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My Best Friend's Wife


What would you do if you were offered a weekend with your best friend’s wife? 

I was nervous at first. Generally, getting naked with your best friend's wife is against the rules. It feels like you're breaking all sorts of bro code. 

But for Michael and Stephanie—they like to bend the rules every once in a while. 

And hell, I can't say no to a deal like this. Especially when Stephanie’s a total knockout.

So I plan on making it a weekend she won't ever forget.

This is a wife sharing freeuse short story, all from the bull’s POV.


Chapter 1


I pull into my best friend Michaels’s driveway. It’s been quite a few years since I’ve seen him. Since he got promoted, he’s been busy. It’s left little time for us to hang out. Plus, after I got that new job, I had to move 3 hours away, which is why I’m staying over for the weekend.

Michael and I met in college. We were both taking Professor Lederman’s class and bonded over how ridiculous we thought a bow tie looked on a grown man. Which is what Lederman wore every day. He had bow ties of every colour and design. I don’t think we ever saw him in the same bow tie twice. After a while, though, we did start to warm up to his bow ties. Not enough to start wearing them, but enough to appreciate how committed he was.

I step out of my truck and head to the front door of a cute little bungalow. White trim surrounded the doors and windows, and the whole house was covered in beige wood panels. It was cute. Just like Michael and Stephanie.

Cute is definitely how I’d describe them. Since they met, they’ve been hopelessly in love with each other. They are the kind of couple that likes to wear matching outfits to Disneyland and finish each other’s sentences. As a very single man, that kind of romance makes me gag. But not with these two. Probably because Michael is my best friend and Stephanie, well… Stephanie is a beauty.

Long legs, wavy brown hair, and tits that could probably fuck.

And, yeah, I know thinking of your best friend's wife is probably low, but if you saw her you would understand.

She’s got such a sweet and seductive face. Her brown eyes are big, her lips look soft, and the way she just moves is like a dance. Like she’s swaying to a rhythm only she can hear. And probably Michael.

He was bewitched by her the second he laid eyes on her. It was our senior year in college, and we were at some guy’s party when she walked in wearing a tight blue body con dress and incredibly high heels, with her hair was up in a bun. She looked stunning. I looked over to my left, planning to ask if my friend has seen this girl, but he already had. By the time I turned my head, their gazes were locked on each other. I even waved my hand in front of his face and he didn’t budge.

After what felt like forever, they started moving towards each other. It was like I wasn’t there. They met in the middle of the lawn and the rest was history. I can’t remember if they went home together. All I remember is that, by graduation, they were engaged.

While those two love birds were probably locked in each other’s embrace every day, I spent my time doing school, going to work, and having sex. I had a pretty good time.

Do I wish I could find “the one”? Or that Michael has “the one”? Not really. Those two belong with each other and, based on what I know now of Stephanie’s personality, we wouldn’t make it as a couple. Michael has the ability to engage with her in a way that I have no interest in. I’m just not really a relationships guy. But I can give you the time of your life for one night.

I knock on the door and a few moments later, it opens.

“Mark!” Michael comes out and gives me a hug. After slapping me on the back a couple of times, he pulls back and says, “Damn, it’s good to see you. You look good.”

“Thanks,” I reply. “You look good too.”

He moves back in and lets me into his house. We move though the hallway, through the kitchen, and out to the back patio where Stephanie is lounging by the pool.

“You got a pool?” I ask.

“Yeah, can you believe it? It was at a discount too.”

Stephanie lifts her head from the floaty she’s lying on and pulls her glasses down.

“Oh my God. Is that you, Mark?” She slips into the pool and gracefully swims to the edge before pulling herself up onto the concrete.

“Yep. It’s me,” I say as she jogs over to us. Her tits bounce in that nothing of a swimsuit, and I try to keep my eyes where they belong.

“I’d hug you, but I’d hate to get you wet,” she says as she wraps a towel around her body.

“That’s okay. I don’t mind a little wetness,” I wink, and Stephanie giggles.

“Oh, stop it.” She slaps my arms and walks to one of the chairs that is placed around a fireplace.

I look over at Michael. He just shakes his head and pulls me over to a chair.

For the record, I don’t flirt with Stephanie often, and when I do, for some reason Michael doesn’t seem to mind.

Not sure why, though. I’m guessing it’s because he knows I am not going to try to claim his woman.

“So, how have you been?” Michael asks.

Stephanie gets up from her seat and sits on Michael’s lap, cuddling in his arms.

“Pretty good. The new job is going well, and I recently got a cat. Though it’s more like the cat got me. It just showed up at my place and wouldn’t leave, so I figured I may as well adopt it.”

“Oh, that’s so sweet,” Stephanie says.

“It is,” Michael says. Then he reaches into a cooler and pulls out a couple of beers. “Here.” He tosses me one.

“What about you? How have you two been?” I ask.

They both give each other a look like they have something salacious to tell, but instead Michael says, “My new position has been great. There is one hitch, though, that I’m travelling a lot more. It’s not that bad, the work itself is easy enough, but the travelling can take me away for as long as a week. In fact, I have to leave this weekend.”

I pause mid-sip of my beer then lower it.

“Shit, are you serious? Do you want me to leave and come back another weekend? I don’t mind.”

“No, no, no. You don’t have to leave. In fact, I learned about it on Monday, and I didn’t call you because… well, I have a proposition for you.”

“You do?”

Michael and Stephanie nod.

“Yeah. So, there is this thing that Stephanie and I have been doing. I don’t know if you have heard about it before, but basically while I have been gone, Steph has sex with other men.”

“What?”

“Yeah, she’s what you’d call a hotwife. They have sex outside of marriage. The husband knows. In fact, I typically pick out the men. There is this other thing as well.”

My heart is racing, and I don’t know why. The way he’s talking seems to be leading somewhere, but I don’t want to jump the gun and assume in case I’m wrong.

