,” she said. “You already saw them live and in person. You can see my tits live and in person whenever you want. There’s no need for you to get pictures like Brad.”

My cock twitched. “So you sent him the pictures already?”

I didn’t think that had happened. For one, I hadn’t gotten any incredulous messages from my friend about Mandy sending him a picture of her tits.

Then again, I wasn’t sure I could trust him to tell me if he was getting pictures of my wife’s tits. I’d learned a lot about the secret life he had with her, and I was starting to realize I couldn’t trust him entirely where my wife was concerned.

It was a good fucking thing for him that I’d decided that was a turn on rather than a reason for me to beat the shit out of him.

“I’m not going to tell you whether I’ve sent jack shit to him,” Mandy said, finishing the second peanut butter and jelly sandwich. “You’ll find out when you find out.”

“That’s not fair, and you know it,” I said with a sigh.

“Life isn’t fair,” she said.

“Fine,” I said. “So how about getting a look at your tits live and in person right now?”

“What are you talking about?” she asked, whirling around again.

She still had the butter knife in her hand, and she held it up between us. Which had me wondering if she was thinking about using it on me after all.

It was the kind of thing she always joked about, but I’d never thought she was serious.

Until now.

Still, I knew I couldn’t resist making the obvious request. Even if I also knew there was a really good chance it would piss my wife off to the point that she used that dull butter knife on me.

That seemed like the kind of thing that really would hurt like a motherfucker.

“What I’m talking about is simple,” I said with a shrug, carefully avoiding looking at the butter knife. “You just told me I could see your tits live and in person whenever I wanted. So I want to see them right now.”

“You always want to see my tits,” Mandy said as though that put an end to the conversation.

“That’s true,” I said. “And I want to see them now.”

Mandy sighed. She did a quick glance around the kitchen. The kids sounded like they were busy watching television out in the living room. So she looked up at me, licked her lips, and lifted her shirt up.

She wasn’t wearing a bra. That was one of the delightful things I loved about married life.

I stared. Then I reached out and grabbed them. I moved my thumbs to her nipples, and trailed circles around them.

Mandy closed her eyes and let out a sigh.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” I asked.

“Really good,” she hissed. “I’m pissed off the kids interrupted us before things could get really good this morning.”

I thought about that. We’d almost been caught. Mandy had just finished taking a couple of pictures. Though she’d also wasted time by getting made up and doing her hair before she took those pictures.

I’d thought that was ridiculous to take pictures of her breasts, but she said she wanted to feel pretty even if her face wasn’t in the picture.

Whatever. It’s not like I was going to argue with her considering the fantasy we’d been sharing.

No sooner had she finished taking those pictures, though, than there was a knock at our bedroom door. It had been really touch and go for a minute there.

“They’ll be busy eating lunch here in a few minutes,” I said. “We could go up to the bedroom and finish what we started.”

Mandy closed her eyes and licked her lips. Her body swayed back and forth, and she seemed like she was seriously considering it for a moment.

Only for a moment, though. Then it was over. It didn’t help that her phone buzzed at that moment.

I moved to get a good look at it, but she was faster than me. She deftly grabbed it off the kitchen island and put it in her back pocket.

“You know you’re only tempting me to go after that thing,” I said.

“Do it and you risk pulling back a stump where your hand used to be,” she said, again wielding the butter knife like a weapon.

I held my hands up and laughed. The situation was so ridiculous that I figured it called for a good laugh.

“Fine,” I said. “But you know you’re going to have to tell me what’s going on with you and Brad eventually.”

“Do I have to tell you?” she asked, arching her eyebrow.

That had my cock twitching all over again. Now there was an interesting new wrinkle to this whole fantasy. The idea that she might not tell me anything…

Well, it was as infuriating as it was arousing.

“You wouldn’t do that to me,” I said.

“Wouldn’t I?” she asked, going to the pantry to get some chips for lunch. “Now stop bothering me. I promise you’ll find out more later.”

“Fine,” I muttered, not liking it at all but knowing I was going to have to go along with the game my wife was playing. “But I don’t like it.”

“And you not liking it is part of what makes it so hot,” she said, echoing my own thoughts. “So deal with it.”

That had me nearly coming in my pants. There was something about her talking so matter of fact like that…

Well, it drove me wild.

“Fine,” I muttered.

“Kids!” Mandy shouted out in her mom voice. The kind that could carry across the whole damn house. “Time for lunch!”

She turned and grinned at me. Then she looked down to my pants where my cock was tenting out. She licked her lips.

Meanwhile I heard the pitter patter of a small stampede moving through the house, which meant there wouldn’t be any more fun in the immediate future.

“Don’t worry,” she said with a wink. “I’ll have a nice snack worked up for you later tonight.”
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TEXTING


My phone chimed a little later. I glanced at the screen, then turned to look at Mandy across the kitchen.

She was reading a book at the island. Enjoying a moment of peace in an otherwise crazy world.

The kids were off somewhere else in the house destroying things, but as long as they weren’t bothering us, I figured they were welcome to it.

Mandy looked up at me for a moment, and the barest hint of a smile crossed her lips. I frowned.

It was almost like she knew what the text was about before it even got to me. I licked my lips when I saw it was a text from Brad.

“Hey man. You need to get your wife under control.”

I hesitated, glancing up to Mandy and then back to my phone. Finally my thumbs flew across the screen.

“What are you talking about?” I sent back.

My phone’s sound was on, and it carried through the empty kitchen. When I looked up, there was Mandy staring at me with another one of those enigmatic looks.

“Do you want to tell me what the fuck is going on here?” I asked.

“I could,” she said. “But that would take the fun away, wouldn’t it?”

“Look man, I don’t want to get in a fight or anything,” Brad sent back to me.

“Why would Brad be texting me worrying that he’s going to get into a fight?” I asked, again looking up and locking eyes with Mandy.

She simply smiled and turned a page of her book, but her eyes never left mine.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said.

Though her eyes darted to her phone which sat right beside her. Maybe she didn’t know what I was talking about, but I had a pretty good idea that she knew exactly what was going on here.

I sighed and turned my attention back to my phone. There weren’t the telltale ellipses that told me Brad was formulating another message. Clearly he was waiting for a response.

I decided to play stupid.

“Why would I want to get in a fight with you?” I texted back. “You’re my best friend.”

Sure there’d been some times when things got a little tense, but it never reached the point of getting into a fight.

“I don’t know if you’ll feel the same way after I tell you what just happened with Mandy,” he sent back.

My cock twitched. Okay. That confirmed there was something going on with Mandy. Only I was more intrigued than anything.

“What are you talking about?” I texted back to him.

This time there was a … to let me know he was typing a response. It started, then stopped. Then started again, then stopped.

That went on for several minutes. Finally he seemed to give up on whatever he’d been typing.

“I don’t think this is the kind of thing I can just tell you,” he finally texted. “So I’m going to show you.”

“Brad is about to send me a text showing me something he thinks I’m not going to like,” I said, looking across the kitchen to Mandy.

Again she did that maddening thing where she held my gaze as she smiled.

“Fine, play it that way,” I said.

My phone dinged and I looked down. He’d texted me a screenshot. It was a shot of my wife’s breasts. I recognized it easily enough. It was one of the pictures she’d taken earlier in the day.

I looked at the conversation that went with that picture. They’d been talking about normal stuff. Nothing to indicate she was about to send him a nude.

Then there was the screenshot. Her breasts on display for my friend.

“Holy shit,” I breathed.

Another screenshot came through. This time it was a conversation between Mandy and Brad, and not another picture of her tits.

“What the fuck, Mandy?” Brad sent.

“Oh shit, Brad,” Mandy sent back. “That was supposed to be…”

“Wrong text?” he sent back with a smiley face.

I frowned. He was acting surprised, but at the same time he was making it clear he didn’t exactly mind getting that kind of text from my wife.

“I’m so sorry,” Mandy texted. “I didn’t mean to send that to you.”

Back in the kitchen I snorted.

“You didn’t mean to send that to him?” I asked, hitting her with a look that I hoped communicated to just how much bullshit I knew she was slinging around.

“What can I say?” Mandy said with a shrug and another sexy little smile. “I had to let him think it was an accident, you know?”

“I know exactly what you’re doing,” I said, shaking my head. “That’s not very nice.”

“Brad might disagree,” Mandy said. “Did he send you the rest of the conversation?”

“Not yet,” I said. “Why? Is it a conversation I’d be interested in?”

“Considering the new fantasy you’ve discovered, yes, I think you’d be interested,” she said, again hitting me with one of those infuriating smiles.

I sighed as I looked back to my phone. There was nothing more from Brad. Clearly he was waiting for my reaction.

I hesitated, my thumbs hovering over my phone. The honest to God truth was I didn’t know how to react to this. Things were spiraling out of control. This fantasy was getting out of hand, and I didn’t know what to do.

I also knew my cock was rock hard. Like I could cut diamonds. The idea of Brad looking at that picture…

“It looks like it was an accident, man,” I said. “You don’t need to worry about it. Just enjoy the show, you know?”

“Shit, are you sure, man?” Brad sent back to me.

I wasn’t sure, but I also knew I wasn’t going to tell him that.

“I’m sure,” I sent back, my body burning with the lie. “Besides, I imagine that’s something you’ve been fantasizing about for years, now. Enjoy what you got.”

He sent an LOL in response. Then there was a moment where it was clear he was typing.

“So do I get to see the conversation from your end?” I asked, looking up and across the kitchen at Mandy.

