
        
            
                
            
        

    









It’s too hot in here!” my wife Cass suddenly announced, pushing herself back from Cory’s small round kitchen table. She couldn’t keep from snickering as she twisted in the small bent-wood chair and heaved her shoulders up with a silent giggle. She knew Cory and I stopped studying our hands of cards and fell silent watching her flick her hands under the long bottom tails of her white, roll-sleeved Oxford shirt and wriggle in her seat to work her tight black leggings off her ass and roll them down her long, bare legs. She knew how to take her time and put on a show, and also how to appear as though she had no idea of the show she was putting on.
It wasn’t that hot in Cory’s cool old 2nd floor apartment. She was always saying that about his place when we came over — which we did most weekends, since he lived in the centre of the action in Old Town. Sometimes we made a night of it, sleeping on his couch or floor rather than driving back. We all worked together and we knew each other almost too well — we were very comfortable around each other. Cass especially, who thought nothing about sitting in his apartment in the tall and wide corner bay windows over the busy street below in nothing but her panties and a long shirt too far open down her chest. Again, she knew how to not notice herself, even if everyone else was.
“What?” she tittered, shooting me her crooked grin and widening her eyes at me over her shoulder. “It’s just Cory,” she shrugged one shoulder dismissively. She pulled up one ankle over her opposing thigh and then the other as she pulled the leggings off her feet. “I’m sure he doesn’t mind,” she shook her head at me and let her hair fall over her eyes. She tossed her leggings over the back of the nearby old lumpy couch and leaned over so that the open top of her shirt billowed out from her chest. She projected her face with her long, slender neck extending out to rest her chin on the back of her curled-over fist and placed her face too close to Cory’s. “Do you Cory?” she finally said in an intimate, low and soft voice gazing longingly into his eyes.
I chuckled and shook my head and looked over my crib hand again. My wife was a tease and I have to admit, I never minded it. I loved watching the furtive glances other guys made between her doing her show, and me, checking if I was catching them staring.
Cory raised his eyes tentatively to my wife’s dreamy hazel eyes, and let his gaze draw slowly down her face to her slightly closed-mouth grin. He drew his narrowed eyes reluctantly from her beaming face and over to my eyes on the opposite side of the table from him. “I don’t know. Do I mind, Milt?” he asked me.
“Cass is her own woman,” I shrugged at him helplessly. “I don’t control her.” When Cass gets bored, I never know where she’s going to take it.
He glanced back at her and she lowered her eyelids, tilted her face slightly back, and drew the tip of her tongue slowly all the way around her full and slightly parted lips. He exhaled and shifted his gaze back to me. “Well you better start learning how to control her because she’s doing that thing again.”
Cass’s shoulders heaved once and she bit her tongue, dropped her face to hide her giggle, and regained her composure, bringing her face back up even closer to his. “Am I bothering you, Cory?” she said to him breathily. She pulled at the bottom of her shirt to tighten it over her chest hard enough to show the outline of her bra and the bumps of her nipples. She sucked air through her tight teeth.
My wife just loved playing around with guys like that. I tried to tell her before that sometimes, because she looks so hot, she might not realize that it’s not totally funny all the time to the guy.
“Get out of here!” she dismissed me with a laugh. “Guys like Cory can take it. They love it,” she dismissed me when we were getting ready to go downtown to Cory’s.
“Cass,” I turned to follow her receding naked backside with my wondering gaze as she crossed our bedroom floor to the bathroom in only her powder-blue boy-shorts panties and bra. “You don’t know the effect you can have on guys.” She always loved to dress up for a night at Cory’s, even down to her choice in underwear. I tried to reign her in but she had too much fun with it.
“Am I . . . “ she brought her lips together in a slow motion air-kiss with her eyes gently closed, “ . . . making it hard to focus on your . . . .” she snickered derisively, “ . . . little game?” She tittered again and her long, thin fingers fiddled at the next button of her shirt until it fell open even more. The middle of her powder-blue full-cup bra was visible. 
“Not for me,” he suddenly pushed back from the table and brought his hand of cards up close to his face. “But maybe your husband over there is wondering what’s happening right now.”