“Once a month we have a ‘Freeuse weekend’. Freeuse is basically when you have free use of someone. You can fuck them whenever you like, however you like. They can say no, obviously, but the main thing is fucking them whenever you like.”

“Okay,” I say slowly, “so why are you telling me this?”

“I’m telling you because you are my best friend. I trust you. That’s why, however you flirt with, Stephanie, I’m not worried about it. I know where she stands, and I know where you stand. However, given the fact that this is the freeuse weekend and I have to go. I’m wondering if you’d be interested in… taking over for me. Be the man who uses her this weekend.”

I sit up straight in my seat.

“You’re kidding me, right?”

“Not at all,” Michael grins. “You want Stephanie? She’s yours for the weekend. Her holes, to be exact. Her heart is still mine.”

They must register the shock and concern on my face because Stephanie adds, “I’m on board if you are. And you can say no if you don’t want to.”

Not fuck one of the most gorgeous women on the planet? Who would turn that offer down?

“No, I’d be happy to, if this is what you want. I don’t want to fuck up our relationship.”

“You won’t. As long as you don’t do anything my wife doesn’t want to do, we’re cool.”

I lean back in my chair and take a breath.

“How about we make some dinner? Talk about it some, and then you can make your decision. I’m leaving after dinner, and you are more than happy to stay the night or the weekend if you say no. And you can also stay if you say yes. Sound good?”

I nod, “Yeah,”

During the dinner, Michael and Stephanie regale me with their hotwife and freeuse experiences, which were quite amazing, and by the end of the night I am agreeing to the arrangement. I’d be an idiot not to. And since this isn’t going to mess up my relationship with my best friend, it makes it even better.


Chapter 2


I walk into the kitchen the next morning, still not fully believing what happened last night until I see Stephanie, her hip cocked against the counter with a cup of coffee, wearing only a white tank top and a pair of white panties. I can see her nipples through the shirt, letting me know she isn’t wearing a bra.

Fuck. Me.

When she sees me, she smirks and leans forward with her elbows on the counter, pushing her ass out. It sways from side to side as she continues to sip her coffee. I come farther into the kitchen, getting a cup for myself.

I situate myself near the sink and get a profile look at Stephanie. Her long legs and pink painted toes, her dark hair in a messy bun on the top of her head, and the way her top sits flush against her body. Her breasts are practically on full display due to the thinness of the top and the fact she isn’t wearing a bra. I never noticed how big they were until now, and my mouth waters at the possibility of getting my hands and mouth on them.

“What?” Stephanie asks, smiling at me.

I cock my head to the side. “Just wondering what I’m going to do to you first,” I say, then take a sip of my coffee. I usually don’t take it black, but I was so distracted by the half-naked woman in the kitchen that I forgot to add anything.

The thought of fucking my best friend’s wife is a shocker, to say the least. I’m always surrounded by husbands who are possessive as shit, to the point where if a man looks at his wife, he loses it. And yet, Michael wants me to fuck his wife while he’s gone this weekend, and his wife wants it too.

I think it’s time that I believe. Believe that this isn’t some sort of trick or test. That they actually want this. That Michael wants me to fuck his wife.

“Take them off,” I say in a deep, commanding voice.

She stands up straight and puts her cup down, then hooks her fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulls them down. She tosses them at me and I catch them as the cotton collides with my chest. She gives me the sweetest chuckle, then goes back to her coffee.

I can’t help it. I bring the panties to my nose and inhale. She smells like cherries and sin.

I set my coffee cup down and stalk over to her, getting behind her and gripping her hips. She hums as she just casually leans on the counter, twirling her cup on the surface and wiggling her butt against me. The sweatpants I’m wearing have all the give and don’t hide my erection from her at all.

“Hmm, I knew you were big,” she moans, and I grip her hips harder.

I can feel the heat coming from her pussy and my cock is begging for me to fill her hole.

“I knew you were a little cock tease,” I whisper in her ear, and she just smiles innocently at me.

“Fuck,” I breathe and start undoing my sweatpants.

They drop to the ground at my ankles and my cock bobs between me and Stephanie’s ass. I grip it at the base as I lean backwards to see that her pussy is dripping.

“Fuck, you’re wet already. What a dirty little slut.” I gauge her reaction to my dirty talk, checking to see if she likes it and, based on her moan, I take that as a yes.

She likes it dirty.

“Open your legs,” I command.

Stephanie does what she’s told, and I jerk my cock as I kneel on the floor and lick her pussy.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasps and presses herself to my face.

I stick out my tongue and stick it into her hole, tongue fucking her while I stroke my cock. With one hand on my dick, the other grips her ass cheek. Her skin is so fucking soft, and I give it a quick spank.

“Ah!” she gasps, and I look up to see her looking at my handprint on her ass, with her bottom lip between her teeth.

“You like that, you little slut?” I growl and do it again.

She nods and I lick more of her arousal off her dripping cunt. I give her one more big lick, flattening my tongue against the soft flesh before standing up and lining my cock up with her entrance.

“You ready to take my cock, baby?” I run my hand under her shirt and cup her breast as she presses back against me.

“Yes,” she mewls.

I pinch her nipple at the same time I slam inside her.

“Fuck!” we both cry out as I bottom out inside her.

“Oh, God,” I groan, “You’re so fucking tight. And you’re taking me so well. Look at you, wetting your husband’s best friend’s cock like the dirty little whore you are.”

“Oh, fuck.” She leans flat against the counter, trapping my hand on her breast as I whisper those dirty words into her ear.

I pull my hand away and grip both her hips. I pull back almost all the way, then quickly slam back inside. I do it again and again and again. Teasing us both. My balls are heavy and slap against her clit with every forceful thrust.

“Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes,” Stephanie chants as I fuck her.

Her ass slaps against my abs and I rip off my shirt so I can hear it, flesh on flesh, as I mercilessly fuck her against the kitchen counter. Our coffee’s forgotten, but the smell of sex is in the air.