She hit me with one of those smiles again, then shook her head.

“Oh come on,” I said. “You can’t leave me hanging like this!”

“I want to see how much he tells you,” Mandy said. “I’m just as interested in how Brad reacts to this on your end as I am in getting with him.”

“That’s not playing fair, and you know it,” I said.

“You’re about to let another man get with your wife if this all works out, and you don’t get anything out of it,” Mandy said. “That seems like the very definition of not playing fair, right?”

“I suppose,” I muttered.

There was another chime from my phone. I looked down, and sure enough Brad had sent me more.

“It’s actually kind of funny that you should say that,” Brad said. “Because that’s the part I’m really worried about.”

I licked my lips as I stared at my phone. I wondered how far I wanted to take this, even as I also wondered if there was even a possibility of taking any of this back.

Cats were out of bags, and I didn’t think it would be easy to put them back in.

“What are you talking about?” I texted back to him.

“Just look, man,” he said.

He sent me another screenshot. It was a conversation.

“I suppose you just got something you’ve been wanting for years,” Mandy said.

“Shit, Mandy,” he texted. “I know I’ve joked around with you, but I didn’t mean any of that.”

“Bullshit you didn’t mean any of that,” she sent back. “Like you wouldn’t hop into bed with me if I’d agreed?”

“You’re my best friend’s wife,” he shot back.

“That never stopped you before,” Mandy said.

There must’ve been a lull in the conversation, because the next message didn’t come until about five minutes later according to the timestamps. Clearly Brad had been thinking over his conversational options.

“So what did you think?” Mandy sent. “Was it everything you imagined, or am I a disappointment?”

There was another delay of a few minutes. Brad kept sending me more screenshots showing their conversation, and it was annoying trying to scroll back up every time he did.

“Shit, Mandy,” he sent. “You’re not a disappointment. Not with an amazing set of tits like that!”

“It’s nice to be wanted,” she sent back.

“I don’t think we should be having this conversation,” Brad sent back.

“Are you sure?” Mandy asked. “All those times at parties you hit on me, and now it’s taking things too far?”

A look at the timestamps should me we were getting closer and closer to the present. I looked up at my wife, and she wasn’t staring at her book any longer. No, she was staring right at me.

I looked back to the screenshots.

“Do you want another one?” Mandy sent him.

That almost had me blowing a load in my pants.

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea, Mandy,” Brad said. “But I’d be lying if I said no.”

I frowned. That rat bastard! This was exactly what I wanted, but at the same time I was also pissed off at him for going for it.

I looked up to my wife.

“So what do you say, honey?” she asked. “Do you want me to send another picture of my tits to your friend?”
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Iswallowed once, and then again.

“I don’t know, honey,” I said.

Mandy stood and made her way around the island. I noted that she’d put on a pair of pajama shorts that hugged her body in all the right places and in all the right ways.

It brought back memories of going to college parties with her wearing shorts just like that.

“You notice what they are?” she asked, doing a quick twirl.

Which made it very clear that she was, in fact, in a pair of shorts just like what she used to wear at those college parties. College parties, I might add, where Brad had been unable to resist checking out her ass.

“I do,” I said.

“Surprised I can still fit into them?” she asked, hitting me with a wink.

“Not really,” I said. “I’m more surprised that you hung onto them.”

“I hung onto a couple of pairs of shorts from college so I could put them on from time to time and prove to myself that I still had it,” she said. “It’s not exactly stuff I wear around the house, though.”

“You’ve always had it,” I said, walking up to her and wrapping my arms around her. Which had the added effect of pressing my cock up against her, leaving no doubt for either of us how turned on I was.

I’d been pulling this move a lot today, but if ever there was a time that called for groping my wife this was it!

“It’s still nice to be able to tell from time to time,” she said. “That way I can smile a little on the inside when women at work bitch about how they can’t fit into their old clothes anymore.”

“Well you look amazing,” I said, giving her another up and down.

She felt damn good pressing against me. I always loved having her body up against mine.

“You’re being a naughty boy,” she said, looking up and locking eyes with me.

“This from the woman who’s been sending nudes to my best friend?” I asked.

“You told me to do it,” she said.

“Still,” I said. “There’s a hell of a lot of difference between fantasy and what you’re doing.”

“But what I’m doing is fulfilling your fantasy,” she said.

I sighed. She was right, of course, and there wasn’t anything I could do about it. It’s not like I was going to stop her.

“Even if you wanted to deny it,” she said, her voice a sexy breathy moan. “I can totally tell how hot you’re getting.”

She reached down and grabbed my cock. I jumped at the contact. She cocked her head.

“So what do you say?” she asked, lifting her hands up and doing a little twirl.

Which had me really noticing the outfit she was in for the first time. I guess I’d been so distracted by the conversation, not to mention she’d been hiding behind our kitchen island, that I hadn’t really noticed.

She was in those impossibly tight shorts, not the kind of thing to wear around the house when the kids were around, but her T-shirt was also really tight. Like we’re talking the kind of baby doll shirt she used to wear, but she hadn’t for a long time.

I licked my lips as I looked her up and down.

“So what do you think?” she asked, stopping her twirl and locking eyes with me. “Do you think Brad is going to like this?”

“I think he’s going to love it,” I said. “I know I love it!”

“I thought you might say something like that,” she said, pressing against me again. “I think I’ve realized I haven’t done this nearly enough.”

“Sending nudes to my friend?” I asked, arching an eyebrow as I stared down at her.

“No, you idiot,” she said, smacking my chest. “I’m talking about dressing up sexy like this. Trying to get your attention. Hell, trying to get other men’s attention. I’m starting to realize this is something I’ve missed, and I didn’t even realize it.”

“I totally get what you mean,” I said.

“So what do you say?” she asked, looking up at me and locking eyes. “Do you want me to send another dirty picture to your friend, or are we going to stop this and have it just be a fantasy we think about when we’re fucking from time to time?”

“I think you need to send him another picture,” I said.

Mandy blinked. I’m not sure what answer she was expecting, but clearly that wasn’t it.

“Seriously?” she asked.

“You weren’t expecting that?” I asked.

“I mean it’s a pretty big thing,” she said. “We are talking about me sending more nudes to your friend. You know where that’s probably going to lead, right?”

“The way I see it, it would be rude for you to not send any more,” I said.

“But he still thinks the whole thing is a mistake,” Mandy said.

“So?” I asked.

“So that means there’s still time for us to back out of this, and he won’t be any wiser.”

“I think he already has a feeling something weird is going on here,” I said. “Brad isn’t stupid. He’s just been unlucky in love lately.”

“Maybe,” Mandy said, getting a far off look in her eyes as she said it.

“Admit it,” I said. “You totally want to do this. You have the hots for him.”

“I don’t know that I’d say I have the hots for him,” she said.

“Liar,” I said. “All the women we knew in college had the hots for him. I was honestly surprised I was able to hold onto you after you met him.”

“Did he ever steal a girl from you back then?” Mandy asked.

“Not exactly,” I said. “I mean it’s not like he was trying to steal them. More like he existed, and that was enough to distract a lot of women who came through our dorm and later apartment. It was frustrating, sure, but then I met you.”

“I mean he’s attractive, don’t get me wrong,” Mandy said, tapping her lips. “But he never did it for me the way you do.”

“Is this the point where I remind you that as my wife you’re contractually obligated to say things like that?” I asked.

“Ass,” she said, smacking my chest.

“I see how it is,” I said. “You can’t take your own medicine.”

“Whatever,” she said. “The point is, I’ve always been yours. Only yours. But if we wanted to maybe share just a little…”

She trailed off, and my cock had never been harder. I couldn’t quite believe what she was insinuating, but I guess this is where we’d been going since we first started talking about this in bed yesterday morning.

“Why don’t we start with something small, for starters,” I said. “You send him a few more pictures, and we see where things go from there.”

“I suppose we can do that,” Mandy said, her eyes far off. Like she was thinking something through. Then she looked at me and smiled. “But I’m going to need your help this time around.”
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Mandy hesitated, looking to the stairs. I could hear the kids rumbling around up there, but it didn’t sound like any of them were coming our way.

“I think the coast is clear,” I said. “Do we need to go to the bedroom?”

“No,” she said, smiling. “I think it’s time for us to live a little dangerously.”

“I like the sound of that,” I said.

Though I also turned and looked in the direction of the stairs. I knew we were playing a risky game here. Those kids could run down the stairs at the speed of light when they wanted to.

Usually when we were doing something we didn’t want them to discover. Most of the time that was sneaking candy where they couldn’t hear, but this was way more high stakes.

“We need to hurry,” she hissed, looking at me, then to the ceiling. The meaning there was clear. She was having the same thoughts I was.

“So what are we doing?” I asked.

She held up her phone to let me have a look. I glanced through the text messages. The last one was Brad talking about how she was a “suburban goddess,” whatever the fuck that meant.

I snorted a laugh. It was ridiculous.

“What the fuck is he talking about?” I asked.

“I guess he has some fantasy about me being this cute little suburban housewife,” Mandy said, frowning just a bit.

I could understand why she was frowning. She’d worked hard to get where she was at her job, and she’d had to put up with plenty of sexist bullshit over the years.

I’m sure she didn’t enjoy getting that same bullshit from Brad.

“Still,” she said. “It’s kind of hot.”

“You’re telling me,” I said, grinning.

“So we need to do this right here,” she said. “What’s more domestic and suburban than a woman in the kitchen?”