She puffed air out her nose and smiled warmly at him, even intimately. She leaned further over the table still with her chin on her knuckles. “Who cares about him? He doesn’t look after me,” she cooed to him. “He doesn’t give me what I need,” she whispered to him like she was telling him a secret I didn’t hear.
I closed my hand of cards, leaned back, and spread them open again. “Don’t listen to a word she says,” I called over to Cory.  “I fill her water and food bowls every day and take her for a walk after work everyday rain or shine.”
Cory snorted audibly and shook his head keeping his eyes glued to his cards an inch from his face trying his hardest to ignore what Cass was doing to him. “If you’re saying she’s a dog, then I guess that makes me a newly-christened wanna-be dog f- . . . “ he started, but I cut him off.
“ . .  . don’t say it, motherfucker,” I warned him.
My wife kept her chin on her fist close to the back of Cory’s hand of cards but twisted her face around to me over her shoulder. She let the shirt fall over her shoulder and down her bicep so her round, shining orb and upper chest and shoulder blade were exposed, as well as the light blue ribbon strap of her bra. “Is a motherfucker any better than a dog fucker?” she asked with sudden intellectual seriousness and a furrowed brow.
“Depends on whose mother, right?” I shrugged back at her.
She grinned widely at me with narrowed eyes and passed me a secret tiny kiss through the air. She turned back to Cory and with her long police-blue-painted fingernail, she tilted his cards down to replace them in his gaze with her big, glassy eyes. “What do you think Cory? Is a motherfucker better or worse than a . . . “ she bit her bottom lip and looked down his body to his lap and slowly came back up. “ . . . than a dog-fucker?” she said emphasizing and dragging out the “f” sound.
He pursed his lips tightly but allowed, finally, his eyes to come to hers straight on. I could see under the table that she was stroking his calf with her bare toe. “What do I think is worse? Or better? Kind of losing the thread here.” He swallowed nervously and I don’t think it was all from trying to be funny and staying in character. Cass kept the pressure on, staring at his eyes with hers just a few inches away.
“If I was a dog or if I was a mother,” she said in a low groan, “which would make you want to fuck me more?” She pushed the “f” sound that way again and narrowed her eyes at him.
He rolled his eyes and tilted his whole head back and looked at me with exasperation. “For fuck sakes, Milt, how am I supposed to figure out my fucking hand with your wife stroking me like this? Do you have no fucking control over this woman? Swear to god, man.” He turned to Cass. “Get rid of that guy over there, and I don’t care if you want to be a sheep or a goat, I’d fuck you every which way including Sunday.” He looked back at me. “Seriously, Milt, I’m gonna fuck your wife right here on the table if you don’t do something.”
“Cass leave the poor fucker alone, he hasn’t won a game-hole all night.” I stretched my foot forward and dragged my own toe up his other calf and snickered. Cass turned on her waist and stuck her tongue out her grinning mouth at me and winked her eye.
Cory sorted his cards again trying to ignore Cass. “Bruh, you got socks on, I can tell it’s you, it’s disgusting and it’s more distracting than even your wife doing it,” he stated in flat monotone with his eyes squinting at his cards.
“Aww,” she said looking at me with her face down, letting her hair fall over her eyes. She pushed up from the table, pushed her chair away, and stepped over to Cory’s chair. She lifted one long and nearly completely bare leg up over his lap and draped her arms over his shoulders, twisting her fingers upside down and together stretched out behind his back. She slowly lowered herself onto his legs. I could see over the table and down into his lap. Her shirt tails had ridden up her spread legs so the ass of her panties and her hips were visible to me — and to Cory — in his lap. “Does poor Cory never win any holes?” she licked her lips and tilted her face at him, dropping her eyes to his lips.
He leaned sideways around my wife’s body and said, “Okay, this is officially getting hard now.”
Immediately both Cass and I erupted in bursts of laughter. She shot a glance over her shoulder at me and squinted her eyes and bit on the tip of her tongue through a wide grin. “Are you still here?” she said to me in quiet voice. She turned back to Cory. “Just ignore him,” she said, and she leaned down and gave him the longest, softest, most passionate kiss I’d probably ever witnessed a girl give a guy.
“Cory, you gonna play first card or what?” I barked, ignoring what Cass was doing to him.
