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She stays with me but wants my best friend




K

 im and I planned a weekend with just the two of us at a campsite a few hours up the old highway. Kentucky dropped by unexpectedly when we were loading the pick-up. “What’s up?” he called out crossing the street with his don’t-give-a-shit languid loping.


“Weekend up at the lake!” Kim smiled over at him from under her white Broncos baseball cap. “You up to anything?”



I was miffed she didn’t check with me before inviting him. “It’s just a quiet get away out of town, bro,” I said.



“You should come if you’re not doing anything,” she pressed on.



“Not sure there’s room, Kim,” I said.



“What?” she laughed. “There’s always room! It’s Kentucky for crying out loud.”



I didn’t want to protest too much and look like a jerk. “I guess there’s the front seat of the cab to sleep in,” I pondered.



“For somebody to sleep in,” Kim threw in, visibly shaking her head.



She sat between us in the pick-up on the way up, but tighter against Kentucky than against me, it seemed. About an hour out of town into the six-hour drive, she said, “Babe, I’m going to jump in the back and sleep a bit. You mind?” We had a cover over the box and we had laid the tent mattress out just for that purpose — she often slept part of the way up. I nodded. She turned to Kentucky. “You should get some sleep too, it’s a long drive,” she said to him. She didn’t ask me if I minded that. “It’s great back there, I’ll show you.” Kentucky watched her ass as she squeezed through the back window of the cab into the box. She was wearing a short skirt and sleeveless t with tennis shoes. She looked really good.



After she flopped through, we could hear her back there. “Come on, Kentucky, check it out!” she yelled from the noisy back.



Kentucky looked at me like he was asking permission. “Don’t look at me,” I said, “I don’t give a fuck.” Usually, when a guy says he doesn’t give a fuck, he gives a lot of fucks but I guess Kentucky didn’t pick up on that. He struggled through the window and into the back.



I adjusted the rearview mirror down into the box. I watched Kim show him how it worked back there, and I also saw her glancing in the mirror and into my eyes repeatedly. She waved even and shook her head in disbelief, as though she knew what I was suspicious of — and that I was the wrong one to be suspicious. They both settled down and I twisted the mirror up because it was distracting my driving continually checking on what was going on back there. With the glare of the sunlight up front, it was in any event getting too dark in the back to see anything. I shut the window too because it was too loud from the road and all the rattling.



I put music on and drove on through the afternoon happy enough to have the front space and my own tunes to myself. About 45 minutes later, I spotted a low-price gas station, glanced at my gauge, and decided to make a quick exit and grab some gas. I pulled up and turned off and tugged the window open to lean through to see who wanted coffee or snacks. I thought they had been sleeping. But when I looked, Kim appeared to be frantically yanking at her skirt and Kentucky was equally frantic about yanking at his jeans, if I was seeing correctly. Her t-shirt was pushed up nearly to the bottom of her boobs too. “What the fuck,” I said, and got out and slammed the truck door.



While I was filling the tank, Kim came out to join me all sheepishly, leaning on the side of the truck looking up at me from under the brim of her hat. “You okay?” she asked. She looked so hot with her pony tail flying out the back of the hat and her tight body built for one thing.



“Not really,” I said stoically staring at the flickering numbers on the gas pump.



“I thought it would be okay, I mean, you were driving, and it’s not like we haven’t done it before.” She shaded her eyes trying to get a read off my face.



“That was drunken stupidity, Kim, and an accident,” I said to her with my eyes squinting at her.



“Both times?” she asked. She turned around and faced the truck, jutting her ass out for me to admire, all tight in her shorts. “It’s not like you were ever deprived in the meantime,” she smiled her best sexy smile at me and wiggled her ass. She giggled.



“It’s not the point, Kim,” I said, struggling myself to understand what the point was in case she asked. What she was talking about was a crazy night between the three of us that began with a lot of booze and ended with my wife dancing to some beats, taking her clothes off, and then sucking off both me and Kentucky. Well, it didn’t end there, actually. We all went to bed and she slept between us, only around 3 in the morning, I woke up to find Kentucky’s head between her legs and her moaning and thrashing.



“Well, I just think that if you didn’t want me to do it with him, then why were you encouraging it so much?” She pushed her face into mine and pursed her lips in a smile like she really had me with that one. “Right, baby?” She was talking about how I fucked her after that while she sucked him off all the that time — swallowing too.



“It’s confusing,” was all I said. She made me laugh by kissing me and laughing herself. I had to admit it though, it was hard to stay mad too long. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to be mad about, either, her making out with Kentucky, or doing it without me while I drove them. It seemed a thin line I had to admit. I wasn’t sure how I felt yet about any of it. You’re not supposed to share your wife, but her extreme enjoyment of the whole night kind of changed something in me. She had been trying to re-create those same conditions, and I wasn’t explicitly saying no. It was my buddy too — it somehow felt less bad.



She tiptoed up against me and cupped my balls in her hand even though we were outside, and she kissed my mouth. “Why don’t you let Kentucky drive a while,” she said softly, kissing me again, “and you can have a turn getting some rest,” she called it, kissing me lightly again. I finished the gas and drove over to a parking slot so we could all go find some snacks. I tossed Kentucky the keys on the way back out and told him it was his shift. Kim and I sat on the open tailgate and Kentucky joined us as we rifled through our loot. He climbed past us to get his shoes that were still by the bed in there and Kim reached out and tickled his sides and he flew into spasms and struggled to get away. She chased him inside, tickling him, enjoying the power she had over him. He tried to pry her hands away and soon their legs and arms and bodies were thrashing like raccoons fighting, or fucking. Kim was shrieking and Kentucky was laughing so hard he wasn’t making any sound at all.



I climbed up and pulled the tailgate shut behind me and lowered the cover. “You two break it up!” I said but Kim tugged at my shirt and grabbed my sides too. I fell down on the other side of her. We caught our breath and tried to quell our giggles. Kim’s hand rested on my thigh and she pushed it up to cover my groin. I straightened whatever it was I was leaning against and caught sight of her other hand, pushed down the front of Kentucky’s shorts. She rolled over toward him and bent down to put her mouth where her hand was. She pressed her ass up against my pelvis. I lifted her skirt and caressed her pussy through her pink panties. She squirmed and pressed it harder back against me. She began to moan and I lifted my head to see that she had taken Kentucky’s cock inside her mouth already. I undid my shorts and brought my own cock out. She reached behind her and stroked it. She pulled me toward her and wanted it in her without any further warm-up. I could feel why when I pressed my hand against her bare pussy. She was already soaking wet. When I pushed my cock against her pussy, it pushed in easily and completely. She groaned from the impalement but quickly went back down on Kentucky’s cock.



I held her hips and fucked her hard lying sideways against her. I could see Kentucky holding her head in his hands and fucking her mouth as hard as I was fucking her pussy, also lying sideways and facing me. He kept his eyes closed, which is what I should have done too. Her hands were wrapped around his hips and her hair was flowing all over his body. Nothing could have looked more beautiful than my naturally pretty outdoorsy wife writhing and moaning with sexual pleasure, and it became difficult for me to hold off any longer. I shot myself into her, ramming her from behind and jolting her hard enough to make her cry out. I filled her pussy and flopped back, staring at the close fiberglass ceiling. Kim rolled off Kentucky and twisted around to kiss me briefly. She smiled and caressed my face. “Why don’t you drive, then, honey?” she nearly whispered.



I thought she meant we were all going to ride up front. But she only meant for me to go. I leaned through the window from the cab. “You guy’s coming?” I said.



“You had your turn, right?” Kim said close to my ear quietly hugging me from the back through the window.  “In a bit, okay?” she kissed under my ear and shut the window. I drove back out onto the highway not sure what to make of the idea that as her husband, I get a turn now. At least I wasn’t driving with a lot of sexual tension building up, having just got off. But I directed the mirror down into the box again and could make out shapes in the back through the shut window. At one point, her hands were pressed into the window and her hair hung down blocking the rest of my view. But her head was moving forward and back rhythmically, causing her hair to ripple with regular waves. Later, I could see straight out the farther back window, and I could see her feet in the air in the light of the window, rhythmically bouncing. I carefully slid the cab window open a couple of inches. I listened to Kim panting and whimpering like she was getting the fuck of her life. That was certainly a step further. I pondered what to do but I drove on anyway.



We got the tent set up and we all went down the trail to the lake. As usual, there was hardly anyone around and besides, Kim and I knew of a spot halfway around the lake that was well hidden that no one seemed to know about and where we often swam naked. Kim insisted we go there. We all swam and splashed and I got out first to lie under the branches of the big willow and soak up some rays. After a while, I didn’t hear Kim and Kentucky anymore. I propped myself up on my elbows and scanned the lake. It had a lot of coves hidden by logs and rocks. I wasn’t scared, but I was a bit concerned. It wasn’t a shallow lake once you got out there.



I went back into the water and treaded around peering as I went. One cove was nearly completely enshrouded by another willow whose whispy branches touched the surface making a curtain of shade behind. I floated closer and parted the branches quietly to look inside. Kim and Kentucky were in a close embrace. Her arms were wrapped tightly around his neck, and his arms, under the water, seemed wrapped around her ass. They were necking like lovers. She was rising and falling against him very slowly, hardly disturbing the mirror surface of the water at all. I watched for a while but I didn’t say anything and I didn’t stop them. I floated away and back to my clothes. I dressed and went back to the campsite by myself. It felt like I had invaded their privacy, which was ridiculous, I muttered to myself all the way back.



I got a fire on and started cooking some dinner. Sometime later, Kim and Kentucky came up the trail into the campsite. Kentucky said, “Where’d you go, buddy, we were looking for you.”



“Funny,” I said, “I was looking for you guys, too.” I caught Kim shoot Kentucky a glance and purse her lips.



We ate in silence around the fire as the light went down in the sky around us. That wasn’t unusual — we were all the type to sit around campfires silently for long spells. But there was tension this time and I didn’t feel I needed to be the one to break it. Kentucky went first, finally. “Well,” he said, “I’m bushed, time for bed. Guess I’m sleeping in the . . . “ he trailed off.



Kim finished his sentence for him. “Tent. You’re sleeping in the tent. The truck is ridiculous.”



I looked at Kim and she scrunched her expression at me like I was the one becoming difficult to understand. I gestured to the tent and bulged my eyes out. “Whatever,” I said.



She looked at me also with bulging eyes and then shook her head with exaggerated disappointment. She was still looking at me when she called to Kentucky, who was already peering inside. “I’ll organize it, don’t worry,” she said to him.



I stayed by the fire and watched it go down. There was a lamp inside throwing light up against the walls of the tent and their shadows danced as they worked together to set up the inside for three. They spoke quietly and I couldn’t make out words. Sometimes they weren’t talking at all. It seemed to be taking a long time to organize. At one point, their shadows against the tent wall appeared to be against each other but you can never tell. Then I thought I saw Kim’s silhouette looking like she was lifting her top off and I thought I could see the shape of her bare breast until her shadow was merged with Kentucky’s. The paranoid mind can play lots of tricks.



The lantern went out and Kim came back outside and sat with me as though finally relaxing but only for all of 30 seconds before she too said it was late and she was going to turn in. I nodded silently. Thinking I didn’t really have the appetite to watch and listen again as my best friend fucked my wife, I followed in shortly after.



I pretended to fall asleep right away, but I was anything but. They tried to be as quiet as possible but I heard them whispering before too long to each other, about whether I was asleep or not. I was facing them but I didn’t move and I kept my eyes closed. They laughed a bit under their breath and then I could hear them kissing. In the silence of the forest at night, I could hear every lip and tongue like it was right beside my ear.



They quietly opened both their sleeping bags and made one bed for the two of them. They both undressed under their bags, carefully and quietly. She kept checking to see if my eyes were open, sometimes by looking so close I could feel her breath on my face. But she knew I was a super-deep sleeper. Inside my chest, my heart pounded. I didn’t know what I felt about what was starting to happen.