I licked my lips. “Are you sure you want to do that?”

“I mean it’s total bullshit,” she said with a shrug. “But it’s not like people can help what turns them on.”

“I can totally agree with that,” I said, thinking about some of the ridiculous things I’d discovered that turned me on recently.

“How about right here?” she asked, posing next to the stove.

“That looks good,” I said. I held up my phone, but she quickly made a waving motion.

“What?” I asked.

“We’re doing this to send pictures to your friend from my phone,” she said. “So use my fucking phone, you big idiot.”

“Oh,” I muttered, looking down to my phone, then to hers, then blushing.

Talk about an idiot move.

I grabbed her phone and quickly unlocked it. We didn’t have any secrets from each other, so we both knew each other’s passwords.

Not that I’d thought I had any reason to worry about my wife being unfaithful before. It turns out I might’ve had a little reason to worry, I guess she was getting hit on more than I’d thought, but still.

If this had proved anything, it was that she remained faithful even when someone hit on her relentlessly.

“There you go,” she said, hitting me with a smile. “You can learn.”

She reached out and patted my cheek. Then she winced as we both heard rumbling from up above. Though it was a good sort of rumbling.

The kids’ rooms were above the kitchen, so if we could hear both of them tearing ass around the place up there then it meant they weren’t likely to come down here and interrupt us.

Maybe. If we were lucky.

“There you go,” she said, reaching down and pulling up on that baby doll T-shirt. Just enough so that I could see most of her flat stomach.

I grinned like a goofy idiot, drinking in the sight of my wife standing there looking gorgeous as always. Then I looked up to her face, and was surprised to see a frown there.

“We’re in a hurry, remember?” she growled.

“Right,” I said, shaking my head.

I sent a couple of pictures of her in that pose. Then she reached down and pulled on her shirt so her breasts were free.

I licked my lips. I was really about to take a picture of my wife’s tits so she could send them to my best friend. Talk about weird.

“Come on,” she said. “The time to hesitate is long gone.”

“I suppose,” I said, shaking my head at how ridiculous all of this was.

I snapped a few more pictures. She turned and faced me, one hand on the stove and the other diving between her legs as she touched herself over the shorts.

My eyes went wide at that. I was still shocked that she was doing this, but I was also as hard as a rock.

That was the kind of show my wife hadn’t put on for me in years, and I felt a familiar and delicious mix of jealousy and arousal as I thought about her doing it that for another man.

“Fuck, Mandy,” I hissed.

“You’re taking pictures, not providing color commentary,” she snapped.

“Right,” I said, obediently taking more pictures.

The camera snapped away, and I listened intently through it all for the sound of little feet coming down the stairs.

It seemed like we were still in the clear for the moment, but we both knew that could change in an instant.

Finally I finished snapping pictures. Mandy quickly grabbed the phone and pulled her shirt down. I wondered what the fuck she was doing, but then I turned and saw one of the kids rounding the corner into the living room.

He wasn’t looking at us, but I knew it would just take one look through the door to the kitchen and he’d start asking why mommy was standing at the stove with her shirt up.

“Damn,” I breathed. “That was a close one.”

“You’re telling me,” she said, shaking her head.

Our daughter called out. “I’m getting hungry. Could I get some lunch?”

“Certainly,” Mandy said, immediately going from seductress to mom mode.

Which gave me an idea. I held up my phone and started recording her in that baby doll shirt. I zoomed in so I got a good shot of her upper body from her ass to her stomach to the way her nipples pressed out against that T-shirt.

“I’ll take a peanut butter and jelly,” our daughter shouted.

“You’ll get your ass over here and make your own sandwich,” Mandy said, her voice stern but not quite angry.

I stopped recording. I figured that was “domestic goddess” enough. Maybe.

Mandy turned to me. Noticed her phone in my hand. Her eyes narrowed.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Recording video of the suburban MILF in her native habitat, of course,” I said, wiggling my eyebrows at her.

She grinned, despite looking slightly annoyed. “That’s actually a good idea. He’ll like that.”

I shivered again, my cock straining against my shorts.

I fucking loved it when she talked like that. My wife being a slut for another man. Who knew that would be such a turn on?

“What’s going on with you two?” the kid asked as she stepped into the kitchen. “And you have a peanut butter and jelly right there! Can I have it!”

“That’s for your little brother,” Mandy said. “You’re old enough to get your own.”

“Nothing’s going on,” I said with a shrug. “Just having boring adult conversations.”

“Adult conversations, huh?” she said, grinning.

I sighed. She was just old enough to start picking up on things that would’ve gone over her head at a younger age.

“Yeah, like bills and things like that,” Mandy said, her voice flat as she hit her with her mom look.

“Sounds really boring,” she said as she moved into the pantry.

“You’ll have to deal with it yourself someday, kid,” I said. “And that day’s going to come sooner than you can imagine!”

“No thanks,” she said, already forgetting about any insinuation that might’ve been in that conversation as we made it clear we were talking about really boring adult stuff.

Mandy hit me with a look that seemed to say “that was close.” Then again, that being close was precisely why it was so hot.

I shook my head and grinned, then handed her the phone. She promptly started swiping, then tapping her thumbs. A moment later she hit the screen with a decisive tap, and I knew she’d sent the pictures.

I waited, wondering what would happen next. Then I heard a familiar beep that told me I got a text.

I pulled up my phone, my body shaking in anticipation. I almost didn’t want to read the text, but I also figured I needed to. Even if there was risk from the kid being in the kitchen.

“Your wife is crazy, man,” Brad texted.

Followed by a screenshot. It was simple enough. Mandy asking him if these pictures were “suburban goddess” enough for him, followed by sending him the pictures we’d just taken.

“So I have one more question,” Brad texted.

“What’s that?” I sent back, my own thumbs dancing across the screen.

“If she has both of her hands out, who was taking those pictures?”
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Itook in a deep breath as we stepped into one of our favorite local watering holes.

The clientele here ran a little older than the place we’d been downtown. Which was to be expected. We lived in the suburbs, after all.

Most everybody who’d come to a bar out here was the kind of person who already had kids anyway. It’s not like there were many young people who were coming out here to party.

No, we lived in the sort of place people went after they’d put their partying days behind them and it was time to settle down.

“Is something wrong?” Mandy asked, touching a hand to my arm.

“Why would anything be wrong?” I asked.

“You just have a sense about you right now,” she said. “I can’t explain it. Just like there’s something wrong.”

“I don’t know,” I said with a grin. “I suppose it’s just the juxtaposition of going out to a place that catered to the younger crowd with Brad a few nights ago, then comparing it to this place.”

“Which is for old people,” Mandy said.

I turned and hit her with a look.

“Did you just call me old?” I asked.

“If you’re old then that means I’m old too,” she said.

“There are many words that could be used to describe you, baby,” I said. “But old definitely isn’t one of them.”

“Come on,” she said. “I’m in my mid-thirties with two kids. If that isn’t the definition of old, then I don’t know what is.”

“You’re full of it,” I said.

“I bet any of the hot young things you ran into at that bar downtown would consider me old,” she said.

“You’re like a fine wine,” I said, looking her up and down.

She wore a pair of impossibly tight jean shorts. They were low rise, and I was thankful for that. I knew the trend lately seemed to be high wasted stuff, but it only made me glad that I’d grown up in a time when shorts were barely there.

Up top she had on another baby doll shirt that was similar to the one she’d worn when we were taking those naughty pictures for Brad.

Similar, but not quite the same. It was a bright pink, and definitely drew attention.

“I know there were plenty of younger women at that bar who couldn’t begin to pull off an outfit like what you’re wearing right now,” I said with a grin.

“We’ll see what everyone else has to say about it,” she said, stepping into the bar.

I blinked. Everyone else? What the fuck was she talking about?

As far as I knew, we were just coming in here to meet Brad. It was supposed to be a night of friendly drinks, but I think everybody knew it was going to go way farther than that by the time the night was over.

At least that was my hope.

She was already making her way into the depths of the bar, though, so it’s not like I could interrogate that any further. Not yet, at least.

I did look around the place as my wife moved through it, though.

She might have a negative assessment of her attractiveness, but every guy in the place certainly seemed to enjoy what they were seeing. Eyes turned to stare at her as she moved by, looking at her tits as she approached from the front, then gluing to her ass as she walked away.

I wondered if she was putting a little extra sway into her step on purpose. Like she knew everyone in the place was staring at her and she wanted to show it off.

Or it could simply be that effortless sex that my wife seemed to exude when she really wanted to. When she wasn’t in mom mode, that is.

It’d been so long since I’d seen her out of that mode that it was a pleasant surprise to see her playing up the sexiness. Not that I was complaining, mind you.

We reached a table and she sat down, turning around and getting a good look at the bar and all the eyes that’d been following her. Some of those eyes turned away as soon as they saw her looking. Others continued staring.

“Looks like I got a lot of attention with that little walk,” she said, hitting me with a smile.

“I wondered if you knew what you were doing,” I said.

“I always know what I’m doing,” she said. “Women aren’t nearly as oblivious to men looking at us as men would like to believe.”

“I’ll have to keep that in mind the next time I’m trying to check someone out while you’re nearby,” I said.

“You never know,” she said, again hitting me with one of those smiles that seemed to promise things. “You might get your chance to check something out before the night is through.”

I stared at her. She had the kind of look that said she was plotting something. And I wasn’t sure if it was something I’d like.