She cooed in his ear with her long luxurious hair falling over his face and chest, “I’m gonna help you win the hole.” She puffed air out her nose and dragged the hard little tip of her tongue up his cheek. He reached around her in his lap and played his card and took two points.
I immediately played my card and took four points.
Cass sat up and snaked her bare legs around his calves and leaned back on his knees. She looked down at her own chest as she plucked her shirt from her body and popped out the remaining three buttons of her shirt. She tilted her head back and dropped her shoulders behind her back so her shirt fell from her body and the sleeves descended down her arms  like clouds falling into a valley.
She gave me the blankest glance when she twisted around in only her bra and panties to toss her shirt on top of her leggings. She arched her back and pushed her chest against him and played in his hair with her fingers as her arms snaked around his neck and back. “What do you get if you win a hole?” she asked him. She turned around still on Cory’s lap and looked at me with mock defiance. “What do you get if you win a hole?” she said to me knowing full well the innuendo she was making.
“It’s a five-buck ante,” I shrugged.
She turned back to Cory and combed her long fingers through his hair and cupped his cheek in her cool palm. “Well that’s why you never win, baby,” she said to him. “Unlike my useless husband, the stakes aren’t high enough for a real man like you.” She set her fingers in his hair like she was his hairdresser.
“Milt!” Cory called to me hidden behind the slender, slowly contorting bare back of my wife.
“Cass, down girl,” I said half-heartedly.
She heaved in her shoulders and snorted. She twisted around and jiggled she was tittering so much. “Stop calling me a dog, you pig,” she barely got out in between her hiccuping laughs.
“See?” I said to Cory. “She doesn’t listen to me.”
“You boys need more serious stakes in your game. Neither of you have any focus at all.”
“Yeah, that’s the issue for sure,” Cory said, his chin on her shoulder as he examined his cards behind her back. He picked one and tossed it on the table and reached for his peg to take his two points.
Cass lightly slapped at his hand. “I’ll look after that,” she said to him before kissing him again just as long and deeply as before. “You have more important things to do with your hands,” she said, twisting around and moving his peg for him. She glanced at me like she was checking in.
I could only shrug, pour back a long slug of beer, and throw my card down to pass. “You’re evil, Cass,” I said. “Teasing poor Cory like that.”
She turned back to him and she took his cards in her hand and moved his one hand over her shoulder. She switched hands and moved his other hand around her side and patted it there to assure him. She spread his cards out in her own hands in front of his face. “Who says I’m only teasing him?” she said to me but she was staring at Cory closely and deeply. “Which one, baby?” she said quietly to him, fingering the three cards remaining one at a time.
I watched his hands move over my wife’s bare shoulder, across her arm, down her back, and around her waist. “Maybe the winner of the hole gets a special man-treat,” she said to both of us, but again, with her big soft eyes squarely on Cory’s.
“And what’s the loser get?” I laughed.
She turned in his lap and gripped his knee with her free hand. She fixed me with her gaze for three full beats. “The loser has to watch,” she said. “And not touch themselves in any way.” She gave it another two serious and hard-staring beats before she threw her head back and laughed out loud with shrieking hilarity. “Come on, seriously, tell me that won’t make you both play very hard and carefully.”
I leaned sideways and found Cory’s sideways face leaning sideways around her bare shoulder. “She does have a point,” I said to him.
“And you’re good with this?” he said.
“It does make the game just a little bit more interesting than five bucks.”
“She’s your wife, man,” he shrugged. “And I know I have to win because she’s giving me a boner hard as steel and not touching it watching her give you whatever the fuck a man-treat is will not be fun.”
Cass shot her face forward and down and inhaled shrieks of laugher and hugged her nearly naked body hard against Cory’s.
“How do you think I feel,” I said to him. “If I lose . . . “ I couldn’t complete the thought.
“Do you mind, really?” she said privately to me over her shoulder biting her bottom lip. “I mean, it is just Cory, right?”
“Baby,” I said to her. “Am I supposed to this night, this moment, suddenly tell you ‘No’ when you’ve never listened to me tell you ‘No’ even once ever before?” I shook my head and grinned right back at her. “Whatever happens,” I said to Cory past my wive’s glowing and smirking face and over her shoulder to Cory’s exasperated expression, “not a word to anybody at work about it.”