Their hands began running over each other’s skin. I kept my eyes slitted open in a way she couldn’t see, but I could. She was facing me while he was behind her, spooning her. She began to breath harder. I watched as the top sleeping bag slipped aside. I didn’t know that they were already doing it until I saw her hips in the light get bumped and saw his hips doing the bumping. I knew for sure they were engaged when she sucked air in through her teeth as he rammed her too hard.



She used her forearm to brace herself from getting pushed forward and into me. She looked like she became lost in the moment as he pumped into her from behind and she began pushing back into him by curling her hips up. They tried so hard to stay as quiet as possible, but their breathing gave everything away. She didn’t realize that she inched closer and closer to me on the slippery sleeping bag. The palm of her hand acted as a brake on the floor of the tent, but it slid right into my forearm. She was in a state of ecstasy, I could see that much since my eyes were now wide open. But still, I couldn’t tell if she knew I was awake and watching, or even that her hand was now against my arm.



She rose to one particular crescendo and grabbed my forearm with her hand. I still wasn’t sure if she knew what she was doing. Her eyes were clamped shut in a silent scream. She might have forgotten that there was another body in the tent and that this wasn’t Kentucky’s arm that she was grabbing but her husband’s. She had been pounding with him for so long that her whole body now was pushed over to my side of the tent.



I raised my head, no longer able to reasonably hide the fact I wasn’t asleep. Kentucky didn’t seem to know that he had pushed her way over to my side. He was as lost as she was. Kim was now nearly face-to-face with me. I decided not to move, but to let her come right to me. She was now “ahhing” and “yeahing” nearly in voice as it broke through to a whisper. It sounded like she was right inside my mind. Her fingernails dug into my arm. Her forehead began lightly bumping into my forehead with each thrust of Kentucky from behind.



I kissed her on her mouth when she was breathing fast and hard. I slipped my hand out of my bag and found her clit. I rubbed it lightly, avoiding touching Keith’s cock pounding into her right below. It proved too much for her, but I didn’t know if she knew it was me fingering her clit. They both came together like that with her hair spreading all over my face, and I felt her pussy convulse under my touch.



They both very quickly fell asleep. No one seemed to open their eyes the whole time. She remained most of the night naked up against me, now under her bag. And Kentucky was, I had to presume, naked up against her from behind.



A couple of hours later, I was woken up and unable to settle. I tried to carefully pull on some clothes but Kim woke up too. “What’s the matter?” she whispered. I told her I couldn’t sleep and was going to go for a walk. All she said was, “Be careful.”



I didn’t walk anywhere. I just poured some wine and sat in the camp chair by the glowing embers facing the tent and thinking. I heard rustling inside and for some reason, I jumped up and hid behind the truck. It was Kentucky. He went to take a pee then came back. I heard their voices inside quietly talking. Then Kim’s head poked out. I could see her through the truck window, but she didn’t see me. I could hear her too. “You didn’t see him?”



“No,” said Kentucky. His head appeared over the top of hers in the narrow opening she made of the tent zipper. I thought maybe they were concerned about me. He bumped her and she laughed and they seemed to play-fight. She unzipped the tent further and stepped out as though making sure I wasn’t around. Kentucky’s hand slipped out from inside the tent and wrapped around her waist and pulled her back. She was completely naked and in the silver moon light, she looked like a wet dream. She didn’t resist him. She put her hands on his where they wrapped around her. I could hear Kentucky’s voice: “If he’s gone for a walk he’ll be gone for an hour,” he said.



“Yeah,” I heard Kim agree. She crouched back inside and closed the tent zipper behind her. I went back to my chair and my wine. The lamp inside the tent came back on but was turned down low. The orange glow was the only light in the whole area. It cast a perfect shadow play against the wall of the tent. I could see Kim’s head with all her hair moving up and down. I heard light laughing and stifled squealing. At first I saw a large shape moving back and forth. I realized it was one of the sleeping bags pulled around her shoulders only when it appeared to slide off her body, revealing a silhouette of her naked form, riding Kentucky.



I could see the waves of her back as she pumped on him, and the shape of her breasts, until his hands reached out and covered them. I know the sound Kim makes when her breasts are massaged. I could see her head roll back and her long hair move in waves from his jolting her from below. I could see her own hands grab his wrists where his hands squeezed her breasts. They were fucking right in front of me. And I wasn’t joining in. But I was reaching inside my pants and squeezing my own cock. The more noise she made, the harder I got. Before long, I had my shorts open and I was fully jerking off, watching the shadows and listening to her sounds of sexual fulfillment.



After I came all over my hand and the ground below, I left them to finish themselves and climbed up into the truck to sleep. In the morning, when they finally emerged from the tent, I had coffee made for us all. I said, “I think we need to talk.” They looked at each other like they didn’t consider the possibility that maybe I noticed things. We all took a seat at the picnic table. I went first. “At first I admit I got turned on with you fucking Kentucky.” I nodded and swallowed. “But I’m not sure this should keep going.”



They were both quiet for awhile, staring at the table. Kentucky was next to speak. “I agree with you, buddy. The first time was like an accident, and then I guess we liked exploring things a bit. But maybe yeah if it’s not comfortable for everyone, this ought to come to an end somehow.”



Kim knew it was her turn next. “Okay,” she finally started. “I will admit that it’s been a lot of fun. I didn’t know what was going on the first time. You know, Tod,” she said looking at me reproachfully, “that I didn’t want to do it again after that, and you were the one who said we could try.”



“I did.”



“And the second time was a beautiful thing I thought.” She nodded at us both like she was describing a meal we had doubts about. “I didn’t think anyone was being excluded and I thought we were sort of all in this together.” She scanned the ground around her. “It’s just that,” she paused. And then she giggled to herself and shook her head “No” like she couldn’t complete the thought she had in mind.



“Just what?” I said.



“No!” she grew shy and tried to hide her face. I saw her peeking though, through her fingers, but at Kentucky.



“What is it, Kim? Now is the time for straight-up honest,” I said. Kentucky looked away like he knew something.



“Okay,” she tried to straighten up and control herself, but she squealed and broke down again. Finally, she cleared her throat and drew her hand down her face to give herself a serious expression. “It’s just that,” she tried again. “Kentucky won’t stop fucking me all the time!” She burst out laughing. Kentucky looked away.



I sipped my coffee to give her time to settle down again. Finally, I said, “What’s that supposed to mean?”



She knew I was all business by my tone. She reached over and gripped my forearm tightly — like the previous night, in the tent — and she caressed my skin with her thumb. “Baby, you know I love you, right?” I stared at her. It sounded like something was coming that I didn’t want to hear. She bit her bottom lip and gazed over to Kentucky who was still trying to look away, but unsuccessfully. “But, Kentucky,” she lowered her voice like it was a secret she was about to tell, even though it was only us three for miles around. “He fucks me so good,” she squeezed out with a twisted grin, squirming in her seat and hiding her face. “And so much,” she stared at the ground with her eyes bulging. She chuckled before lifting her face back up to mine. “I don’t want him to stop,” she half-whispered to me.



“What are you saying Kim? Because I thought we were all just saying that it had to stop — this kind of thing doesn’t just keep going on like this.”



“We did all agree,” she nodded with innocence on her face.



“So you can’t keep fucking both of us like this,” I said trying to keep my voice down though the campsite was nearly vacant.



“I know,” she nodded readily.



Kentucky was looking away into the forest the whole time just sipping his coffee like nothing was going on.



“It’s me you’re stopping with,” the realization felt like a drug leaking into my veins.



She reached over and wrapped her hand around my forearm. “I’m sorry, Tod, but what am I supposed to do?” She rubbed me and then with her other hand, she rubbed Kentucky’s leg. He spun slowly on the bench and faced me sitting beside my wife. He shrugged like he had nothing to do with it.



“Babe,” she said to me. Her hand rode up Kentucky’s back and plunged into his hair. “Maybe just for a while?” She tugged him subtly and Kentucky leaned over and kissed her exposed neck even while she kept her eyes on mine. I stared right back at her eyes. She picked his hand up from the bench and brought it to her chest. She bit her bottom lip and said, “He turns me on so much,” she nearly whispered she was so overcome. She pressed his hand to her tits and her eyes flickered closed a moment.



“Kentucky?” she said, still staring at me. I gritted my teeth and stared back. “Take my top off?” She reached her arms to the sky and he got on his feet behind her and tugged her top up off her body. She was naked underneath. “Put a blanket over the table?” she said to me softly.



I shook my head. But I also went into the back of the pick-up and pulled out the blanket. I shook it out and spread it over the picnic table. She had in the meantime stepped into Kentucky and was necking with him topless. She was also tugging at his shorts. When he took his off, I could see his cock, huge and half engorged. Kim leaned her hand on my shoulder for balance as she opened her own shorts and peeled them down her legs. She didn’t stop there — she hooked her thumbs into the waist of her panties and again held onto me pulling them over her ass and down her legs.



She giggled and poked her pinky in the corner of her mouth. She sat on the edge of the picnic table. She looked stunning. “Babe,” she said, rays of bright sun lighting her up. “I want Kentucky.” She kept looking at me but she gestured with her arms for Kentucky to come to her. When he stepped on front of her, she wrapped her legs around his and locked her ankles together. She took his waist in her hands and finally she moved her eyes off mine and put them squarely on Kentucky’s. I looked between her legs. She was so wet she was nearly dripping.



She leaned back first on her elbows and then flat on her back. Her legs remained locked around Kentucky’s waist. Her fingernails, long and painted, scratched lightly at his six-pack abs. She stared up at him like a woman dazed, like someone on sex drugs.



Kentucky, his cock fully hard and long, the head of his cock nearly contacting the wet and pulsating lips of my wife’s pussy, looked over at me. His hands rested on my wife’s knees, pushing them subtly more apart. “Buddy,” he said, “You got quite a wife here.”



I had pulled out the Jim Beam when I got the blanket and now I pulled the lid off and poured a good mouthful back. I shivered it was so strong. “What are you going to do, Kentucky?”



He nodded slowly and looked down at my wife under him. She was pulling and squirming and making little meowing sounds. I’d never seen her so wet. He looked back at me when her hands reached his cock and she wrapped around him and pulled. “I think you’re little wife here is the one calling the shots.”



She breathed out and whined. She pulled and he seemed to stumble a bit forward. She moaned out loud this time and tugged on him like it wasn’t fair. She giggled.



“You think I’m okay with this?” I said to Kentucky trying to sound menacing.



The head of his cock touched my wife’s soaking pussy lips and she sighed. “Things kind of got away from us, buddy. Maybe you should have stopped it back when you could.” He kept looking at me even as his cock began to enter my wife’s pussy. She gasped and sounded surprised, even shocked, as he filled her so slowly I myself felt half like kicking him in the ass and shoving his cock in her twat completely.



“Maybe you should stop this now,” I said, taking another too-big swig from the bottle. He put his hands on his hips and, still watching me, he thrust his hips forward and pushed his cock deeper into Kim. She writhed on the end of his cock and cooed and purred and tugged at his waist to give her more.



“I think Kim is the one to say that,” he said. He buried himself so deep into her his thighs hit her ass. He picked up her legs and hugged them to his chest so her ankles dangled over his shockers. She shrieked and squealed and bit her pinky. He withdrew and shoved it back into her harder this time. She yelped.



“Kim?” I said, staring at Kentucky.



“Babe?” she replied barely able to talk.



I looked down at her. Her eyes were closed, her legs were up in the air, and her fingers desperately grabbed at Kentucky’s thighs as he pulled out and plunged into her with his enormous and stiff cock all slick from her wetness. “I’m going for a walk and when I get back, I expect the camp all packed away and ready for the trip home.”



Kentucky began slamming himself into my wife’s cunt. With her voice jagged and jolted from his pounding, she said, “Okay hon,” and she giggled.



Having said it, I was compelled then to go for the walk. As I left the campsite I looked over my shoulder. Kentucky was massaging her incredible tits and she was tugging at him to fuck her harder and deeper, a look of pleasure on her face like nothing I’d seen before.



When I got back, they were true to their word. The truck was packed and they sat inside the front. I got to the driver door and found them necking, their hands all over each other. They didn’t stop when I climbed in. It was like I didn’t matter anymore. An hour into the drive, Kim silently slipped over Kentucky’s shoulder and through the window into the back, and she reached through and tugged him after her. They left the window open. I could hear them fucking up a storm right behind my head.



