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Chapter One

“You still up for drinks?” Matthew asked as he cleared his desk.

I looked up from my computer screen to see my friend buttoning up his suit jacket. He stepped over to my desk and began tapping his fingers against the edge. He’d finished up a big project earlier in the day, but he still looked anxious. Maybe he just needed a drink to unwind, which was unfortunate.

I glanced at how many pages I still had to get through and sighed. “Sorry to bail on you,” I said, “but Liam gave me this last minute assignment and it needs to be done by Monday.”

Matt began pacing around my desk, “Come on, man. Alexis is busy tonight,” he said, “and I need that drink.”

“I’m in the zone right now,” I replied, “if I can keep this up, I can knock the whole thing out tonight and still salvage the weekend.”

“Fine, “ he said. “You and Wendy are still on for Saturday night though, right?”

“We’ll be there,” I said, then smiled. “If you get the fuck out of here and let me work.”

There wasn’t any way I’d miss that barbecue; the last one ended in the hot tub and Alexis wears the skimpiest bikinis I’d ever seen. I was pretty buzzed by the end of the night, but I swear I caught a peak at her nipple popping out as she leaned over. I’d never tell Matthew about that though.

“Just get that shit done,” he called as he headed for the elevator. Alone in the office, I put my headphones on and got back to work.

~

It took a little while to stop thinking about my friend’s wife’s tits, but eventually I managed to buckle down and blew through the rest of my work. I printed everything out and grabbed my things; I’d drop it off on my boss’s desk on my way out, and maybe be home in time to take Wendy out for a late dinner. She hated when I worked late, but luckily it didn’t happen too often.

I took the elevator up a floor and made my way to Liam’s office. The lights were still on, but the place was empty. I heard a noise as I approached the end of the corridor, maybe the cleaning crew had gotten an early start. Then I reached the open door.

Liam was sitting back in his leather chair, his shirt unbuttoned revealing his toned chest. A redhead was on her knees between his legs, and I watched in stunned silence as her head bobbed up and down. His eyes were closed in pleasure, his hands gently guiding her movements as she took him into her mouth.

Her red hair cascaded down her bare back, the top half of her dress bunched up around her waist. I went from utterly dumbfounded to painfully aroused in a matter of seconds. And there was a weird kind of nervousness that I’d never felt before. I’d had plenty of sex in my life, but had never watched anyone else before. It added an extra dimension to my arousal, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away from this woman as she sucked my boss’s cock.

She slurped and gagged like a porn star as I watched the back of her head rise and fall. From my vantage point, I could only see the sides of her breasts as they jiggled and swayed while she worked that dick like a pro. Suddenly, her head sank all the way down and I heard a muffled gag as she took him into her throat. Her tits bulged to the sides as they pressed against his legs, and they looked fucking huge.

Movement caught my eye and I glanced up at Liam’s face. His eyes were open and he was looking right at me. His hands still held the woman’s head down, his cock buried fully in her throat. He eased up for a moment and she gasped for air. His dick popped free from her mouth and I couldn’t help but stare.

Holy fuck, I thought, that’s a fat cock.

Sure, it was impressive in length as well, but god damn was it thick. This poor woman’s jaw must have been double jointed or something to open so wide. My boss smiled at me, his fat throbbing cock standing upright, glistening with spit. Then he grabbed her hair and pulled her mouth back down over his shaft and it disappeared from view.

He began thrusting forcefully, fucking her mouth like he owned it. The flesh of her tits rippled with the force, and I found myself wishing I had a better vantage point. Even just from the glimpses I was getting, her breasts looked magnificent. I was dying to see them full on, in all their glory. I took a step towards the door, and then caught myself. What the fuck am I doing?

I froze in the doorway, terrified that the woman had heard me and my perverse little voyeur session would end. Luckily, the meaty cock down her throat demanded all of her attention, and I was safe to watch a little longer. My own dick was aching to be touched, but I didn’t dare. Liam seemed to enjoy putting on a show, but I wasn’t about to start jerking off in front of my boss.

They settled into a steady rhythm; him driving his cock down her throat at a relentless pace, her gasping for breath every third or fourth thrust when he drew back a little further to let her breath. He clearly knew what he was doing, and I briefly wondered how many women had choked on that monster before he figured out how to use it.

Again, I found myself desperately wishing to see more. I wanted to watch that cock disappear between her lips; to see her eyes water as she gagged on it, the spit dripping down her chin and onto her chest, making her huge tits glisten as they swayed. It felt crazy to admit, but I wanted to watch my boss blow his load all over this woman’s face.

“Oh fuck,” Liam groaned a moment a later, “I’m so fucking close.”

I caught a glimpse of her hand wrapped around his cock as she pulled off for just a brief moment to say, “Oh god, please baby.”

Her fingers couldn’t even close around his girthy penis as she frantically stroked him towards the point of no return. I caught a brief glimpse of the side of her face; strands of red hair matted with spit and precum stuck to her skin and obscured her features.

”Cum for me,” she begged, “I want to taste it.” He forcefully pushed her mouth back over his cock, but didn’t force her to take it all. Her delicate hand continued to pump his length as she jerked him off into her mouth. Her breasts jiggled with every movement of her arm and I wanted so badly just to touch them, to feel the soft heat of her body in my hands.

I stared, wide-eyed and achingly hard, as Liam groaned at what must have been the start of his climax.  The woman muttered a strangled “Mmmph,” as his hot seed began to spurt into her eager mouth. He gently moved her head in time with his pulsing ejaculation, using her mouth to milk every drop from his balls.

Still standing there in disbelief, I watched as the redhead pulled away and was just lucky enough to see my boss’s cock slip from her mouth. As she settled in a new position looking up at him from the floor, I finally caught a glimpse of her profile. She was a mess; hair in tangles and plastered across her face, tears and mascara running down her cheeks. I caught a side view of one magnificent breast, rising and falling as she fought to catch her breath. The soft globe of flesh would have easily filled both my hands, and I couldn’t help but imagine sucking her hard little nipple into my mouth along with as much of the surrounding flesh as I possibly could.

As she opened her mouth and semen poured down her chin and onto her breasts, I was struck by the sudden realization that I knew this woman. Fuck me, I thought, that’s Alexis.

Matt was out there somewhere drinking alone, and here was his gorgeous wife with his boss’ thick load dribbling down her tits.

The fact that I knew this woman brought me back to reality and I was flooded with conflicting emotions. I just watched my best friend’s wife take our boss’s cock down her throat. I thought I knew her; Matt and Alexis are one of our only couple friends, and we spend a lot of time together. She and Wendy got along so well; Matt and I couldn’t believe our luck when our wives took an instant liking to each other. They seemed so much alike, I never would have guessed she was such a… whore.

I had to get home and talk to Wendy, she would know how to best break the news to Matthew. I stole one last glance at Alexis’ cum smeared tits and headed for the elevator before she noticed I was ever there. Even knowing her identity, I just couldn’t stop picturing that brief moment I saw her face as Liam pulled his thick cock from her mouth. I should have found it revolting now that I knew she was cheating on my best friend, but it still took some work to get my erection under control before I left the elevator.


Chapter Two

“You know I hate it when you work late,” Wendy said as I entered the living room. “How are you going to make it up to me?”

My wife had changed into a bright yellow summer dress, clearly anticipating a date night. Her puffy nipples poked through the thin fabric just enough to catch your eye, without crossing the line into obscenity. In direct sunlight, the dress could be nearly transparent and Wendy refused to wear it without a bra.  At night though, she was a little more willing to let loose and frequently wore it on dates. She knew that dress drove me crazy, but what she didn’t know was that plenty of lights still turned the fabric mostly see-through. I always fucked her hardest after a night out where she was the subject of many lustful stares, so the dress became her go-to “fuck me” outfit.

I was still in a state of arousal more intense than almost anything I’d ever felt in my life, but I knew what I had to tell Wendy would completely ruin the night. I hated to waste that dress, but it needed to be done.

“I saw Alexis this evening,” I began, “with my boss.” My throat felt dry and I had to pause. I clearly didn’t adequately convey the nature of the situation, because my wife didn’t have much of a reaction.

“You guys didn’t all go out without me, did you?” she asked.

“No,” I said, “I mean like, with my boss.”

She just shrugged and said, “I think the three of them got along well at the Christmas party a couple months ago.” Wendy giggled and added, “I think Alexis even thought he was kinda hot, but don’t tell Matt I said that. Was he with them too?”

“I don’t think Matt would have been too happy, if he was,” I replied. Still no big reaction. Subtlety was getting me nowhere.

“She was sucking his dick,” I blurted out.

Her eyes widened and I got the sense she was picturing it in her head. I was confident her imagination didn’t hold a candle to the carnal images that were seared into my brain.

“Oh, fuck,” she said, “that’s really bad.”

“Yeah,” I said, “I don’t know how to tell Matt.”

“Ooof,” she winced, “that’s going to suck.”

“It’s got to be in person, right?” I asked. “I won’t see him until the barbecue tomorrow night though, and she’ll be there.”

“Maybe just like, pull him aside when you see an opportunity?” she suggested.

I shook my head. “Like, oh hey, you want to grab some more beers?” I said, “and by the way, I saw your wife swallowing our boss’s huge cock last night.”