Only I didn’t get a chance to ask her what the hell was going on. No, I felt a hand on my shoulder, and when I turned Brad stood there looking hesitant.

Which was a new one for me. I don’t think I’d ever seen him looking hesitant like that before in my life. Normally he was the embodiment of confidence, but now he looked almost afraid to approach us.

“Brad,” I said, nodding at him. “Good to see you.”

“Good to see you, too,” he said, though his eyes darted to Mandy as he said it. Which left no doubt in my mind exactly who it was good for him to see, and it wasn’t his best friend.

“Glad you could make it out tonight,” Mandy said, hitting him with a smile. “I was starting to worry you weren’t going to show.”

“Yeah, well you know how it is,” Brad said with a grin. “You get busy at work and everything.”

“I’m sure,” Mandy said. “So you’ve been keeping busy?”

“You could say that,” Brad said, still looking between the two of us.

It was like he was afraid I was going to get pissed off and try to beat the shit out of him even after all the reassurances. I suppose that was a legitimate worry under normal circumstances, but it wasn’t going to happen tonight.

These were far from normal circumstances.

“Have a seat, man,” I said, gesturing to the open seat at our table. “Trust me. We’re all friends here.”

“Are you sure about that?” Brad asked, glancing between the two of us.

It was the sort of look that would’ve been hilarious if it wasn’t so maddeningly frustrating. If every interaction with him was going to be pulling teeth like this, well it was going to turn into a pretty fucking long night.

“Just sit down, Brad,” Mandy said. “I don’t know how many times we have to tell you everything is okay before you believe us.”

“Sorry,” Brad said, hitting us with a grin that was more like the old him. “This is all just a little weird and crazy, you know?”

“You have no idea,” I said.

He moved to sit down, but then hesitated again when he realized the only seat open was next to Mandy. I was sure she’d done that on purpose.

She smiled and patted the seat. He looked at me again and I grinned and gave him a thumbs up.

Brad seemed to take that as the invitation that it most definitely was, and so he sat next to my wife.

I shivered as I thought about that night at the bar last week. As I thought about how I’d fantasized that it was Mandy sitting next to him, and not that pretty Tiffany girl.

Tiffany was a looker, don’t get me wrong, but there was something about the fantasy of my wife sitting next to Brad that really did it for me in a way that Tiffany sitting next to him hadn’t.

“So how have the two of you been?” Brad asked, leaning into the awkwardness.

“We’re doing okay,” Mandy said, holding a hand up to get a waitress’s attention. “How about you? Any new developments? Any luck in your love life? I’m given to understand from my husband that you haven’t been doing so hot.”

“You could say that,” Brad said, again looking between the two of us like he was unsure of where this was going.

“It’s okay,” I said with a grin. “She’s teasing you.”

“Do you have to deal with this a lot?” he asked.

“All the time,” I said. “It’s one of those things where the grass is always greener. You never stop to think about the suburban goddess ordering you around or giving you a hard time in between giving you a hard time.”

Brad swallowed. I’d deliberately mentioned the suburban goddess thing, because I wanted to see how he’d react. He seemed nervous, and I figured we were going to need some alcohol to take care of that.

That was one of the reasons we decided to come to a bar for this meeting.

“Yeah, I think I could use a drink,” Brad finally said, licking his lips as he looked between us.

“Did somebody say something about needing a drink?” a familiar voice said.

I turned around, my mouth falling open. I couldn’t believe it, but Dana stood there staring down at us and smiling, her eyes twinkling in the low light.

Next to her was Tiffany and a guy I didn’t recognize.

I opened my mouth to ask what the fuck was going on, then saw that Dana’s eyes darted to my wife. I looked over to Mandy. She had a twinkle in her eye that said this was all part of the show.

“Okay,” I said, not really sure who I was talking to. “What the fuck is going on here?”
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Dana, the strange new guy I didn’t recognize, and Tiffany all had chairs with them. And when I turned to look at our own table, I realized Mandy picked a table that was coincidentally large enough for everybody to have a seat.

I turned and looked at my wife again. I got the feeling that was a deliberate choice on her part.

“You’re behind this, aren’t you?” I asked.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said, hitting me with her best sweet and innocent look that was anything but. “Do you know these pretty ladies and this guy?”

I turned back to Tiffany and Dana. Then looked to the guy.

He looked like your typical dude who was fresh out of college and working a decent job. He was probably attractive enough to the ladies, but I was a bad judge of that since I’d never been into the dudes.

“I’ve never met that guy before in my life,” I said. “But I know these two, and I know that one is trouble.”

I nodded at Dana. She smiled and gave a tiny curtsy. Even though she wasn’t wearing a dress. More like a miniskirt that left very little to the imagination, and a tank top up above that left even less to the imagination.

“So how did you do it?” I asked. “Because there’s no way you’re out here on your own and you just happened to run into us.”

“What are you talking about?” Dana asked, smiling as she slid her seat in next to me. I noticed that the guy moved his seat in next to hers. “We can’t come out to a boring bar in the suburbs where a bunch of old people like to pretend they still have it?”

She smiled to take some of the sting out of that, though I didn’t mind all that much.

I could well remember a time when I’d been young enough that I thought anyone over thirty was ancient, after all.

“Yeah, something tells me you wouldn’t be out here unless you had a good reason,” I said.

Though that sent another thrill running through me. The idea that I could be the good reason for a pretty thing like Dana to come all the way out here… Well, let’s just say that was very interesting.

It was one thing when she’d been interested when I came to her territory. It was another thing entirely if she was willing to come out here just to see me.

“It turns out it wasn’t even that far for us,” Dana said. “We all work downtown, sure, but we have an apartment that’s just on the city limits of your sleepy little suburb.”

I looked to all of them again. Now that was very interesting.

Tiffany moved over to sit on the other side of Brad, but it was her, then Brad, and then my wife.

I felt a pang of jealousy as I looked back and forth between the three of them.

This night was supposed to be all about Brad getting with my wife, damn it. We’d been playing this fun little game, and now here we were getting interrupted.

I licked my lips and looked between them.

“Is anyone going to give me an answer?”

“Fine, you spoilsport,” Mandy said, sighing and rolling her eyes. “I might’ve unlocked your phone and gone through it to get Dana’s phone number.”

My eyes narrowed. Sure we had each other’s passwords, but that was because we trusted each other not to do shit like this.

I also wasn’t sure what I thought about having Dana and her friends here.

“Don’t you worry,” Dana said, leaning in. “You’re going to have all the fun you were hoping for tonight, and then some.”

Her hand moved in, and she gave my leg a squeeze. Which sent a thrill running through me.

I couldn’t deny it, even though I’d hoped the fun tonight would only be between Brad and my wife.

Still, there were all sorts of interesting new possibilities opening up, and the evening was starting to look a hell of a lot more interesting.

“What kind of game are you playing?” I asked, turning to Dana.

“It turns out that you were completely truthful with Dana about your situation,” Mandy said with a grin. “But Dana might not have been totally truthful with you.”

“What’s she talking about?” I asked, looking at Dana and then to the guy with her.

He looked just as nervous as I’d been when we were out at the bars having a good time.

“What’s your deal?” I asked him.

He jumped. Okay. This was interesting. He looked like the kind of guy who’d be confident no matter what, yet he was totally unsure of himself.

“I go where she tells me to go,” he finally said, nodding to Dana.

“That’s right,” she said, turning and hitting him with a kiss.

It was a pretty thorough kiss. Not the kind of chaste kiss you might give friend. Not that I ever went around kissing my lady friends at all, though who knew what the kids were up to these days.

No, it was immediately evident from that kiss that they were an item. Or maybe they were dating. Fucking, at the very least.

“This is getting more and more confusing,” I said.

“You’re telling me,” Brad said.

I turned to face him, and my heart nearly froze at what I saw there.

Both Tiffany and Mandy had put their arms around him. And both of their other hands were under the table doing something. Meanwhile Brad’s eyes were practically rolling into the back of his head, and I got the impression something was happening down there that he really liked.

“Fuck,” he hissed.

My cock twitched again. My wife was doing something to Brad under the table. Something he seemed to like a whole hell of a lot.

“Why don’t you stop asking questions and start enjoying yourself?” Mandy asked.

“Yeah, just enjoy it,” Dana said, her hand moving to my cock where she gave it a squeeze.

That wasn’t the end of it, though. No, she turned to her gentleman friend with that same grin.

“My hand is on his cock right now,” she said. “What do you think about that?”

I tensed. This seemed like the kind of situation where this guy could get really pissed off. I didn’t want to get in a bar fight in the middle of our boring suburban bar.

Dana had been right on the money when she described this place has just that. A bunch of old people coming out and pretending they still had it. Only it was anything but.

A bar fight around here wouldn’t just get the bouncers pissed off at you and you kicked to the curb.

No, around here they’d call the cops and we might spend a night in the drunk tank. The cops around here didn’t take any shit from anybody.

“I think that’s pretty hot,” the guy finally said after swallowing a couple of times, opening his mouth a couple of times, and clearly not coming up with anything.

“See?” Dana said, turning to me with a smile. “I told you I had a boyfriend who was into this sort of thing.”

“Now wait just one damn minute,” I said, looking between Dana and this dude. “You said you had a boyfriend. Granted I didn’t get the greatest grades in English back in school, but I’m pretty sure that implies that relationship was in the past.”

“That relationship was totally in the past,” Dana said, her eyes still sparkling. “But it’s also in the present. I hope you won’t hate me for playing word games.”