“What do you think is going to happen?” Cass gave me an exaggerated expression of surprise and delight.
“Just saying,” I squinted at her. “I’m not putting up with anybody at work knowing, no matter what it is.”
“I don’t believe you,” she said to me still twisted around on Cory’s lap facing me. “You would never let me do it.”
“That’s because Cory’s not going to win,” I nodded affirmatively.
“And if he wins, will you let me?”
“What is it?”
She lowered her face and grinned with dark evilness. “I think you know,” she said, and she quickly, secretly poked her tongue into the side of her cheek to keep from grinning too widely.
“I fucking saw that,” Cory shouted from behind her.
Cass spun around and squealed and threw her body hard against his, hugging him tightly. “Don’t worry,” she sat back again and hung her torso from him with her arms outstretched and her fingers clasped together around the back of his neck. “He would never let me do that to you.”
“If he wins,” I gestured with my outstretched hand. He stood nearly a zero percent chance of winning.
She laughed deeply and with conspiratorial intent. “I think we have to test him,” she said to Cory. She leaned forward and with the softest of touches of her long fingers on his cheeks, she whispered in his hear and snickered.
“Fuck no, Cass,” he said to her.
“Oh come on,” she pleaded and she jerked her body on his lap and kicked her feet into his legs. “It’s fine. My husband wants me to.” She glanced around at me again. “Don’t you,” she said.
“Don’t I what?” I replied skeptically.
She ignored me and whispered again in Cory’s ear.
“No,” he protested.
“It’s just a test,” she bit her bottom lip at him.
They stared at each other a long few seconds. Finally Cory drifted one hand down her arm and reached around her mid-back and met his other hand there as it slid over her side and came up. He flitted with the clasps of her bra and quickly unsnapped it. The tension in her straps turned slack and the full lacy cups dipped from her chest. Cass tittered as she pulled it the rest of the way down her arms and without glancing at me, she turned sideways and tossed her bra over with her other clothes.
She caught her feet around his calves tightly for balance again and sat back from him now naked except for her panties. She took both his wrists in her hands and pulled them to her chest. I couldn’t see but I knew. She was pressing his hands with her hands into her bare breasts. I could tell because she sighed deeply and even emitted an accidentally audible sigh.
Cass always loved flirting with guys, and usually got herself so excited, she’d blow me in the car before we got home. She particularly loved playing with Cory. Sometimes, pretending it was hot in his place, she’d strip down to a t-shirt and panties. Once before she padded around nonchalantly with a game on TVwe were watching in only a bra and panties. She teased him before with her toes, like when she was sprawled between us on the couch and bored with our game. She would squeeze her toes in his lap and laugh hysterically.
But never before had she removed her bra. Never before had she spent more than a moment in his lap. And never before had she kissed him so long and deeply, and repeatedly, as she had done this night. I noted it, but it wasn’t like I was in any position to stop her now. She truly had a mind of her own and was a fiercely independent woman — something I celebrated in her. “Fiercely independent,” is the kind of term that describes her.
I knew how her body responded to a breast massage and I knew what I heard in her voice — that breath and that chirp of a moan. She wasn’t just having fun turning Cory on anymore. She was getting herself turned on too, and I knew she was skirting close to her own line of control. I studied my cards as if I had nothing to say about what was going on over the other side of the table. But I wasn’t sure if doing nothing was the right thing, either.
“Now,” she said, lifting his cards to his face again. His hands remained on her breasts, rubbing and pinching her. I could tell in her hard breathing and quavering voice she was the one having trouble focusing. “Which card, I said.”
“Middle one,” he quickly stated.
She pulled it free and twisted around to toss it on the table. She turned back to him and giggled. “You have to tell me how many holes to move, I don’t know,” she smirked.
“Pair for Two,” he stated trying to focus his mind.
She twisted around and moved his peg up three holes before lifting her eyes, dark and deep, to mine. “You’re turn,” she said in nearly a whisper.
We met eyes but she gave me nothing. I threw my card down. “And three of a kind for six,” I said, smirking at how he walked into my trap. “I’m one from the game hole,” I let him know. And I had last card, too, an automatic point. He was losing again.
