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 Chapter One

Summer was finally here!

I’d never lost my childlike love of summer, but this one was particularly special to me. It was my first summer as a married woman, my first summer as the wife of the love of my life, Mike. I was looking forward to a few warm, sunny months of skimpy outfits, bikinis, and late nights by the firepit with my new husband.

And there was another reason to be excited, too: this year I would finally be invited to his friends' infamous summer barbecues. Mike’s guy friends were way into grilling, I guess, because every summer each one of them hosted a barbecue. I know they had competitions and tried to one-up each other with new dry rubs and marinades; I could guess they had other dumb activities like drinking contests as well. They were boasted about by the men and spoken of in hushed, knowing tones by the women.

I’d never been invited before because apparently girlfriends weren’t allowed – wives only. Mike had been very apologetic about that over the last three years, and even stopped attending when we began dating. I understood it wasn’t targeting me, but it still stung to be excluded. And I could tell my husband felt left out - I kept telling him he could go without me, but he said things sometimes got a little wild and he didn't want me to worry. But this year we were married and I’d finally be able to go. I was looking forward to seeing what ridiculous things Mike’s friends actually got up to and spending some time getting to know the other wives better.

Adding to my anticipation was the fact that since late spring, whenever I’d run into one of the other wives, they’d been dropping enigmatic hints and suggestions about the barbecues.

“You’ll want to wear a skirt, of course,” Julia had told me with knowing eyes.

“Make sure to get lots of sleep the night before,” and “stay hydrated” was the advice from Angelica.

Kristen had just given me a brief hug and told me to give them a chance because I’d grow to love them, whatever that meant.

Mike had also refused to say anything further on the subject, even when I started deliberately guessing ridiculous things to make him laugh. The only thing he’d revealed was that he’d love help with his part of the party preparations (he had been tapped to bring the fresh corn this time). So I was forced to wait and shuck corn, my curiosity raging, not having any idea what was in store for the weekend.

~

After what felt like an interminable wait, it was time for the barbecue!

It seemed like a normal get-together at first. Looking around at the pockets of casual conversation, the empty beers, the cornhole set, I was prepared to laugh off the odd comments from the other wives. This was going to be a fun summer Saturday, just like any other.

And then two things struck me.

First was that there were no children in evidence anywhere. Not even babies. And several of Mike’s friends had young children – they’d been at our wedding – young enough that it was strange for the guys to host regular events where they weren’t invited.

The second thing I noticed was even more startling.

Kristen, who was married to Mike’s friend Paul, was currently sitting on someone’s lap. And that someone was not her husband.

I’d always thought of Kristen as completely proper, in control. The first time I’d met her, she awed me. Paul was the first in the friend group to get married, and she’d been the first woman added to their circle of activities. She’d had to have a thick skin and total aplomb, and I admired her for her grace. I’d come to think of her as sort of the “first wife” among us, the leader.

So why was she now leaning against Oscar, letting him hold her waist with easy familiarity?

I squeezed Mike’s hand, trying to draw his attention to the sight and quietly ask if he knew what was going on, but his focus was elsewhere. Before I could hiss the question, he was leading me through the pockets of people to claim a chair in the middle of the patio. He tugged me onto his lap when I would have chosen my own seat; flustered, I obeyed.

Mike immediately began chatting with his friends. I gave a smile of greeting but was content to lean back against his broad chest, letting him do all the talking, so I could continue scoping out the scene.

Now that I was looking more closely, I noticed Kristen wasn’t the only wife conspicuously not sitting with her husband. Brie was sitting in a small nook with Rob and Tim. Angelica was leaning against Lyle’s legs. And Cassie was sunbathing in a bikini top while chatting gaily with several men I didn’t even recognize, her husband nowhere in sight. I hadn’t expected the wives not to mingle, and even have friends among the husbands, but this pattern suggested something… interesting.

“Mike?” My curiosity finally got the better of me. “What’s going on here?”

I half expected him to be confused or dismissive; I still didn’t quite believe that this wasn’t just a funny coincidence. But Mike’s reply shocked that belief straight out of my head.

“The barbecue is a wife swap,” he told me calmly. “They do it every summer.”

Suddenly certain things became very, very clear to me. Why there were no children here. Why I’d never been invited before – of course, these events must be no girlfriends allowed. Why the men were all in such good spirits, and the women had drifted away from their spouses.

No one here but me expected to be spending the afternoon with the person they came with.


 Chapter Two

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I hissed, trying to hide my shock and hurt from the men around us.

Mike stroked my bare thigh comfortingly, resting his hand just on the edge of my short skirt. “I didn’t tell you so you didn’t get nervous. You can do this; you’ll have fun.”

Fun?

Being taken by one of my husband’s best friends – or being passed around amongst them – I'm not sure if fun was quite the right word for what I was feeling.

I felt a thrill of fear and some other, deeper, nameless emotion. I looked around the barbecue, paying more attention to the wives’ faces now that I knew what was to come. Did they look scared? Resentful?

Cassie at least looked like she was having the time of her life; she enjoyed being the center of attention and she certainly was that right now. But Brie and Angelica and even stoic Kristen looked… calm. Maybe even content.

I didn’t know if this was something I could face with that much equanimity.

“Baby.” Mike kissed my neck, his mouth hot and lingering against my skin. “You’ll be amazing.”

I shivered at his touch. Normally I would have swatted him playfully and told him to keep his hands to himself while we were in public, but now, surrounded and anxious as I was, I found myself leaning into him, wanting the comfort of his body as well as his words.

His hand on my thigh slid deeper into my lap, his fingers pressing ever so lightly against my mound. I bit back a moan as his mouth moved on me again. His friends were watching us now, if they hadn’t been before. Carter was giving me a speculative look, his gaze hot and full of promise. I shuddered – from fear or excitement?

“I don’t know if I can do this,” I admitted in an anxious whisper.

Mike kissed my neck again softly. “You can. I know you, baby. I know you want this.”