I grip her hair and fuck her harder.

“Fuck,” I say through gritted teeth. “I never knew Michael’s wife was such a little slut.”

Stephanie moans below me as I continue to plow into her pussy.

“Say it, baby. Tell me what you are.”

“I-I’m a slut. I’m such a dirty little slut,” she gasps when I spank her ass.

“Good girl. Yes, you are. Such a good little slut.”

Her pussy clenches around my cock and I know she’s close. I feel tingles of pleasure shoot down my spine and I’m close too.

“You gonna come on my cock, Stephanie? Gonna soak my dick in with your cum while I fill this hole with mine?”

“Yes. Yes. Please. I’m so close. Fill me with your cum,” Stephanie cries out.

I keep at it. Thrusting again and again until she's crying out, shuttering as she comes. I press fully inside her as I come as well. Her pussy grips my cock and draws my own orgasm out. We both groan and cry out as we climax.

When it’s over, I pull out and lean against the wall, watching my cum slide down the back of her thigh.

“Fuck, my cum looks good coming out of you,” I say, panting.

Stephanie turns. She has a gentle smile on her face and her eyes are hooded and dark.

“I like feeling it come out of me. Too bad I need to take a shower, though.” she walks up to me and traces her finger over my abs. “Maybe later you can make me dirty again.”

And with that, she sashays away to the bathroom, my cum dripping down her leg.

I run my hands over my face and I find myself smiling.

Why wouldn’t I be?

I just had some of the best sex of my life with my best friend's wife. Sure, that part might have made me enjoy it less if it was under other circumstances, but it isn’t.

Michael wants me to use his wife’s body while he’s gone, and I plan to do just that.

[image: image-placeholder]

Later that day, after showers and breakfasts, Stephanie and I go for a run. We take the trail that runs behind their house and head north. We keep a steady pace and I try not to look at Steph as we run, not wanting to get distracted by how good she looks in her tight pants and sports bra.

Stephanie makes an effort, sneaking peeks at my bare chest and down at my sweatpants, my cock just a free agent, swinging all over the goddamn place. It’s not all that comfortable, but as long as she’s looking at me like that, I don’t give a fuck.

We break off the main trail and head into a side one that goes deeper into the forest. It’s nice here since there is more shade and I have a feeling that Stephanie is leading me here on purpose, given how there is basically no one around. It’s barely a real trail and I can’t help but think that maybe Michael has taken Stephanie here to fuck her.

Images fall into my mind of Michael pinning his wife against a tree, her tits bouncing, and his hand wrapped in her hair as they fucked. I feel my cock twitch and shake my head. This weekend has been full of surprises. I never thought that imagining my best friend having sex would get me a bit going, but here we are.

We head up a small hill, then we stop. We’re surrounded by trees and a giant rock, which Steph has her hand against as she leans forward and pants. I run my hands through my hair as a soft breeze whips through the trees.

“It’s nice up here, isn't it?” Steph says, twirling in the grass as she laughs.

“Yeah, it’s pretty nice,” I say, dropping my voice down an octave, informing her that I’m not talking about the trees.

She stops twirling and walks over to me.

She bites her bottom lip and sways from side to side. Fuck, I can practically smell her from here. I love how needy she is. My cock twitches in my pants and I grunt out, “On your knees, slut.”

I undo my pants and push them down as Stephanie sinks to her knees. She licks her lips and my cock starts to harden. I run my thumb over her bottom lip before pressing it into her mouth. She sucks on it, making me groan.

I grip her ponytail in my hand and grip my cock in the other, running the tip over her lips.

“Mmm, please,” she moans, licking up the pre-cum that coats her lips.

“Needy little cockwhore, aren’t you?” I say and she nods.

Slowly, I feed my cock into her mouth.

Fuck. It’s warm and wet. Her mouth envelopes me just as her pussy did this morning, and I groan.

“Fuck me.” My head falls back as she swallows me down.

I just go farther and farther into her mouth.

Fuck, does she not have a gag reflex?

My balls bump her chin as I fuck her face, my hand gripping her hair tight while the other one brushes her cheeks as they hollow out.

“That’s it, you little slut. Suck my cock. Fuck me, you’re so good at that.”

Her head bobs up and down and I enjoy the show.

I wonder how many other guys she’s done this to? She squeezes my balls and hums around my shaft. She knows every button I have to make my toes curl and I wonder if this is by experience, getting to know how dicks work, or if she’s a natural born cock sucker.

“Such a good little cock sucker,” I praise her as I get closer to the finish line.

I feel my balls draw up and I’m going to come again.

“Fuck… I'm… going… to… come…” I groan as my cum shoots down her throat and she swallows every drop.

When I’m done coming, she cleans up my shaft with her tongue before standing back up. Her lips are swollen and red and there are some tear marks on her cheek.

Stephanie leans against me and whispers in my ear, “Last one home has to make dinner tonight.” Then she bolts past me.

I’m going to chase after her until I realise that my pants are all the way down on the ground. I quickly pull them back up and tie them as I run. My mind is still so foggy with lust that I don’t have a chance of beating her.

“Excuses,” she says about my pants dilemma as she leans against the back of her couch.

“Valid excuse,” I chuckle as I spin her around and spank her ass. “I just had a mind-blowing orgasm and my pants were down. Plus, I didn’t know you were going to do that. You didn’t play fair.”

I spank her again, then one more time before spinning her back to me. Her eyes are heavy with lust, and I can only imagine how much her pussy aches.

“Well, I had to run with a wet pussy and a need to have it filled. I didn’t get an orgasm at all.” She pouts her lips and I take that bottom lip between my teeth and pull. Releasing it, I lick the marks before shoving my hand down her pants, cupping her pussy.

“Not all freeuse sluts get to come every time I have my cock out.”

She mewls as I rub the heel of my hand on her clit.

“I’ve let you come already once today, and Michael said I didn’t even have to do that.”