She tilted her head and kissed his face and pressed her naked body against his. “Awww,” she whispered before kissing his mouth fully yet again.
He took his time but he only had his last card to play. He finally pushed his face over my wive’s nude shoulder, looked right at me with his hands around her naked back, rubbing it, making my wife arch on his lap, before he said, nudging her to throw the card behind her on the table, “And four of a kind,” he paused not needing to look at the board, only at me. Cass gasped and quickly twisted around brushing her bare breasts against his chest and hanging closely to him with her arms tightly around his neck. “For 12,” he added for the kicker.
Cass wiggled on his lap and kicked her heels into his calves. She leaned back and moved his piece, being the only one left at the table needing to count them out. I knew as well as Cory did that 12 points exactly put him right on the game hole.
“Oh my god!” Cass shrieked as she counted closer past 7, then 8, then 9, and saw the end. She squirmed on him and pressed her hips forward into his waist and ground herself on him. “You won the game hole!” she breathed out deeply, and she plunged her hands down in front of her stomach. I could hear the tinkle of his belt pin and loop.
I dropped my cards face down and snorted. Cory extended his arms widely out at his sides with a big “What can I say?” shrug.
Cass pushed herself back and eased herself off his lap. She twisted her fingers together behind her back and stretched her arms down. Her long hair reached almost to her ass. She stepped on her toes, twisting in her slow gait, over to the front of my chair and leaned far over at her waist with her knees straight. She pressed her fingers into my knees and lifted her face close to mine.
“Honest to god,” she said in a low murmur. “I was sure you were going to win.”
“You and me both, baby, you and me both,” I shook my head and locked my fingers together behind my head. I shrugged. “Fair’s fair, though,” I said to her with a wry grin.
She sat on my lap the way she had been sitting on Cory’s lap and hugged me with her face over my shoulder. She whispered close to my ear for Cory not to hear. “Are you sure it’s okay?”
I turned my mouth to her ear and said, “I know you want to, so just go and do it.”
She shrieked and kicked her legs and tightened her arms around my neck. “No I don’t,” she shrieked, but her wide, shy grin gave her away. She twisted around and looked at Cory from the safety of my neck. “But I think I have to,” she said out loud. She pressed her soft lips to mine and from an inch away asked again, “Are you sure it’s going to be okay if I do?”
“My time to say ‘No’ was when the stakes were made,” I shrugged again. I eased her off my lap and stood myself.
“Ah,” Cory twisted his head half sideways. “And loser has to watch, remember?”
Cass walked toward him lightly on her toes and twisted around to me. She shrugged and said, “I think you have to.”
“Fucking people,” I sighed, and I sat back down and crossed my arms over my chest tightly.
Cass giggled at me and stepped between Cory’s legs. She began to sway back and forth as she leaned over at the waist. She let her long hair sweep over his lap as she bit her lip and looked down his body. She pushed her breasts up with her hand and darted her tongue down to moisten her nipple and she giggled again. She took one last look over her shoulder before drifting down onto her knees between Cory’s legs.
I had to sit and watch her long, slender and toned back undulate and sway and her hair sweep over his lap as she tugged and worked at his pants to pull him open and work his underpants half-way down his thighs. She turned halfway as though I needed to see the damage as she wrapped her hand around his already completely stiff and extended cock. She dropped out her tongue and, beginning at the base she slowly licked up the underside using the entire flat of her tongue pressed to him. She emitted a chirp when she flicked her tongue-tip at the ridge of his head and then, delaying no further, she opened her full, pink lips, inhaled like she was going down for a deep dive, and closed them around the head of his cock.
Still she remained half turned to me and she even pulled her hair from the side and brought it all over the other shoulder to ensure my view was unobstructed. She sank her mouth down his shaft all the way until her lips met his pubic bone. When she withdrew back up just as sensually, I could see his cock glisten from her saliva all over it.