I did? God, it had been so long ago, I'd almost forgotten that drunken night where I'd confessed some of my wildest fantasies. Being watched. Shared. Completely filled. I remembered waking up the next morning with the biggest headache, mortified with embarrassment and hoping he wouldn't remember. All this time, I thought he'd forgotten. Well, apparently he did not.

His hand in my lap pressed once more, sending another shock of pleasure through me, and then drifted higher. It took me a moment to realize he was unbuttoning my shirt.

“Mike!”

His teeth were at my neck this time, a playful threat. “Hush.”

I could feel my pussy growing wet at his command. God, I loved it when he took control. I held still, quivering, as my husband undid my top in front of his friends. He pulled the shirt aside, exposing my lacy bra to appreciative eyes. One of them whistled. And then Mike’s hand was inside one of my cups, gently taking my breast in his rough, beloved grip, caressing me as I wiggled in shame and arousal.

“She really likes it when you play with her tits,” Mike told his friends calmly. “Don’t be too rough, and she’ll be practically begging for it before long.”

“Show us!”

I didn’t see who called it out; I currently had my face buried in Mike’s neck. I was blushing terribly and struggling with myself. This was turning me on. Why was this turning me on? It was only supposed to be a fantasy, I could never do something like this in real life. Couldn't let his friend's all see me like this.

And then I remembered something important: the bra I was wearing had a front clasp…

It was too late. Mike had already sprung the clasp, and now my chest was bare for the entire barbecue to see.

I was too embarrassed at first to lift my face from Mike’s neck, but the hush – and the murmur of conversation following it – made me even more anxious. I had to see what the reaction was.

I lifted my head, and my world changed.

In that brief moment, I had my first flash of understanding. Seeing the men around me – my husband’s friends, my friends – and realizing what the looks on their faces meant. Nothing about them was teasing; nothing about them was predatory, acquisitive. Oh, they were enjoying the sight of me, of that I had no doubt… but there was something more to it than blind lust. If I’d had to put a name to it, I would have likened it to being cheered on by teammates, people who were rooting for you and wanted you to do well.

It was confusing, and disorienting. As Mike continued to caress me in front of his friends, showing them exactly how I liked to be touched, I couldn’t help but writhe a little in his lap. His cock was growing hard underneath me, insistent, and I was still shy of the other men seeing me, but I couldn’t help it. My husband’s hands on me felt so good, and the eyes on me made me feel… something. I didn’t yet dare put a name to the deep, animal emotions they were stirring in me.

“Who wants to give her a try?” Mike called gaily to his friends.

I shivered in his lap, desperately torn between arousal and the lingering feelings of anxiety and shame. “Are you ready for this?” he asked me quietly so only I could hear.

Was I?

I looked around the barbecue. Oscar now had his tongue down Kristen’s throat, and she was obediently leaning back under his insistent touch. Cassie had lost her bikini top somewhere along the way and was now proudly displaying her shapely breasts for her eager admirers. I couldn’t see Angelica and Lyle anywhere anymore, and I couldn’t help but wonder if that meant they’d found a private corner to be alone in.

Taking a deep breath, I nodded. My husband loved me and I loved every part of him. I wanted to belong in his world. I was ready.

With shocking swiftness, I found myself gathered, lifted, then deposited in someone else’s lap. The unfamiliar smell of a citrusy cologne filled my nose as Carter’s mouth bent to my neck, a strange cock now throbbing against my buttocks. Rough hands caressed my breasts and despite myself I moaned, feeling a thrill of delicious desire at the naughtiness of what was happening. I was being groped by someone other than my husband, in front of all of his friends. And they were all waiting for their turn with me!

Carter wasn’t as good with his hands as Mike was, but the callouses on his fingertips and the sheer dirty thrill of being touched by someone new had me panting before he grudgingly passed me on to the next lap in the circle. I’d gone almost halfway around before I fully processed what was happening. I couldn't believe how much I was enjoying myself.

The next lap I was dumped into belonged to Carlos, who turned me roughly away from the others and held me up. He dipped his head to taste my erect nipples, suckling first one, then the other. I moaned in supplication and lifted my breasts to his mouth, urging him on. The sensation of his beard against my sensitive skin, his tongue surrounding my areolas, was exquisite. I suddenly didn’t care that everyone was watching, that my husband was only feet away. I wanted more of this, now.

Carlos obliged, suckling and caressing my breasts until I was panting and rubbing myself against his stiff cock like a slut. I whimpered in protest when I was gathered up once more, not wanting to leave, but another set of hands claimed me, pinching my wet nipples until I gasped.

When I was finally returned to Mike, covered in love bites and damp with exertion and saliva, he pulled me down onto his lap so vigorously I almost fell. And then I felt him slide between my legs, free, his hard cock pressing insistently against my swollen pussy. With a moan, I bent forward slightly and didn’t resist as he violently yanked my panties aside and plunged into my depths, penetrating me in front of his friends, claiming first rights to my abused body.

I wailed in tormented delight as my husband forced me up and down on his cock, fucking me for all the world to see. My breasts, still wet with Carlos’ saliva, were bouncing harder now. We had an audience and I was ashamed – I wanted to close my eyes – I never wanted to stop. My world had narrowed to Mike’s cock splitting me, the hungry gazes on my ravaged body, the memory of so many new hands exploring me. Dimly I was aware that Mike was still extolling my virtues between thrusts, telling his friends what a hot fuck I was, how I loved taking multiple loads in my pretty little pussy, but I could no longer focus on the words.

His hands on my hips, demanding. Up and down, faster and faster he worked me, until my legs could barely support me and I was begging under my breath for more, for release, for something I couldn’t put a name to. When Mike finally bent his mouth to my neck with a hard, insistent kiss, I let out a desperate wail and came, thoroughly shaken, no longer in control of my traitor body as I rode out my orgasm in front of the entire barbecue.

I could feel Mike’s mouth curving into a smile against my neck. “Good girl,” he murmured again, and I collapsed, panting, against him, too spent to even wonder what was coming next.
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I wasn’t sure how long Mike let me rest there, tangled in his lap, but when I came back to myself and opened my eyes most of the circle had drifted off. Unmistakable sounds of sex filled the air, and I could see Cassie, still bare-breasted, with her legs over her head as she was being fucked by one of the men I didn’t know.