After a while, when things died down, Kim climbed back through to the front and Kentucky stayed in the back. She slid the window closed. “I don’t know,” she said to me, as though reading my mind and hearing the questions I had.



“What’s going on when we get back?” I asked.



She looked long out the window at the passing mountainside. “I’m just not sure, babe.”



At home, Kentucky climbed into his car. Kim leaned through his window a long time and I saw her kiss him before turning to come inside with me. Nothing was said about anything for three more days. Finally, Friday evening, she sat down beside me and pulled my hands with hers into her lap. “Hon,” she began. “I’m going over to Kentucky’s tonight.” She paused a long while. “Probably for the weekend,” she nearly whispered.



“What’s that supposed to mean?” I said shaking my head at her.



“I don’t know babe, but I do know I’m going to be sleeping here, with you, Sunday night.” She looked up at me with a questioning look on her face.



“This is nuts,” I said.



“Is that a yes,” she leaned under my face and looked up with a cute smile.



“Fuck Kim,” I said to her.



She only leaned over me and kissed me long and hard and sweetly. “I love you,” she said before bounding off the couch and nearly flying up the stairs. She came back down texting on her phone carrying a weekend bag. She was already packed. “I’ll let you know,” she said as she flew out the front door. Let me know what?



That was all four months ago. She spends probably equal time at Kentucky’s as she does at home with me now. At first those nights when Kentucky and I got together for hockey or poker were awkward. But like everything, the feeling fades. Besides, when Kim came back to live with me for a week or so, she fucked me like she never had it before. The only hard parts came when I could tell she was getting all turned on by a movie or a book or something, and instead of grabbing me and throwing me on the bed, she’d grab her bag and car keys and with a breaking voice, she’d tell me going out the front door not to “wait up for” her. I’d find her again in five days or so slinking back through the front door in a different, satiated state.



I asked her once, “What’s the difference?”



She said, laughing as though it were obvious, “Oh, I could never live with Kentucky!” She shook her head like anyone would be able to see that. “You though?” she said, sweetly and leaning into me. “You’re comfortable — you’re what I need.”



“And he’s what you want?” I said.



She laughed and buried her face in my shirt shy and embarrassed. “Yes!” she squeaked out.






She did it right in front of me




“H

 on?” my wife Mariko’s eyes flared wide and white from across the flickering darkened den. “You think you’re going to sleep soon?” She was slouched into the crease of the sofa with her thick-socked feet on the coffee table sticking out from the blanket thrown over her legs. “You’re tired, right?”

That old friend of hers — Jonah — stared at the huge screen as though unaware. He’d begun appearing back in her life a month ago. Now he was living in our basement suite, that first “one night” turning into a weekend, then two weeks, and now indefinitely. The blanket fell around his legs too, and his feet stuck out on the coffee table beside hers. They’d begun the opening credits sitting up straight two feet apart on the sofa. Now he was against her shoulder as swallowed up in the cushions as she was, all that distance covered with slight, incremental shifts and stretches and settling. I kept my head rigidly toward the screen, but I wasn’t blind.

I’d be damned if I was going to sleep now.

“You probably should close your eyes,” she said.

I turned my gaze slowly toward her trying to gather the intent of her messaging. It was hard to see for sure, but the blanket in the vicinity of where Jonah’s lap would be, given how slouched he was, moved unmistakably up and down, even if very slowly and only slightly. I held my mouth in a protruding circle and projected my head on my extended neck.

“Dude,” Jonah spoke up, swinging his head pendulously from the screen to me as though that was a taxing effort. “Seriously, I think you should close your eyes like how.”

Marika laughed but stopped herself the way people do when they know it’s so wrong. He kept his stare on me even as he slowly pulled the blanket from both of their laps. Mariko closed her eyes out of embarrassment, but she didn’t retract her hand. Jonah’s cock was standing up like a flag pole. Mariko’s delicate, tiny hand, long nails painted vivid blue, barely reached half way around his girth. She curled her lips in against each other and her eyebrows arched. It was like she couldn’t stop. Jonah blew air out his nose with a callous, crooked grin and, still nailing me with his gaze, a piercing, dominating gaze I was not going to be the first to break. He said, facing me but to Mariko, “Suck it baby.”

“Close your eyes Tom,” she whispered. Jonah tapped the back of her head and she leaned halfway over. “I can’t help it,” she said to Jonah, chuckling.  Jonah pushed his big hand up into her long straight black hair and curled his fist up in its shining, silky locks. He pushed the back of her head and she descended down into his lap. I gripped the arms of my chair and I clenched my jaw. My wife’s lips, pursed, were pressed by Jonah against the large mushroom head of his erect cock until she relented with a little cry and opened her lips to slide her mouth down the width and length of his penis. He shoved her till her mouth touched his pubic bone and she recoiled from him, couching and gagging with strings of saliva hanging from her mouth. But even I could see that when her face went down on his cock again, he wasn’t pushing her. And if any doubt remained in my mind, her short, sharp muffled moans of sexual pleasure with Jonah’s cock buried in her throat put paid to that.

I looked away. But not so far I couldn’t still see in my peripheral vision that Marika had pulled her mouth from his shaft while still suctioned on him to make a wet vacuum-cleaner sound. She giggled almost too quietly for me to hear and she pulled up against him on her knees and put her mouth to his ear. I could only hear the deep tone of her voice, not her words, but evidently it was something salacious because she laughed gaudily and with a tiny squeal. She glanced back at me with a deadpan expression with her hand still pumping slowly but tightly around his member. She looked back at Jonah and her face filled again with delight and mischief. She pushed his t-shirt further up his body and kissed and sucked on the top of his cock.

Jonah pulled his t-shirt off and Marika followed automatically, revealing her sweet, jet-black bra with the lace along the edge of her small mounds and the blood-red bow in the middle. I knew it from when she bought it, not from when she ever wore it with me. She kneeled up tall against Jonah again and laughed when she pushed her little breasts into his face. I set my jaw and squinted my eyes, determined to focus on the  TV show and not give either of them the pleasure of me watching. Marika glanced at me as though to check I was looking away — but I hardly was. I was only four feet away half facing them watching the show. My blood boiled. I tried to calm myself internally because it felt like a mounting heart attack in my chest.

She kept pushing her chest into his face glancing over her shoulder checking on me until Jonah pulled down the cups of her bra far enough for her nipples, hard and pink, to pop out. Her eyes finally closed but only because he had covered her entire breast nearly entirely inside his mouth. I watched my wife reach around the back of his head as though cradling a baby to her chest and her own head fell back and her mouth fell open silently. He went back and forth between her breasts like that.

“We should stop,” my wife said barely audibly but she also laughed. She flopped back down on the couch and pulled the blanket up to her chin covering her chest and made like she was suddenly interested in the show again. She had pulled her knees up and hugged them to her chest. Jonah pawed at her shoulder and she shushed him, but not without a devious smile. He fell back and pushed himself against the arm rest. I was breathing half way calmly again. He pulled her shoulder from behind and she squirmed and shifted and he pulled her again until she was facing the same way as him, along the width of the couch, and leaning against his shins with his knees pulled up. He began to massage her bare shoulders and her little hand reached up and covered his hand showing him her appreciation.

I stared at the screen but I was far from relaxed. I kept watching out the side of my eyes. Marika spoke again without turning her face away from the screen. “You must be so tired, Tom,” she said sympathetically. Jonah had parted his legs and she slowly fell back till she shifted her bottom and rested comfortably with her back against his chest and her arms wrapped around his knees. “You should go to sleep now,” she said. She pulled the blanket over herself and Jonah took the corners from her and got them pinned behind his shoulders so that it stretched like a dark tent over their bodies beneath.

My mind was like a house on fire.

There was squirming I couldn’t make out from under the blanket and more shushing and giggling. A few moments later my wife’s hand emerged from under the blanket at her side holding her bra that she was trying to carefully obscure from my sight and slide slowly under the edge of the cushion. I scanned my eyes over and could see where the blanket didn’t come down all the way that her hand was tightly around his ankle and her fingernails were digging into his skin. Her eyes were closed and her mouth was open. She was making tiny, short, sharp inhalations but I couldn’t see what was going on underneath.

I heard her moan, “No!” under her breath. There was more struggling, light laughing, and squirming. She twisted around where she sat between his legs and gave him a dirty stare, but it was playful too. She shook her head and she seemed to lift herself under the blanket. Her legs kicked in slow motion and a moment later, her hand emerged at the side of the blanket again. She tried to shove her pink denim shorts under the cushion where her bra was stashed, but it wouldn’t go and she eventually let the shorts fall to the floor and retracted her hand back inside.

“You better not mind, Tom,” she said over her shoulder at me. “I think something’s going to happen here.” I looked away defiantly. She shook her head as though disgusted with Jonah, but teasingly. Nothing seemed to be going on the next several minutes and I had reason to believe they had stopped. But then Marika inhaled sharply and her head rolled back. Her face fell under Jonah’s jaw and she kissed him there. Her hand rose from out the side of the blanket and she reached up behind her and cupped his face in her palm. She exhaled in a long emphatic sigh and emitted a deep moan. I heard her whisper under his chin, “Baby!”

My attention rolled across the ceiling and I clenched my fists and relaxed repeatedly. There was more turbulence under the blanket and this time, Jonah’s hand emerged from the side of the blanket clutching Marika’s pretty black panties with the matching bow in the middle, and he dropped them on the floor where her shorts had earlier fallen. Marika reached up and behind her head with both her arms and clutched at the back of his head. Doing so caused the blanket to fall down her body and I could see Jonah’s big hand gently caressing her small breasts, one after the other and back again. Marika squirmed and twisted in slow motion like a fish on a line. Jonah’s other arm went under the blanket that still lay over their laps together. She breathed so hard I was worried she would hyperventilate.

She began kicking her legs one at a time and breathing sharply in shallow breaths. I tried not to look. But the blanket by increments fell away from her writhing body. It eventually slid onto the floor on top of her panties and shorts. In the flickering light of the screen I could see her slim, small body twisting and shifting between his legs. She was completely naked except for her socks half way up her calves. Her body was toned and sculpted. I could see the muscles in her upper thighs flex and release, and her stomach clench and let go. One of her tiny hands was pulling at his hair above and behind her own head, and her other arm was twisted like a chicken wing under her back where she seemed to be desperately trying to reach.

“Are you okay, Tom,” she breathed out barely able to speak. Jonah’s one hand was back at her chest giving her a soft, slow massage while his other hand was trapped between her thighs where she had clamped her legs together and rotated back and forth with her hips. She twisted around to look up at me. “Close your eyes, damn it,” she said with exasperation before opening her legs and moaning out loud. I could see that Jonah and inserted a finger inside her. I could also see in a flash from the screen that her pussy was open and glistening wet. Her small body pressed against his and her legs came up and spread around the outside of his drawn-up knees. She reached between her legs and I saw her draw his cock up there. She stroked it with her tiny fist and I watched her press the shaft against her pussy and moan deep and with devil-like possession.

“Why don’t you put him in bed?” Jonah as much as gasped as said.

“I have to keep an eye on him,” she replied equally out of breath. “I already told you,” she breathed. She seemed to shiver and her whole body trembled. “Oh fuck” she moaned deeply. She pressed his shaft against her lips and her hips writhed as though on instinct. “Is he closing his eyes?” she whispered hoarsely. Her hand slid up and down his cock frantically.

“Who the fuck cares now?” Jonah said in a pant.

“Oh fuck,” Marika was only able to barely mouth. Her hips were rotating against his lap and she was holding his straining cock in her tiny fingers. The head of his cock had become wet from her lips and she teased herself with it, poking herself with the huge head. Jonah’s hand rubbed her chest and his fingers twisted her nipples. “Shit,” my wife exhaled and I saw her palm press the underside of his shaft. The head of his cock was no longer visible. I saw her raise herself off him and then ease her body back down. Like a snake, his cock slid up into her pussy and she reached around and clenched his shoulders in her hands and pushed her hips so that his cock slid up inside her deeper yet. “Fuck Jonah,” she exhaled. “God,” she moaned out loud.