Her eyes scream of desperation. Her hand is locked around my wrist. She wants me to stay there, just keep rubbing her like this until she comes.

Her pussy is soaked, and I want to feel her orgasm around my fingers, but I want to wait.

I pull my hand out and she releases my wrist.

“Seriously,” she mewls.

“Yes, seriously. Now I’m going to have a quick rinse in the shower and then since I lost, I’m going to have to prepare dinner. Probably going to go out shopping, and don’t you be playing with this pussy while I’m gone,” I warn. “You won’t like what happens when bad girls break the rules.”

She raises an eyebrow. “Are you sure?”

I grip a hand full of her ass and whisper in her ear. “Yes.”


Chapter 3


Steph and I are eating in silence. I can see her shift once in a while on her chair and I don’t even try to hide my grin of satisfaction.

“You are having so much fun with this, aren’t you?” she says playfully, then sticks a fork full of broccoli in her mouth.

“Just a little bit,” I wink, and she rolls her eyes.

“You’re just like my husband. He has fun teasing me too and doesn’t even try to hide it.”

I chuckle.

I never would have thought of Michael as a teaser. He always seemed like a “get to the point” guy, but then again, I didn’t even know he was into sharing his wife, so maybe there are some things I missed about him or things that have changed.

I take a few more bites of my dinner before pushing my plate off to the side.

“Come here,” I say, patting my lap. ‘“And bring your plate over too.”

Steph grins as she stands up from her chair and comes over to me, plate in hand. Taking a seat on my lap, she places her plate onto the table, and I take her fork from her before cupping her ass.

My cock is rock hard under her, and I know she can feel it. She wiggles and I give her ass a swat.

“Now, now. Be still and open your mouth.” I put some food on the fork and bring it to her lips.

She parts them and I slide the potatoes into her mouth as my hand goes under her skirt.

While I was away grocery shopping, Steph had changed into a short skirt and tight t-shirt and I’ve been itching ever since to get my hands on her. But I had to prepare the dinner, so I didn’t have time. Plus, it was fun seeing her squirm on the stool at the counter as she watched me cook.

I got a couple of steaks, some potatoes, and broccoli and green beans. I cooked the steaks and potatoes out on the barbecue and boiled the broccoli, then added salt and pepper and fried the beans on the stove with some salt and pepper as well. It’s simple but tasty. Nothing compared to Steph’s pussy, though.

As I feed her mouth with a fork full of food, I slip my hand between her legs to find no panties. Just her wet, swollen pussy. I run my fingers between her folds and she gasps. I continue to play with her as I feed her. Everything that I’m doing is casual. Other than my hard cock, you wouldn’t know that inside there is an inferno of need growing within me.

By the time I’m done feeding her my cock is dripping pre-cum and my balls are screaming at me to fuck her.

So I do.

I lift her and push the plates away before spinning her around and putting her on the table. I spread her legs and watch as her arousal drips out of her.

“Fuck. Look at that pussy. So pretty.” I bend down and lick from her asshole to her clit.

Steph throws her head back and moans, placing her hands behind her and leaning back.

“Oh, yes,” she groans as her hips start to move.

I grip her hips and move her even more as I tongue fuck her pussy. I stick my tongue into her cunt as far as it can go and listen to her sweet mewls of pleasure. With one hand I reach down and free my cock from my jeans. The brush of air as I take myself out is almost enough to make me come, but I hold back.

“What do you think, Steph? Do you think I’ll let you come tonight? Or will you have to wait until your husband comes home to come?”

“Please,” she mewls. “Please, make me come tonight. Please.”

“Mmm, I like hearing you beg. Beg more,” I groan between her legs.

“Please make me come. I’ll do anything. I’ll suck your cock. You can fuck my pussy. You can fuck my ass. You can have every hole if you make me come right fucking now. Please. Oh, God…” Her words draw out as I suck her clit hard.

My fingers find her asshole and I play with the rim.

“This ass, Steph? You’ll let me put my cock in this hole?” I stand up and, with the other hand, I run my fingers over her bottom lip. “And this hole?” Then I glide them down her front to her pussy and I shove them deep into her cunt. “And this hole?”

“Fuck. Yes! All of them. Just please make me come.”

I finger fuck her as my other finger slowly slides into her ass with the help of her arousal. Leaning in, I take her mouth, slipping my tongue inside. I fuck her mouth with my tongue with the same rhythm that I’m using to fuck her pussy and ass with.

She’s soaking my hand, and I can tell she’s getting close, but if she’s going to come, I want it to be around my cock. So I pull out my fingers and take my cock in my hand before sliding inside her warm cunt.

“Jesus. How the fuck are you so fucking tight?” I groan.

It’s a rhetorical question, of course. I don’t really give a fuck. All I care about right now is chasing pleasure. Both hers and mine. With one hand on her hip, I grip it tightly as my other goes to her throat. The table rattles under us, but I don’t stop. I just fuck her harder and faster. The wet sounds of us add to the soundtrack that accompanies this moment.

“Fuck, I’m close. What about you, you little cum slut? Are you ready to come and take my load?”

“Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes,” Steph chants until she’s coming.

A scream tears out of her and her pussy clenches around my dick, making me come as well.

“Fuck!” I roar as I empty myself into her. Coating her inner walls with my cum.

She grips my shirt and wraps her legs tightly around me as she shudders through her orgasm. I fuck her until every last drop is drawn out of me, then I pull back and sit in my chair. Her legs are spread, and I can see my cum leaking out of her, and if I wasn’t so tired, that sight would definitely get me hard again.

Steph lays back on the table, and when I finally find some energy, I carry her up to her bedroom and lay her down before getting a wet cloth to wash her.

“How did you like today?” I ask as I tuck her into the sheets.

“Mmm, it was lovely. Thank you. I can’t wait for tomorrow.” She grins sleepily, then cuddles into her blanket.