Wendy giggled a little, despite the seriousness of the situation. “Maybe a little more tact,” she said, “but the drink thing could work. I can chug mine if it’ll help.”

“Oh, how generous of you,” I said, “ you’re such a helper.”

“That’s me,” my wife agreed.

There was a short pause, and then she asked “So, it was huge then?”

I was a little surprised at the question, but should have known better; Wendy was like a schoolgirl when it came to gossip. Of course she wanted the details.

“Uhhh,” I stammered as I struggled to find the words to describe my boss’s dick. “I think Alexis must be able to unhinge her jaw like a snake to swallow that thing.”

That got me a laugh, and I couldn’t help but notice her braless tits jiggle a little in her dress. As much as I enjoyed seeing Alexis’ huge rack, my wife’s breasts were still the pair for me. They were on the smaller side, but about as big as you could get while remaining perfectly pert, jutting straight out from her chest. Even after years together, I was still hypnotized every time I caught a glimpse of them.

“It sounds like you got a good look,” she said.

“Uhmm,” I didn’t know how to answer that without giving away how long I’d watched. “Just through the doorway,” I said, “it’s not like I was up close.”

“The doorway?” she asked, “whose doorway? At the office?”

I nodded. “Where else would I have seen them?”

Wendy shrugged. “I figured you stumbled on them out in a car or something.”

“Like horny teenagers?” I asked. “Who wants to fuck all squished in the backseat of a car when they’ve got anywhere else to go?”

She laughed and said “We’ve fucked in a car.”

“Well, yeah,” I replied, “it was either that or the filthy pub bathroom. And I needed you, bad.” She was in the yellow dress then too.

“Just saying, I’ve been fucked in a car more recently than I’ve sucked anyone off in an office. You can get fired for that.”

Wait, what?, I thought. “You’ve never given me head in my office.”

“I didn’t say it was your dick I was sucking.”

My stomach dropped. We’d talked numbers once or twice, but we were always scant with the details of our sex lives from before we met. Hearing my wife talking so casually about sucking other dick ignited a flare of jealously I didn’t think I’d possessed. My mouth hung wide open, my fingers were clenched into fists, and my cock was hard as a rock.

What did she see in my face? The jealously? Arousal? Could she tell I was imagining my loving wife on her knees beneath a desk, a fat fucking cock stuffing her mouth?

Whatever she saw, she took it as a sign to continue.

“A year or so before we met,” she began, “I had a fling with a coworker, Andrew. Nothing serious, I was just in a dry spell and you know how I get when it’s been a while.”

I did know. Wendy was blessed with an insane libido, and up until now I’d never considered how anyone else may have benefited from that blessing. If she goes a week without getting off, I’m practically dragged to the bedroom. Last time I was out of town without her for a few days, she pounced on me literally the moment I stepped through the door. She pushed me down to the floor right there and rode me like an animal. I had bruises for a week.

“Anyway,” she continued, “he scratched the itch. Sometimes when I really wanted to drive him wild, I’d tease him all day at work. Dropping things so I’d have to bend over in front of him, brushing up against him with my ass, leaning over his desk in a push-up bra, that kind of stuff.

“Once or twice though, it got a little out of hand and I think I teased a little too much. He was pitching a tent so long, I  was starting to doubt if he’d ever be able to stand up to go home if I didn’t suck him off.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Wendy was a firecracker, but very professional at work. I couldn’t picture her doing that at all. Well, I was picturing it, I just couldn’t believe it.

“The first time was really hot,” she continued, “I don’t think he’d ever cum that much before. So I did it again a day or two later, but another coworker came back to the office and walked in on me with a mouth full of cock.”

My wife had been in almost the exact same situation I’d stumbled into today. On her knees, sucking a dick while a coworker watched. Did she swallow the load or spit it out onto her tits? And why did I want so badly to know.

Perhaps sensing my interest, she continued, “I tried to play it cool, but my makeup was a mess and my tits were out. Can’t really explain that away, you know?”

“What happened?” I asked without hesitation. I could feel my cock straining in my pants. I felt like my face must be flushed by now, whether by arousal or embarrassment I couldn’t guess.

“The guy just said ‘Oops, sorry,’ and scurried out.”

Then she made a strained face. “I spent the whole next day waiting for the axe to drop. It was the boss’s son who caught us, so I thought for sure he’d run straight to daddy. By the time I clocked out, I thought maybe I’d misjudged him. Then he turned up while I was heading out and asked me for a drink.”

“What a creep,” I said, “Imagine thinking you’d put out just because you were hooking up with a coworker.”

“Yeah,” she agreed. “He was a huge creep.”

“What did you do about it?”

“I sucked his dick to keep my job.”

This revelation left me totally speechless. I should have guessed she’d had some casual hookups, but this was so out of character for her. The fact that this creep had received the pleasure of my wife’s mouth was infuriating in a way I didn’t know was possible. It was probably over a decade ago, but I felt the urge to track him down and smash his face into the pavement over and over. But also, a part of me wished like hell I’d seen it happen. My professional, assertive wife, giving in to a man so obviously beneath her and allowing herself to be used like a cheap whore..

“At least until I got a new job lined up,” she said, and then I sued his ass. And that’s the story of how I learned not to mix business with pleasure.”

Too many things were swirling through my mind for me to formulate a response. Mostly dirty things. Filthy things. I knew how many other men my wife had fucked before me, but I’d never thought to ask how many cocks she’d had in her pretty mouth. How much cum had she swallowed? Or did she prefer to take their loads on her face?

“Anyway,” she said, “that’s a little off topic. How long do you think it’s been going on for? Alexis cheating, I mean.”

“Uhhmm,” I stalled. I hadn’t actually heard what she said.

My wife gave me a strange look, and then glanced downward. There was no hiding the bulge in my pants.

“Oh my god,” she giggled, “you liked seeing Alexis sucking cock. You’re pitching a tent right now!”

I don’t lie to my wife, but this was a delicate situation requiring finesse and careful wording. Skills that I did not possess while all the blood was rushing to my dick.

“Tell the truth,” she teased. “I won’t be mad.”

Normally, I’d think that was a trap. This time, however, she seemed genuinely amused. Wendy had never been insecure about our relationship or how attracted to her I was. I wasn’t entirely sure exactly what I was feeling, but I wanted to try to explain it.

“Well, obviously Alexis is hot-” I did not get off to the best start, “-and like, seeing her tits was, uh, good?”

Wendy shot me the look she reserves for when I do something particularly dumb. “I guess I don’t need to worry about you wooing her away with your poetry, Shakespeare.”

I laughed a little and felt a bit less tense. She always has that effect on me. “It was more the situation, I guess. Seeing someone doing something you’re not supposed to see, you know?”

“Another eloquent description,” she said, “but I get it.”

“You do?”

“Yeah, I do.” She bit her lip for a moment before going on, “Doing something you’re not supposed to is hot. That’s like, basic human psychology. Giving head under a desk was probably the most turned on I’ve ever been giving a blowjob. Even sucking off that creep had me dripping wet.”

The thought of my wife’s perfect cunt soaking through her panties joined the montage that had been running through my imagination ever since she’d told her story.

“Can I tell you something else?” I asked.

“Always.”

“I was hard at the office, when I saw them,” I said. “But this is from your story.”

A puzzled expression crossed her face, then she leaned into me and placed her hand over my bulge. “You like hearing about the cocks I’ve sucked?”

My erection pulsed in response. She gently rubbed her hand along my shaft. She smiled and said, “I’ll take that as a yes.”

“I think it’s the same kind of thing,” I said, “like, you’re my wife and you’re only supposed to be with me. So the feeling is very intense, when you talk about things you’ve done before me.”

“Intense how?” she asked, still rubbing me through my pants. I felt like I was back in high school and a girl was touching me for the first time. Between what I saw at the office and my wife’s admission, I was mere moments away from cumming in my underwear.

“Really fucking sexy,” I said, “but also kinda jealous, if that makes sense. And I think the jealousy just cranks the lust up to eleven somehow.”

Wendy smiled at me and said, “I’ll keep that in mind.”

I think I actually sighed in relief when she took her hand from my crotch. My wife grabbed my arm and led me over to the kitchen table.

“Sit,” she commanded.

I lowered myself into a chair, curious where this was going.

“It’s not a desk, but the table will have to do. You can use your imagination, right?”

That wouldn’t be a problem. I’ve imagined enough today to fill my spank bank for the rest of my life.

“So, Andrew was sitting here,” she said as she crawled under the table. “And I was on my knees like this.”

I could only nod in response.

“Actually,” she slid the straps of the dress down her arms. I audibly gasped as her perfect breasts bounced free when the dress fell to her waist.”it was more like this.”

It was surreal, staring at my wife on her knees under our kitchen table, tits exposed, cock-hungry look on her face, and knowing someone else had enjoyed this exact view before I’d even met her. Had enjoyed what was to come next…

“And he was more like this,” she said as she unbuckled my pants. In moments, my cock was free and it struck me just how deftly she could undress a man. She had never fumbled, even when we first started dating. Evidently, she’d had a lot of practice.

“Andy liked my tits,” she leaned forward until her breasts were dangling over my lap. Her hard nipples brushed against my thighs and it was all I could do to refrain from thrusting my cock into her cleavage and fucking her tits until I exploded on her chest. That sounded heavenly, but I was dying to hear how this played out. I was desperate for every detail.