Mike kissed me – long, lingering. An arrow of desire went through me even though he’d just thoroughly fucked me. I leaned back into him, wanting more, but he broke off the kiss sooner than I wanted.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice husky.

Not trusting my voice, I nodded.

Mike helped me up, pointedly not adjusting my shirt or bra, and headed off to grab a drink. I watched him go, saw him make his way over to the circle around Cassie, and bit my lip. I was ready – at least I thought I was – but I had no idea how to begin.

Before I could paralyze myself with indecision, Angelica caught my shoulder. She was disheveled and smelled of sex, but she smiled kindly when she saw my expression. “First time barbecues are always a little overwhelming. My advice? Go hang out under the food table and tease the diners till someone claims you. If you don’t look busy, the singles will get you.”

Her last somewhat perplexing comment was said in a joking voice and I had no idea what she meant, but obediently I headed toward the party table laden with platters and bowls, cups and plates. Here was the corn we’d brought, enough potato and macaroni salad to feed a small army, chips and veggies, plus the couple of burgers and hot dogs that hadn’t been claimed yet. There was a paper cloth draped carelessly over the table, but it didn’t hang down far. And anyway, it wasn’t like I was planning to hide exactly…

Feeling ridiculous, I crawled under the table, my bare knees scraping the patio and my breasts dangling free. I tried to get comfortable and waited for someone to approach, my heart pounding, wondering what I dared do. Tease the diners could mean just about anything. What did I want it to mean?

From my vantage point, I couldn’t tell who most of the people nearby were. A few I could recognize – Oscar was wearing ostentatious cowboy boots, for example – but mostly it felt anonymous. I felt anonymous.

As the first man approached the table, I wondered if he saw me here. I wondered what he was expecting. I wondered what I wanted to happen.

When he reached forward to grab something off the table, I tried to grope his cock and missed, grabbing at his thigh instead. I heard a startled sound and then he stood still, legs more spread, waiting.

Blushing, I tried again to stroke him, this time finding his growing bulge. I rubbed him through his jeans cautiously, heard a soft chuckle, and eventually he walked on, no doubt collecting more food.

Well. Okay, then.

Two men I couldn’t identify came to the table next, and when I tried grabbing one of them, I heard a delighted laugh. “Better watch out, Rob, there’s a live one under there!”

“Oh really?” Rob’s smirk was audible. “Maybe she needs something better than a game of grab ass.”

I watched as a hand came down to my eye level and Rob slowly and deliberately unzipped his pants, pulling free his semi-hard cock. Noises above me suggested both men were continuing to get food instead of waiting to see what I would do.

The cock twitched as I hesitated. I could see it growing longer and thicker by the moment as Rob fantasized about what I was going to do to him.

My pussy dripped at the thought. I wasn’t hesitating any longer.

Twining my arms around Rob’s waist, I bent my head to his cock, slowly drawing him into my mouth. I hadn’t had a cock other than my husband’s inside me for years and the differences between them startled me. Above me, I could hear a groan of appreciation. Feeling bolder, I drew Rob in deeper, stroking and suckling at the base of his shaft until his hardening cock grew too long and I began to gag.

“Fuck, she’s got a good mouth,” I heard Rob groan. “I knew she would.”

Rob’s body shook slightly under my arms and head; he’d been elbowed or pushed by his companion. “Save room for dessert,” the other man teased.

I bobbed my head back and forth on Rob’s cock, stroking and teasing him as I moved. He lingered for long moments, his buttocks taut, his cock dripping, but he finally pulled free just as I was starting to get into the rhythm of things.

He zipped himself up as they walked off, laughing and joking. I felt oddly bereft.

But it didn’t last long. Another man came by, and another. I stroked and grabbed what I could, and then it happened: another cock out, another fly down, and I bent to it with a will, plying all my frustrated talents on the new suitor until I heard him cuss faintly under his breath.

A hand captured my wrist, drawing me out from under the table. I found myself standing before a panting Paul. His other hand held a plate with a burger on it and he had a wicked gleam in his eye.

“I’m not done with you yet,” he told me cheerfully. “Let’s find a chair so I can eat and you can show me what you can really do.”

Obediently, I followed him – his hand was still clasped tightly around my wrist and I didn’t have much choice – but though my pussy was dripping at the husky tone of his voice, I wasn’t sure I liked where this was going.

Kristen’s husband settled in a relatively private corner, next to a small table that already held several drinks. He hadn’t put his cock away as he walked, and it was staring at me now as he sat, standing proudly from his lap in all its glory. Paul pulled me back down to the ground and I fell to my knees between his legs, nearly falling head first into his lap.

“Suck me,” Paul ordered, his voice flinty. “I want to feel your beautiful mouth work while I enjoy my burger.”

I shivered in arousal and shame as I knelt between his legs. Paul was a big man, bigger than anyone I’d ever been with. He dwarfed his statuesque wife, and now, even compacted into a chair too small for his frame, his presence still loomed over me.

Nervously, I leaned forward, taking him once more into my mouth. But this was no under-the-table game; there was nowhere to hide here. Only me, kneeling between Paul’s legs for everyone to see as I worked his cock. Even worse, he continued casually eating his burger and sipping his drink as I sucked him.

Feeling how hard he was for me excited me, but I couldn’t stop imagining his face above me: calm, implacable, more focused on his food than he was on what I was doing. I could already taste his precum, feel his cock jumping in my mouth as I stroked with my lips, but he wouldn’t put down his food. Stung and ashamed, I pulled back a little, trying to tease him.

I did everything I could think of. I stroked Paul with my tongue and lips, trying to make him groan. I went through every trick my husband liked, pushing aside the pang of guilt at using skills I’d honed on Mike to please another man.

And still Paul kept eating. I could feel occasional drips on my back – condensation from his beer – and once, most humiliating of all, a glob of sauce landed on the back of my neck. He wiped it up with a chuckle and my cheeks burned, there in his lap, knowing that I was only a part of this experience for him, a thing to be used and hardly a person at all.