“Yeah, me too,” I say then go to my room where I think I have the best sleep of my life.


Chapter 4


It’s Sunday morning and I have one day left with Stephanie before Michael comes home. Which means I have to make today count. Last night I planned how today was going to go. I texted Michael what the plan was and, if his plane lands on time, he might be able to join us for the finale.

I sit up in the bed and rub my face, then run my hands through my hair, gearing up for today. A smile pulls at my lips at the kind of fun we’ll get up to. I plan to tease her all day before giving her something tonight. I hope she’s ready.

I get out of bed and do my business in the bathroom before heading to the kitchen where Stephanie already is, drinking her coffee. She’s wearing her husband’s button-up shirt, and judging by the teasing smile on her face, she’s probably not wearing anything underneath it.

Maybe I should check.

I walk over to her and pin her against the counter, her front against the granite and her back to my front. I reach down and skim my fingers across the skin of her thigh, then underneath the shirt until I find her bare ass.

Fuck.

I palm her cheek and feel her shiver before moving down in between them, running my finger over her asshole.

“I’m gonna fuck this today, Stephanie,” I growl into her ear, and she shivers again.

I move my fingers to her pussy, which is already getting wet.

“You’re insatiable,” I say, rubbing her clit in slow circles.

“You too,” she moans so seductively it makes my cock twitch in my sweatpants.

Before she can get too horny, I pull away and start making my coffee. I hear her mewl of protest, but I don’t turn back. I just add my cream and sugar to the mug and stir. I feel Steph move away and I turn to see her head to the dining table. She takes a seat with a plate of toast and an orange that’s cut in half. I start making my own breakfast and watch her at the same time. Her delicate fingers pull apart the bread before she puts it into her mouth and chews.

It’s not casual.

She’s baiting me. I can feel it. I can see it. The way she crosses and uncrosses her legs is making my dick hard and I want her. Technically, I could just walk over to her and fuck her, but the fact that she’s trying to seduce me into fucking her makes me want to tease her even more. Which means I need to control myself.

I finish making my breakfast and sit opposite her at the dining table. I watch as she takes her orange and licks it a few times. I swallow hard as I try to stay on my side of the table but fuck, she’s making it hard.

Stephanie sticks her fingers into the flesh of the orange and starts pulling it apart and when the juice squirts out and lands on her white shirt she gasps.

“Oh, darn. I had a feeling this would happen,” she says, and unbuttons her shirt and takes it off.

She hangs it over the seat before looking up at me, her tits on full display. Nipples hard. Pussy bare. Her hair is down and she pulls it back so that I have no obstructed view of her breasts.

Then she goes back to her food.

My plan was to tease her all day. Go up to her as many times as possible and finger her, play with her nipples. But now I’m thinking I need to change that plan a touch because she is driving me wild.

She licks her fingers clean of the juice and then slides them down her body. I see them disappear under the table. I don’t see what she’s doing but she moans softly so I think I can take a hint.

“What are you doing?” I ask, my own breakfast long forgotten.

“Hm?” She looks up at me and tilts her head. “What?”

“I said, what are you doing?”

“Why don’t you come over and find out?” she says, and immediately I’m up out of my chair and walking over to her.

When I reach her, I look down and see that her hands are between her legs.

I place my hand on the table and lean down to speak in her ear.

“Why are you doing that?” I ask.

“Doing what?” she says innocently, then looks down between her legs. “Oh, sorry.” she says and pulls her hand away. “I didn’t notice.” She brings her finger to her mouth, but I grab her wrist and bring it to my mouth instead.

“Naughty girl,” I say as I lick her fingers, tasting her arousal.

Steph pulls her bottom lip between her teeth and I feel my cock leaking pre-cum.

“Stand up,” I command.

Stephanie doesn’t hesitate. The chair gets pulled away and I grip her hair in my fist.

“Kneel, my dirty little slut.”

Slowly she gets down on her knees.

“Good. Now take out my cock and suck. I think it’s time you remember who is in charge this weekend, my pretty little toy.”

She quickly unties the strings of my sweatpants and pulls them down to my ankles. My cock springs free and is immediately enveloped by her warm mouth.

“Jesus fuck!” I gasp and start fucking her mouth.

I don’t know why I thought for a second to deprive myself of this just so I could tease her slowly. Maybe this is what she wants, anyway. More than just touching and not coming. She wants her holes used.

Based on the way she’s swallowing my cock I’m going to take that as a yes. So I change my plans in my head and use her mouth.

Tears spring to her eyes as I thrust my cock in and out of her mouth. She gags slightly, but I don’t let up.

“You shouldn’t be playing with what’s mine, Stephanie. And these holes are mine.”

I push in and hold there for a moment, feeling her throat contract over my dick before pulling all the way out and thrusting back in again. I do it again and again and again as she moans and presses her thighs together.

“This is a punishment, Stephanie. This is for touching your pussy,” I say, thrusting faster.

I feel my balls draw up as my orgasm draws closer.

“Cup my balls, baby. Squeeze them. Make me come down your throat,” I groan as her hand wraps around my balls and she does what I ask. She hollows out her cheeks and sucks me down and it takes only a few seconds before I’m coming down her throat.

“Oh, fuck. Fuck me. Yes. That’s it. God, fuck. Your mouth is fucking good, Steph.”

She drinks every drop, sucks me dry, and when my cock becomes too sensitive, I pull out.

Panting, I help her back up and into her chair where I push her back in and say, “Finish your breakfast and don’t touch yourself. I don’t care how much you want to. Remember, this pussy is mine and she comes only when I say so. Understand?”

Stephanie smiles as she nods and I give her a kiss on the cheek before pulling up my pants, taking my coffee, and going to the bathroom for a shower.
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A few hours later I come back from my walk to find Stephanie in the garden. She’s on her hands and knees, wearing a very tight pair of leggings and a white t-shirt, with her hair up in a ponytail. She looks stunning. I walk outside and lean against the wall, watching her. She’s got some earbuds in, and I see her phone on a table just next to me. I pick it up to see what she’s listening to and it’s an audio book. I’ve seen this book before and I believe it’s hotwife erotica.