“And I like to tease,” she said. My cock leapt as her warm fleshed grazed over the swollen head. A streak of pre-cum crossed her left breast. How many times had she done this before me? I’ve kissed and sucked every inch of those tits, how many others had desperately dripped all over them?

My wife settled back down, her ass on her heels under our kitchen table. It still felt like a dream; my wife, under our table, in our home, about to show me how she sucked another man’s cock. I felt the warmth of her breath and throbbed in anticipation of what was to come.

My whole body jolted as her tongue lightly traced the underside of my shaft. That was frequently her opening move, and now I knew that didn’t begin with me. Her warm tongue swirled around my head, before slipping back down to the base of my shaft. She repeated the motion once more, but the third time her tongue dipped lower and I groaned in pleasure as she gently lapped at my balls.

“I know how much you like this,” she said, her voice dripping with lust. “So did he.”

My fingers tangled in her hair as I felt her suck one ball into her mouth. “Oh, fuck,” I blurted out. She’d sucked his balls. It’s crazy the things that pop into your head sometimes, but I couldn’t help but wonder if he did her the courtesy of keeping them trimmed like I did, or did she suck on his hairy sack? I wanted to know, but not enough to interrupt.

Her hand found my cock and began to stroke slowly along my length as her mouth continued to suck and lick at my scrotum. Occasionally, her tongue would go further and my body tensed each time it reached my perineum. Is there anything she didn’t do for him?

Finally, my wife looked up at me as she positioned her open mouth over my aching cock head. Would she even be able to fit my boss’s fat cock in her mouth at all? It was a weird question for this particular moment, but it had been a strange night and my thoughts were scattered over the entire spectrum of the depravity rainbow. She seemed to be stretching quite a bit just to take me, and Liam was fucking huge.

The question must have been written on my face, because Wendy asked, “Is there something you want to ask me?”

It’s a little impressive that I didn’t just blurt it out, given my state of mind. Instead, I managed to at least make it relevant.

“Was he big?”

She hovered with her mouth just millimeters away from engulfing my dick. Her eyes crinkled as her mouth widened into a smile. “It’s always about size with guys, isn’t it?”

I could only shrug in response.

“Andrew? Not particularly,” she answered, “but the creep was massive.”

And then her warm lips parted around my head as she sunk her mouth down over my entire cock. I felt her swallow as I passed into her throat. She’d taken all of him, I knew. Probably all of the big dick as well, somehow.

My fingers tangled into the silky softness of her hair as she bobbed up and down on my cock. Each time she withdrew, her plump lips would cling to my shaft. I often joked that she had “dick-sucking lips” and I was starting to think I’m not the only one who said that to her.

I held her hair and let her work. I could get off faster if I simply fucked her face, but that was a waste of her talent. It was infinitely better to allow her to drag it out. To tease until you begged for release. My wife always gave you what you wanted, eventually, and it was all the better for the exquisite wait. Did he know that? Or should I say they?

Wendy pulled my cock from her mouth, just as I felt my orgasm approaching. “Now, I’ve got a question,” she said. “Is this how Alexis did it?”

At this point, I was so far gone that I barely even registered what she was talking about. After a moment to collect my thoughts, I responded, “No, he mostly just pounded her throat.”

“Do you want to do that to me?” she asked. “Or do you want me to show you how I made Andy cum?”

It wasn’t even a choice. “Show me what you did to him. Please.” I was practically begging.

My wife’s hand disappeared under her dress, and her face contorted in pleasure. One corner of her mouth raised higher than the other and began to twitch, a sure sign that she’d found “the spot”. Her other hand resumed stroking me as she rubbed her clit. I wasn’t sure if there was still more to show, but I was afraid I wasn’t going to make it much longer. Watching Wendy get herself off always pushed me over the edge, but I did my best to hold off.

Moments later, her eyes scrunched tight and her body convulsed. She was cumming already, and I was hovering right at the brink. If she hadn’t paused her strokes as she came, I would have lost it. Did she cum sucking his cock too?

Then her hand reappeared, fingers slick with her juices. She rubbed her wet palm in small circles over my head, smearing me with her cum. It felt incredible, how had she never done this before? Then she formed a tight fist with her hand and slid it down over the length of my shaft, fingers parting to allow me in, as if her hand was a cunt. Lubricated with her own fluids, she resumed stroking me, but only the bottom half of my shaft.

I groaned as her lips engulfed my head and she began to gently suck. She tasted her own pussy on this guy’s dick, I thought as she began to swirl her tongue around my tip. Only a few seconds passed before she had me right back on the edge.

She pulled off to ask, “Where do you want to finish?”

“Where did he?”

My wife smiled lovingly at me as she answered, “On my face, baby.”

Wendy must have felt my cock tense in her hand as I lost control. Just as the first hot rope of cum erupted from me, she moved her face into position to take it all. The first shot went high, landing in her hair and dripping down onto her forehead. The second spurt, almost as large as the first, hit her nose and right eye. She continued smiling up at me, eye squinted closed as the third jet splashed across her lips? Is this how she looked to him? Her hand continued to milk me, as the thought spurred my next ejaculation. I’d been more aroused than ever, for hours, and it showed as I blew the biggest load of my life across my wife’s beautiful face.

Her tongue darted out to lick some of the cum from her lips. “Mmmm, baby,” she said, “you taste even better than Andy.”

My wife rubbed my cock against her face, as the gushes subsided into a slowly dwindling flow. My semen spread across her cheeks and lips, and a long sticky strand ran from my tip to her flushed skin. The strand broke as she pulled away, then disappeared into her mouth as she enveloped my head with her warm lips. Her hand found my balls and began to massage the last of the semen out of me. The feeling of her lips on my sensitive head had me whimpering at the agonizing intensity of the pleasure, as she gently sucked down the last traces of my sperm.

Finally, she looked up at me. Cum dripped from her face, it was in her hair and on her tits. Fuck, some had even gotten up her nose. All I could do was stare and savor the image. I wanted to remember it forever. This was how my wife looked when she was done sucking a cock. I took out my phone and snapped a picture.

Wendy laughed, and said, “Baby, you know you can have me like this any time you’d like?”

“You know that’s not true, darling,” I responded. “We’d never leave the house again.”

“Speaking of leaving the house,” she said, “we should probably finish figuring out how to tell Matt his wife is a cheating whore.”

“Instead of a faithful whore,” I said, “like mine.”

I’ve called me wife a lot of things, but this was the first time I’d ever called her a whore. Looking down at her cum-drenched face and knowing at least one other man had this exact same view, it felt fitting.

“Your whore,” she said.

Her words gave me chills and reignited the burning feeling in my gut. God, I loved this woman.


Chapter Three

It was early in the morning when I awoke, an uneasy feeling deep in my stomach. I cocooned myself in the blankets and sheets, attempting to retreat back into the peaceful respite of sleep.

How do you tell your best friend that you saw his wife sucking another cock? I couldn’t escape the thought of what today had in store.

Scenarios played out in my mind, and they all ended poorly. I couldn’t imagine a way that Matthew’s marriage survived this infidelity. Or his career.

Why did it have to be our boss? As soon as I posed the question, my mind supplied the memory of his fat cock slipping from her lips as he allowed her a chance to catch her breath. It glistened with her saliva, throbbing in the air for just a moment before he forced it back down Alexis’ throat. I had my answer.

I had thought Liam was a decent guy, too. The rare boss who had risen to their station due to sheer talent and leadership ability. He had a way of putting folks at ease and making them feel heard. It was easy to bring problems to him, because he was the kind of guy who would hear you out without assigning blame, and he usually had solutions. Our department had been excelling under him, but once word got out that he was fucking his subordinate’s wives, that would be over. The coming days were going to be a total shitshow.

And I was going to kick it all off this afternoon at Matthew’s barbecue by telling him his wife was a cheating cum-thirsty slut. The phrasing still needed some work, I thought.

By the time Wendy woke, I had worked myself into an anxious mess.

“Good morning, baby,” she said, tossing the covers aside. Traces of my semen still adorned her chest from the night before. My wife almost never felt the need to clean up, unless she had somewhere to be. Even then, if she was just running out to the store or doing a quick errand, she’d often just throw some clothes on and allow my cum to slowly leak into her panties or soak through her shirt. It felt like being claimed, she told me, and she liked to savor the feeling.

After the events of last night, I had to wonder how many times she’d gone out with an ex-boyfriend’s load still drying on her tits or dripping from her cunt. The last twenty four hours made me realize just how little I knew about her sex life before I came along.

The sunlight fell upon her dark hair, giving the brown curls a golden glow. It was tousled and frizzing out in places, but the mess was endearing. Sex hair. My wife always thinks I’m crazy, but I’d take “Morning After Wendy” over “Done-Up Date-Night Wendy” every time. Don’t get me wrong, “Date-Night Wendy” still made my jaw drop; her dresses cling to her tight little body in ways that made me wonder how she could possibly even move. Always bra-less, there was no mistaking the exact shape of her breasts. Every movement provoked an eye catching little bounce or jiggle. On a bustier woman, her outfits would have been considered lewd, but her pert little breasts managed to remain on just the right side of decency, even if her nipples were a poking through a little. If you were looking at her from the back though, any doubt that she didn’t know what she was doing was erased. My wife always joked that her ass was her best feature, and she knew how to show it off. I was proud whenever heads turned as she walked past, her bubble butt barely contained by a tight dress. Sheer fabric pulled taught over her firm rear, the wiggle of her glutes apparent with every step she took. Sometimes, the outline of a thong could be spotted as it disappeared between her toned cheeks. More often, there were no panty lines at all.