She twisted around and pulled herself off him. But she knelt straddling his hips and looked over at me one more time as she raised herself and gripped his huge hard erection between her thighs. She bit her lower lip and looked from me back to Jonah laid out below her. “Too late now I guess,” she whimpered to him as she lowered herself onto his pole. She cried out as he entered her deeply and she fell forward onto his chest and her hands caressed his face. Jonah’s hands roamed over my wife’s back and her ass. She began to pump her body against his. I could see from my angle his thick, fat snake come out and plunge back into my wife’s pussy all wet and glistening from her, and I could hear the wet sucking and sloshing sound of her soaking cunt.

“Fuck baby,” she moaned against his ear. His hips began in time with hers to meet her slam for slam and soon the sound of smacking flesh filled the den. He ploughed up into her hard and she held on, digging her fingers into his flesh. “Fuck me!” she cried out loud, her whole body jolting from his increasingly rough fucking. Her body was too small compared to his. Every muscle in my body clenched. I closed my eyes tightly but the sounds of my wife whimpering and crying, her voice jolted by his fucking, and the wet cock and pussy smashing, filled my head with tornados and lightening. I opened my eyes again to see my wife’s face sideways on Jonah’s chest, her mouth open, her fingers gripping the cushions, as she fucked the man with a wildness beyond containment.

He pushed her up and she allowed her body to be rag-dolled by him back down onto her back on the couch below him. She reached up with urgency when he pushed her legs apart with his knees and steadied himself before her. His cock, hard, hung from between his legs like a horse’s. He didn’t have to aim it. When he lowered his hips — and when she raised hers — the head of his penis was enveloped again by her sucking tight pussy lips, and he sank into her seemingly forever before his stomach came gently down onto my wife’s stomach. He pressed himself harder down into her so the sofa sagged and she groaned like someone dying. He pulled back out nearly all the way and her legs rose up to his sides and her feet and toes pointed like an upside ballerina’s to the ceiling. He plunged himself down into her nearly crushing the life out of her and she yelped and snapped her head and bit his shoulder.

He fucked her so hard on the sofa the springs cried out and the wooden legs stomped and skidded on the hardwood. My wife’s back arched and her tiny little perfectly shaped tits pressed up and the man wrapped his arms under her back and fucked her like a flayed skin. Her body rippled from his thrusts like a flag in a windstorm. She sounded delirious and wasted. She sounded as though in a constant unrolling orgasm. And yet, she sucked air and cried louder when she felt his body go rigid, as I saw, and heard, as I did, his breathing stop. Jonah gushed his semen into my wife’s pussy so hard and so much I could see it rush back out of her and down her thighs and all over the sofa cushion.

When they finished and caught their breath, Marika chuckled and kissed his mouth. When he pulled his flaccid and spent cock from my wife’s pussy, she leapt up and skipped like a fairy out of the room naked and light to go clean. Jonah stood up and felt the heft of his cock in his hand. It looked wet with semen and cunt juice. “You like that?” he said to me. I clenched my eyes and gripped my chair arm. Jonah stepped up to me and pulled my t-shirt off my stomach and wiped his cock off with it.

When Marika came back wearing her bath robe — untied and so looking sexier than even when she was naked — she pulled Jonah back with her to the sofa. “Baby need a drink now?” she said to him. Happily as a freshly fucked wife, she padded to the kitchen to get beers. She sat back down on the couch beside Jonah the way they had started the whole evening.

“How come he doesn’t do anything?” Jonah said gesturing with his head toward me.

She didn’t look away from the show she was determined to continue watching. “Who says he isn’t doing anything?”

“How long he’s been like that?” he asked her.

She looked over at me and said, “Since the accident of course.”

“And he’s never said or done anything?”

“Sometimes I think I see his eyes flicker or his fingers sort of flinch, but they say that’s just some nerves firing randomly or something.” She tilted the can of beer at her young, beautiful and full lips. His hand rested on the sofa beside her and she held it in hers, looking back at the show. “I can’t leave him alone for a second if he’s not sleeping because he might choke on his tongue or fall over and crush his lungs or something,” she said casually like someone talking about a sick pet.

“Do you think he’s in there at all?” Jonah asked, dodging his face back and forth, leaning over and looking up into my eyes. He snapped his fingers and waved his hand in front of my face. If I could have broken his hand, or shot him in the head, I wouldn’t have hesitated.

An hour and a few beers later, they started playing with each other again. Marika, small cute and Asian-hot, was being frisky and playful. She teased him and she grabbed him. She got up to go get more beers when she noticed my t-shirt was wet from where Jonah had earlier wiped his cock off on me.

“What have you drooled up on yourself now?” she murmured. She picked at the material and smelled it. Jonah had gotten up too and he came behind her where she was bent over into my chest. He lifted the untied robe up over her back. “Stop it!” she giggled. He massaged her ass. “This is my husband right here, I’ll have you know,” she murmured again, sweetly. Jonah was wearing a towel wrapped around his waist. It fell to the floor. He was stiff again.

Marika made like she was deeply interested in my t-shirt, but I could tell she was also bending over more deeply and sticking her bared ass out toward Jonah behind her. He gripped her waist in both of his big hands. She chuckled and rested her arms and elbows across my chest. “You know you shouldn’t right here,” she said over her shoulder at him. I could see in my peripheral vision that his cock was big again and that he was so close behind her it pressed against her bare ass cheeks. “Such a bad boy,” she said, looking right in my eyes from an inch away. “Don’t you think honey?”

Jonah hauled her hips up to his height and she yelped. He hefted his engorged-again cock up between her legs and she gasped and spread for him. He hooked one of her knees over his elbow to spread her cunt wider and he entered her. She gasped and grabbed the material of my shirt and twisted it around in her fist. “I think he needs to fuck me again, honey,” she said to me with her lips but an inch from mine. I could see her eyes flutter closed and I could feel her breath on my skin as she exhaled. I could tell without looking that he was entering her with his horse-cock yet again.

Marika pulled away and threw one leg over my lap so she was standing astride me, bent over so her hands gripped my shoulders and her breasts hung in front of my mouth. Jonah stepped behind her and rammed his ugly cock deep into her wet, willing pussy again. She cried out and panted and whimpered with her mouth grazing mine. I saw her eyes with my eyes, an inch away, blue lake gems, dark lined and entrancing. Her lips touched mine, full and pink and warm. Her body jolted as Jonah rammed himself indelicately into her from behind and her forearms, resting on my chest, pumped the air from my lungs.

“Look,” she said to Jonah over her shoulder as he rhythmically fucked her. She began to tug at my pants and opened them. “He often gets hard,” she said to him. “Who knows why.” She wrapped her hand around my stiff member and pumped me while the man fucked her so hard from behind her body jiggled. She pulled away from Jonah and turned around so her back faced me and she pulled him down to her level and necked passionately with him still straddling my lap. From behind she was cuter and sexier than even from in front, if that was possible. “Watch,” she said, and she giggled holding onto Jonah’s shoulders. She lowered her hips and bent her knees until the head of my erect cock began to touch her pussy lips, all hot and thick and wet.

“What the fuck,” Jonah said.

“He’s my husband,” she squealed at him. “Come here, give me,” she said, pulling at his waist. She lowered herself down on me and sighed and gasped. She yanked at Jonah’s cock and sucked it between her lips and into her mouth. She began to moan deeply and to swirl her body on mine. “Lick me baby,” she said softly to him, cooing and purring. Jonah got down on his knees between my knees and kissed her chest and her stomach. She lifted herself and pushed down again on my cock. She held his head between her hands and pulled him in closer. He began to run his tongue over her pubic area, kissing and sucking everywhere. When I got to her clit, she inhaled and caught her breath. She continued to fuck me while Jonah began to lick her clit and pussy lips.

“You’re such a bad boy!” she said, tussling his hair between her legs she draped over his shoulders.

He lifted his face from her pussy. “Does he come still?” he said to her, “because I don’t want a nasty surprise while I’m so close to his action.”

“Not that I’ve seen,” she breathed, “but then who knows.” She giggled and continued to rise up and plunge down on me. Jonah’s elbows rested on my thighs. “Baby, I think I need a real fucking though,” she said, lifting off of me. She bent over in front of him again and stuck her ass out for him to fuck. He entered her readily and she leaned far enough over to take my cock in her mouth.

“What are you doing to him,” Jonah asked, laughing as he pumped his cock into her from behind again.

“You said you wanted to see if he could,” she said, laughing and squeezing my cock in her delicate small hand.

“I don’t care,” he said, slamming himself into her.

She moaned on me from his deep, thorough fucking of her from behind. She squeezed me in her tiny hand and sucked me hard between her tight lips. I gripped the chair arms and clenched my eyes. My feet tingled and my vision darkened. She kept sucking at me harder and harder, making higher pitched moans on me and lifting off only to cry out and go back down on me with more visor. She pumped me too hard. Her tits were too small and beautiful, brushing my legs. I could see her eyes scrunch every time he rammed her hard enough to make her body reverberate. It was too much. My come shot out hard and fast like lava from a long-pent up volcano. I caught the back of her throat before she knew what was happening, and she yanked herself off, my ejaculate sprayed her face and chest and ran down her stomach. She yanked back from me in horror and surprise and pushed back against Jonah so hard he fell over backward, pulling her down with him and they ended up on the floor, both naked and covered in come.

They laughed and rolled around in hysterics. But they stopped laughing and began kissing. Jonah sat up and Marika sat tightly against him in his lap, her ankles locking around behind his ass. His hands gripped her ass and he lifted her up and pushed her down on his cock. She moaned and bit at his neck. His cock was in her again. Jonah leaned back against my shins and knees. Marika swirled her pretty face around his and her long, silky hair brushed my legs. My knees were force apart and Jonah came to rest his back against the front edge of my chair between my spread knees. My wife rose and fell in his lap, panting and gasping, her arms tightly flung around his neck, her mouth biting and kissing his neck so close to me her cheek pressed against my thigh and her hair swirled like a storm over my stomach.

“Baby,” she breathed hard. Where they fucked hard and frantically before, now they were slow and caring, deeply grinding on each other and kissing and cooing all the way. I looked down at my wife’s head in my lap as she took her time sweetly fucking the man between my legs. When his cock pressed up into her fingers twisted and grabbed what they could, the passion so enthralled her. She grabbed my thighs as he touched her deeply. She wrapped her arm around his neck so hard she pressed his face into her chest. Her other hand flailed for balance and grip, finding my stomach and then my cock, again. She used it to steady herself fucking Jonah with total abandon.

Her shoulders were round and perfect, her back was shapely and toned, her waist was narrow and her hips were sweet. I could see all the way down to her thighs that clenched and released to lift her hips up and let them down, her pussy sucking and plunging on his cock. I could hear Jonah gasp and inhale and Marika and I both knew what was coming. Both of his arms muscled up and he stopped breathing. His hands flailed before finding both of my ankles. He gripped me hard when everything seemed to stop, including time. Marika kept rising and falling on his lap, whimpering and crying. “Now baby, now,” she barely whispered out. When Jonah cried out, my wife also shook and cried. Together they orgasmed on me.

Spent and chuckling languidly still between my legs, Jonah said, “That was my come on his shirt.”

Marika slapped him, but only playfully. “That’s terrible,” she said coy and teasingly. He pushed himself up and said he and her should shower. He helped Marika up to her feet and her knees buckled but he saved her. “Whoozy,” she said. “I think you fucked my brains out.” She stepped a foot up on my chair beside my hip and stretched my t-shirt out to her body to wipe Jonah’s come from her inner thigh and all over her pussy where he ran out of her.

“And I’m the terrible one,” he said, chuckling.

“Well you already dirtied him, I might as well make the laundry worthwhile,” she chuckled.

He pulled her away for another kiss and said, “C’mon.” She giggled and followed him, her arm outstretched, hand in hand with him, giggling lightly. My shirt snapped back against my skin with a wet slap. And I stood up.