I set the phone down and tap her on the back, letting her know I’m here. She gasps and turns around, taking her earbuds out.

“Oh, you scared me. I didn’t see you there.”

“Sorry I scared you,” I say and tap my ear. ﻿﻿“Whatcha listening to?”

“Oh,” she blushes, “An audio book. A steamy audio book.”

I chuckle. “You love being teased, don’t you?”

She nods and bites her lip.

I sit up and say, “Go back to what you’re doing. Don’t mind me.” I wink and she puts in her earbuds and turns back around, giving me a great view of her ass.

I kneel down and palm her. She flinches slightly, but then pushes herself into me. I run my hands up the smooth material until I get to the hem then pull them down slowly.

Fuck. She’s not wearing any underwear.

I see her bare ass and those perfect holes as I push them down to her knees. I spread her legs as wide as they can go and starts playing with her pussy. I circle her clit with my finger before pushing inside her tight hole. I pump my finger, then add another one as my other then drifts over her soft skin. I lean down and press a kiss to her ass cheek, and I hear her moan. I do it again then lean down farther to suck her clit. She gasps and wiggles, so I grip her waist to keep her still.

I flick my tongue over her clit until I feel her thighs shake. That’s when I take out my cock and slam into her. No more teasing, I just slide my painfully hard cock into her wet heat. With both hands gripping her hips I fuck her hard.

“Motherfucker,” I groan as I thrust into her, my balls slapping her clit.

Stephanie mewls into me, and I know she’s close already, but I don’t want her to come yet. So I fuck her harder as I think about taking her asshole tonight and chase my own orgasm until I’m coming inside her. Every time I come it’s like a bolt of lightning down my spine. Every time I come, it’s the best orgasm I’ve ever had, and this time is no different. She pulses around my dick and before she comes, I pull up.

I see my cum drip out of her and inwardly groan at the sight.

“Just wait until both those holes are dripping with cum, Stephanie.” I murmur against her ear.

Then I help her back into her leggings and leave her to keep gardening and I can only imagine how she feels. Needy. Horny. Maybe she’s thinking she can touch herself and make herself come without me noticing. But I bet I can. I’ve seen several faces of Stephanie and I think I can tell if she breaks the rules. It wouldn’t be the worst thing she can do. The punishments are fun for me, but I’m betting she won’t. Only because of what I promised her this morning. That’d I’d fuck her ass, and something tells me she wouldn’t want to miss it.


Chapter 5


It’s now 6pm and we just finished dinner. I took her two more times during the day, and she didn’t come either time. Once was when she was taking a shower after her gardening, and the other was just a couple of hours ago when she was doing laundry. I bent her over the vibrating washing machine and fucked her. She was so close to coming, I wasn’t sure who was going to come first. I was also tempted to let her come, but I know just how good it will be if she waits.

And now the time has come.

I set up the fireplace and move the centre table in their living room, making room on the carpet. I have a bottle of lube on the couch, and I call Stephanie into the living room.

“Yes,” she smiles, and I can see why Michael is so in love with her. She is quite a woman. I hope to find someone like her one day.

I pick up the bottle of lube and wiggle it in the air.

“Does my horny little slut want to play?”

She walks over to me and knees between my legs as I lean back on the couch.

“Yes,” she whispers.

“Good,” I give her a light kiss then say, “Take off your clothes and get on your back.”

She takes off her blouse and skirt before turning around to lay on the carpet.

I look down at her on the carpet, her body flush, hair fanned out and legs wide. She looks delicious.

I look between her legs and say, “Such a fucking pretty pussy you have,”

She moans, and I can see her fingers twitching, needing to touch herself. But I think that should be my job right now.

I slide off the couch onto the carpet with her and push her legs up until they are at her chest. She wraps her arms around them as I lean down and take her clit into my mouth. I suck, then flick it with my tongue.

I taste her arousal and I lick up every drop. I tease her entrance with my tongue as I reach up and cup her tits. I fuck her pussy with my tongue, and that has her body bowing off the carpet.

She moans above me, her body swaying. She’s chanting with need.

“Please. So good. So fucking good. Oh my god. Please. I’m so fucking close.”

“Hmm, not now, baby. Later, you’re going to come so fucking hard. Just you wait,” I say.

“Making… big… promises,” she says, smiling.

I chuckle darkly and pinch her nipple. She cries out and I say, “Don’t worry. They’re warranted.”

I play with her clit, and just as I feel like she’s about to come, I pull back. Stephanie moans in protest and gives me a little pout but I ignore it as I take a seat on the couch. That’s when I hear the click of the front door.

Perfect timing.

I hear Michael walk in the door and then walk towards us.

“Well well,” Michael says with a smile as he sees his wife on the floor of their living room, dripping with cum, blushing and needy. I stay seated on the couch, watching her writhe on the carpet.

Stephanie looks up at her husband and smiles. “Hi, honey.” She reaches out for him, and he kneels on the floor to give her a kiss. It’s upside down but it’s not awkward at all. It’s passionate, a kiss of love.

“Hi,” Michael whispers, then sits back on his knees.

“How was she?” he asks me.

“The best,” I reply.

“And were you a good girl to my best friend, baby?”

Steph nods her head. “Yes. But I want to come now. He’s been teasing me all day.”

He chuckles, “Aw, my poor wife.”

Michael starts taking off some of his clothes. First his tie and suit jacket, then he undoes half of the buttons on his button-up before looking up at me.

“You got one more in you, buddy?” Michael asks as he rolls his sleeves up his arm, revealing the tattoo on his right arm.

“Always,” I say and kneel back onto the floor.