All that is to say, my wife is a knockout in my very biased but still accurate opinion. But as stunning as she looks when she’s trying to make me drool, it pales in comparison to the sleepy goddess I wake beside each morning. Perhaps I’m just smitten, but her effortless beauty in the early hours feels to me like a reflection of her truest self. When it’s too early for pretenses, what’s on display is a lovable and dazzling contradiction; snuggled up in blankets, looking so adorable and innocent it’s hard to believe the filthy things she’d whispered the night before. Her mouth, now shaped into a sleepy smile, had just hours ago been filled with my cock. There’s a difference in the way she moves; as if the part of the brain responsible for body language doesn’t turn on until it’s had a cup of coffee. She’s not trying to guard or to entice, her body simply is. Relaxed and too sleepy to be self-conscious, she moves with an uncaring grace. And even after years together, I can’t help but spend half my morning staring and getting in her way as she prepares for the day.

By the time Wendy had bathed and dressed, I realized my thoughts of her had thoroughly distracted me from the uncomfortable duty I was to perform today. The turmoil in my gut was gone. My wife often had that affect on me.


Chapter Four

Wendy’s reassuring hand was on my thigh as we pulled into Matthew and Alexis’ driveway. Any other time, her touch would have had me bulging through my jeans, but this time all I could think about was the devastating news I brought. Who will get the house in the divorce? I wondered as I parked.

“Hey guys!” Alexis yelled as we entered their backyard.

My anger at her was temporarily pushed aside as she climbed out of the hot tub. Her suit clung to her curvaceous body for dear life. Her bikini top was at least a size too small, the pale flesh of her breasts spilled out along all sides, and the un-padded cups did nothing to conceal the shape of her nipples. My eyes drifted lower as she toweled off her torso, and found that the fabric of the bottoms was just as insubstantial as the top. I could make out the swell of her lips and knew for sure that she was absolutely shaved. I was trying my best to focus on anything else, and completely failing.

“Sorry, I started without you,” Alexis said. “I wanted to loosen up a little before you got here, I’ve got a killer crick in my neck.”

I vividly remembered her crouched beneath my boss’s desk, dick in mouth, and wondered if that was the reason her neck was sore. I held my tongue though, and tried to redirect my thoughts to stifle the flow of blood rushing to my groin.

“Matty will be right out,” she said as she finished toweling off. “He’s just finishing up with his meat.” She giggled as she pulled a white tank top over her head. The cotton clung to her damp skin and immediately went see-through, the bright orange and red of her bikini top clearly visible beneath, as well as the tops of her breasts.

“Hey Wendy,” Matthew said as he came out through the back door carrying a big slab of seasoned meat. His eyes lingered on my wife’s chest. Turnabout is fair play, I thought. It wasn’t unusual for us to comment on how hot our wives were, even when they were right there with us. The girls leaned into it and dressed a little more revealing when it was just the four of us, they liked serving up a bit of eye candy. Wendy was wearing a tiny little kerchief halter top, with most of her flat stomach on display, generous sideboob, and just a hint of her nipples poking through. I couldn’t blame him for looking. In fact, I liked knowing my wife had his attention, especially with how hot Alexis was.

“What time did you end up getting out last night?” Matt asked me in a hurry, realizing he’d let his eyes linger a little too long on my wife.

“Not too late, actually,” I said. “I was out by eight or so.”

A surprised look crossed Alexis’ face, but she didn’t say anything. There was an awkward pause, before Matt said, “I’m going to throw this meat in the smoker, and then could one of you help me with drinks?”

Wendy nudged me and my stomach dropped. I guess this was it then.

“Sure thing, man,” I said. “What are we drinking?”

“I thought some Mai-Tais would pair well with the meal,” he said.

“What the fuck is a Mai Tai?” I asked. You think you know someone, and then they spring some shit like this. If he’s replacing the beer at a barbecue with some girly drink, maybe Alexis should have her foot out the door.

“You two are gonna love it,” he said. “They served them at that Caribbean resort we went to last month. They’re fucking great. All it takes is a few of those and Alexis can’t seem to keep her top on.”

Alexis let out a shriek of indignant outrage. “Excuse me?” she said, “Who was it telling me it was no big deal?” She gave her husband a playful shove.

Wendy and I exchanged an awkward glance, as Matt made a feeble attempt to get the conversation back to surer ground. “It really isn’t…” he said, “but anyway, I could use some help. All those limes aren’t going to juice themselves.”

Alone together in the kitchen, I paced awkwardly while he explained how some kind of almond syrup really made the drink.

“Hey, man,” I said, “I really need to talk to you about something. It’s serious.”

“Oh shit,” he said. He froze in the middle of measuring an ungodly quantity of rum and put the bottle down. His brow was furrowed in concern. “What’s wrong?” he asked. “Are you and Wendy both okay?”

Sweet of him to think of us first. This was going to hit him like a truck.

“It’s not about us,” I said. “It’s about Alexis.”

Relief flooded his face. Clearly, he believed that if anything serious was wrong with his wife, he’d be the first to know.

“When I stayed late on Friday,” I began, nervously. “I saw her with Liam.”

“Oh, shit.”

I couldn’t get a read on his expression. The lines on his face drew together in concern, but it wasn’t the outrage and devastation that I had expected. Maybe he just needed a moment for it to sink-

“Does Wendy know?” he asked. Probably hoping I tried to spare him the extra embarrassment.

“Yeah, sorry man,” I said. “We don’t keep secrets in our marriage.”

He nodded somberly. “Was his cock as huge as Alexis said it was?”

What the fuck? My jaw dropped and I was left totally speechless.

“We don’t keep secrets in our marriage, either,” Matthew said.

I just stood there in his kitchen, utterly dumbstruck, with half a fucking lime in my hand. He knew his wife was sucking our boss’s dick?

“I hope this doesn’t make things weird for you guys,” he said. “We were trying to keep this side of our lives separate from our jobs and friends, but obviously that didn’t work out.”

“So… you knew?” I asked. “And you’re okay with Alexis, uh, doing stuff with other guys?”

“Of course I knew,” he said. “No secrets remember. Now, what kind of ‘stuff’ did you see her doing?”

So many different thoughts were flying through my head, I just blurted out the first thing I could get my mouth around. “She was sucking his cock.”

But that wasn’t really what I saw. “We’ll, I guess it was more him fucking her face,” I corrected.

“Lucky fucker,” Matt said.

I couldn’t tell if he was talking about Liam or me for having gotten to watch.

“So, it really doesn’t bother you?” I asked. I knew swinging and whatever was a thing, but I didn’t expect it to be a thing my best friend was into. It wasn’t like we were lifelong friends since kindergarten or anything, but he was my first real adult friend. Not a friend due to childhood inertia or forced proximity, but the kind you actively chose to spend time with. The night we met, we dominated trivia night at the Sorry Dog pub. We were on different teams, but he still bought me a beer after my team, “Catch-her In The Eye” (I may have been the brains that night, but I did not come up with that name) snatched first place in the final round. We hung out a few times in quick succession right after that, and then Matt told me about an opening at his job and I’ve seen him almost every day since. It was another stroke of good luck how well our wives got along, they were so similar in a lot of ways.

That’s a roundabout way of saying that I thought I knew them. Gun to my head, I would have sworn there was no way Matt and Alexis were anything but a faithful loving couple.  

“Bother me?” Matt asked. “I’ve got to admit, it was my idea.”

Not at all what I was expecting. I love Wendy, and maybe like, if she was really determined to fuck other guys, maybe I’d go along with it if my options were to let her fuck who she wanted or lose her forever. But why the fuck would you encourage it?

“Uhh-,”I stammered, not at all sure what to say. “I guess if you’re cool with it, I won’t bring it up again. I just wanted to make sure you knew.”

“I appreciate that, man,” he said, “I really do.”


Chapter Five

With a shrug, I mouthed a silent “All good,” to my wife as we returned with the drinks. One corner of her mouth rose in a quizzical expression, and then she shrugged back at me. The next few minutes felt a little awkward, and I had to make a conscious effort to stop staring at Alexis. That wasn’t so different from normal though. After the first round of drinks, we were right back to our usual selves and laughing as though nothing had happened. It felt like a normal hangout, but every so often the vivid memory of Alexis with cum dripping from her mouth onto her beautiful breasts would flash through my mind.

“Hot tub?” Matthew suggested after clearing away the dinner.

“We like you and all,” Wendy began, “but that’s the real reason we’re here.” She turned to me and asked, “Why haven’t you bought me one yet?”

She’d mentioned wanting one a few times before, but it always felt like such a hassle to take care of. “Aren’t they kind of a pain in the ass?” I asked. “And expensive.”

“It’s worth it,” Matt said. “This hot tub has easily doubled the amount of time Alexis spends naked, and that’s priceless.”