I accidentally cheated with my husband’s best friend




T

 he first time I cheated on Cory was an accident. We’d been out shopping for antique furniture — a serious hobby of mine — and I fell in love with this mahogany mid-century coffee table. Josh, Cory’s best friend from college, had been staying a few weeks in our suite in the basement. He was in town setting up a new location for the retailer he worked at. He joined us for something to do on a Saturday and to see a bit of the local scenery. The table wouldn’t fit anywhere else but in the front passenger seat reclined all the way back. It meant Josh sat behind my husband driving and I sat beside him in the back seat — pushed up hard against him because it was a small car.

Josh was one of those guys women fuck with no delusions of ever developing anything with. Everything about him was hot, including his shallowness and utter lack of commitment. You knew you could play with him all weekend and never worry about an ill-timed follow-up phone call. And he looked fun to play with.

Me, on the other hand, made people think “devoted.” And I played the part. I worked out, I spent lavishly on both makeup and wardrobe, and I don’t mind saying I turned men’s heads. But that’s all I did to them. Cory was my first and my only. I didn’t even fantasize about other men. I enjoyed their looks and their bodies, but in the same way I enjoyed antique furniture and fine art paintings — nice to look at, a purely aesthetic experience.

Josh certainly fit the category of “very nice to look at,” but I kept respectable distance between us. I could tell he was a player in the worst sense. He was making no secret of his appreciation for my body and looks and I don’t mind admitting that I secretly enjoyed his lecherousness. He didn’t dart his eyes away when I caught him checking me out and that kind of boldness and confidence is rare. I let him look. Because that was all he was going to get.

What I didn’t expect was to be pushed up against him for a long ride home after the sun went down squished together in the back seat of my husband’s car while his attention was focused on the road in front of him. The way I felt comfortable with Josh’s freely wondering eyes left me vulnerable as well to what became his wondering hand. If he was anyone else besides my husband’s longtime best friend, there is no way I would have been as relaxed as I surprised myself to be pushed up against him. Having my husband right in front of us also ironically left me feeling protected and safe. When his hand fell on my thigh just as casually as if I was his wife, my whole being felt electrified. But I didn’t pull my leg away — I couldn’t, we were tightly squished. I also didn’t push his hand off me but nor could I really without my husband possibly noticing. Nor did I pull the edge of my skirt down to cover what I already knew was a lot of exposed leg, the way it had ridden up on me.  Instead, I laughed at my husband’s joke, I turned my face the opposite way, and I did nothing to dissuade him even as his hand imperceptibly tightened around my thigh. I let him. That was when the decision was made.

We continued on through the darkening evening with that sporadic conversation of a long drive while Josh’s hand, undeterred by me at first, began, like all of them do, men like him, to take more when the slightest is given. He let it slide up my thigh further, and it curled it around toward the inside. I adjusted to slip out from under his grasp but my squirming had the unintended effect of moving my leg over his and my body more snuggly against him. Because of the hump in the floor, my legs were parted. I tried to push his hand away but he stiffened against me and I only succeeded in digging my nails into his wrist. I meant to freeze his hand from travelling up further but it might have been interpreted by him as me not wanting him to stop. Because, being stronger than me, he moved it up further.

He surprised me when his baby finger, now under the fringe of my skirt, made a deft little circle on flesh there that was so high up only my husband had ever touched it, besides me. The sensation closed my eyes for me and made me involuntarily inhale sharply. I checked the rear view mirror and saw Cory checking back. I smiled for him and when I tried to push Josh’s hand away, I only managed to force my body to slouch more into him, which caused my hips to press out toward his hand, thereby holding him by the wrist while I pushed my pelvis into his fingers.

He touched the front of my panties. He looked away out the side window while he did so, and so did I, looking the opposite way. Cory drove in silence, even turning up some nice music. I didn’t want to, but I fell more softly against Josh’s chest, becoming relaxed. My legs parted more. I released my death grip on his wrist, because what was I proving doing that? His fingers began to touch and make circles on the front of my panties deep under the edge of my skirt. I pulled the edge down over his hand and wrist in case Cory looked. I accidentally exhaled in a tiny moan. He was touching me right there.

I was fascinated by Josh. When he first showed up, I was surprised that Cory even had a friend like him. I knew stories about him, of course — how they shared an apartment and how this roommate had a constant stream of young willing women passing through his bedroom, much to Cory’s annoyance. I had never been up close with men like that and so when he came over for dinner and an evening to catch up with his old friend, I was enervated by him. To be so close to such a specimen intrigued me.

What about men like him made women lose their sense? To have such a one as him in our own house, on our sofa, right beside me, and in the safety of knowing my husband was right there and that he was best friends with him, made me feel free and safe. I flirted with him knowing my husband would save me if I went too far. I caught myself twirling my hair and unable to sit still. Part of it was how this Josh guy didn’t even try to hide the face he was checking every inch of me out every time I got up to get us drinks or whatever. He stared right at my ass with my husband looking right at him, talking. I confess I liked it. I found a lot of reasons to get up.

When Josh talked about what he was in town for and how long he’d be around, I noticed my own breath getting short. I didn’t know what I was feeling. He said he hated the hotels too. That’s when Cory said he should stay in our suite. He even said we’d been setting it up to rent and we’d benefit from him telling us how it could look better. Josh kept saying he would be crowding us, that he’d be an imposition.

Finally I broke my silence. “I don’t mind,” I said, staring at the floor, sure I was beet red. I looked up right into Josh’s piercing sexy eyes. “It’s fine with us.”

He went back to his hotel that night and came the following afternoon with all his stuff. I prepared for him like a mad woman.

“You’re pretty excited about this,” Cory said to me.

“It’s our first customer. I’m just making it ready.” But I blushed. I guess I also got myself ready just as much as I got the suite ready. I decided on my pink hoody and faded ripped jeans — the college girl look. Would Josh like that? I bit my lip and felt my heart beating when I checked myself in the mirror upstairs. I could not stop myself from seeing my body through Josh’s eyes. He was one of those men who only sees women for their bodies. I felt bold treating him to a special one.

When Josh returned I showed him the private entrance. I showed him the fridge, stocked with nice foods and a few bottles, “Just in case you have any special visitors,” I said all too softly. He was too close behind me at the fridge while Cory was in the other room. I purposefully stepped back into him. He didn’t pull away, not even when I twisted my face around. Our bodies connected like that felt like something from another world. My face was made up like a Saturday night for the clubs, even though it was the afternoon in the suite showing Josh around. He seemed to not mind much.

Cory broke up the silent moment. “Well, settle in, and then come outside to the pool side when the sun’s going down, we’ll have drinks.”

“I didn’t bring a bathing suit,” Josh called back. Neither Cory nor I said anything about that.

That evening, after Cory and I got back from some shopping, he said I should go let Josh know we’re heading outside, and I wasted no time shooting downstairs. Josh was looking resplendent on the sofa reading his reports with his laptop and paperwork and files open all over the new antique coffee table. I had strong feelings but I contained them.

“No bathing suit?” I said to him from the entrance. He looked up but was not startled. “Too bad,” I said, all flirty.

“Not always necessary, are they,” he said.

“Nope,” I agreed. I busied myself straightening pillows and untying the curtains. I knew he was watching my every move.

“You and Cory always need them when you’re here alone, for example?” he pointed out. 

“Nope,” I agreed with him again. But the mention of me being naked by Josh, while he was virtually undressing me with his eyes, alone in the basement suite with him, made my voice catch. I realized we were taking a while to just open the French doors and step outside on the pool patio. But I didn’t feel like rushing the moment.

“It’s not like me and Cory are new to the sight either — we lived together and played on the same team for two years,” he pointed out.

I bent over in front of him ostensibly to hide a cord. He had to know I was teasing him. His eyes felt like hands all over me and I was not pulling them away. I felt so dirty teasing him and leading him on. I paraded around in that small suite letting him have his fill of me. The silence was making things worse. I didn’t respond to what he said. But his implication was plain: between the three of us, it was only him and me who hadn’t seen each other naked.

When I couldn’t take it anymore, I finally flung open the French doors to the patio and went out. Cory was there. He seemed surprised like he’d been staring at the doors wondering when or if they would even open. He knew I was in there with his friend the whole time.

He had turned on the lights but the first thing I did, feeling all bold from Josh’s lingering stares, was turn them out. I also got all heady and bold again and, in the dark, without thinking or doubting, I unzipped my hoody, threw it on a lounger, and kept going, tossing off my t and undoing my jeans. I pretended to be alone out there when I reached behind myself to unhook my bra and shake it down my arms and off. I had to close my eyes to still my shaking body even as I went for it and hooked my thumbs in the waist of my panties and squatted to peel those off me too. If we were all going to swim in the nude, someone had to get things started. And it wouldn’t be fair to Josh if he had to be the only one. After all, what he said was true. There was nothing new about it, at least for the two of them. And I just made it normal with me too.

I dove in and stayed under the entire length of the pool. I came up slowly and calm at the far side and leaned my elbows on the edge. My breasts were exposed. I wanted to show my husband that I was changed somehow. I didn’t cover myself up.

He and Josh were both staring at me. Josh went first but Cory didn’t waste time either. They both stripped naked and hopped in. When both my husband and his best friend emerged from long dives on either side of me, I pushed off and splashed — more at Josh than my husband. I rolled in the water and kicked my legs and shrieked when he splashed me back. I threw water at him and tried to swim away. He chased me and I splashed and laughed and rolled and dove down to come up behind him and try to push his head down under the water.

He pretended to be weak and was easily pushed down, but under the surface, I felt his hands grab and squeeze all over me. He was rude and unbelievable. I even felt his hand where it had been in the car. He came up behind me and pushed me down under the water. I went down too — and I grabbed his cock and squeezed it to teach him a lesson. But it was huge, it was hot to the touch, and it was long. Under the surface of our dark pool with the lights out, I knew nothing could be seen. I was overcome with an urge that I could not think straight about. I wrapped my arms around his legs to keep me from rising up buoyantly in the water and took that cock of his into my mouth. It was just once, and it was very brief. But I came out and laughed a changed woman, and I swam away from him without looking at his expression.

Cory might have noticed I was under the water that long and that there hadn’t been splashing for a few moments and that I came up right in front of him. Also, it wasn’t just once I put my mouth over him. I went to the other end and watched what Cory would do.

“Time for the hot-tub,” he said, and he got out and turned the pumps on. He had already heated it up. While my took his time lowering himself into the tub, Josh came to the steps beside me and brushed by so closely, I might have felt his cock bump against my waist. He went up in front of me and I followed him and when Cory wasn’t looking, I reached out and squeezed his ass. He didn’t react. When he stopped at the steps up to the hot-tub, I walked into his back, pressing my nakedness including my breasts into him. He still didn’t react.

Cory took up one side of the tub complaining about his sore knees. That left only one side for both Josh and me. The tub was not that big — it meant that  we would be touching sitting beside each other. The surface was bubbly and foaming with the swirling hot water and with the lights off, nothing could be seen. I laid my head back on the padded edge and closed my eyes. But this time I was the naughty one. Josh brought that out in me, I guess. I slowly reached over and found his hand. But he was reaching over too. I pulled his hand under cover of the swirling foaming water and pushed it on my leg. He was already moving it up but I pushed it too.

I felt electrified when his fingers got to the top. I reached over under the water and found his cock. It was erect. I looked over at Cory. His head was back and his eyes were closed. Josh and I met each other’s gaze and I gave him a scolding look for what he was doing to me. His fingers were touching my pussy lips. But I was disingenuous. I was slowly pumping my hand up and down his cock. He let his finger enter me and I didn’t stop him.

My husband broke things up. “That’s it,” he announced. “Ten minutes, or you’re going to get ill.” He climbed out and got a towel for me to climb out behind him and wrap myself in. It’s a good thing women don’t have something like a cock that gives away how turned on they are. But there was no way for Josh to hide hard on. Josh pretended not to notice, but I don’t know how he could miss it. It was intriguingly big, like one that had been recently stroked, or even sucked on, however briefly.

We said good night to Josh at his French doors and Cory and I went up. When we were getting ready to climb in bed, he said, “Oh, I did a favor, I put the old towels down there in the laundry.”

“You did what?” I was shocked.

“I put them in the laundry.”