But I didn’t leave. Obedient, knowing what Mike expected of me, I stayed and tried, plying Paul and his cock with all of my skill. I was humiliated, aroused, furious. I heard nothing – no hint of his passion or need, even as the cock in my mouth began to shudder and thrust ever so slightly into me, parsing that most final of rhythms.

I pressed myself harder into Paul’s lap, wanting desperately for Kristen’s husband to acknowledge me. I sucked him harder and faster, burying my face in his crotch, desperately trying to lead him down the path to satisfaction. And then I heard it: a low groan, followed by a chuckle. The rasp of a paper plate; Paul shifting as he cleaned his hands.

And then there was a fist in my hair, the cock in my mouth leaping once more, Paul forcing me down onto his shaft, pressing himself deeper and deeper in my throat. I gagged against him but that only seemed to excite him. I was caught, claimed, held fast, his hand tangled in my hair as he fucked my face – I was choking on his cock – and then he was there, ready, spilling into me, filling my throat with his cum.

“Good burger, Paul?” an amused voice asked.

Paul chuckled again and patted my head. “Not bad. Not bad at all.”
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Carlos watched me disengage from Paul’s lap, and then held out his hand to me silently. I didn’t look back at Paul as I stood and obeyed. He led me not to another chair, but to a rickety ladder nailed to a nearby tree: a kid’s playhouse, aloft above the barbecue.

The treehouse was roomier than I expected, though my guess about it being strewn with toys and leaves wasn’t wrong. Someone had thoughtfully laid out a massive blanket, covering most of the floor, and folded another comforter on top of it. Not the first time the treehouse had been used by the adults, then.

Carlos drew me down into the blanket nest. I let him, hesitating only when he stopped me from laying all the way back. Then he did something I hadn’t expected: he took his time.

Slowly, tenderly, I was undressed, the hands of my husband’s friend grazing my skin lightly as they disrobed me. My skin flushed and dimpled with gooseflesh as he exposed me. Soon I was more naked than I’d ever felt before, completely bare before a man I’d only just begun to think of as a friend. A man who loved my husband, who was now going to claim me for his own.

“Beautiful,” Carlos whispered, his voice husky with barely restrained desire. “I’ve wanted you ever since I saw you in your little white wedding dress. I knew I had to see what was underneath.”

His words made me shiver, my pussy growing damp. But still he held back, his eyes devouring me for long moments before he reached for me.

And then it was to stroke me, not take me. I closed my eyes, afraid to see the look on his face, but he made no sudden moves. He was gentle. Carlos’ hands moved over me, gently cupping my breasts, trailing down my belly, sliding along my thighs. He explored me lightly, deftly.

What he claimed first was a kiss – long, deep, hungry. I found myself leaning into him, drinking him in, on fire with surprised desire. We held there for long moments, tasting each other, exploring, my body now thrumming awake. When he finally broke off the kiss, I had to bite back a little whimper of frustration… but he wasn’t done with me yet.

Once more, he prevented me from lying back onto the nest of blankets. Instead, he moved behind me and began to stroke my shoulders and neck, sending another round of shivers through me before he settled in. Carlos rubbed my shoulders, massaging the length and width of my back, his fingers just grazing my buttocks before moving back up along my spine to smooth out my shoulders once more.

I melted. He was so good with his hands! I could feel all my kinks and aches being worked free. It was like magic – it heightened my arousal and calmed me, making me almost drowsy under his caress. Even as Carlos began to shift his approach, his hands slipping over my shoulders to rub my collarbone, then just above my breasts, I didn’t flinch. I’d felt what his hands could do now, and I wanted more.

Up and down, front and back. His hands flowed up my spine and then down my chest like water. He cupped and caressed my breasts with each stroke, his fingers ever-so-gently teasing my nipples – and then sliding away, back up and over my weary shoulders, down my long back once more to graze my buttocks and make me tense with desire.

He was all over me, and I didn’t want him to stop. Even the thought of my husband down below us, wondering where I was, didn’t give me pause. When Carlos gently pushed me back onto the blankets, I went willingly.

He was stroking my front now, cupping and caressing my breasts, my belly, sending shocks of delight through my eager body. As his hands reached my thighs, I shivered with desire, willingly parting them for him. I was exposing myself completely before Carlos, and I didn’t care.

And then he bent his head to my displayed pussy and began to worship me with his tongue.

I moaned and shuddered under his mouth, unable to keep quiet. Could they hear me down below? I was past caring. There was only this: the warm mouth on my pubis, the rough hands tenderly holding my thighs, the clever tongue parting and stroking my folds. I was lost in the sensation, caught on the wave of desire he’d began when he led me up here, and now completely at sea underneath him, giving in to my basest desires.

Was it minutes or hours that Carlos spent pleasuring me with his tongue? I couldn’t tell. With stroke after stroke, he undid me, lapping at my most secret of places, making me thrill and shake under his skillful touch. My body, already primed from his massage, was overwhelmed with need, with desire, with – with –

His tongue grazed my clitoris and I couldn’t hold back a wail. My husband’s friend clutched my thighs more tightly and tormented me lovingly, bringing me again and again to the brink of pleasure as I shuddered and whimpered and tried desperately to hold onto some control.

But it was nowhere to be found. I was completely his, claimed, and anyone at all listening down in the barbecue below must have heard my cries.

But Carlos wasn’t finished with me yet.

Over and over, he brought me to the brink. My legs shook helplessly beneath his tender ravages, my body desperately aching for release. My whole world had narrowed to his mouth on my pussy. I needed this, needed more, needed – him.

Carlos brought me to the edge again and then, delightfully, drew me forwards – over the edge. His mouth engulfed my pussy, his tongue flicking my clitoris again and again, sending coursing pleasure racing through me until I screamed, clutching at his hands, his hair, bucking wildly… and came.

Panting, I tried to catch my breath. Carlos slowed, but didn’t release me. The tip of his tongue teased every last vestige of pleasure from me, wringing me dry.