Michael lifts his wife into his arms and turns her so she’s facing him. We are all kneeling, Michael and I sandwiching his wife. I knead her ass and she moans as she kisses her husband.

He cups his wife's cheek and then says, “Undo my belt, baby. Take out your husband’s cock. He misses your sweet holes.”

Steph leans down and starts undoing his belt. He looks at me over his wife and grins.

“Did she blow you this weekend?” he asks, as if someone isn’t reaching into his pants and taking out his cock.

“Yeah,” I say, and he nods in acknowledgment.

“Yeah, my wife sure does know how to use mouth well. Don’t you, baby?” She looks up at him with a smile on her face and nods then sinks her mouth down on his cock.

“Fuck, that’s it, baby. Get me nice and hard and wet.” Michael growls and grips a handful of her hair.

I watch my best friend’s cock disappear into Stephanie’s perfect mouth as she reaches over her and takes some of her cum that’s mixed with mine and rubs it over her back entrance.

“You want her ass or her pussy?” Michael asks.

“Her ass. I’ve been teasing about fucking it all day.”

Michael reaches over to the drawer next to one of the chairs and pulls out a bottle of lube, handing it to me.

“Get her ass ready. You’re going to fuck it while I fuck her pussy. We’re going to make her come together.”

Excitement courses through my veins as I squeeze some lube out of the bottle and rub her little puckered hole.

Stephanie moans and presses against my finger as I play with her. Pulling her by the hair, Michael lifts her so he can kiss her again, with one hand still in her hair and the other around her throat.

“Who’s my good little cock slut?” Michael says, and Stephanie replies, “I am.”

“Good girl,”

Michael does a good job of taking care of his wife while also directing me. I don’t feel like a third wheel in this sexual bubble we’ve created. I do feel like I’m watching a very secure couple who are deeply in love, talking to each other, but every look that Michael or Stephanie gives me lets me know they know I’m here and are a part of this moment.

I take my time teasing her and opening her up with one finger at a time. I don’t want to hurt her. By the time I’m sliding two fingers into her high hole, she’s writing under me. I use some of her own arousal to lube up her other hole as I pump in and out slowly. My cock is rock hard in my pants, and I groan as I feel her clench around me.

I pump two fingers in and out of Stephanie’s ass as she strokes Michael’s cock. And he’s got his fingers pumping in and out of her pussy.

“How did you do this weekend?” he asks me casually, like this is a dinner conversation and we’re not in the middle of a threeway.

“Good,” I reply. “She’s so fucking tight, and her mouth is amazing. You’re a lucky man.”

His smile is big as he says, “Don’t I know it.”

I press the tip of my cock to her entrance and say, “Are you ready, Steph?”

She smiles, “Fuck yes. Please. Fuck my ass. I need it now.”

That’s all the go-ahead I need and slowly I push myself inside of her asshole.

Fuck, it’s tight. So tight that I’m seeing stars, and I haven’t even come yet. I take deep breaths, trying to take it slow, and by the time I’m balls deep inside her, thrusting slowly, I feel like I can come right then. So I take more breaths to try to draw it out.

I grip her hips and pull out and push back in. Again and again until we have a steady rhythm.

“Are you good, Steph?” I ask, wanting to make sure she’s okay.

“Oh, yes,” she moans softly, so I start fucking her a little harder and a little faster.

I move one of my hands from her hips to her hair and tug her back until her back is flush with my front. Then I reach around and cup her tit.

“Fuck, your ass is so fucking tight. I’m not going to last,” I warn both of them.

She moans and grips her husband’s hair as she bounces between us.

“Oh, fuck. I’m close too. Please make me come,” she says.

Michael leans in and kisses his wife with so much passion they’re both groaning.

“Don’t worry, baby,” he says after pulling back, “We will.”

Michael reaches down with his free hand and starts quickly rubbing her clit and that’s all it takes to make his wife come.

“Oh, fuck. Yes! Oh my God. I’m coming!” she cries out, biting her husband’s shoulder as she comes.

I feel that same electric tingle as my orgasm comes closer. I release her other hip and palm both her tits. Her body is so warm against me, her skin soft and her ass tight. A few more thrusts and I can’t stop myself. I come. I come hard inside her, filling her ass up with my cum.

“Holy mother of God,” I groan loudly as I let the climax take me over. I hear my blood rushing in my ears, Stephanie’s soft mewls as I pulse inside her. She reaches behind her and holds my ass cheek, keeping me deep inside her as I come.

“Oh, fuck. I’m gonna come,” Michael groans, then stills. I can see him shudder as he comes inside Stephanie, who moans and holds her husband’s head into the crook of her neck as he comes.

Slowly we both lay on the ground, wrapped up in each other. I’m the first one to pull back and Michael pulls his wife closer into him. They are so connected, you’re not sure where one of them starts and the other ends. I prop myself up on my hand as I lie on my side just enjoying the sight of two people in love.

This weekend is not what I originally thought it was going to be, but fuck if it didn’t turn out better than I imagined. To say I had fun would be an understatement, and to see a couple, my best friend, so open like this has definitely made me think.

Makes me think about what my relationship would be like. That maybe I’ll meet a woman who also enjoys being shared, and I’ll get to give her moments like this, being taken by two men. That thought makes me smile.

“Sorry that we didn’t get to hang out this weekend,” Michael whispers as Stephanie snuggles into his chest.

“That’s okay. I can always come back some other weekend.”

“Well, we’d love to have you. And this plan where the two of us fuck her, thanks for that. I really do love sharing her with other guys.”

“No problem. Figured you’d like that,” I say and stand up.

“Well, I think I’m going to turn in for the night and head out early tomorrow. I’ve had one hell of a weekend. Thanks for that. And thank you Stephanie for being my willing freeuse slut.”

Stephanie turns her head, her sleepy eyes greeting me.

“And thank you for being such a tease. I didn’t think that I was going to last, but you were right, it was worth it.”