After that first dive, she turned to him completely and both she and Cory ignored me the rest of the way. My wife enjoys enhancing the experience with her own enthusiasm, which she expresses best with her twisting and contorting body and her high-pitched moans and whimpers muffled by the cock pumped deeply in her mouth. She likes to convince the recipient of her attentions that she’s the one getting off to near the point of orgasm more than him. Her vigour increases and her hair begins to bounce. Her voice becomes louder like she’s getting fucked somewhere else, not her mouth. She makes it seem, when you look down at her in your lap, like she’s completely losing control in the ecstasy of your cock fucking her mouth.
Only she doesn’t much like the taste of it. This time, however, even though I could tell Cory was getting close, my wife didn’t stop. Cory even tapped her shoulder out of politeness. But my wife only dug her nails more firmly into his thighs and leaned her body more tightly over his lap. She pulled on him with a noisy suction. I was amazed when I could see her cheeks bulge. She pulled up after taking a good load in her mouth and I expected her to spit it in her hand and run off to the bathroom like when she accidentally did that to me. But instead, I saw her throat swallow him, and when she pulled up and off, she only laughed.
He wasn’t done shooting though and gobs of his cum shot her in her face and neck and down her chest and stomach. She only laughed more, and then she lowered her mouth over his still quaking cock and sucked the last of him out. When she finally got up, she turned around and right in front of him, still between his legs, she bent over and hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and drew them down her legs. She leaned over and kissed Cory on the mouth and wrapped her panties around his cock, before stepping past me and dragging her light fingers up my arm and over my shoulder. She went to the bathroom finally with Cory’s cum all over her cheeks and chin, and down her neck, and even over her breasts and down her stomach.
In the morning, we all went out for breakfast at a popular spot just a block from his building. Cass was the first to bring it up. “Well, nobody was hurt, right?” she shrugged and then chuckled nervously.
“Fucking Cory nearly had his cock bit off,” I joked. “Why don’t you go down on me like that?”
Cass looked down at her plate and grinned shyly. “Stop it,” she murmured.
“I am not complaining,” Cory nodded.
Cass turned to me and scrunched her fingers together under the table on my lap. She pressed her mouth to my ear and said in a low murmur, “I was so turned on!”
“Seriously,” Cory said to me, “everything good between us?”
I smirked at him. “Hey,” I said, “If I got to make you watch this girl blow me the way she blew you last night, I’d be smearing your nose in it all morning.”
Cass turned backward and hid her face in my neck and shoulder. “Stop it!” she repeated with a hidden grin. She whispered in my ear, “You’re making me very horny again.”
We hung out at the festival most of the afternoon and rented bikes to go around the park, before heading back to Cory’s to clean up and go out for dinner. We had a couple hours to kill back at his place until it was time to go out to the concert that prompted us to come downtown in the first place. Cass got dressed early — in a super short black dress. Cory and I slumped on the couch watching cartoons.
She came into the living room casually sashaying on her bare feet before staring at me without expression. She kept staring at me, too, as she pressed Cory’s knees together, pulled up the edge of her dress, and spread her legs to sit herself down on his lap.
I looked over at her and shook my head with a grin. She grinned to herself and puffed an amused wisp of air out her nose. When she squirmed further up his lap, her dress rose further up her thighs, revealing to both Cory and I at the same time that she wasn’t wearing panties. I glanced back up her at her face that she hung over his shoulder and she turned to me to lock eyes with me through strands of her long hair.
She grinned shyly and tucked her face down harder into his neck. “What?” she said in a grinning whine. “I told you I was horny.” She bit and nibbled his neck and ear.
“I’m not saying anything,” I gestured with my upturned hands and I shook my smirking face and turned back to the cartoon.
“Then take my dress off for him,” she said, and she rolled her shoulder at me.
“Take your dress off?” I squinted at her.
“Uh huh,” she nodded with a lip-biting grin. “Like you’re giving your wife to your friend.” She kept her big, luscious eyes on mine but she drove her fingers roughly through Cory’s hair and arched her back to press her chest harder against him.
“And why am I giving my wife to my friend?”
“Because you want to watch me fuck him,” she murmured breathily. “I could tell the way you watched me suck on him last night.”
“Whoa, whoa,” Cory said from behind the curtain of her swishing hair. “Guys,” he said, extending his hands out to avoid touching my wife who squirmed against him. “Get real.”
My wife, though, ignored him. She pouted at me and reached down to pull at the waist of his at-home jogging pants.