I looked around the table again. My eyes locked with Brad who was staring at us like he was still having trouble believing there were two beautiful women on either side of him grabbing his cock.

At least I presumed that’s what they were doing.

“I don’t know what it is that has you guys getting all hot and bothered by another guy being with your woman, but I like it,” he said. Then he turned to Tiffany. “So what’s your story? Do you have a secret boyfriend somewhere who’s getting off on the thought of you being out here about to fuck another guy?”

I opened my mouth to tell him to go fuck himself, but he was right on the money. I got hot and bothered thinking of my wife getting with him, so why should I be pissed off that he was talking about it in those terms?

“Nope,” Tiffany said. “I just heard there might be a good time in the offing, and I’m always up for a good time. Things are starting to get a little boring just getting with Dana and her boyfriend all the time.”

“Hey,” Dana said, hitting her with a warning glance.

“It’s true,” Tiffany said with a shrug and a smile.

I shook my head. The more I learned about all of this, the crazier it seemed.

“So this is all a game, and we’re all going to end up in a pile by the end of the night?” I asked. “Is that what you’re getting at?”

“You make it sound so crass,” Dana said. “I figure we’re friends getting together and having a good time. Is there anything wrong with that?”

I looked at my wife. She was still busy having her way with Brad and his favorite piece of anatomy. She hit me with a smile.

“It’s up to you,” she said. “You can totally call this off if you want. I think we all know you don’t want to call it off, though.”

I licked my lips. “You’re right,” I finally said. “I don’t want to stop this now.”

I looked around the table. I was still mostly intrigued at the thought of watching Mandy getting with someone else, but having fun with Dana and friends was almost as intriguing.

I shook my head and laughed.

“Want to tell me what’s so funny?” Dana asked.

“I’m really glad we decided to send the kids off to stay with their grandma tonight,” I said. “Otherwise this could get really awkward when we get back to our place.”

“You sent the kids off to stay with grandma,” Dana said, rolling the words around in her mouth like they were in a foreign language. “God. You people really are ancient.”

“And yet you’re still going to fuck us tonight,” I said with a wink.

She grinned. “You’re damn right!”

Anything else we might’ve said in that moment was interrupted as the waitress showed up, but I could tell from looking at everybody that we wouldn’t have many rounds tonight.

There was plenty of booze back at our house, after all, and a lot more fun to be had there.

I couldn’t wait, even if we were in totally uncharted territory. Dangerous territory.
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PERKS OF BEING OLD


“Oh my God,” Dana said as she stepped out the back door and got a good look at the pool.

I grinned as I looked at her, and then I turned to look at Mandy.

She had that enigmatic smile on her face. The sort of smile that said she was enjoying watching Dana having a look at our home.

“Nice digs if you can get it,” I said. “That’s one of the perks of being old and over the hill.”

“I never said you were old or over the hill,” Dana said, hitting me with a pointed look.

“Sure you didn’t,” I said. “You just heavily insinuated it.”

“Believe me, buddy,” she said, looking me up and down. “I wouldn’t be here if I really thought you were old or over the hill. And besides. This place is fucking amazing! Is that a view of the lake?”

I walked down the stairs from our back porch to the pool. The whole area was lit up, and I never got tired of the view.

“That depends,” I said, turning and grinning. “Do you think a view of the lake is a good thing, or a bad thing?”

“In what world would that ever be a bad thing?” she asked, her eyes going wide as she looked out over the dark and still waters.

She was looking at that view with almost as much interest as she looked at me. I almost felt insulted, but then I got a good look at her boyfriend.

It turns out the guy’s name was Chad. Like literally Chad. Which seemed appropriate. He looked like the kind of guy that struck terror into the hearts of nerds on the Internet.

Muscular. Well built. Not the kind of guy I’d expect to be into sharing his girlfriend, but then again, I never thought I’d be into the idea of sharing my wife.

Until I was. Life was funny like that.

“This is fucking amazing,” Dana breathed.

I studied Chad. He glanced over to me, and he seemed worried.

That struck me as odd for a moment. I wondered what a guy like him could possibly be worried about from me. Maybe we were going to have a little bit of fun tonight, but it’s not like I could give Dana what…

“I think she’s starting to really like some of the advantages of being more established in life,” Mandy said, coming up beside me and wrapping her arm around mine.

And suddenly it struck me exactly what this guy could be worried about.

It reminded me of an old comic I’d seen in one of my dad’s porno mags once upon a time. There was an older couple standing next to a younger couple. The older guy wanted the younger guy’s wife, and the younger guy wanted the older guy’s riches.

I never thought I’d be in a situation like that, yet here we were.

It was a revelation to think I could be the successful older dude, but as I looked around at our house I figured that was absolutely true.

“Come on,” I said, gesturing to the pool. “Let’s have a look around and see about having a good time!”

“You don’t have to tell me twice!” Dana said, sashaying down the stairs to the pool.

She also started peeling off articles of clothing as she moved, but as she reached the pool she paused and turned around.

“We don’t have to worry about people seeing us here, do we?” she asked.

Mandy shrugged as she moved down the steps as well. She also started shedding clothes, and that caught everyone’s interest.

I looked at Brad in particular. He was staring intently at my wife.

“You don’t have to worry,” Mandy said. “We’re shielded by trees on either side. I suppose it’s possible somebody could float by on a boat and see what’s going on, but they’d need binoculars to really get a good look.”

“I always figured if somebody is going to those lengths to be a creeper then more power to them,” I said with a grin.

“Yeah, more power to them,” Dana said.

Tiffany and Brad stayed at the top of the stairs staring out at everything. Tiffany turned to Brad, and she had an unreadable expression.

“Is your place like this?” she asked.

Brad turned and looked at her, and I could see the wheels turning.

Was she interested in him because she was interested in him? Was she interested in having a good time? Or was she more interested in what he could provide for her?

I realized how lucky I was to have Mandy. I didn’t have to worry about anybody digging for gold here tonight.

Brad, on the other hand…

Well, I would’ve figured him for an idiot for trying to start a relationship with a woman like Tiffany. Their lives were very different. I also knew he was in a totally different place than the rest of us.

“My place is okay,” Brad said, which totally downplayed the McMansion he kept in the divorce because there was no way Connie could afford it. “I think we should go on a few more dates before we check it out, though.”

I grinned and hit him with a wink when he looked in my direction. He grinned and winked right back.

Well then. It was good to know he was taking this in stride. Even if he probably was worried she was digging for gold.

Then again, I didn’t think he was going to be the type to jump into a new marriage anytime soon.

The simple fact was, Brad was doing pretty well for himself. And thanks to an ironclad prenuptial agreement, one that Connie thought she’d be able to weasel her way out of, she hadn’t gotten nearly as much as he had in the divorce.

One of the benefits of him having his practice established before the two of them even met. And Brad having a very good lawyer, if I did say so myself.

I grinned as I thought about how she’d cursed up a blue storm at me when she realized that prenuptial agreement was going to be fully operational when she decided to go through with the divorce. She hated my guts, but I was used to people hating my guts in my line of work.

“So are you going to enjoy the fun with our new friends, honey?” Mandy asked, turning to look at me. “Or are you going to stand up there all night long with that goofy grin on your face?”

I shook my head. “Sorry. I guess I was preoccupied.”

“I totally understand,” she said. “But maybe we should enjoy the moment?”

She pointedly looked at Brad as she said that. The meaning was clear. She wanted him down there having a good time with the rest of us.

After all, wasn’t the whole point of this evening to get Brad over over the hump by getting under my wife?

Though I was starting to wonder if that was going to happen.

Dana frowned as she turned and saw me and Chad standing up at the top of the stairs. So she quickly made her way up, grabbing both our hands and dragging us back down the stairs.

I followed her, hitting Chad with a grin. He grinned right back at me.

“I guess we might as well go along with our crazy women, right?” I asked.

“Crazy women?” Mandy asked. “I’ll remind you you’re the one who started all of this!”

“Guilty as charged!” I said, shaking my head.

“This is wild,” Chad said, his voice deep and confident despite everything. “I mean this is hot and everything, but…”

“I totally understand,” I said. “It really is crazy.”

“It’s too bad we didn’t bring bathing suits,” Tiffany said as she reached the pool. “I would’ve liked going for a swim.”

“Are you crazy?” Dana asked, looking at her. “Do you think I took my stuff off for fun?”

Tiffany looked Dana up and down. She was in a pair of panties and a bra. It showed off her body which was lithe, but perky and curvy in all the right places. She had an athletic frame that said she spent plenty of time in the gym.

Sort of like Mandy, only my wife had larger breasts. A souvenir from having children. Though there wasn’t a hint of sag.

She’d told me other moms around our age had complained about that sort of thing. The only thing my wife got out of the deal was a nice bigger pair of tits, though.

“I thought you were just taking your clothes off because you like taking your clothes off,” Tiffany said, grinning to show there was no sting to her words.

“Ouch,” Dana said, then she giggled and grabbed Tiffany, swinging her around and pushing her towards the pool.

Tiffany had a moment to look at us in wide eyed surprise, then she was falling back into the pool. It was deep enough that I wasn’t worried too much.

Dana looked around with a grin as Tiffany came up spluttering.

“I’m going to get you for that!” she shouted.

“Try it!” Dana said, and then she pulled off the rest of her clothes and dove in.

I looked to Mandy, then to Brad and Chad. I shrugged.

“When in Rome,” I said, and I started pulling off my own clothes.
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SKINNY DIPPING


Idove into the water and felt invigorated like I always did. We tried to keep it warm in our pool.