Our collective gaze fixed on Alexis. All afternoon, it had been a struggle to keep my thoughts about my friend appropriate. Or at least in the ballpark of appropriate. I’d only gotten a small glimpse into the strange and debaucherous world she was living in, but its hold on me was hard to shake. The image of Alexis on her knees, gloriously bare chested with her dress bunched around her waist constantly intruded on my thoughts. Now my best friend had practically invited me to picture his wife in the nude.

“We can get a hot tub,” I said, with all the gravitas due the announcement of a major life decision.

Wendy shot me a wicked smile. “You sure?” she asked. “How do you know it’ll work. Matt said the same thing about the Mai-Tais, but Alexis still has her shirt on.”

Naughty jokes and teasing aren’t uncommon, but we’ve never ventured into anything like the outright dare my impish wife just issued.

To her credit and my surprise, Alexis blushed a little, and the effect was made more pronounced by the red in her hair. It seemed odd that she’d be embarrassed at this topic of conversation, given what I now knew about her, but it was cute.

“I just didn’t want to make our guests uncomfortable,” she said sweetly.

“Oh please,” said Wendy, “It’s not like we haven’t all seen them before.”

Oh fuck, did she just spill the beans? I shot my spouse a questioning look.

With an exaggerated roll of her eyes, she teased, “Did you forget the last time we were over?”

I was so preoccupied with the situation I stumbled into the previous night that I honestly had no idea what she was talking about.

She turned to look at Alexis and said, “Last time we were in the hot tub, your boob practically fell out.”

Alexis’ face went a shade redder. “Oh shit,” she said. “Sorry guys. Sometimes it’s hard to keep these things contained.” Then shimmied her chest a little for emphasis, captivating me with the jiggling beneath her shirt.

“I don’t think John minded,” Wendy said as she shoved her elbow into my side. “He sure stared long enough.”

My face grew hot. My first instinct was to attempt to change the subject, but on second thought, I liked this subject and wanted to see where this might lead. “I plead the fifth,” I made a weak attempt to punt the focus off of me.

Wendy wasn’t done with me that easily though. “You’re just lucky you had a towel handy when you stood up, or things might have gotten a little awkward.”

The group erupted into laughter at my expense, but I didn’t mind. What I’d gotten to see was more than worth the price I was paying now.

“It’s okay, honey,” she said. “You put it to good use when we got home, so I think I got the most out of that little slip up.”

“Little?” Alexis asked with mock indignity. “Do you have any idea what these things do to my back?”

Sometimes my mouth moves faster than my brain, and what happened next was one of those all-to-frequent occasions. “Oh, is that why your neck was hurting?” I blurted to shift the attention away from the tent I’d been pitching last week.

Alexis gave me a questioning look, as if trying to gauge what I might be getting at. Something seemed to click for her, and she simply smiled back and said, “No, that was from sucking too much cock.”

Wendy and I were speechless. All the blood in my brain was rushing south.

“How’d they find out?” Alexis asked her husband.

Matthew gestured at me and replied, “He saw you at work.”

Wendy killed her drink and slammed the empty cup down on the table. “Oh, thank god!” she said. “I’d been wondering all afternoon what the fuck was going on, and now someone can finally fucking tell me.”

Before anyone else could say anything, Alexis said, “Let’s get a fresh round of drinks and move this conversation to the hot tub.”

Nobody could argue with that.

Alexis insisted on taking Wendy inside to mix the next batch of drinks, leaving Matt and I to remove the cover from the spa. As soon as the girls disappeared from view, I shot him a questioning look.

“I don’t know, man,” he said with a bemused smile. “Just go with it.”


Chapter Six

It’s safe to say both of our jaws hit the floor when our wives reappeared a few minutes later. Both were clad in tiny bikini bottoms, and nothing else. I didn’t know where to look; Alexis’ tits, the ground. A glance at Matt to see if he was upset with me gawking at his wife, but then I followed his gaze on over to my wife’s tits. I tried for the ground again, but got caught up on the very obvious outline of my wife’s pussy lips through the tight white fabric. I glanced over to Alexis and her suit revealed just as much about her most intimate anatomy. Jesus Christ, I was going to go cross-eyed.

“God damn,” I finally mumbled, and the girls laughed. I took their laughter as tacit permission and allowed my eyes to finally linger where they pleased.

“Sorry,” Alexis said, and gestured to the re-filled cocktail pitcher in her hand. “Matty said a few of these would have my top off, and this is the fourth round. I didn’t want to make him a liar.”

My wife chimed in, “With Tits-McGee around,” she pointed at her friend’s ample rack, “I figured you two would forget I was even here if I didn’t whip mine out too.”

Matthew made no attempt not to blatantly stare at my wife’s pert little handfuls. “Impossible,” he said. There was an appreciable bulge in his shorts and upon noticing it, I was suddenly very aware of the quite sizable tent in my own bathing trunks.

In a strange way, the situation reminded me of early make-out sessions with my first ever girlfriend. I vividly recall it being the most turned on I’d ever been at that point in my life; the feel of her soft lips pressed against mine, tongue slipping into my mouth in a way that made me all too aware of the other wonderful things that tongue might be capable of. The feel of her breast, or rather the feel of her sweater and padded bra and the knowledge that there was a breast somewhere under all that. And then the inability to enjoy it all to the fullest, because I was so terrified I’d poke her with my erection.

Staring at the topless wives, I felt the same awkward intensity. But I wasn’t a doofy teenager anymore, I was a doofy adult, and I wasn’t going to let embarrassment stand in the way of something incredible.

And their tits were incredible. Between the two of them, they covered the best of both ends of the spectrum. On one side, Alexis’ heavy breasts were large enough for gravity to take a gentle hold, creating pleasing curves and creases, but not so large that they sagged or looked comical on her small frame. Her red hair fell over the creamy pale flesh, obscuring a small portion of her large, pink areolas.

My wife, on the other hand, was blessed with amazingly pert little tits, capped with cute puffy nipples just a shade darker than the rest of her skin. I knew from experience just how sensitive they were, and either the fresh air or the excitement of the moment had them hard and begging for attention.

“Get in the hot tub, you perverts,” Alexis said.

Her words snapped me out of my thoughts and I’d realized we’d probably spent the last thirty seconds just standing there ogling the women like cavemen who had never seen boobs before. She didn’t have to tell me twice; I hopped into the steamy water and was glad for the opportunity to hide my bulge. Matt and the girls followed close behind. As the ladies climbed in, I couldn’t help but steal another peak at their tiny bottoms. Right at eye level and just a few feet away, little was left to the imagination.

“Where did you get that suit?” I asked Wendy.  I had caught a glimpse of her smooth labia peaking out as she took a big step down into the tub.

“Why, you like it?” she asked. “Alexis let me borrow it. She got a bunch like this on their Caribbean vacation.”

As hot as they looked, I couldn’t imagine anyone actually wearing a suit that tiny out in public. Hell, did it even come with a top? “Love it on you,” I said. “It doesn’t leave much to the imagination though.”

“Sorry, baby,” she replied. “I know how you love to imagine.”

Wendy gave me a teasing look that left me feeling slightly uneasy, though I was still achingly hard beneath the water. I still couldn’t believe my wife was topless in front of our best friends. It induced a weird sense of pride every time I caught Matthew glancing over at her. As the girls sank down into the water and their breasts disappeared from view, I thought maybe enough blood might return to my brain for me to string together a sentence or two.

“Oh, hey!” Wendy shouted like she just remembered something. She gave Alexis a friendly shove beneath the water and said, “What the fuck, you two? ”

After a nervous laugh, Matt said, “We just didn’t want you guys to get weird around us just because our relationship is a little unconventional.”

“Weird how?” Wendy pressed. “Like, worried John would come over and get a boner in your hot tub?”

I tried to laugh along gracefully. To be honest, I didn’t really mind being the butt of the joke, I was way too interested in where this conversation was going.

“Hey,” Alexis responded, “your tits had Matty standing at attention too.”

“I like boobs, what can I say?” Matt said.

“Cheers to that,” I replied and raised my glass.

After taking a drink, Matt said, “We didn’t want you thinking we had ulterior motives for hanging out with you guys.”

“My wife is topless in your hot tub,” I pointed out.

Wendy burst out laughing, and Alexis said, “That was actually her idea. She needed to borrow a suit, but none of the tops would fit. She remembered the joke from earlier and suggested we just wear the bottoms. Besides, it’s mostly just me who gets to play.”

“Wait what?” Wendy asked. “How does that work?”

Wendy hesitated for a moment, and then said, “Well, this might be a little TMI, but-”

“-My husband saw you sucking a dick,” Wendy interrupted. “I think we’re all a little past the point of Too Much Information.”

“Sure,” Wendy said. “Just don’t want to weird you out. Hard to tell where the line is, you know?”

“Yeah, yeah, sure,” Wendy responded eagerly. She was in gossip mode now, and needed a fix. “Now get to the dirty details.”

Matt did that throat clearing cough I would have sworn only happened on TV. “It was my idea,” he admitted. “I like seeing her with other men. Most of the time though, I only end up hearing about it.”

Never in a million years would I have guessed that Matt was into watching his wife fuck other dudes. In fact, I wouldn’t have thought that anyone I knew would be into that, I always figured that sort of thing mostly just happened in porn.

“So are you, like,” Wendy began, “a cuck?”

“No,” Matt answered quickly. “That’s more about humiliation and getting off on knowing other guys are pleasing your girl in ways that you can’t.”