“How do you know I want to watch you fuck my friend?” I said gulping.
“All married guys do,” she groaned before pushing her mouth to Cory’s and kissing him deeply and sloppily. She turned to me again with her face leaning sideways against his face. “It gives them a sense of power and control — letting their wife out on a leash so the other men can see what a pet she is, before pulling her back,” she grinned and kissed him again. She wiggled her shoulders knowing I was watching. “You want them to know what you have at home.”
I pursed my lips and I tried to turn away but when I looked back, she remained torquing on him and moaning more loudly inside their kisses. I fought it and I inhaled deeply. But then I had to do it. Because she was right. I got up and found the zipper to her dress under her hair. She didn’t even turn around to acknowledge my acquiescence. I zipped her all the way down and she barely got off him, just enough for me to work her dress down her body and off her legs. She wasn’t wearing a bra either. She was naked with her ass curling in against his groin and her chest pressing into his face.
She undid his pants and then turned to me standing behind her. She twisted the fabric of his pants in her finger and thumb and that was all she did to tell me I was to pull my friends pants off his legs for her. And so I did.
I staggered a little but I sat back down on the opposite end of the couch. She murmured and giggled in Cory’s ear and when Cory tried to say something to me through her hair, she shh’d him and covered his mouth with her mouth. When she reached down between their bodies and between her legs to wrap her long delicate fingers around his erection behind her ass, he tried to speak again but she shoved her breast into his mouth and giggled.
I crossed my legs and looked reluctantly sideways the way you do when passing an accident on the highway. My wife inhaled with a gasp and I had to see. I leaned forward and looked over. She had let go of his cock with her hand because she had grasped the head with her lips of her pussy. She was extraordinarily wet.
I forced myself to keep my eyes directly on the action. She clutched her arms around his neck tighter and leaned her head back so her hair draped over his legs behind her. He sucked on her breasts and she groaned with impatience. And then she sank her hips down and the lips of her pussy folded around the shaft of his cock until their thighs mashed, and he had disappeared entirely inside her.
I sat on the opposite end of the bouncing couch as my wife hungrily attacked my friend. His hands roamed freely up her back and down her sides and around her waist as she bounded against him and ground her hips hard against his. She wasn’t faking an orgasm when she began to lose her breath and gasp her inhalations with higher and higher pitched tones. You can’t fake that kind of shiver through the whole body, nor the death-like nearly silent cry to the ceiling. There was no faking on his part, either — I saw his cum gush from the corners of her pussy lips.
She danced with both of us at the show, equally passionately and intimately, one after the other.
The following weekend, Cory had a couple other guys over for poker. “Same stakes as last week?” my wife suddenly said, popping the neck of the beer bottle in her lips to conceal her grin. The two new guys, friends of ours we knew well, frowned in confusion and shrugged. We’d always played for the same five bucks.
But when one of the new guys won the game, my wife got out of my lap, put her bottle down, and slowly drifted away from me until our hands touched no longer. She stared at me as she sat down in the winner’s lap. “Turn the light down a little,” she told me, and she turned to the guy and grinned with barely concealed excitement. “You win this time, I guess,” she shrugged, and slid down from his lap and onto her knees between his legs.
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I wanted to vicariously experience the intensity of my wife’s arousal. She wanted to improvise . . .
The Hot Wife Challenge
 
My wife was repulsed by the idea of hot wifing. But she was increasingly inquisitive the more my friend revealed.


The Cuckold Tapes
 
I bet my buddy my wife wouldn’t strip down for his photo shoot. But she went further than that . . .
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Holiday for a Hot Wife by JL Sanders
My wife and I decided she needed a holiday from her mounting responsibilities at work. She needed to be utterly out of her own control . . .


Gone Girly Hot Wife by Dylan Chase
I watched my wife transform from a strong, independent businesswoman into a giggling girly who couldn’t stop flirting with the alpha client.


High-End Hot Wife by Sandy Laine
I found her cheating. But what I did was worse . . .


I Made My Husband Date My Friend by Marissa Reed
My friend Lena needed a hot date to lift her spirits. And my husband needed to get his nostalgia for her out of his system.
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