I wink, then after a round of goodnights, I head to my room with a smile on my face, a satisfied cock, and a new kink unlocked.


Shared By Her Roommates
A freeuse short story
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What do you do when it’s raining outside. Well, you get laid by your roommates of course. Eleanor is stuck inside with her two incredibly attractive roommates and it's getting harder for her to resist them. When she's caught looking Grant offers her a proposal her and her body can't refuse. Getting freely used until the rain stops.

Find it here: https://geni.us/sbhrbackmatter


Hotwife Spring Break
A hotwife short story
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Olive and Silas are off on vacation. And this is the time for Olive to spread her legs and try some new things. When they get caught canoodling by a college student on spring break her husband gets an idea.

Want to become a hotwife?

Back of the car. Young stud. Exhibition. The possibilities are endless.

He also has a friend who is just as interested to see this new hotwife under him.

Find it at here: https://geni.us/hotwifespringbreakbm


Want a Free Read?


Get your copy of Hotwife Paige: Bonus Stories 

Get your copy of Sharing What's His 

Get your copy of Used By Many


Also By Aileen Gallagher


Thank you for reading My Best Friend's Wife! If you enjoyed it please consider leaving a review.

USED BY THE FOOTBALL PLAYERS (Available In Audio)

Link: Used By The Football Players

Sookie isn’t the only one winning big at the football game. Her husband has a gift for her. In fact, he has 3 gifts for her. 3 very big, very talented gifts that are ready to make her cry out louder than the fans. This is Sookie’s first hotwife experience and it is sure to be one that she won’t forget.

HOTWIFE OFFICE PARTY

Link: Hotwife Office Party

This year Santa’s coming early. And so is she.

Paige is a happily married woman to a loving and dutiful husband. But she has naughty daydreams about Jack’s handsome best friend and co-worker, Mason. When the annual office party comes up she tries to hold herself back. Little does she know her husband has a plan.

HOTWIFE VALENTINE

Link: Hotwife Valentine

Paige’s husband is at it again. This time it’s Valentine’s Day and he’s got a few surprises up his sleeve. When they get to the hotel Paige thinks she’s in for a sweet holiday with her husband but instead she meets the next door neighbour, a man promised to rock her world. And when she thinks the surprise is over, a sexy stranger shows up as an extra unexpected treat. How can she resist this Valentine's vacation?

HOTWIFE SUMMER

Link: Hotwife Summer

The Canada Day barbecue is happening at Paige and Jacks’ house and he has a special surprise for his wife. He has invited a couple of friends over to have some fun with his wife. They say that the first time is the best time... they haven't met Jack's friends.

HOTWIFE PAIGE: 3 HOTWIFE STORIES

Link: Hotwife Paige

Jack makes an offer to his wife that changes their lives forever. What started out as one fun night turns into an amazing journey of hotwife exploration.

Includes: Hotwife Office Party, Hotwife Valentine, and Hotwife Summer

GIVE ME MORE

Link: Give Me More

This collection features 5 steamy scenes featuring the couple from Hotwife Paige.

Paige and Jack have been trying things out. Their friends have been enjoying all she offers for their freeuse and hotwife experiences. Join them in this short collection of spice from the couple.

SHARED BY HER ROOMMATES (Available In Audio)

Link: Shared By Her Roommates

What do you do when it’s raining outside? Well, you get laid by your roommates of course. Eleanor is stuck inside with her two incredibly attractive roommates and it's getting harder for her to resist them. When she's caught looking, Grant offers her a proposal her and her body can't refuse. Getting freeused until the rain stops.

A HOTWIFE SPRING BREAK

Link: A Hotwife Spring Break

Olive and Silas are off on vacation. And this is the time for Olive to spread her legs and try some new things. When they get caught canoodling by a college student on spring break her husband gets an idea. 

Want to become a hotwife? Back of the car. Young stud. Exhibition. The possibilities are endless. 

He also has a friend who is just as interested to see this new hotwife under him.

HOTWIFE VEGAS WEDDING

Link: Hotwife Vegas Wedding 

A trip to Vegas for Olive and her husband, Silas, turns into an unexpected reunion with Silas’ best friend from high school, Harvey. When the couple decide Olive would have some fun with Harvey, he brings along two other friends. 

Silas is all about sharing, but can Olive handle three men—plus her husband watching—at the same time?

LOVE ON TOP


Link: Love On Top 

Love is in the air and Tatiana and Brock are getting married.

There's no slowing down the engagement when these switches start to play. The question is: who will come out on top?

STUFFED

Link: Stuffed 

Thanksgiving has always been a holiday I could do without. But this year, everything changed the moment I laid eyes on Jason. With his rugged charm and undeniable allure, he ignites a fire within me that I never knew existed.

There's just one problem: he's my brother’s best friend, which makes him off limits. But when circumstances bring us together under one roof for the holiday, the temptation becomes impossible to resist. Surrounded by family and friends, finding a moment alone becomes a tantalizing game we can't help but play.

As the festivities unfold, it becomes clear that Jason wants more than just a slice of pumpkin pie. And with each stolen glance and clandestine touch, the boundaries between us blur into a passionate frenzy.

Indulge in a feast of sensuality and desire in “Stuffed” a scintillating tale of forbidden love and the irresistible pull of desire that has these two lovers close to getting caught in the act.

MY BEST FRIEND’S WIFE

Link: My Best Friend's Wife 

What would you do if you were offered a weekend with your best friend’s wife? 

I was nervous at first. Generally, getting naked with your best friend's wife is against the rules. It feels like you're breaking all sorts of bro code. 

But for Michael and Stephanie—they like to bend the rules every once in a while. 

And hell, I can't say no to a deal like this. Especially when Stephanie’s a total knockout.

So I plan on making it a weekend she won't ever forget.

This is a wife sharing freeuse short story all from the bull’s POV.
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Aileen Gallagher is an erotica author who writes contemporary erotica and hotwife erotica.
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