He disrobed then, away from me for the briefest of moments before he was back, hovering over me, his cock fully erect and pointing at my sated pussy. He was already between my legs, only inches away. I was about to be penetrated by another man. I was about to let him plunge his cock deep inside me, violate me while my husband waited somewhere nearby.

I lifted my hips, and offered myself to him.

Carlos slipped into me, his eyes closing briefly as he sheathed himself fully in my pussy, still wet from his ministrations. For a moment, all I could think of was Mike – my husband, whom I loved – and how he felt inside me, how I’d given myself to him again and again over the years we’d been together, how his cock fit inside me…

And then I was overcome with new, throbbing desire. Desire for this union, for Carlos to claim me, for him to fuck me in this treehouse until I screamed again for all the barbecue to hear.

“Fuck me,” I whispered.

With a groan, Carlos buried his face in my neck. He withdrew almost completely from my eager pussy, leaving just the tip of his cock inside me for the briefest of moments before slamming back into me, thrusting so hard my whole body shook under the force of it. I didn’t care. My body was still reeling from my orgasm, and I was ready for him, every inch of him.

Gone was the tenderness he’d soothed me with. My muscles, still vibrating with excitement from his skilled strokes, grew tense and tight with longing. His fingers dug into my buttocks as he thrust into me again and again, claiming me right there on the dirty floor of the treehouse, the blankets askew around our sweaty bodies. Above dozens of our friends, above our spouses, who must know by now what we were doing up here.

I almost came again at that thought, knowing what we were doing was so wrong. But it felt good, so good to be beneath Carlos, to have him fucking me back to the peak of pleasure, the waning effects of my orgasm still radiating through my body. I urged him on, faster, harder, desperate to be thoroughly fucked.

Carlos was murmuring something now in Spanish, and I wanted to respond, but the words were dim and far away. There was only the cock inside me, filling me again and again as my mind chanted that it wasn’t my husband on top of me, it was another man, and I wanted it, I was begging for it, I was…

For the second time, I felt pressure building within me, seeking release. I quivered under Carlos’ assault, desperately trying to pull him deeper inside me as my body rocked with pleasure.

It felt like the entire treehouse was shaking now with the force of our fucking, and I screamed again in raw, animal lust as I came once more, Carlos burying himself to the hilt inside me, giving a low moan as he, too, came.

I was claimed, spent. I was filled with cum, and it wasn’t my husband’s.

And, God help me, I wanted more.
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Coming down from the treehouse, my hair tousled, my clothing askew, covered in sweat and love bites, I expected all eyes to be on us. But if my screams of pleasure had attracted any attention during our interlude, no one was focused on the treehouse now.

Brie and Cassie were currently wrestling – if it could be called that – for the spectating pleasure of several of the husbands and singles. Julia was writhing on Paul’s lap (I looked away, cheeks burning in shame, as I thought of my own time with him). And Angelica…

Angelica was on her hands and knees, swaying obediently before my husband as Mike fucked her.

And they weren’t alone, either. Dan was currently enjoying Angelica’s mouth, occasionally high-fiving Mike as they worked her beautiful, lithe body between them.

I stumbled getting off the treehouse ladder, unprepared for the sight. Carlos exclaimed in worry and steadied me, but I was fine. Was I fine? I was surprised, surely. I’d spent a lot of time thinking about what the freeuse barbecue meant for me, but less so what it meant about Mike. That it meant he’d been enjoying himself this way for years before we met, that he must know most of his friends’ wives intimately. That he'd given that all up for me.

It was confusing, to say the least. And nothing in the brief time I’d spent here really prepared me for seeing my husband’s cock sliding in and out of another woman’s pussy, or seeing the ecstasy on her face as she took him and one of his friends in front of her own husband.

I can do this, I reminded myself. I’d just been thoroughly pleasured on a treehouse floor by a man I’d only ever known as a friend. I’d sucked Kristen’s husband off in full view of everyone. And I was enjoying myself, wasn’t I? Mike had known that I’d like this, had known how my body would respond. My husband knew I was a slut, even if I'd never been able to admit it to myself.

Carlos squeezed my hand in sympathy – or so I imagined – and left me, off to find beer or ribs or another conquest, I didn’t know. My eyes were full of Mike, full of his motions as they increased in intensity and ferocious desire, violently shaking Angelica’s statuesque frame.

Unbidden, desire began to unfurl within me once more. I’d just been thoroughly satisfied by Carlos, but here was something in front of me I wanted and apparently couldn’t have: my own husband.

An arm encircled my waist roughly, pulling me back against an unknown, sweaty chest. Automatically, I started to struggle, and then felt the hard press of a cock against the small of my back. A pang in my pussy decided me: I would see where this went.

As soon as I stopped struggling, the arm slid a little lower, the hand working its way up my skirt. His fingers found me bare – I hadn’t bothered to put back on my panties – and dripping. An unfamiliar voice made a grunt of appreciation in my ear and then the hand began to stroke me, working my abused pussy in time with the thrusts my husband was making in to another woman.

“There, there,” the stranger whispered roughly, “no need to worry. We’ll take good care of you.”

We?

But I was past caring. I let myself be stroked and fondled, not even knowing who was touching me, my eyes refusing to leave my husband’s form even as I shuddered, helpless, beneath this new assault. I craved release, and the stranger, whoever he was, was going to give it to me.

I watched, mesmerized, as my husband came in another woman. There was a hand up my skirt, caressing my swollen pussy in time with Mike’s strokes, but as he finished, the hand slowed, cupping my mound tenderly. I whimpered in protest, watching my husband’s face contort and relax, my own aroused need still hot and terrible.

A soft chuckle from behind my ear. “Come on, then,” my stranger told me. “Let’s get you taken care of.”

My husband’s hands were stroking Angelica’s back, soothing her like a horse. I shivered and looked away. “I’m ready.”

I went obediently where the arm around my waist led, not even looking up at my captor. Did it matter who he was, if I recognized his face? He wasn’t a close friend of Mike’s, but he was here, and he knew the rules. He knew I was fair game, a wife signed up to be used. I had no doubt that he planned to do just that.