It was a nice contrast to the lake water down below, which was always a little chilly.

“This feels great,” Tiffany said, splashing around.

“It would feel even better if you’d get those clothes off!” Dana said, lunging for her.

Tiffany shrieked and splashed as she moved to the other side of the pool. Meanwhile Brad stood at the edge of the pool staring in at us.

I thought about inviting him in, but my wife was way ahead of me.

“What are you waiting for, Brad?” she asked, swimming over in his direction.

“Um…” he said.

More shaking from Tiffany and Dana caught my attention. I looked over in time to see some splashing, and then bits of Tiffany’s clothes started flying all around. It looked like they were play fighting.

At least I hoped they weren’t being serious in their fighting. The last thing I wanted was to end the night with an ambulance coming out here.

“Come on, Brad,” Mandy said.

She’d moved over to the edge of the pool.

My wife had jumped in with her bra and panties on. Apparently she wasn’t into skinny dipping from the get go.

Though as she looked up at my best friend of so many years, there was pure sex in her eyes. It was clear she was getting turned on by all of this.

“What are you waiting for?” she asked, staring up at him and batting her eyelashes. “Don’t you want to join us?”

“I want to join you,” he said.

“I know you do, honey,” she said. “So why don’t you get those clothes off and hop in?”

Brad was a little awkward as he got out of his clothes. And the entire time he stared down at my wife, licking his lips.

I could only imagine that she provided a tantalizing show for him, her body shimmering in the pool light.

He was so close to seeing everything he’d ever wanted, and yet at the same time so far.

Brad seemed to hesitate there at the edge of the pool for a long moment. He looked down to my wife. Then he looked up to everyone else, and finally to Tiffany.

“Are you okay with this?” he asked her, arching an eyebrow.

“You’re a nice guy and everything,” she said. “But keep in mind we just met. Maybe this is something, and maybe it’s just having fun. We don’t know yet, so why not have fun? Besides, even if we were a thing I’d totally share you with my friends.”

Brad blinked. Clearly he hadn’t been expecting that. Something told me he never got an offer like that from Connie. He turned back to everyone else, then looked at the pool and sighed.

“What’s the problem, Brad?” Mandy asked, and then she did something that really surprised me.

She put her hands on the edge of the pool and hoisted herself out in one smooth motion. It was a breathtaking sight to behold, watching her moving out of the pool like that. Water dripped off her in rivulets, and I could only stare.

What can I say? My wife was gorgeous. I never got tired of looking at her, even though we’d been together for years.

I shook my head and tried to snap out of the momentary daze I’d been put in staring at my wife’s beautiful body.

She moved up beside Brad. Maybe I was trying to keep from being distracted by the sexy, but it was clear from the way he stared openly at her that he was going to drink in every inch of her body while he could. He licked his lips as he stared at her, and she hit him with another smile.

“Come on, Brad,” she said, still smiling at him as she reached behind and unsnapped her bra. She shrugged it off, never taking her eyes off him. “There’s got to be something going on here. Why don’t you tell me what it is?”

He stared at my wife’s tits. I reminded myself this was the first time he’d gotten a pure and unobstructed view of them live and in person.

Getting some text messages from her just didn’t compare to the real thing.

“I’m sorry,” he muttered, and he turned away from her and moved over to sit on one of the numerous lounge chairs we had around the pool area.

Mandy turned and stared at me for a moment, and I shrugged and gestured for her to go ahead. Clearly there was something going on here, and I figured she had the best chance of figuring out what that something was.

She moved to sit down next to him. Meanwhile I felt someone come up next to me.

I turned to see Dana there, her head barely above the water. She turned to me and smiled.

“Your friend getting cold feet?” she muttered.

“There’s something going on here,” I muttered back to her. “But I have no clue what the fuck that something might be.”

“I think I have a pretty good idea,” she said.

I turned and arched an eyebrow at her.

“Really, now?” I said. “So do you just have answers for everything?”

“I have the unshakable confidence of youth,” she said with a shrug. “What can I say?”

I barked out a laugh. This girl was funny in addition to being beautiful.

My eyes moved down, and I thought about the paradise waiting for me under the water. I couldn’t quite see everything, the shimmering water was interrupting the view, but I could well remember the tantalizing glimpses I had for just a moment before she jumped into the pool.

“So do you want to tell me what’s going on with your friend?” Tiffany asked. “He’s acting really weird.”

She’d come up next to us as well. She bobbed up and down, for all that it was shallow enough in this part of the pool that she should’ve been able to stand on her own two feet.

We were all doing the same thing, just barely keeping our heads above water. I wasn’t sure if that was modesty, shyness, or if it was because even in the warm night air there was a slight chill when you got up out of the water.

“He’s having cold feet because he still feels like he’s cheating on his wife,” Dana said.

I blinked.

“What are you going on about?”

“I’d think that would be simple and obvious enough,” she said, hitting me with a grin. “Things didn’t end well with his marriage, right?”

“That’s the understatement of the fucking century,” I muttered. “She was the one who cheated on him. I’d think he’d be eager to get a little bit of revenge, even if he’s never going to be able to let her know.”

“People are complicated,” Dana said with a shrug that brought her shoulders up out of the water for a moment.

I stared, imagining what it would look like if she brought more of her body up out of the water. Then shook my head when I realized she’d caught me staring. Though she didn’t seem to mind.

“More of that learned wisdom of a wise young person?” I asked.

“You don’t have to be old to know people are complicated,” she said with a shrug. “Point is. He was with her for a long time, right?”

“Almost as long as I’ve been with Mandy,” I said, nodding.

“Exactly,” Dana said. “And I’m willing to bet you still feel pretty weird about all this, right?”

I thought about that. Like really thought about it. Here I was with my wife’s permission to be doing all of this, and yet it did still feel a little weird.

I suppose I could understand where Brad would also have trouble with this.

“He still thinks like a married man, even though the divorce is settled,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s crazy.”

“It might seem crazy, but it’s like I said,” Dana said with a fatalistic shrug. “People are complicated.”

“That they are,” I said, putting an arm around her.

She didn’t so much as tense as I pulled her against me. No, instead she simply moved next to me, and I felt that exquisite body of hers pressing against mine for the first time.

I’d fantasized about this when I first saw her, but I never thought it would actually happen. Now that it was…

Well, let’s just say that it was one of the more pleasant surprises that had happened to me recently.

“Getting into it despite your worries?” Dana asked, turning and hitting me with a smile.

I turned and hit her with a smile of my own. “I figure I might as well, right?”

“Right,” she said, looking over to Chad and then back to me. Then she glanced over to where Mandy and Brad were still having their conversation.

“I get the feeling they might be a while,” she said with a shrug. “So why not go ahead and start our fun over here?”

I also looked over to where Mandy and Brad were chatting. A part of me worried about starting the festivities without her, but she glanced at me and winked.

She had her arm around Brad, and that sent a shiver running through me that had nothing to do with the beautiful young woman pressing her body against me, and everything to do with all the fun our group was about to have.

Not that I had much time to think about that. No, Dana pulled me towards her, pressed her lips against mine, and then we were making out like a couple of teenagers discovering one another’s bodies for the first time.

It was a new old experience for me, but I decided fuck it. Why not enjoy myself if the world had gone crazy?
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HOT AND HEAVY


We made out for a long time, and I sort of lost track of that time.

Finally, though, I came up for air and stared at Dana. She looked right back at me, cocking her eyebrow in a smile.

“Having a good time?” she asked.

“You know it,” I said.

She bit her lip, and her eyes darted to the side. Over to where Chad was watching us with wide eyes.

“I still don’t know if I should do this,” she said. “I have a boyfriend, after all.”

My eyes narrowed. I was utterly confused for a moment. Then I looked at her eyes continually darting over to Chad, and got a good look at that smile on her face.

“Oh, I get it,” I said.

“If you get it, then don’t ruin the fun,” she whispered.

“Right, sorry,” I said.

“I think I should forget about this,” she said, biting her lip.

“Forget about that,” I growled, really playing it up. “You came over here for something, and I’m going to give it to you!”

She let out a quiet moan as I pulled her in for yet another kiss.

This time I kept my eyes open as I kissed her. I wasn’t watching her, though. She had her eyes closed like someone usually did in the middle of a kiss.

No, I was more interested in what was going on with Chad.

There was a strange mix of emotions written plain on his face. He looked pissed off, like he wanted nothing more than to beat the shit out of me, but at the same time there was something else there.

I wondered if that was what I looked like when I watched Mandy getting with another man. I glanced over to the lounge chairs and was surprised to see Mandy lean in and kiss Brad.

I pulled away from Dana. Though she was trying her best to distract me. She was rubbing her bare pussy against my cock, and moved so that her breasts were pressing against my chest.

Still. Despite all that distraction, I couldn’t tear my eyes away from my wife or my friend, or what they were doing with each other.

“Holy shit,” I breathed.

“You’ve got that right,” Chad said.

I turned to look at him, and we shared a grin. It was an odd sort of moment, both of us grinning over the shared experience of watching our women getting with other guys.

Even if the “other guy” Dana was getting with in this case was me.

“Oh yeah, that’s good,” she hissed. “You’re so much bigger than my boyfriend.”

My cock twitched, and I wasn’t sure if I was getting turned on by her dirty talk and what we were doing, or by Brad and Mandy really starting to suck face up there on the lounge.