Alexis leaned forward, the tops of her breasts emerging from the water. “Trust me,” she interjected, “he can.”

“What is it then?” I asked. “I can’t imagine letting someone else sleep with my wife.”

“Really?” Wendy asked. “Did you not just make me suck you off while I told you about past guys I’ve blown?”

“That’s different,” I said, “it was a long time ago. Also, thanks for sharing that with the group.” I was a little hurt that she’d share something so private. It was also so new, and with everything going on, I hadn’t had much time to really reflect on it. It had been hot, but it was also weird that I found it so hot.

“Will you feel better if I show you my tits again?” Alexis asked. She didn’t wait for an answer, and my eyes were glued to her chest as her glistening breasts broke through the surface of the water. A tiny rivulet streamed down through the narrow channel between them.

Damn, I thought. I did feel better.

“It’s okay,” I stated. “Like you said, we’re past the point of TMI. And I could have leprosy and seeing those boobs would leave me miraculously cured.”

“Can they walk on water, too?” Wendy asked.

“Nope,” Alexis replied, “but they do float pretty good.”

With that, she sank back into the water, but not quite as deep as before. The tops of her pale globes bobbed just above the water, with her pink nipples occasionally breaking the surface. It was hard to look anywhere else.

“Maybe it’s similar,” Matthew started, “to hearing about things Wendy used to do. Alexis has a wild side, and it drives me crazy. But there’s only so ‘wild’ you can be with your husband, right? We have amazing sex, best of my life-”

“-Mine too!” Alexis interjected.

“But she’s a very sexual creature-”

“-He means slut,” she interrupted again.

Wendy laughed and I turned in her direction. She was very engrossed in the conversation, and maybe it was just the heat of the water, but her cheeks were flushed.

“I married a slut,” Matthew continued, “and I cherished that side of her and started to miss it. Sometimes, I want the woman who let me fuck her raw the night we met, but that’s kind of a one time thing, you know? The longer we’re together, the more things she does with me feel less and less ‘slutty’. She sucks dick like a pro, but it doesn’t feel whorish when it’s only for me.”

“That’s just being an awesome wife,” Wendy added.

“She is,” he said, “but sometimes I need the cumslut who sucked three cocks at once.”

“Holy shit,” I said, looking over at Alexis. She gave me an innocent smile and a nonchalant shrug, which caused her breasts to surface again, all too briefly. I throbbed beneath the water as I recalled how far from innocent she looked with my boss’s fat cock in her mouth.

“Most I ever had was two,” Wendy admitted.

All eyes turned to my darling wife.


Chapter Seven

Fuck me, I was not expecting that. That jealous but horny-as-fuck feeling was burning in my gut again. Just like last night, when she told me about how she’d once sucked off her coworker under his desk. But this time, we had an audience. And her tits were out. This might be more than I can take.

After a long pause, I saw that she was looking at me expectantly. She was absolutely aware of the effect her admission would have on me, and the look in here eyes invited me to beg for more details. I couldn’t help myself.

“That’s news to me,” I said, still stunned. “When the fuck was this?”

Alexis scooted closer to Matt and the two of them cuddled together, eagerly waiting for my wife to go on.

“College,” she answered, as if that explained everything.

“I should have guessed,” I said. When we first started dating, she’d made a few references to being a bit wild in college, but I didn’t think much of it. Everybody says that. Not everybody sucked two dicks at once.

“There was this guy, Ben,” she began. “We didn’t date, but hooked up pretty regularly for a while. He had a roommate, Greg, who was still struggling after a bad breakup. He was a decent enough looking guy, not really might type, but whatever. Anyway, he was still hung up on his ex and kind of a sad sack. It killed the vibe on the few dates he did manage to get, so he was in a pretty bad dry spell.

“And it was college, you know, so everyone else was fucking. I was over most nights getting pounded by his roommate, and I’m sure he could hear it.”

“You certainly aren’t quiet,” I said. “Not that I mind.”

Wendy had always been a very vocal fuck, to the point where I’m genuinely surprised neighbors had never called the cops on us. If you didn’t know better, you’d think she was being murdered when she was taking it hard.

“He didn’t mind either,” she continued with her story. “I felt bad for him, everyone else was getting laid, and he just moped around. One night, Ben had me on all fours, fucking me hard from behind, when I looked up and noticed that we hadn’t closed the door all the way. And there was Greg, staring right at me while I was impaled on his roommate’s cock. He was rubbing himself through his pajamas, with this look of pure lust on his face.”

I let out a sudden surprised grunt when my wife’s hand slid down the waistband of my bathing suit, and took hold of my achingly hard shaft. Even her slow, gentle strokes were nearly enough to finish me right there in the water. I took a deep breath and tried to think of anything else. It was an impossible task.

“It made me so fucking wet.” My wife said, still discreetly jerking me off beneath the water. I couldn’t believe she was doing this in front of our friends.

“Before I knew what I was doing, and without even asking Ben, I said ‘Come here’. Greg came to stand in front of me, and Ben slowed down his thrusts. I pulled down his pajamas and his cock sprung free, right in front of my face. I remembered thinking it was a shame other girls were missing out on this, he had a really nice dick.”

I made a muffled sound as she gave mine a little squeeze. I took a look over at our friends to see if they suspected anything, and noticed Alexis was doing the same thing to Matt. She wasn’t even trying to be subtle about it. Her left arm was moving steadily up and down, her breast jiggling with each stroke.  I don’t think I’ve ever tried so hard not to cum in my life.

Matt caught my eye and nodded, giving me a look that seemed to say, “Ain’t life great?”

I didn’t know what the proper etiquette was when you and your best friend were getting jerked off together by your wives, so I just nodded back. That seemed to be enough.

“So I took his pretty cock into my mouth, and he moaned like it was the greatest thing he’d ever felt in his life.”

“I know for a fact that it probably was,” I said. Focusing on stringing a sentence together helped pull my mind away from her ministrations beneath the water and the graphic scene playing out as my imagination animated her story. It pulled me back from the brink, for now.

“Probably,” my wife said, “at least up until then. I’m sure it got better later. But the first time, I sucked his cock for just a few minutes. Ben liked it too, and started fucking me real hard again. Like, just pounding me like an absolute fuckdoll. I felt like one too, having a cock in my mouth and cunt at the same time just flipped some kind of switch inside me. They probably could have done anything they wanted to me.

“But it had been a long time for Greg,” she continued, “and it didn’t take long before I felt his cock tense. He gave no warning, he just started pulsating in my mouth. The first spurt was fucking huge. I had trouble swallowing it all down. I remembered thinking that this poor dude probably hadn’t cum for months, but later on I found out he’d been jerking off to the sounds of us fucking ever since I started hooking up with his roommate. All his loads were just that big.

“When he finished cumming in my mouth, he looked down at me. I’d managed to swallow most of it, but a good amount had dripped down my chin and neck. So I was looking up at him, coated in his seed, as Ben was still roughly taking my pussy. Greg just said ‘Thanks’ and left the room. Ben said something about how hot that was, and then finished inside me.”

Everyone sat quietly for a moment, the only sound was the water sloshing as our wives stroked us beneath the water.

“That was two guys at once,” Alexis said, “but you didn’t suck both them off at the same time.”

Wendy nodded and then looked me in the eyes. The fire there revealed the truth; she was getting off on this just as much as I was. “Yeah,” she said. “But that was just the first time.”


Chapter Eight

“How many times were there?” I interrupted. I had to know.

My wife’s brow furrowed in concentration, but she seemed to struggle a little with the math. Maybe it was the alcohol, or maybe she was too distracted by her own pounding heart. “Uhhh,” she began, “I first hooked up with Ben near the start of my sophomore year, and we fucked a while before Greg joined in. Ben met a girl he started dating while on winter break, and we stopped fooling around. I think I gave Greg head a few times after that, but without Ben there wasn’t much appeal. Greg was fine to spice things up with Ben, but I wasn’t really into him on his own.

“So, I guess to answer your question, there was maybe two months when I’d just go over to their place and they’d use me. I never let Greg fuck me though, I only sucked his dick.”

Alexis let slip a hushed whimper, and I turned to see that Matthew now had his hand moving in her lap. He was staring very intently at my wife while he teased his own. “You still haven’t told us about the two cocks at once, though,” he said. Then he turned to me and added, “I get why you like her stories.”

I was struck again by that odd sense of pride, as I realized how fixated Matt was on my wife’s surprising confession. He almost certainly had his fingers inside his own gorgeous wife’s slutty cunt, but it was Wendy that truly had his attention. My mind was still reeling with all that had happened this afternoon, and all the ways I imagined this night might end, but knowing I possessed something he wanted felt so satisfying.

“Yeah,” Alexis agreed. “Damn girl, you are so fucking hot.”

Wendy stood up, the water streaming down her bare chest. Her nipples were hard as I’d ever seen them. Then she leaned over to whisper something in Alexis’ ear. Alexis bit her lip and nodded in response.

My wife gave me a smoldering look, and my stomach tied itself in knots. I knew whatever came next was going to be huge.

“Last time,” she said, “you made me act it out. Do you want me to re-live this story too?”