When I realized where he was taking me, though, a sliver of doubt did begin to creep in. It was the same circle of chairs I’d originally sat in with Mike, what seemed like hours ago, but they were now filled with a different set of faces – mostly those I’d initially clocked as paying a lot of attention to a sunbathing Cassie. “The singles,” one of the other wives had called them, and told me to try not to attract their attention.

Well, I’d attracted their attention now.

Before I could freeze or even think of what my reaction should be, my captor threw himself into an empty seat and pulled me down with him. I stumbled, flailing, and helpful hands caught me, lowering me to his lap, where I could feel his hands busy –

He was pulling his cock free –

And then he was impaling me, suddenly inside me without a further word, his head sliding easily past my swollen and eager lips. I cried out in shock and dismay, but it was too late. I was being claimed again, roughly, hands on my hips guiding me up and down faster and faster as the man who’d been stroking me took his pleasure ferociously from my abused body.

The other singles were laughing and shouting, full of good spirits. I only vaguely recognized any of them, I thought, but it was hard to focus – I was being forced up and down hard, bouncing with every thrust, and my eyes were full of unshed tears, not that I knew why. I could feel pressure building within me again, like the treehouse but worse – better? – and I was panting now, being roughly groped by another of the singles as my captor violated me in front of his friends.

I tried desperately to exert some control over the rhythm, but my captor was unyielding as he forced me up and down on his stiff shaft. My calves were burning from the effort of holding myself up, but I didn’t care. The hunger that had awakened in me – that illicit, shameful need I’d felt from seeing my husband plunge into another woman – was begging to be satisfied, and all I wanted was to ride this cock until I came again and again.

All too soon though, I could feel him go into his final rhythm. Faster and faster, he worked me on his shaft, his breath coming hard and fast, and I was whimpering, begging, not wanting this to be over yet, but he was there already at the peak and he went over, slamming me down hard into his lap and spilling himself inside me. My pussy clenched in frustrated desire, milking his cock for more, but he was spent, and I was bereft once more… or so I thought in the moment.

But, as I looked around at the circle of other greedy, hungry faces around me, I realized: the singles weren’t going to be done with me for a long, long time.


 Chapter Six

I was claimed again almost immediately. My captor’s cock was only just beginning to soften when I was lifted from his embrace, dripping with his cum, and impaled in another lap. They passed me around like a toy, from lap to lap, one cock to another. Sometimes I was merely groped, suckled, stranger’s mouths on my breasts and mouth and neck. Sometimes I was pulled upright and put on display, hands all over me, exploring me, violating me.

Shaking, shuddering, I was a mess. My pussy begged for release. It was delicious torment, all these hands, all these cocks, and each of them playing games with me. The treehouse with Carlos seemed like years ago. I was on fire with need, and despite the promise, I was not being taken care of.

To add to my fevered state, all around me I could see the other wives enjoying themselves. Cassie and Carlos had taken over the hammock, from which I could hear throaty moans of pleasure. Rob had both Julia and Kristen on their knees before him, both of them vying to claim his cock in their mouths. Brie was on Mike’s lap, completely naked, looking sly and sated. And I…

I don’t know which of the singles came up with the idea first. (Maybe it didn’t matter; I still didn’t know who most of them were and wasn’t exactly focused on trying to tell them apart.) But when I found myself in a new lap, excited cock already probing at my moist lips, it only took a moment to learn that a new game had begun.

Oh, they were still planning to use me – the whole circle of singles hadn’t yet had their fill, and some hadn’t even had a taste. They just weren’t planning to restrict themselves to my pussy.

I whimpered a little in protest as the next cock slid into my eager hole, hoping against hope that this man would be the one to bring me back to the brink and beyond. I was positively aching to cum now, my whole body wound tightly, coiled, desperate for release. But he didn’t immediately thrust into me and work me along his shaft like the others. Instead, I felt his hands on my back, pressing against me, forcing me down until I was bent nearly double.

The position stretched me, pressing his cock against the back wall of my pussy and making me gasp. It took me a moment to adjust, and mercifully, he let me have it, pausing to drink in my helpless form in his lap. I could feel his cock throbbing inside me as I waited, blood thundering in my ears, for my body to accept this new intrusion.

All I could see through my tangled hair was a mass of paving stones and the occasional foot. All I could hear around me were the normal sounds of a barbecue, of summer fun – normal, that is, until they weren’t. Until those sounds were punctuated by grunts of desire, cries of pleasure, the soft and wet smack of flesh against flesh.

The stranger inside me now started to move, but only just. His hips thrust up, then back, making only the barest of motions – but all the same, I felt it deep inside me as his cock slid along my inner wall. It was torturous.

I whimpered in protest, but the sound was lost in the chatter around me. And then I heard the scrape of a chair moving on the pavers, and two feet came clearly into view.

Suddenly my head was lifted – roughly, by the hair – and then I was staring down at a red, shuddering cock as it peered up at me from a thatch of dark hair. A drip of precum was glistening on its tip as it waited for me. In my mind’s eye I saw a flash of memory: Mike, buried in Angelica’s pussy while she swayed between him and Dan.

Now it was my turn.

I could have said no, I thought to myself. If I’d wanted to, surely I could have said no, and Mike would have come to collect me and we’d have left together. Instead, I had let Paul violate me, been deliciously debauched by Carlos, and now I was about to be spit roasted by men I didn’t even know – strangers to me, friends of my husband’s that I’d never even met.

I opened my mouth and accepted all of it… not only the cock, but what was about to happen to me.

I heard a soft moan as I began to suck. I did my best to wrap my arms around the new man in my mouth – his waist was too far for me to reach, but I tried to at least grab hold of his thighs, balance myself somehow in this awkward position. I teased the cock with my tongue, working him with my lips. I bobbed my head back and forth, showing off my skill as I tasted yet another shaft belonging to someone other than my husband.

Even in my late-night fantasies, I’d always tried to restrict my thoughts to my husband. Careful not to indulge my shameful desire to be shared. Now I didn’t think I’d ever be able to think of anything but. Now I knew it would be all I could imagine: a cock between my lips thrusting into me; another impaling me, thrusting inexorably deeper and deeper into my pussy while my husband watched.