Meanwhile Chad was still staring, though I noticed that Tiffany had come up behind him to get in on the fun. She wrapped her arms around him, or at least I was pretty sure that’s what was going on, and had an enigmatic little smile on her face.

I looked at Dana, then nodded in the direction of her boyfriend.

“Hope that’s okay with you,” I said with a grin.

She smiled. “More than okay. It would hardly be the first time me and Tiffany have shared. That’s part of the fun!”

“You say so,” I said, grinning.

I turned back to Mandy and Brad. Both of them were grinding against each other pretty hard now. It was entrancing watching them.

“So is this what you were expecting when you started the night?” Dana asked.

“Not quite,” I said.

They were getting even more hot and heavy. She swung a leg over Brad and pushed him back, though I noted that she also decided to sit at an angle that let me get a good view of the action.

I was transfixed. There was my beautiful wife, her breasts pressing against Brad’s. Sure he wasn’t out of his clothes yet, but I figured it would only be a matter of time before that happened.

“Your wife is getting with another man,” Dana whispered in my ear. “I bet that really does it for you, doesn’t it?”

“Something like that,” I muttered.

“Yeah, well I’ve got something that’s going to do it for you and for Chad,” she said, turning to grin at me.

I turned to stare at her, wondering what she was going on about, and then it happened. She moved up, and then expertly moved her pussy down over my cock.

My eyes went wide. Then I groaned as I felt her warm sheath enveloping my cock.

“Oh yeah,” Dana hissed, biting her lip and then turning to look at her boyfriend. “He’s inside me baby.”

Fuck. There was something about the way she said it that really got me going. It was a whine. Almost as though she was in pain, but I knew it was only pure pleasure.

“Fuck your pussy feels good,” I hissed, staring up at her.

“You like that, don’t you?” she hissed.

“You know it,” I hissed right back at her.

Then I turned to Chad. I figured if we were going to do this, then I might as well do it the right way. So I said the things I could only dream of Brad saying to me as he fucked my wife.

“I’m fucking your woman,” I said. “Her pussy feels so good on my cock.”

Chad shuddered, and Tiffany, who was still behind him, moved her hand under the water.

Dana bit her lip, her eyes sparkling in the pool light. Her skin incredible, her breasts rising and falling in and out of the water.

She was the very picture of youth and beauty. I had trouble believing I was actually getting to fuck her, but at the same time wasn’t I able to fuck Mandy on the regular?

Yeah, I had a lot to offer, and I was going to enjoy fucking Dana!

“Fuck me,” she whispered.

“Fuck yes,” I groaned.

Though a moan from the other side of the pool brought my attention away from Dana and how good she felt sliding up and down my cock, and over to Mandy and Brad who were really getting hot and heavy now.

Brad had rolled on top of her, and at some point they’d shed all their clothes. His cock was free, and he was lining up to fuck my wife.

She was moaning, though it was a little louder than the situation called for.

Then she looked over to me and winked, and I realized she was doing that on purpose. It was all part of the show.

I took a deep and let out a shivering sigh.

Brad, for his part, seemed to only have eyes for my wife. For her pussy he was aiming for. She was slick and wet, and I could see that even from all the way over here.

“That’s right,” Dana whispered in my ear, still pumping her body up and down on my cock. “It’s about to happen. Just let it happen. Watch as he fucks your pretty wife.”

“Fuck, I’m close,” I hissed.

“I know you are,” Dana said, looking at me with a smile. “Just watch it happen. Watch him fucking your wife.”

Meanwhile Chad groaned, but I didn’t have the time or the inclination to look over at him and see what was going on there. No, all I could do was stare at my wife and Brad.

It was odd, but I was so transfixed by what was going on with Mandy that it was enough to distract me from what was going on with Dana. The distraction was enough to keep me from blowing my load inside her, for all that it was pure heaven being buried inside her.

And then it was happening. Brad’s cock had split my wife’s pussy. She let out a moan, squeezing her eyes shut as he violated her, and I licked my lips and stared as he buried himself in one swift thrust.

Holy shit. It had happened. Another man was fucking my wife. Another man’s cock was inside her for the first time since we got together!
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DOWN TO BUSINESS


“That’s a pretty intense moment, isn’t it?” Dana asked.

I took in a deep and shuddering breath. I suppose I could’ve looked at her, but I was far more interested in the sight over at the other end of the pool.

Mandy was doing it. We’d fantasized about it. Joked about it. Talk about it with rolled eyes and smiles as though we weren’t going to go through with it.

And now there she was on one of the lounge chairs we’d picked out at the hardware store last summer to spruce up the pool area, with my best friend’s dick pounding her pussy.

I shivered, and then I turned to Dana.

I looked at her with new eyes. I was doing the same thing to Chad that Brad was doing to me up there on that lounge chair, and she was so fucking hot.

I suddenly realized there was a beautiful woman right on top of me. A beautiful woman fucking me. And I wasn’t doing anything for her.

Mostly because I was thoroughly distracted by what my own wife was doing, but it didn’t seem fair to ignore her. Not when she’d been so nice.

So I grabbed her around the waist, and moved her over to the shallower end of the pool.

Meanwhile Chad was still groaning behind us. Like he was enjoying everything I was doing to his woman. Or maybe because he enjoyed what Tiffany was doing to him, but I got the feeling it was mostly for what I was doing with Dana.

Which, admittedly, was better than him trying to beat the shit out of me because he was upset about everything I was doing to his woman!

Though I suppose I had a pretty good insight into exactly what he was thinking. After all, wasn’t I looking over at Brad and thinking about how hot it was to see him fucking my wife?

Sure there might be a visceral part of me that thought about going over there and beating the shit out of my friend, but it was overpowered by the even more visceral part of me that loved the fuck out of watching him fucking my wife!

They were really going at it now. I watched his cock plunging in and out of her depths.

It tore at my heart to watch that. Seeing another man’s dick moving in and out of my woman. We were supposed to be soulmates. To have and to hold, only now there she was holding my best friend and letting him fuck her senseless.

Hormones were also loud enough that I wasn’t sure anybody on a boat out on the lake wouldn’t need one of those pairs of binoculars. No, it was pretty obvious what was going on here.

“That’s it,” Dana said, whispering into my ear. Whispering sweet nothings. Whispering the end of my marriage.

At least it was the end of my marriage as I knew it. I desperately hoped it wouldn’t be the end of my marriage, though.

She turned and looked at Chad. Grinned. Meanwhile all he could do was stare, his mouth hanging open.

Though Tiffany had come up behind him, and if the way her hand was moving through the water was any indication, she was having some fun stroking his cock.

It was nice to see that example. Nice to know that there were people who could do this sort of thing with one another and still be friends at the end of the day. As crazy as it was.

“That’s it,” Dana muttered, her voice a whimper as she continued fucking me.

I looked down at her, then blinked.

Right. There was a beautiful young woman under me, and she desperately wanted my cock. She was practically begging me for it.

And here I was being rude, staring at my wife fucking another man rather than concentrating on giving this beauty the fucking she deserved.

The fucking she deserved, and the fucking her boyfriend so desperately wanted to see.

I pressed her up against the side of the pool. Moved my hands to either side of her. Stared down at her gorgeous tight body. And then I started truly fucking her for the first time.

She squeezed her eyes shut, grinning in obvious surprise.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Just like that. Right there!”

Okay then. She might’ve been whispering for a little while there, but I guess she’d decided she was going to get just as loud as my wife.

Not that I was complaining.

I started really slamming into her. I watched in fascination as her tits bounced with my every thrust.

She bit her lip and stared up at me, and for the first time since we’d started fucking I saw something new there.

It was lust, but not like the lust that I’d seen before. I blinked, and I was surprised to realize that she’d been playing a game this entire time.

She’d been enjoying herself, that was for certain. No one was that good of an actress in the sack. Only now there was something more primal taking over.

She was enjoying herself for the sake of her boyfriend earlier, but now she was getting to the point where she was enjoying herself because that’s what she wanted. Because the lust was taking over as I allowed my lust to take over and really started truly fucking her.

Again and again I slammed into her. I stared down at her tits bouncing. I listened to her moaning, loud enough that her cries were drowning my wife’s.

It was good that we lived on a house that was separated from the nearest neighbor by a little way. If we’d been in suburbia, right on top of each other, there was no doubt we’d be getting complaints from the neighbors right about now.

Don’t even get me on living in an apartment. Again, the perks of being older.

As I thought Dana my eyes drifted up to my wife. I watched Brad thrusting into her. He stared down at her with an intense concentration.

And boy did that look really do something for me. Because I knew I was staring down at the culmination of a decade of sexual tension.

He wasn’t just fucking my wife. He was fucking a fantasy woman he never thought he’d get a chance with.

I tried to think about how I would feel if I finally got to fuck a woman I’d been fantasizing about for years, but I came up with a big fat blank.

My fantasy woman was Mandy, after all, and I had her whenever I wanted.

“Look at him,” Dana said, obviously following my gaze. “He’s staring at her like she’s the only thing in the world. How long has he been dreaming about fucking your wife?”

“A long time,” I grunted.

“And now he’s about to come inside her tight pussy,” Dana said, kissing along my cheek as I continued thrusting inside her. “How do you feel about that?”

I looked down to her, and then I looked over to Mandy. I smiled.

And in that moment a strange sort of peace came over me. I knew this was wrong. I knew this was happening, and there was no stopping it. We’d come too far to stop what was about to happen up there.