I wasn’t entirely sure what she was asking, but I could guess. I’d never considered sharing her before, and she’d never hinted that it was something she might be into. I had doubts, but they blended with the aching desire I felt, cranking all of my feelings up to eleven. Last night, I had imagined what she’d looked like sucking another cock. Here was the chance to see it for real. I didn’t care if it ruined my life, at this moment, I wasn’t capable of saying no.

I nervously nodded my head. “Yes,” I said.

My wife smiled wickedly at me, knowing she was about to blow my mind. She kissed me hard, her tongue teasing mine, knowing where that would lead my thoughts. Think about what my tongue will be doing next, she seemed to say.

Then she broke off the kiss and sunk back down into the water. “The next time I went over to Ben’s, they were both waiting for me on the couch. I thought we were going to have a serious talk about how things went to far, but instead they both dropped their pants when I approached.”

A long pause ensued, and I was dying for my wife to continue with the story.

“Oh my god, you guys are fucking oblivious,” Alexis said with mock exasperation. “How is she going to show you what happened if you two are just sitting there in the water, with your shorts on?”

Matt caught on quicker than I did, and tossed his bathing suit out of the tub. He paused after that and looked my way, to see if I was going to let this proceed. I took a deep breath, slipped out of my own trunks, and tossed them onto the deck.

“So, they were on the couch with their dicks out,” Wendy said. There was another impatient pause, and I realized what she wanted. I hopped up onto the edge of the hot tub and sat with my legs dangling into the water. I glanced over to Alexis, and she was boldly staring right at my swollen appendage with a wistful smile. Movement caught my eye and I turned to see Matthew hopping up next to me.

There we sat, my best friend and I, naked with our hard-ons jutting out into the night air. Without looking too much, he seemed to be in the same ballpark as me in terms of size. I was on the larger end of average, not a porn star dick or anything, but plenty respectable. He was right there with me. And my wife was right between the two of us.

“It was pretty obvious what they wanted,” Wendy said.

“Isn’t it always,” Alexis chimed in.

“So I stripped off my top and tossed it to the floor,” the story continued. “Sorry, my top is already off, guys.”

“We’ll forgive you,” Matt said eagerly.

“How gracious,” Alexis replied.

“Then I got on my knees between them,” she moved into position as she said the words. Wendy was now kneeling on the bench facing us, her bare breasts clear of the water. “And took each of them in my hands.”

The feeling was heavenly as her fingers closed around my shaft, and for a moment I was so focused on the sensation that I didn’t even realize my wife had her other hand wrapped around my best friend’s cock. I watched her artfully stroke his length, her wedding ring touching his hard flesh as she did. My gaze shifted to her beautiful face and I almost came in her hand. Her eyes were filled with lust like I’d never seen. I suddenly understood what Matthew had been saying; I’d married a slut, but hadn’t given her the opportunity to show me just what that meant. Now she was going to show me. And everyone else.

“I took Ben into my mouth first,” Wendy went on. “I was his fucktoy, so it felt like that was only fair.”

As soon as she finished speaking, her mouth descended on my cock. A groan escaped my lips as she sunk down deep, her tongue working the underside of my shaft. I was already trembling under her hot, wet mouth. Her lips dragged along my shaft as she withdrew, only for her to purse them tight as she reversed direction and slid back down my length, making it feel as though I was spreading her open. I tangled my fingers into her curls and held on for dear life. She knew me too well; right as I was nearing the point of no return, she pulled away and left my wet cock bobbing in the cool night air.

“Then I looked him in the eyes,” she said. “Giving him one last chance to stop me, before I filled my mouth with his friend’s cock.”

I could see how badly she wanted this from the way she looked at me. Not just Matt’s dick. No, that seemed almost an afterthought to her. She would happily suck his cock, but it was me she wanted to please. It was this side of herself that she was so desperate to share with me. Her brown eyes were filled with desire, but also so much love.

“Suck his cock, baby,” I whispered.


Chapter Nine

My wife smiled up at me, and then lowered her precious mouth down over my best friend’s cock. Matt groaned as she gave him the exact same treatment she’d just given me. I knew exactly how he felt, as did Ben, Greg, and countless others before us. He was now one of the lucky men who knew the pleasure of my wife’s mouth.

I tore my eyes away from my wanton wife for a moment to check on Alexis. She sat across from us, leaning back against the wall of the hot tub. Her large pale breasts jutted out from the water, her pink nipples erect in the night air. Her eyes were locked on my wife, watching Wendy’s head bobbing on her husband’s cock. Her right arm was moving in short rhythmic motions as she played with her pussy beneath the water. She caught me looking and gave me a coy smile. A moment later, she pulled herself up onto the edge of the hot tub, mirroring how we were sitting. She’d lost her bottoms at some point earlier, and now her splayed legs granted me an unobstructed view as she slipped a finger back between the lips of her shaved cunt.

Any other time and my eyes would have been glued to her tight little pussy, but the lure of my wife’s adulterous display was irresistible. My attention returned to her just as she pulled Matt’s cock free from her mouth. His shaft shined with her spit, throbbing right in front of her face. His whole body was tense, I could tell he had been close.

My wife sat back a little and looked up at us with her big eyes, her curly hair a tousled mess. My heart pounded and I was overwhelmed with how much I loved this woman.

Wendy stood, and we were once more treated to the sight of the water running down her naked torso. She leaned in close.

“Then I kissed them,” she said. She kissed me, soft and lovingly. The kind of kiss you save for your wedding day. But her sweet lips didn’t taste like her.

Her hand found my cock, and began to slowly stroke me. “I wanted them to taste the cock on my breath,” she confessed, and then her tongue was in my mouth once more.

And she was right, her familiar sweetness was tainted by the presence of a pungent sour and salty note. Her mouth was coated in our mingled pre-cum. The taste of her slutty mouth was going to be seared into my brain forever.

“That first time,” Wendy said, “we made out while I jerked them off until they were ready to cum. Then they finished in my mouth together.”

A moment later, my wife had her tongue inside Matt’s mouth, and I knew he’d be tasting me too. What a strange bond to share. Wendy stroked us both, pumping our shafts while alternating long soulful kisses between us. On my turns, it was impossible to think of anything except where her mouth had just been. I knew that was the point.

Her hands felt incredible, and the visual of my petite little wife stroking off two hard cocks was even better. She looked so casual, like it was completely natural for her to have a dick in each fist.

Matt reached out and tentatively squeezed her breast. Up until now, Wendy had been the one acting on him; this was the first time he’d taken the initiative to touch her. It felt different somehow. So far, he’d been almost like a prop for Wendy to use. Him touching her changed the dynamic. Jealousy took up a larger role in the swirling vortex of mixed emotions within me, but it was still heavily outweighed by desire. A part of me did want to see him use her.

Wendy’s silky tongue danced with mine, as my best friend sucked her left tit into his mouth. She moaned against my lips. Her pace on my cock grew erratic, and I broke off from the kiss. Her head tilted skyward and her back arched, jutting her chest out towards us. Conflicted as I was about Matt touching her, I couldn’t resist the urge to take her right nipple into my mouth. Wendy had such sensitive breasts, I couldn’t deny her the experience of having them both adored at once.

My wife leaned into us, resting her weight against our shoulders. She had been so good to us, and I was so caught up in the moment that I’m embarrassed to admit that I hadn’t given much thought to her pleasure. I slid my hand into her bottoms, intent on remedying that.

Even in her sopping wet bikini, I could feel the slickness of her excitement as my finger slid between her smooth little lips. I traced a gentle circle over the soft nub of her clit, and was rewarded with a gasp. My tongue mimicked my finger, swirling around the nipple I still held in my mouth. She tasted like chlorine and sweat, like summer lust. I was all too aware of Matthew’s head beside mine, could feel the heat of him next to me as he suckled on my wife’s other breast.

Wendy released my cock, and her hand lifted my chin, pulling me away from her chest. That devilish look was back in her eyes, and I felt my stomach twist. Anxiety rushed in, what more could she possibly have in store for me? I wondered. But I knew with utter certainty, whatever it was, I desperately needed it.

“Keep going,” she said to me. Then pulled the string at her hip that secured her tiny bottoms. The knot came loose, and and I watched as the small triangle of fabric fell away, revealing her smooth, plump lips. I watched them part around my finger, revealing the delicate pink flesh beyond. Matt had released her breast and was now watching intently.

I formed a “V” with my fingers, spreading her pussy lips wide open and revealing my wife’s most intimate folds. A part of me wanted him to look. A part that was proud of my slutty little wife and her perfect cunt. In a strange way, it felt like the ultimate brag. This is mine. I was suddenly very grateful that my best friend now had some understanding of just how truly lucky I was to have this woman as my wife.

Wendy took him by the wrist and guided his hand between her legs, looking me in the eye as she did. Almost daring me to stop her, or else admit what I wanted to see. I said nothing, and just stared into her eyes as she led his hand beneath mine, his fingers hovering just outside her opening. My eyes darted back and forth from her eyes to his fingers, less than half an inch away from the vagina that hadn’t been touched by another man for over a decade.

I gave a silent nod;  my best friend’s thick finger parted my wife’s pussy lips and slid into her tight hole. Wendy moaned, her eyes wide as she was penetrated by our friend’s digit. As it withdrew, his skin glistened with her juices. Matt rubbed her slickness against the adjacent finger, and then slid them both back into my wife. Her knees buckled as he hit just the right spot, and she splashed down into the water.