The pressure between my legs was building again, made all the more urgent from my awkward position. My legs and back ached, but there was no escape. I was caught, pinned securely between the two of them. The first man kept working me with small, steady movements, teasing with every inch he moved. I took out all my frustration on the second cock in my mouth and was rewarded with sighs of pleasure, but it wasn’t enough.

“Mighty fine table you’ve got there,” a familiar voice laughed. Lyle, I thought. Several of the singles jeered and laughed in return, and then I felt it: a cold ring on my back, staining my shirt with condensation and beer. One of them was literally using me as a table while I was being violated.

The sting of humiliation made tears prick at my eyes once more and my cheeks flush with red – but who could see? I was face down in someone’s lap, mouth and throat full of his cock, and busy being claimed by two of their own. I was just here to be used. They might as well use me as furniture too.

A second beer joined the first, and then I felt something else, something lighter and more prickly – a basket of chips? Whatever it was, it moved alarmingly each time the man at my pussy thrust into me, and I was truly struggling now, desperately trying to keep my balance between the strangers penetrating me. But it was a game I couldn’t win.

The man at my mouth was forcing my head down now, and it was harder to breathe against his hair and undone pants. Without meaning to, I struggled to move and free my nose so I could swallow against him, take him better inside me, but he was truly in his rhythm now, fucking my mouth, and in our brief jockeying for control, I slipped. My back was suddenly soaked, a sour smell filling the air, and I could feel cool drips making their way to my belly and breasts.

Neither man broke their rhythm as the onlookers booed and pouted about a “party foul.”

Hands were on me then, both helping and hindering. I could do nothing to help myself. I was gasping against the cock in my mouth and throat now. The stranger at my head was fucking me in earnest, claiming every inch of me he could, even as the man holding my hips continued his slow, steady pace. The sensation of being claimed in two such different ways was jarring, but no less so than suddenly finding my top stripped bare, the buttons now completely undone by helpful hands as my beer-soaked blouse fell from my frame, leaving my breasts heaving in only an unclasped bra.

And in the next moment, that was gone, too. All I had left was my skirt, hiked up around my waist, a pitiful defense when there were already two cocks inside me.

The man claiming my mouth shuddered and came, choking my throat with the force of his seed. Absurdly, all I could think as I tried to swallow was: thank goodness they hadn’t put any beers back on me.

I was shaking like a leaf when my head was finally released. My whole body was aching – both from pleasure denied and the more mundane realities of being in a compromising position. It was a relief to be allowed to sit back up, pressing my back against the man still inside me, even if it meant my bare and beer-spattered breasts were now fully on display.

Lyle wasn’t the only face I now recognized among the singles – Tim had now joined the group as well. They were both staring greedily at my chest, expressions like I’d never imagined on their faces. I was bouncing with each thrust, so it must have been quite a show, but knowing that didn’t stop my cheeks from turning red knowing that Angelica’s and Cassie’s husbands were thinking about fucking me.

Dimly I was aware that there must still have been other wives being claimed, other liaisons being conducted in the cool shade of the trees or even up in the treehouse. But it felt like all eyes were on me as I bounced helplessly in the stranger’s lap, his hands on my hips as he finally began to violently work me up and down on his shaft, giving in to his urges and fucking me the way I so desperately wanted to be fucked.

Awash in pleasure, I barely noticed when my husband approached, whispering something in Tim’s ear and sending him running off. I was riding out my desires like a whore in front of him, hands from strangers trying to cup my breasts as I bounced, a cock splitting me, my useless skirt still fluttering around my waist and doing absolutely nothing to conceal me. Shocks of desire were careening through my body. Helpless, I stared at Mike, dreading his expression…

But when his eyes met mine, they were full of love and lust.

And in that moment, I cried out in relief and pleasure both, and finally came.


 Chapter Seven

Once again, I was lifted, helpless in a sea of hands. Once again, there were men I barely knew touching me, exploring places I’d never expected to be felt by a man other than my husband ever again.

But this time, Mike cradled my head. He was smiling down at me, leading the procession of eager volunteers towards – something.

“Mike?” I whispered.

He bent to kiss me briefly, his lips electrifying me with need once more. “Time for the main course, love.”

In my addled state, I wondered what exactly the slab of beef Oscar had been preparing had to do with me being splayed, naked, across one of the picnic tables.

And then I was surrounded, and I realized.

Oh.

They were on me all at once, Lyle and Tim and at least three of the singles. My head was bent back over the side of the table, hair hanging almost to the ground, and then there was a cock pressing at my lips, forcing itself into my throat the wrong direction and making me gag. My legs dangled off the other side, my thighs already being spread by eager hands, and then I felt someone sliding into my pussy, still moist from abuse. A mouth was on my breast. One of my hands was claimed, forced into someone’s pants and awkwardly wrapped around a cock not even fully free of the constraints of his underwear.

Was Mike still here? Was he watching me, directing them? I couldn’t see. I strained to hear his voice, sure he wouldn’t be far.

It was overwhelming. It felt as though no part of me wasn’t being claimed, wasn’t on display. More than one mouth was on me here, suckling me there. I could feel someone rubbing himself against one of my feet. A cock brushed rhythmically against my side, its owner surely stroking himself at my nudity while my pussy and mouth were being impaled, shaking me with conflicting thrusts.

A familiar hand took my free one, and I squeezed gratefully. Mike hadn’t left. My husband was still here, with me, watching me be his whore, be taken by his friends. I hoped it was turning him on. I wanted us to think about this day for a long, long time.

As I shuddered under assault from every angle, my husband pulled my hand, bringing it forward. I felt something else familiar then – first his cock, proudly erect, and then the softer skin of his balls. I cupped and stroked them, my hand under his, feeling him jump as I touched him. I longed to be able to see the look in his eyes once more, but even just remembering that flash of lust sent shivers through me, coursing in delicious counterpoint to the visceral thrill of being penetrated once more.