And I also knew that I didn’t care. No, all I wanted was to enjoy the moment. To enjoy Mandy. To enjoy Dana.

I grunted one final time just as Brad let out a roar of his own.

“It’s happening,” I said, and I wasn’t sure if I was talking about myself or my friend up there.

I thrust inside Dana one final time and felt the familiar tingle that started at the tip of my cock and then ran through to the rest of my body. She squeezed her eyes shut and let out a series of quiet gasps as her body twitched.

Fuck. She was coming as well.

And Mandy…

She was screaming loud enough that they could hear her clear on the other side of the lake. Forget about people out on their boats.

Meanwhile Brad held himself buried against her. His body twitched a few times, but still he held himself there.

I thought about his come exploding deep inside my wife. Filling her.

God knows he had enough of the stuff stored up inside. How long had it been since he’d had an opportunity to get with a woman?

He sure as a fuck hadn’t been getting with Connie. She’d decided their sex life was over even as she’d also come to the decision that her sex life was far from over.

He’d struck out with Tiffany. I’m sure he’d been jerking off, but as far as I knew, him blowing a load inside my wife was the first load that he’d blown in a woman in a good long while.

And it looked like he was making the most of it. Still he held himself against her. Like he didn’t want to stop.

Then again, if I only had one opportunity to fuck Mandy, I’d sure as shit try to make the most of it!

Even though I was pretty sure this was going to be far from the last time he got to fuck my wife.

He didn’t know that, though.

Meanwhile I was having the same problem with Dana. Though I hesitated to call it a problem. I kept coming and coming. I held myself buried inside her, and then I turned to look at Chad.

I hated tearing my eyes away from what was going on with my wife and Brad, but I also couldn’t help myself.

I had to stare a challenge at this man. Both because it was hot for me, and because I knew it had to make things so much hotter for him.

The look was simple. I was blowing a load in his woman, and there was nothing he could do about it.

Finally I sighed as I felt the most intense and powerful orgasm of my life finally starting to subside. I took a couple of deep shuddering breaths, then looked down to Dana. I leaned in and kissed her on the forehead.

“Was it good for you?” She asked.

“You have no idea,” I said, laughing and shaking my head.
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RECLAIMING


“Oh yes! Oh fuck yes! You reclaim that pussy!” Dana yelled, again loud enough that I figured she could probably be heard all the way on the other side of the lake.

“She’s certainly…”

Mandy trailed off. Clearly she was having just as much trouble understanding this beauty as I was. And from the way she stared, her mouth hanging slightly open, she was just as intrigued as I was.

“Intense?” I asked, filling in the blank.

“Exactly,” Mandy said, turning and looking at me with a smile.

“That she is,” I said.

“But this shit is turning you on, isn’t it?” Mandy asked, again turning and smiling at me.

“I will neither confirm nor deny,” I said.

We were lying back in the hot tub which was adjacent to the pool and raised just enough so that we had a good view of everything going on in the pool.

We’d originally designed it like that with the intention of being able to see what the kids were up to while we were relaxing, but it also meant that we had a pretty good view of everything going on in the pool.

Which meant it was a good way to look at an impromptu orgy happening in and around the pool. Who knew?

“You might not be into confirming or denying, but your cock will betray you every time,” Mandy said, turning to grin at me.

“That traitorous cock,” I said, still staring at Dana and Chad doing their thing in the pool.

Honestly, I was surprised that there was this much fucking going on in the pool. Mandy and I had tried it a couple of times, sure, but ultimately we’d realized that it wasn’t a great place to get our groove on.

Water made for a terrible lubricant. Not to mention the ever present chlorine smell which wasn’t exactly an aphrodisiac.

Yet it seemed like there were plenty of people getting their fuck on tonight without any issue. Myself included.

“So is that really turning you on?” Mandy asked, reaching down and grasping my cock. It was positioned between her legs, rubbing up against her pussy.

None of us had bothered to get our clothes on after we finished the first round of fun. It didn’t seem like there was much point since everybody was more than willing to go for round two.

“I think you’re the one who’s turning me on,” I said.

She turned to look at me again over her shoulder. She bit her lip, then rolled her eyes.

“What?” I asked.

“You’re a terrible liar, is what,” she said.

She moved my cock so that it was pressing against her pussy lips. Just barely touching, but I could definitely feel that contact.

My cock twitched. The last time a cock had been this close to my wife’s pussy, it was my best friend getting ready to fulfill his fantasy of fucking her.

“Now that was an interesting little twitch,” Mandy said.

“Again, it’s all for you,” I said.

“I don’t believe you,” Mandy said.

“It’s totally true,” I said. “I was thinking about the last cock inside you.”

“So you’re getting turned on thinking about your best friend dick?” Mandy asked, a mischievous grin on her face.

I rolled my eyes. I opened my mouth to tell her just how full of shit she was, then stopped.

After all, wasn’t I getting turned on thinking about my friends cock, on some level?

I shook my head. “I’m turned on thinking about him fucking you, my wife. I’m not turned on because I want to do anything with his cock.”

“Just making sure,” Mandy said. “Dana tells me that there are some guys who are into that sort of thing.”

“And your husband isn’t one of them,” I said.

Through it all, Mandy had continued rubbing my cock up and down against her pussy lips. I tried to press inside her, but she pulled up.

“Oh no you don’t,” she said, wagging her finger at me. “You’re not going to get that just yet.”

“Oh come on,” I said. “You don’t want me reclaiming your pussy?”

“Maybe I do,” she said. “But maybe I want to enjoy some of the sights and sounds for a little while longer.”

“Fine with me,” I said, looking out across the scene before us. “Are you sure you don’t want to watch Brad? Are you feeling a little jealous?”

“Maybe a little,” she said, and that had my cock twitching all over again.

There was something about my wife feeling possessive enough of my best friend and what he did with his dick that really turned me on.

“You like that, didn’t you?” She asked.

“Maybe I did,” I said. “Were you jealous of me earlier?”

“Not really,” she said.

“Wait, you weren’t?” I asked.

Mandy turned to look at me again, and she sighed at what she saw there on my face.

“It’s difficult to explain,” she said. “With Brad this is all new. It’s like when you first get in a relationship with someone and you feel all giddy and intense because you’re on an emotional high, you know?”

“I suppose,” I said, my eyes moving across the pool to Dana. I guess I had a pretty good idea of what Mandy was talking about. I felt a similar possessive stab of jealousy when I looked at what she was doing with her boyfriend.

Even though I was also well aware that it was ridiculous to feel a stab of jealousy at her getting with her boyfriend, of all fucking things.

“With you it’s different, though,” she said. “You’re my husband. You’re the rock in my life. I know that no matter what happens, we’re going to be there for each other.”

“I suppose that makes sense,” I said.

When I thought about it, it made perfect sense. We’d been together long enough that we were comfortable with each other.

“That’s the same reason I was okay with you fucking Brad, when you get down to it,” I said. “I know that you might go off and have a little bit of fun with someone else, but ultimately you’re going to come back to me.”

“Exactly,” she said, leaning and contorting herself so she could give me a kiss on the cheek.

Though she also accompanied that kiss on the cheek by pressing my cock against her lips.

She was surprisingly wet. Like lubricated, and not wet because we were in a hot tub. So it was easy enough for me to slide inside her.

I grunted.

“Something wrong?” She asked.

“Not really,” I said. “I just was thinking if this is all it took to make fucking in the hot tub possible, we should’ve done it a long time ago.”

“It definitely works better than that special you got,” she said, lowering herself onto my cock and holding herself there.

I thought about trying to get something going. I could grab her around the waist and started pulling her up and down on my cock. But I didn’t.

No, there was something delightfully intimate about just sitting there with my heart cock buried in my wife. Knowing that we were together.

I looked across the way to Brad who was busy fucking Tiffany. She let out a quiet little moans every time he buried himself inside her, and he seemed to be enjoying himself.

Only…

He might be enjoying himself with Tiffany, but he also kept turning and looking across the way. Straight to me and Mandy.

Like he was already thinking about the next time he was going to get with my wife, and how much he was looking forward to it.

Again my cock twitched inside Mandy.

“What was that for?” She asked, not bothering to turn and look at me this time.

No, she was also to transfixed by my best friend and what he was doing with Tiffany.

“He’s fucking her, but he keeps looking over at you,” I said. “Like all he can think about is how much she wants to get with you.”

“That is something of an ego boost, I’ll admit,” Mandy said, pulling herself up and lowering herself on my cock once. “What do you think about that? Is he going to get another chance?”

“I think that’s entirely up to you, baby,” I said. “Do you want to get with him again?”

“It could be fun,” she said. “But that also needs to be something that you’re okay with.”

“I think I’m more than okay with it,” I said. “You should know that from how hard I am!”

“It’s hard to tell,” Mandy said. “There are a bunch of naked beauties all around our pool, after all. It could be that hard on is for them, and not for little old me.”

“This hard on is always for you,” I said.

“That’s good to know,” she said, smiling.

“Yes X commission Mark fuck me! Whose pussy is this?” Dana yelled.

“It’s your pussy,” Chad grunted.

“Damn straight,” Dana said. “And I can fuck whoever I want with it!”

“Definitely intense,” Mandy said, staring in equal parts shock and bemusement.

“Think will ever get there?” I asked.

“I think tonight was a good start,” Dana said. “And I think it’s going to be far from the only party we have with our new friends.”

I could only grin as I reached out to grab around her waist. I was really looking forward to that fun with our new friends, but for the moment it was time to reclaim my wife!
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