“Those were fresh towels!”

“Oops,” he said.

“Cory, he’s supposed to have fresh ones out, that’s how you get it ready for a guest!” I was appalled.

“Sorry,” he shrugged.

“I have to go down now and set it up again!” I said to him. I pulled my robe on and flew down the stairs. I knocked on the suite door lightly and Josh opened it. He was standing there still wearing his towel around his waist and nothing else. In the dim light of the suite, he looked like something delicious. “Need to set your towels out,” I said in a voice a lot softer than I had intended. When I pushed past him into the suite, I closed the suite door behind me. I also locked it.

I went to the linen closet in the bathroom and found fresh towels for his towel racks. As I set them on the racks and straightened them, he came into the bathroom behind me. “You better be wearing something,” I said quietly. I reached behind me to where his towel was but as soon as I touched it, it fell to the floor around his ankles. He didn’t even try to catch it. “Do you think that’s a good idea,” I said in an almost whisper.

He didn’t say anything. But his hands wrapped around me from behind and he began to undo the knot in my robe belt. I looked down as his hands worked at me. They were handsome hands, like the rest of him. My robe fell open below my eyes and rather than touch me right away, he gently brought the shoulders of my robe off my back and I instinctively dropped my arm behind me to help him disrobe me. I didn’t mean to jut my chest out but I did and he took it as an invitation to take my breasts in his hands from behind.

I didn’t want to feel it and I didn’t want to lead him on, but he felt warm and good. My husband was right upstairs which should have made me end things right there, but instead it made me feel free, safe, and in some way, allowed. I turned around and registered my disapproval on my face, but I was also very close to him, in fact my body was tight against his, and I had nowhere for my arms to go but around his neck. I didn’t mean to pull him down, but that’s what he must have thought, and before I could say or do anything, his mouth was on mine. I wanted to stop him right there, but I had to think, and so in the meantime, I kissed him back, buying time.

It was awkward in the bathroom and I guess he must have read my mind, because he lead me to the main room and the sofa there. Because I had been the one to disrobe first when we were out by the pool, I didn’t want to confuse him and make him think I was two-faced about being naked — I wanted to appear liberated and my own woman in front of him — so I sat down on his sofa trying to ignore the fact that I was naked. He sat down beside me, but even though it was a large sofa, he chose to sit right up against me like we were right back there in the back seat of my husband’s small car.

I wanted to say “Look, Josh, I don’t think so,” and to start that speech letting him down, I patted his thigh. Only I misaimed and ended up brushing past his cock that remained stubbornly erect. I looked at him to show my disapproval and to shake my head “No” in case he was getting the wrong ideas, but instead I accidentally kissed him again.

He wasn’t fair with me either. He pushed his hands into my hair and, like he knew I was useless with my husband when my hair is pulled, he tugged. Had my husband told him that about me? I wanted to tell him to stop, and I did manage to voice something, but it all came out long and low and must have sounded like a moan to him. He tried to reach between my legs and so I needed to keep them together to prevent that, and I raised them tightly shut and draped them over his lap, turning myself sideways to him to stop him from feeling me all over. He supported my back with his one hand and I was appreciative of that. But his other hand roamed around my bare chest and I looked down and watched it.

I guess I felt it was unfair that he had to support my whole weight, so I tried to hang on a bit myself, and when I put my hands around his neck, he just pushed a little and I ended up straddling his lap which is what he probably had in mind the whole time. I shook my head at him and tsk-tsk’ed him for being so naughty. But being above him I also felt in control, so I kissed him again because he probably expected that. He rubbed my tits and I thought that that was probably okay so I let him. At least he wasn’t touching my husband’s property between my legs. Only he was — with that damned erect cock of his.

That was a bit my fault though, so he couldn’t really be blamed. I had sort of shimmied up on his lap — I had to in order to keep him interested in my tits long enough to think about how I was going to get out of this mess — and I ended up accidentally — so many accidents! — with my bare, shaved, even perfumed, pussy, touching his beautiful, hard shaft. I might have moaned a bit but only in protest. It was wrong, and I wanted to make sure he knew that. Unfortunately, our mouths were a little bit too busy with each other’s for me to say anything other than a moan. Or two.

I hadn’t been in that position with a man before and I was afraid. He wasn’t saying anything and neither was I, but there was so much being communicated by our bodies. I was amazed that mine was communicating so much without me in any sort of control. I looked down between us and saw, after I raised myself up and down in his lap, that his cock was glistening from touching me where I pushed myself against him. I thought we were perilously close to doing something very wrong, so to keep him from getting the wrong idea again, I kissed him, I smiled for him, and I slid down on him like oil till I was on my knees between his legs, that gorgeous thick cock rising up in front of my face, and I laughed because the whole situation as funny.

But I also took it in my mouth again because I had so briefly earlier that night in the pool and it didn’t seem right to be in front of it now and not do that. Besides, I had probably made him erect and it seemed only fair. I kissed it and looked up and he smiled and it made me feel good and with my Cory above us patiently waiting maybe for me to take him the same way, I went down on Josh’s cock. I usually gag, but I didn’t on his. I wanted it, it wasn’t him wanting me to do it.

I looked up with his cock deep between my lips and his eyes were closed. I thought he looked so pleased and peaceful I just wanted to help him. I tried to make him come. But the more I pulled on him and sucked it, the more my stupid pussy got hot and wet. I truly only wanted to make him come so I could go to my husband and do the right thing with him, but Josh wasn’t exploding the way I expected and I realized, when he tapped my shoulders, that he was only going to let me get away after I did what I didn’t think I would ever do.

I wanted to control things, but if I was being honest, it was all his fault. No — it wasn’t even Josh’s fault. I felt defiance rise in me when I realized it was actually all Cory’s fault. I climbed back up Josh’s body, all slouched in the sofa, and I straddled him again. I didn’t automatically lower myself on him — I didn’t want him to think that it was me who wanted or needed it. If he was going to have me like that, and it seemed he was, then it would have to be him that would close the last gap between us. He did so when he touched my waist. That I guess was the signal I needed and I rose my hips up and reached behind me to grip that hot cock and aim it. He sucked on my tits which he shouldn’t have and I was no longer able to hold myself up in that position, so when I lowered myself, his cock was just there, and it pushed inside me incredibly easily. I guess I was wetter than I thought.

I rode him. But the truth is, though he was under me, he fucked me. He made me want to ride up and down on him, he made me want to moan and groan, and he also made me want to come on him. I tried to stay quiet but he made me cry out and whimper. I saw fireworks.

I quickly fell off him when I felt his breath catch and I sucked him and stroked him for only a few seconds before his come shot out, and before I knew what was happening, he had hit my face and neck and tits. I went back down on him just to keep from making a bigger mess and swallowed what was left to come out of him. And then to show him that I was still a lady, I went to get a towel soaked in warm water to come back and wipe him, and myself. I kissed his pretty little slumbering cock and then I kissed his nose and I said to him, happy and light as an elf, “Sweet dreams!” and I disappeared out the locked door and back upstairs to my husband.

Cory was asleep so I carefully slipped in beside him and left him to sleep. I wasn’t exactly needful anymore, was I.

The next day we made a plan to all go out for dinner at a great place. Just as we were about to go, Cory’s phone buzzed. He was called in on some emergency at work. “Got to go, you know how it is.” This one was going to be an all-nighter out of town. “I’ll be back at 12 tomorrow,” he said. I didn’t know how he knew so exactly the time, but he repeated himself, “12 tomorrow.”

Josh and I went to dinner without him. To be honest, I didn’t mind being alone with him. I wanted to start talking about how it wouldn’t happen again, what happened the previous night. But he played dumb a bit and kept asking me what I meant about “that part where” and in describing the acts that he did to me or I did to him, I started to feel what I tried so hard not to feel all over again. Before long, what began as me telling him nothing like that was going to happen again, ended with me telling him that we should hurry home “so I can show you what I’m not going to do again!” He made me laugh.

We came in through his own private entrance — I thought that was at least showing a little respect to my husband. He was the one who locked the door behind us. I went to the fridge because I knew there was wine in there. He, being him, sat on the sofa as though he just expected everything. I hate how some men are like that, because stupid women then feed into it by doing everything for them. I poured us each a glass of wine and brought it to him to see if he liked it. I set them down on the table and because I knew he’d like it, I reached my arms to opposite sides of my waist and pulled my loose black sweater up over my head. What I wanted to know if he’d like was the new underwear I bought thinking of him. He was a man of the kind I’d never been with — that would describe every man not my husband — and I got myself all silly and excited thinking about showing him. I should have waited at least but why? I opened my skirt zipper from behind because if he was going to see me in the bra I bought for him, the whole effect was needed, and there were of course matching panties.

I giggled and poured wine to his lips and sat down beside him dressed in only bra, panties, heels, and a lot jewelry, and I picked up the remote like we were just going to watch a show. I pretended to be interested in the screen and I pulled up my legs beside me on the sofa. “What?” I said to him, not even looking at him. I knew he was looking at me. I couldn’t take it anymore and I shrieked and kicked off my shoes and pulled up my legs and pushed my toes into his crotch and bit my finger.

“You’re bad,” I said to him. He leaned over and, being the kind of man he was, he only tapped my hips and I raised them for him to peel my panties off my ass and down my legs. I didn’t know what for. He pushed my legs open and I struggled against him and said, “I don’t think so.”

But I had to giggle, because he pushed his head between my knees and used his tongue on my skin there. I guess he knew what he was doing with a woman, because my legs opened despite me pressing them tight together. I was already naked below so when his mouth came where his fingers had previously touched, it was too much for me. I snuggled down to lie on my back and I brought my legs up and over his shoulders. “Just be gentle,” I said to him.

He was.

I’d never come on Josh’s mouth before. He had made me come from touching and with a vibrator, but I always pushed him away if he was using his mouth. It felt to me like I was peeing and I was embarrassed. But with Josh, who was such a brash and confident man, I didn’t feel like it was my fault or that I should feel anything like shame with him. If he was going to be so rude to me and my husband, then what did I care if he got an unpleasant surprise doing that to me? He shouldn’t be doing it all, so it would only serve him right.

I came hard on him. I felt like I was gushing. I cried out loud and my hips pumped and vibrated. It was incredible. And when I looked down between my legs, Josh came up smiling, covered in my wetness. I wasn’t embarrassed anymore. I tugged at him and yanked him up over me until his dangling cock touched my pussy, and being as hungry as I was, I yanked him there too, until he shoved it into me beneath him.

Josh fucked me harder than I’d ever been fucked and I didn’t know it about me, but my body was enthralled by it. I thought he was going to break me, but instead, he electrified every inch of me. We eventually made it to his bed where we slept off and on the rest of the night, between bouts of hard, body-quaking fucks. He wore me out.

By the time Cory got home, at 12 on the button, Josh had already left town. I came up to my husband and let my robe open. I had showered, but only a few hours before, his friend’s come was all over my hair, my stomach, and dribbling out of my pussy. And not once, but all night long. I kissed him.

“Josh gone?” he said.

I nodded. But I also kissed him deeply, and said, “He said he’s needs to come back to town every month or so for a few days.” I pushed my tits — still raw from Josh’s rough handling — into Cory’s face. “I told him he could stay here.”

Cory kissed me on the mouth — where his best friend’s cock fucked me as hard as he fucked my pussy, at the front door on his way out of our house an hour earlier.

“Is that going to be okay with you?” I asked my husband. I straddled him where he sat in the kitchen stool, and I unzipped him and brought his awakening cock out. I pushed the head against my pussy, even though I was sore.

He wrapped his hands around my ass and nodded. “I don’t see a problem,” he moaned. I lowered myself onto him. He went into me more easily that his friend — Josh was so much bigger.





She forced him to watch her cheat




J

 osh’s wife was topless and straddling the lap of a guy he didn’t know. He was sitting on Josh’s kitchen floor slumping against his counter. Kitty was wearing her pink bra, the one she wore for her husband on their special nights, and her tight denim shorts. She was barefoot.

Josh could see between the wall of the dining room and the half-shut kitchen door. From the narrow sidewalk along the side of their house, you can see through the dining room down into the sunken kitchen — when the curtains are open. And they were open.