And then I felt something else: a pair of lips brushing against my hand while I stroked my husband. A gentle, questing tongue. Someone was tasting my husband’s cock while I lay helpless nearby, drowning in the desire of a sea of men.

I would have whimpered in protest if I could have, but it was a struggle to breathe against the cock in my throat. Tim – I thought it was Tim, anyway – was thrusting into me deeper and deeper, careless of my comfort, and I was gagging almost as much as I was breathing. I could feel his shaft twitch each time I gagged, though, and knew in dismay my distress was arousing him to new heights.

I tried desperately to shift my position, but I was too claimed – too many mouths, too many hands. Someone had a thumb on my pubis now and was pressing rhythmically against my clit, almost in time with the cock thrusting into my pussy. The shaft in my hand was free of pants now and dripping with precum. All I could do was cup my husband’s balls and stroke what of him I could reach… while another woman took him into her mouth and pleasured him in front of me.

But somehow, the idea of Mike being pleasured as he watched me getting fucked was intoxicating. I found myself panting again, less from the cock in my mouth and more from an almost painful desire. I’d already cum twice and now, knowing that Mike was watching me be taken, I wanted more than anything to give him a show.

I jumped as something warm and wet dripped down between my ass cheeks. There was only a moment to wonder what it was before another cock pressed insistently against the tight, untouched ring that guarded my most private place. I wished I could see my husband's face as another cock slipped into my ass for the first time. Could he see the pained look on my face give way to pleasure? Was he watching his darling wife with loving approval as she took his friend's cock up her ass?

Before I knew it, my hips were rocking desperately against the shafts impaling me, trying my hardest to urge them on: harder, faster. I worked the cock in my hand vigorously, making him spend himself all over my fingers. Even my toes curled against the man trying to violate my foot. I wanted everything being done to me – the mouth suckling my nipples, the tongue tracing my navel, the cocks pressing deeper and deeper inside me… I wanted everything, and more. I wanted Mike’s eyes on me as I was claimed, as I came. I wanted the woman with her mouth on his cock to know that it shuddered for me.

And more than anything, what I wanted was… release.

As though sensing my desperation, the men claiming me and the hands and mouths servicing me picked up the pace. I was shuddering now under constant assault, my body nothing more than a vessel for infinite pleasure, utter desire. I curled my fingers around Mike the way I knew he liked to be touched and heard a familiar groan amidst the chaos, answered by a whimper of my own, lost against the cock forced into my throat. Faster and harder the men inside me took their pleasure, echoing my own desperation; I was gagging, shaking, grabbing anything and everything I could, and as the thrusting at both ends finally met, consolidating into one thunderous rhythm, my body lifting, my back arching, I heard Mike’s voice –

“Cum for me – ”

- and with a scream I did, nearly drowning in semen as the man at my throat came as well, followed seconds later by a deep plunge inside me and the shuddering, quivering of two cocks pulsating inside me as they filled my depths with their seed.

As pleasure crashed through me, drenching me with sweat, I heard cheers from the men, but they didn’t matter. The woman’s lips brushed my hand again as she swallowed against my husband’s cock, and I heard the sweetest voice in the world tell me: “Good girl.”

~

I lay drowsing on the hammock, nearly asleep on Mike’s chest. I hadn’t bothered to fully reclaim my clothes, but someone kind had draped a blanket over my bare back to ward off bugs. Mike’s arm was around me, and every now and then he kissed my head in between conversation with his friends.

His friends. Never in a million years would I have imagined being claimed by his friends – or how much I liked it. Mike had been right to bring me, and right about my reaction. Sleepily I wondered at that, at how well he knew me, but I was too exhausted from the day to give it too much thought.

Most of the wives seemed similarly exhausted, but I’d noticed a few still walking around the few times I’d opened my eyes. They said hi as they passed, but I didn’t hold it against them that no one wanted much to talk; that would come later, I was sure, now that I was truly part of this group.

Before the night ended, though, Kristen stopped by. I was sure now it had been her mouth I’d felt on Mike’s cock; when I’d come back to myself, my hand was stained with a pink lipstick exactly her shade. Some part of me wanted to be annoyed about that, to be jealous, but a much bigger part of me was wishing I’d seen it: proper Kristen, her arms wound around Mike’s waist, taking him in her perfectly lipsticked mouth as he watched his wife being fucked.

She met my gaze coolly, with no hint of shame. “Hope you enjoyed yourself today,” she said finally.

Unbidden, a smile came to my face. “I did,” I told her honestly.

“Well.” Kristen smiled a little herself as she bent and gave my husband a long, lingering kiss. Again, I felt the smallest stir of jealousy… but it quickly faded.

She turned her head and gave me a brief kiss too. Her mouth tasted like cherries and cum. I felt the faintest echo of desire, wondering about whether these barbecues ever included activities between the wives as well…

“I’m glad to hear it,” Kristen murmured. “We’ll be doing these all summer long.”

That made me sit up, tired as I was. I didn’t even think to pull the blanket around my bare breasts. “All summer?” I repeated stupidly.

“Oh, yes.” Kristen’s smile widened. “Didn’t Mike tell you? We usually do one a week.”

One a week.

I stared after her as she left, still processing her words. Once a week, I’d be a plaything for Mike’s friends, exposed and violated… once a week, watching my husband with other women…

Unperturbed by my confusion, Mike bent his head to my breast and took me in his mouth. I melted, feeling his skillful tongue circling my areola.

“Mike…” I didn’t know what to say.

He nuzzled me. “Going to tell me you want to stay home next time?”

Stay home? I looked around as my husband captured my other breast with his mouth. Some of the couples, like us, had reunited: Julia was on Carlos’ lap, and Brie was snuggled up with Carter before the fire. But I could see that others were still lingering, enjoying their last few moments together… Oscar had a hand on Angelica’s breast, Cassie was underneath Rob as he languidly thrust into her.

Having been here once, knowing what I now knew, how could I stay away?

“No,” I admitted to Mike as he shifted under me, beginning to undo his fly. “No, I’ll come with you.”

As he pressed his cock between my legs, making me gasp, I thought I heard his voice once more at my breast: “Good girl.”

~
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