Lust burned in her eyes as she climbed from the hot tub to sit on my lap, facing away from me. She carefully nestled my cock between her ass cheeks, and then took hold of my hand and led it back down between her legs. I resumed tending to her clit, with long steady strokes up and down the length of her slit.

My wife spread her legs lewdly, giving our friends an unhindered view of her beautiful cunt, lips engorged with need. Alexis and Matthew both moved closer, taking up positions on either side of her spread legs. Matthew’s hand brushed against mine as he sought once more to feel the inside of my wife. His fingers slipped easily into her opening, while I continued to work her clit.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” my wife whimpered under our combined efforts. Alexis, not to be left out, filled her hand with my wife’s small breast, and began kneading the soft flesh. Wendy had never mentioned anything about being attracted to women, but at this moment she didn’t object as Alexis lowered her mouth and engulfed one of her nipples.

Wendy writhed on top of me at the pleasure all three of us brought her. My cock slid back and forth in the soft, warm crevice between her ass cheeks, leaving her backside slick with the pre-cum that was practically pouring out of me. The intensity of her movements grew, and I knew she was near the edge. My fingers moved easily through her slit, her pussy was as wet as I’d ever felt it. Matt’s gentle fingering had ramped up until he was practically fucking her with his hand, three fingers now pumping in and out of my wife’s sopping cunt.

“Baby,” she cried out, “don’t stop, baby, don’t stop, don’t-”

The words morphed into a silent cry as the orgasm wracked her body. I felt her buttocks clench around me as her whole body began to spasm in pleasure. As Wendy’s body convulsed, I struggled to keep a steady pace as I gently rubbed her sensitive clit. I wanted to draw out her bliss for as long as I possibly could. Matt clearly had the same idea, as he continued to thrust his fingers into her quivering pussy.

“Please,” she finally begged. “Please stop, it’s too much . I can’t take anymore.”

I reluctantly slowed to a stop and felt Matthew do the same. Then he and Alexis pulled away, and I was left holding my wife alone in my arms. I spent some time gently stroking her hair; it felt like an eternity, but couldn’t have been more than a minute or two. I was desperately trying to decipher everything I was feeling, but with my hard cock still throbbing against my wife’s tight ass, it was hard to focus.

“You interrupted my story,” she said softly, and I heard Alexis laugh from somewhere nearby.


Chapter Ten

“Sorry, babe,” I apologized for derailing her account of what had to be her sluttiest encounter. “Couldn’t resist.”

“Good.”

Wendy climbed up off of me on trembling legs. She looked around and smiled when she saw Alexis leisurely stroking Matthew’s cock. “Fuck, that was good,” my wife said as she took hold of my throbbing erection. “Fucking real men is so much better than college boys,” she said.

Our eyes met, and I could tell the orgasm had done nothing to extinguish the fire that burned in her.

“Alright, guys,” she began, “Intermission is over. Are you ready to hear how the story ends?”

My cock pulsing in her hand was all the answer she needed. Not that I think she had any doubts about what I needed.

“After a lot of kissing and handjobs,” she resumed her story, “I felt like they were ready. I got down on my knees and made them stand on either side of me.”

This time, she didn’t need to wait for us. Matthew and I eagerly took up our places on either side of my kneeling wife, our penises jutting straight towards her beautiful face.

“Closer, I commanded them,” Wendy said, and we each inched forward until the tips of our cocks were almost touching her parted lips. There was barely an inch between our dual manhoods as they hovered in front of her teasing mouth. I shuddered at the warmth of her breath.

“I sucked one of them deep.”

I gasped as she leaned forward and slipped her mouth around the head of my cock. Without pausing, she slid all the way down my shaft until her nose was pressed against my stomach. I felt the tightness of her throat as she swallowed against my cock. All too soon, she was pulling away, and then I was left bobbing in the air.

“Then the other.”

This was the best view yet of my best friend’s cock disappearing into my wife’s sweet mouth. I’d always loved how she looked with my dick in her mouth, and watching her suck someone else didn’t change the aesthetic. It was the contradiction, I realized now that Matt’s cock was buried to the hilt in her throat. Seeing someone so precious and beautiful do something so vulgar stirred something inside me. Seeing her do it with someone else just pushed the feeling to greater heights.

All eyes were glued to her as Matt’s cock slipped from between her lips. We were all desperate to know how this story ended, and she relished the anticipation.

“And then both of them at once,” she said, “and I didn’t stop until my mouth was full of cock and cum.”

Wendy took us both in her hands, and before I could process what she’d meant, she pressed the head of my dick against Matt’s, and then stretched her mouth around the two of us. My wife had two cocks stuffed into her mouth. Or at least a few inches of each cock, it was impossible to fit more than that. A part of me recoiled at the sensation of another man’s penis rubbing against my own, but I was frozen in shock and overwhelmed by sensation.

My wife’s mouth felt familiar, but also strangely foreign as I shared it for the first time with another man. More friction. More heat. Tighter. Her tongue felt slicker, coated in our pre-cum, as it swirled and lapped at our engorged heads. Her hands worked the lower lengths of our shafts, and the tips of our cocks rubbed together as she stroked us.

“Fuck,” said Alexis, “that’s hot.” Her fingers were back in her cunt as she watched my wife jerking us off into her stretched mouth. I was glad this moment was being witnessed, the incredible debauchery of my wife deserved to be known.

I looked down at my wife’s beautiful face, framed by tangled dark curls, her brown doe eyes glistening with just a hint of tears. The lips I kissed every day stretched obscenely over two throbbing cocks. No matter the outcome of this night on our relationship, I knew I’d never go a day in my life without picturing my slut wife like this.

Wendy began to rock her head, taking us slightly deeper and then easing back. Fucking us both with her mouth, with short one inch thrusts. It was just enough for her lips to drag over the ridge around my helmet, and the sensation was almost unbearable. I felt her fingers travel down my shaft and gently cup my balls, massaging gently. It was her finishing move.

“Oh fuck, angel,” I moaned. I wrapped my fingers in her hair, pulling it away from her face so I’d have a perfect view when I unloaded into her mouth. It was building. Every one of my muscles was clenched and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d drawn a breath. I was so fucking close.

I felt Matthew’s cock spasm, and then the warmth of his semen gushed around my aching cock-head and filled my wife’s mouth. I could take no more.

I erupted into my wife’s loving and cock-filled mouth, as the strongest orgasm of my life began. Our swollen heads pulsated against each other, as we shot rope after rope of hot creamy cum down my wife’s eager throat. The volume was more than she could take; our semen spilled from her mouth to flow down her chin and neck before streaking across her naked breasts. As the orgasm peaked, my penis grew more sensitive. The suction in her mouth each time she swallowed a mouthful of jism was nearly unbearable. The friction of Matt’s cock rubbing against my own was excruciating. Wendy’s fingers continued caressing my balls, as she sought to coax every drop of sperm from trembling body.

When finally she succeeded, our cocks softening in her mouth, she took one last swallow and then let us slip out from between her lips.

“Jesus Christ,” said Matt, “I need to sit down.”

I just laid backward onto the deck, staring up at the stars. Wendy appeared over me; naked in the moonlight and dripping with signs of all that we’d done. A lot had happened, but nothing had changed. I absolutely loved this woman.

Though we certainly had a lot to talk about tomorrow.

~

Part 2 coming soon! Follow me on Amazon to be notified when it’s released!

Or you can JOIN MY NEWSLETTER for my exclusive FREE STORY All-In: The FreeUse Wife, get notified about Special Deals, and learn All My Darkest Secrets.

All-In: The FreeUse Wife – Free for my newsletter subscribers

Tessa and her husband Geoff live for the naughty games they play with each other, but tonight she has a feeling he's going to take things to the next level.

It's poker night at the Roark house, and all of her husband's friends are over for a night of cards... or so they think. But Geoff is betting they'll want to play a different game. For years, his friends have heard Geoff brag about Tessa's hot body and her talented mouth. Now it's time for Geoff to give them a chance to win the thing they all want more than anything - a night with Tessa as their very own FreeUse slut. Theirs for the taking - all at once and no holes barred.

Let the games begin!
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Mile High FreeUse Club - One little rule shouldn’t be so hard to follow. It was simple really, coworkers were off-limits. Outside the office, Kara could be as filthy as her little heart and body desired. She was free to be stuffed and filled to the limit, while her fiancé loved every hot sloppy second of it. But you don’t risk your career for momentary pleasures, no matter how lustful your fantasies.

Someone should have told Jefferey that. Her smug colleague with an iron rod in his pants just booked them a flight on FreeUse First Class. Now she’s a mile high and desperately wanting to submit to powerful older men, take huge athletes all at once, and steal a taste of one sloppy college coed.

But if she gives in to temptation and Jefferey learns her secret, her colleague would never let it go – Kara would go from respected professional to the office’s freeuse plaything.

About the Author

I suppose this is the part where I’m supposed to say I’m a mild-mannered housewife by day and you’d never expect… HAHAHAHAHA. Sorry, I just can’t do it. Got to let that freak flag fly, baby! I’m a proud perv, writing exactly the kind of steamy stories I love to read - FreeUse. It’s those forbidden delights that get my heart racing, and that sweet delicious, “Oh no, we shouldn’t… but ohhhhhhhmygod,” that does it for me every single time. So lets pick up a book and have some fun ;)
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