She didn’t want him to go in the first place. “What am I going to do? It’s going to be so boring!”

“I’m sure you’ll find something, and when I’m back, we’ll go out to a  restaurant downtown,” Josh promised her.

He came home a day early from his conference. He didn’t tell Kitty he was coming.

He already made reservations in the cab from the airport. He had tix to a concert too — one of her favorite bands. It was going to be a big surprise.

He curved his hand around his eyes and pressed his face to the window. He watched his wife kiss the man, throw her head back and laugh with him, and wrap her arms around his neck. She pushed her chest out into his hands and he squeezed her tits.

Her hands fell between them and Josh pressed his face closer against the glass. She tugged at his button and spread open his jeans. Josh  watched her carefully dig his erection out of his pants and stand it up in her hand. She squirmed on him and leaned down. The man’s hands roamed over her shoulders and up into the mess of her hair. He tugged and pushed at her and Josh saw the side of her face as her mouth fell open an inch from the head of his cock.

That’s when she noticed him — just when her jutting tongue looped around the engorged head of his cock. She startled and shot back. The man darted his eyes over and immediately tugged at his pants. His wife scurried to where her top had fallen and scrambled to pull it on. Josh went to the door, twisted the key, and came in.

He walked through to the kitchen. The man was skipping on one foot pulling his shoe on his lifted foot and headed for the back door. “Whoa there partner,” Josh said deadpan.

“Josh,” Kitty said, biting her finger. “I’m so sorry you had to see that.” She crossed her arms over her chest and turned half away, pressing herself into the wall. The guy leaned against the door with his hands in his pockets and hung his head down further than Josh would have thought possible. He pulled out his bottle of Jim Beam, fixed a glass and poured two more, and pulled out a kitchen stool and sat down.

Josh sipped his drink and nodded slowly. “Help yourself, friend,” he said to the man. “C’mon Kitty,” he said to my wife. “You too — it’s probably going to be a long night now.”

Kitty and the man looked at each and darted their glances away again just as fast. “Go on,” Josh said. “You’re already having my wife, it’s hardly significant that you have my booze too.”

“Josh,” Kitty said in a pleading tone.

He cut her off. “Have a drink, Kitty. I insist.” He poured his back and refilled.

She stepped forward and took both glasses and stepped over to the man and handed him his and went back to her spot well away from both men.

“What’s his name, does he have a name?” Josh asked Kitty.

“Josh, please, I’m sorry.”

“Just asking what his name is.”

“Pete,” the man said from the corner.

“Pete,” Josh repeated. “Hello Pete.”

Pete nodded and put his head down again. He wrapped his arms around his body tighter.

Josh finished his second drink and poured a third.

“Josh,” Kitty started again. “Let me explain.”

Josh ignored her. “Pete, come over here, finish that drink.” He picked up the bottle and waved it. “Lot’s more here.” Pete remained in place. “Well come on, I ain’t going to kill ya, if I was going to kill ya, you’d be dead already. Am I right?”

Pete tilted his head and sagged his mouth and thought it sounded plausible. He poured his drink back into his throat and stepped toward the counter with his glass held out.

“There we go,” said Josh, tipping the neck of the bottle at the ridge of Pete’s glass. “Kind of like when you’re trying to get a rat to take the cheese, eh?” He laughed two chuckles. “You too Kitty, bottoms up,” he waved the bottle at her.

Kitty rolled her eyes and closed them. She pursed her lips and exhaled long and deep. She stepped forward with her glass out too. Josh tipped the bottle into her glass. “There,” he said quietly. ‘Now we’ve all had one and we have another in front of us. That should be about right.” He was speaking as much to himself as to the others.

“Josh,” Kitty pleaded with him.

“Shh-shh,” Josh smiled back at her. “Let’s just take a moment to quietly reflect on things, gather our thoughts, as it were.” He breathed in deep as though modelling for the other two, and he let his breath out long and slowly. “Okay?” he said in a questioning tone, though neither Pete nor Kitty knew what was being asked.

“I interrupted things, didn’t I,” Josh smiled. He turned over his shoulder and looked at Pete still glued to the door with his face down. “I interrupted things, didn’t I Petey boy,” he stated flatly. Pete didn’t reply. “Didn’t I Petey boy,” Josh repeated.

“I guess,” Pete replied in a small voice.

Josh chuckled with a broad smile. “I guess too,” he laughed. “Just what was about to happen next here, anyway?” Pete looked down again and Kitty’s eyes remained closed. “Pete? Kitty? Anyone? Just what did I interrupt? What was about to happen next?”

“Josh please,” Kitty repeated.

“Pete,” he ignored her. “Pete,” he repeated.

“Yep,” he finally replied.

“Do me a favor,” Josh said. I think both your shoes were off. You mind taking your other shoe off?”

“I guess I can do that,” he replied.

“Would you?” Josh stared at Kitty.

Pete took his one shoe off.

“Good, good. Would you mind coming over here in front of the counter for me?”

Pete twisted his mouth and thought for a moment. “I’d rather not,” he finally said.

“Dude,” Josh chuckled again. “So far, I haven’t done nothing to nobody, and given what I happened across, I’d say so far you’re doing great. Would you humor me, just go along with me for a bit, I’m dealing with some pretty serious shit here, don’t you think? Cut a guy a break, just come over here, in front of the counter.”

Pete glanced at Kitty who popped her eyes wide open and nodded and he shrugged and shambled over to the front of the counter.

“Shirt off, just like before,” Josh said, sipping his drink.

Pete looked at Kitty who closed her eyes again, pursed her lips and gave him one quick nod. He opened his shirt and took it off, draping it over the counter.

“Good, good. Now would you mind sitting on the floor for me for a second?”

“Do we need to do this?”

“Again, you really must be thinking to yourself that for a dead guy, you’re still pretty alive, right? It ain’t asking much, given the circumstances, I feel.” Josh pointed to the floor.

Pete slid down and leaned against the counter the way he had been seated when Josh first spotted them.

Josh looked at Kitty. “Honey, would you mind?”

“Mind what, Josh?” She sighed and bit her tongue in the corner of her mouth.

“Take you’re top off, be a love,” he nodded at her. Kitty paused with her eyes closed. “There we go,” Josh said.

She puffed air out her filled cheeks and began to undo her hastily done-up buttons. She let her top slide down her arms behind her and caught her top to hang it on the back of another stool.

“That’s the bra you put on for me when you’re trying to tell me something, isn’t it,” Josh pointed with his glass before lifting it to his bottom lip and draining his third. He refilled it.

“I think you were sitting on his legs, but like down to his ankles, sort of, because you had his pants open, if memory serves. Pete, would you please open your pants.”

“I don’t see what the point is,” he said from the floor.

Josh just nodded and smiled with his eyes closed. “Kitty, do me the favor, down you go, there’s a good wife.” He nodded at her.

Kitty got down on the floor with Pete and straddled his ankles and looked up at Josh. “Is this what you want?”

“It is,” Josh said. “Pete, like you were, pants open,” he said quietly. Pete opened his pants. “I believe your cock was out,” Josh said. Pete stared at him. Josh repeated himself. “Cock out.”

“Josh really now,” Kitty pleaded.

He turned to her. “Take his cock in your hand,” he said quietly. “Like you were before.”

She stared into Pete’s eyes and bit her bottom lip and reached out with her hand to wrap it lightly around his shriveled cock.

“A little more enthusiasm, eh?” Josh said.

Kitty breathed in and out deliberately.

“Okay,” Josh said sitting on the stool looking down on the scene. “If I remember correctly, I interrupted just as your tongue, Kitty, was starting to touch Pete’s cock. Am I about right?”

“Yes, Josh, I was doing that, you caught me doing that.” Kitty scrunched her eyes tight.

“Well go on, then,” Josh said nearly inaudibly.

“Mister, you don’t have to do this,” Pete looked up at him.

But Josh just waved him off. “I don’t have to do anything, when you get philosophical about it like that.” He used his hand to gesture encouragement to his wife. “Please,” he said.

Kitty sighed and began to lean over. She turned sideways to watch Josh but he motioned for her to continue. She brought her lips to nearly touching Pete’s cock. Pete watched intently.

She brought her lips to a slight touch and sat back up. “There, are you satisfied?”

“I am pretty sure that if I hadn’t just appeared in that window through there, something a little more elaborate than that was about to occur.” He chuckled and sipped his drink. “I mean I am certain something more than that was about to get going.”

“Why are you doing this, Josh?” She sat back on her haunches.

“You’re asking me why? You’re asking me why?” He laughed to himself. “I don’t think I’m first up for making explanations tonight, do you?”

“Please Josh, can we just talk about things?”

He gestured again impatiently and finished his drink, refilling it yet again. Kitty leaned over and brought her lips around the head of Pete’s cock. “That’s more like it,” he said in a low murmur.

She lifted her mouth off and looked up at Pete. Pete met her eyes with his, all big and bugging out.

“Go on,” Josh said softly. “I want you to pretend I never appeared here, go on like I never showed up.”

Kitty leaned down again and took Pete’s cock in her mouth. She gripped it tighter in her hand and it began to grow erect again. “That’s it,” Josh said in a near-whisper.

Pete’s hands instinctively rose up into Kitty’s hair and he stroked her. Kitty began to bob down deeper onto his cock. Josh slipped off his stool and squatted on the floor nearby. He twisted around so he could see under her curtain of hair and watch Pete’s cock, now hard and slick with her saliva, slide through her red painted lips, deep into her mouth.

“It’s not your first time with him, is it,” Josh said to her very close to her face. She lifted off Pete’s now fully engorged cock and shook her head no. “Don’t stop for me,” he said. He got closer and pushed her head gently to encourage her. She went down on him till her lips touched his pubis.

Josh rose up beside Pete. He leaned against the counter too and looked over at him. Pete looked up from Josh’s wife sucking his cock and looked over to meet Josh’s gaze.

“How many times, would you say? Can you count it?” Josh asked him.

“Doing this?” Pete asked for clarification.

Kitty looked up from his cock. “Don’t stop,” Josh said to her. She went back down on him. “Okay,” he said to Josh. “Yeah, how many times doing this?” Pete shrugged. “You don’t know?” Josh asked him.

“I dunno, maybe 10, maybe 12,” he shook and shrugged.

“10 or 12. And how many of the other thing?”

“Other thing?”

“The other thing,” Josh nodded.

“Probably about the same,” Pete said. His cock was long and hard and Kitty seemed to have lost some of her reticence. They both heard a tiny moan escape her throat.

“You fucked my wife a dozen times?” Josh whistled.

“Oh, no, I thought you meant, like, me going down on her,” Pete nodded.

“Oh, right, yeah, no, ha ha, I see, no, I meant, yeah, the fucking.” They both nodded. Then Josh said to him, “You’ve been down on my wife’s pussy about a dozen times?”

Pete nodded.

“You make her come most of the time?”

Kitty seemed not to notice the conversation above her anymore. Her body undulated in its crouching position.

“I guess,” Pete replied.

“You guess?” Josh laughed. “That’s the kind of thing you would know for sure with a girl like Kitty I think.”

Pete puffed air out his nose and smiled briefly.

“Don’t you think?” he brought his glass to chink with Pete’s glass. “She’s pretty loud,” Josh uttered it like a secret to him.

“She is,” Pete agreed. “So yeah, every time.”

“Every time,” Josh nodded and drank his drink. His wife panted and moaned on Pete’s cock. “She like to make you come with her mouth too, or she like you to fuck her?”

Pete swallowed. “She likes to make me come like this,” he said nervously. “And the other way too.”

“You get it up again for her?” Josh was incredulous seeming.

“After a little while, I guess.”

“Was she probably going to make you come in her mouth here on the floor before I showed up?” Josh nodded at him.

“Not sure,” Pete said.

“Kitty, get that cock of his out of your mouth a second if you can.”

She lifted up from his lap but continued to stroke his cock in her hand. “Where you going to probably make him come in your mouth here on the floor?”

She darted a glance at Pete.

“He doesn’t know,” Josh said with a shrug. “What you think?”

“Josh,” she began.

“Kitty, I think you were. He says you usually do. This looked like a pretty romantic event going on here. Probably the kind of fun times that made you want him to come in your pretty little mouth, right?”

She bit her lip and her shoulders sagged. “I guess,” she sighed.

“Where do you normally fuck him after? He says you like to fuck him after a while. Where would that be?”

She kept stroking Pete’s cock but she pleaded again with Josh to let things stop.

“The couch?” he ignored her. “Up in our bed?” he opened his eyes wide at her. She looked away and he had his answer. “You fuck him in our bed,” he observed to himself.

“Well go on, finish him off now like you normally do,” he said to her.

“I can’t do that Josh,” she said seriously.

“Yes you can, I guarantee it, ol’ Petey boy here, he can’t make it stop if your mouth is working on him.”

“I don’t think we should do this, Josh.” Kitty kept stroking Pete’s cock slowly though. Josh glanced down and noticed that she gripped it hard. Kitty realized what she was doing and let go. Josh laughed at her. “Even with your husband watching you right beside you, you want his cock in your mouth, in your pussy, don’t you.”

She looked away.

“Pete?” Josh nudged his shoulder. “Where do you eat her out? Do you take that upstairs to bed? You don’t do it wherever do you, like here on the floor?”

“The bed.”

“The bed, “ Josh repeated. “Well why don’t we all reconvene up there and let’s see if you can make my wife come.”

“Josh really,” Kitty gritted her teeth.

“Let’s go,” he said. “I want to watch. Can’t a guy just watch? I mean it’s nothing that you weren’t going to be doing anyway, it’s what you had planned for the evening, isn’t it?”

She looked away.

“Isn’t it?” he repeated.

“It is Josh, yes, is that what you want to hear?”

“Pete,” he turned away from his wife. “Take her upstairs, go down on her, make her come. Yeah?”

Pete and Kitty slowly pushed themselves up from the floor. Kitty took Pete by the hand and began to lead him out of the kitchen and toward the stairs. Josh snapped up all three glasses and the bottle of Jim Beam and followed up behind them.

Once they were all in the bedroom, Josh sat in the chair in there and spread the glasses out and poured them all afresh. “Another round,” he suggested.

Pete took his and swallowed it whole. Kitty sipped at hers.

“I imagine you undress each other, right?” Josh nodded. “Carry on the way you would as if I’m not even here.”

Kitty stepped toward Pete and embraced him, wrapping her arms around his waist. She surprised him when she began to kiss him in earnest. She tugged at his pants and Pete lifted his legs one at a time as Josh’s wife slipped his pants off him. She tugged his underwear down too. She stepped back from Pete and ignored the face her husband was in the room. She undid her shorts and squatted to push them off her ass and down her legs. She repeated the gesture with her thumbs hooked in the waist of her panties and peeled them off too. She used her fingers to push Pete at the chest to make him fall back onto their bed. She crawled up on her knees to follow him and together they faced each other and necked.

Josh pulled his chair up closer to the edge of the bed and leaned his elbows on his knees. “Hoo-wee,” he said.

Kitty twisted around and said to her husband, “This isn’t going to happen if you’re going to sit on the sidelines making cat calls,” she said. “You wanted us to pretend you’re not here, so don’t remind us that you’re here.”

“Okay,” Josh sat back with a castigated smile.

His wife resumed kissing Pete. She said to him privately, “It’s okay, babe, just relax.” Pete shot a glance over her shoulder at Josh sitting there three feet away staring. “Just ignore him,” she said, bringing his hand down between her legs. She made him feel her. “See?” she said to him quietly.

When Pete relaxed, Kitty pulled him down and laid on her back. She held Pete against her tightly as they kissed. She began pushing at the top of his head and he got the message. He kissed over her chin and down her neck. Her body writhed a bit. She kissed the top of her chest and she said, “That’s right, babe.” He moved down to her nipples and he stopped to suck and nibble. “Yes,” she whispered loudly. He carried on further down her body, kissing little circles over her stomach. She giggled a bit and began to squirm. “Just like that,” she said softly. Her hands grabbed at his hair and she tugged and pushed him.

He began to kiss and lick all around the top of her legs and all over her mounding pubis mons. She moaned out loud and pulled her knees up and let them fall to the sides. Pete glanced over at Josh. Kitty tugged at his face and kept him straight at his work between her legs. But Kitty twisted to look over at him just as Pete lowered his face to her pussy. Her eyes met her husband’s eyes just as Pete’s tongue touched her pussy and her eyelids flickered and closed without leaving Josh’s gaze. She moaned and sighed and began to suck breath in short and sharp.

Josh pulled his chair in closer. With his wife’s eyes closed and her head rolling back and chest arching up, he reached over and stroked her forehead and ran his hand into her hair spread out on the pillow all around her head. She opened her eyes and looked stoned. He touched her face and she opened her mouth and caught his finger with her lips. He sank his finger into her mouth and she swirled her tongue around her husband’s finger. Pete licked at her pussy and she squealed and cried out and her hips bucked up into his face, even while she gripped Josh’s wrist and pushed his finger deeper in her mouth and bobbed on it the way she had on Pete’s cock earlier.

Pete reached up without looking and began massaging one of her breasts. Josh leaned over and replaced his finger with his tongue and kissed his wife deeply. She responded strongly to his kiss and he squeezed her other breast. She began to pant.

Pete’s hand roamed over to her other breast and found Josh’s hand already covering it, massaging it. Startled, he shot his head up from between Kitty’s legs, but while kissing Josh, she shoved his head back down between her legs. And so Pete, confused, resumed. She moaned and bucked and cried out inside the kissing her husband was giving her.

Her fingers twisted in the sheets and her head rolled all the way back. Her chest rose up and Josh leaned over her and sucked on her tits. She erupted powerfully, thrashing and crying out.

When she subsided and her body lowered back onto the bed, Pete crawled up over her. His cock was thick and enormous, hanging from under him like a horse. Kitty opened her eyes and turned her head sideways to look at Josh questioningly.

“Of course,” he said. She reached and pulled at Pete’s enormous cock and when the tip touched her pussy lips she gasped and her hips rose up to meet his. She squeezed his cock and guided it into her, the whole time watching the expression on her husband’s face. Pete maneuvered himself over her and sank his hips down into hers powerfully, shoving her body into the bed and his cock into her pussy. She closed her eyes and bellowed and gaped. Her fingers twisted hard around Josh’s fingers.

Pete began to pound himself into her so hard their skin slapped and the bed rocked. Kitty gasped and panted and could not catch her breath. “Oh my god,” she cried out. Pete fucked her harder and she began to lose control. Josh stood up and pulled his pants down and he leaned over the edge of the bed with his cock dangling. Kitty shoved her face toward him and swallowed his cock in her greedy, sucking mouth. She swirled her tongue around his cock inside her mouth so roughly and frantically he brought him to the edge in no time.

Pete clenched his eyes and rose up and down on her like a jackhammer. Her whole body jolted from his fucking and she cried out even with her husband’s cock crammed in her mouth. When her husband began to pull out and push in imitating Pete fucking her pussy, she felt like she wasn’t going to live through it. Pete began making grunts like he was going to come and Kitty rose ever higher. She reached to Josh’s cock and pumped him into her mouth just as he lost control and shot himself into her. Pete began to come too and fucked her ever harder and ever faster. She could not last from the onslaught and came powerfully herself, thrashing like someone possessed.

When then regained their breath, Pete’s come was all over her stomach and running out of her pussy, and her husband’s come was all over her tits and running out of her mouth.

“Get out of here, Pete,” Josh said, flopping back down into the chair.

Kitty and Josh sat up in bed. “I am sorry,” she said.

“I’m confused,” he replied.

“I thought you were going to do something crazy, I thought you were incredibly mad.”

“I was,” Josh nodded. “I was going to kill you both. I was trying to scare you when I made you both get back onto the floor.”

“You did scare us,” she said. “But then things kept going.”

“I began to watch you with him. I was trying so hard to stay mad, but seeing you get more turned on by him, I started to get . . . interested in you getting turned on.”

“I think I could sense that at some point,” she nodded. “I could feel things changing.”

“I started to get aroused,” he said to her. He held her hand.

“Me too,” she said in a tiny voice. “At some point.” She kissed his hand. “It wasn’t that I forgot you were there. It was . . . I liked you being there.”

“I didn’t expect any of this,” Josh said.

“I’m pretty sure none of us did.”

The next weekend, Kitty and Josh both poked at their food on the counter. “Honey,” she said.

“Mm?” Josh replied disinterestedly.

“Pete called,” she said.

Josh looked up at her.

“He was wondering how things were going.” Kitty tongued her fork where it rested on her bottom lip.

“What you tell him?”

She paused a moment. “I told him to come over.”

Josh closed his eyes. “Why did you do a thing like that?”

She reached over and wrapped her hand around his forearm. “Because I want to fuck him, honey.”

Josh looked at her hand on his arm. “I know I’m supposed to be mad,” he said.

“But you’re not, are you,” she said. He shook his head. “You’re getting hard, aren’t you,” she said.

He nodded. “I don’t know what it is.”

“You love watching me getting good and fucked,” Kitty nodded at him slowly. “You like to watch a man go down on me, you like to watch me suck his cock, you like to watch me fuck him.”

“Stop it, Kitty.”

“No. You like to watch your wife ride another man, to watch her have an orgasm with another man, don’t you.”

He covered his ears.

She peeled his hands off his ears. “You like to see another man come in your wife’s pussy, in her mouth, all over her tits, don’t you.”

Josh clenched his eyes.

“Don’t you,” she repeated.

“Yes,” Josh murmured.

“I’m going to suck Pete off and you’re going to watch, aren’t you,” she said.

“I have to don’t I,” he replied.

“You do. You have to watch me fuck him too, and I’m going to ride him until he comes inside my little pussy, would you like that?”

Josh kept nodding.

“He’s going to make me come when he fucks me too, he always does, you know that, don’t you.”

Josh nodded vigorously.

“And maybe, just maybe,” she kissed his hand she held up to her mouth. “I might let you do something, but maybe not too, you don’t know.”

“Okay,” Josh could barely speak.

“You’re hard now, aren’t you, hon,” she said.

He nodded.

“You can jerk yourself off when Pete fucks me, I’ll let you do that.”

“Okay,” Josh whispered.

“But when Pete shoots his wad in me, I want you to clean us both up. Use a nice towel all warm and wet.”

“Okay” he barely formed the inaudible word.

The bell rang. Josh startled but Kitty slowly rose from the counter. “My boyfriend is here,” she said. “We’re going to watch a show and make out. He might go down on me in there, I might suck him off, who knows.”

“Who knows,” Josh agreed with his wife.

“You can watch the show with us if you like. But I want you to get us drinks when we want and bring us food too, when we ask.”

“Okay,” he said.

“Are you going to be okay seeing me maybe fuck my boyfriend on the couch right beside you?”

“Do I have a choice?” Josh asked.

Kitty laughed and brought the corner of her hoody up to her mouth to bite. “Not really.”

“Does he know I’m here?” Josh asked.

“I warned him you might be,” she said.

“You invited him over before you knew I’d be okay with it?” Josh asked.

Kitty nodded. “I’m going to keep fucking my boyfriend. You can leave if you need to, or stay and watch. I thought you liked it.”

“I do,” he said sheepishly. “Is he okay with it?”

Kitty stepped back and opened the zipper to her hoody exposing her delicious body. “What do you think?” she laughed at him. He had to agree — she was super-hot.

Kitty went to the front door. Josh turned and looked and didn’t know whether to go claim the chair in the den, run upstairs, leave the house, or hide. Pete entered the den holding hands with Kitty. She kicked up one leg and sat him down beside her on the couch and draped her arm on his shoulder. She kissed Pete and said “Hi!” to him.

Without looking away from her boyfriend, she said to Josh, “Hon, do you mind getting us each a beer?” She dropped her hand into Pete’s lap and squeezed his crotch playfully and squealed.

“He’s going to be okay with this?” Pete asked in a nervous, tremulous voice.

“Of course,” she smiled and began tugging at his fly. “He has to,” she giggled.
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