
        
            
                
            
        

    
Table of Contents

Suzy's Queue (A Very Open Arrangement, #1)

Suzy’s Queue

About the Author





Suzy’s Queue

Watching Her Cheat

A Very Open Arrangement (Book 1)

by Delores Swallows

––––––––
[image: image]


Delores Swallows Publications

Web | Twitter

––––––––
[image: image]


Sign up for FREE stories and MORE 

from Delores Swallows

Join Delores’ Mailing List






This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 2023 Delores Swallows

––––––––
[image: image]


Licence Notes

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means—except in the case of brief quotations embodied in articles or reviews—without written permission from its publisher.

Content Advisory: This book is intended for mature audiences and contains explicit sexual activity.



	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Suzy’s Queue

[image: image]


When Suzy’s student invited us to a party at his house, neither of us really wanted to go. Being surrounded by drunken 21-year-olds no longer has the same appeal once you’ve hit 30 but, as the guy’s mentor, she felt an obligation to turn up.

The party turned out to be more fun that we’d expected, and my wife took it upon herself to tease a group of geeky undergraduate. The more she drank, the more she teased them. 

The partying went on longer than we realised, so we ended up staying the night – though the only space was in the large room where the geeks were sleeping.

In the early hours of the morning, I woke to the gentle movements of Suzy’s body. I thought she was kissing the guy on the next mattress.

I soon realised it wasn’t just a kiss and the next morning, she did so much more than she had during the night. 

All her teasing certainly paid off, and those students taught us about the new lifestyle we were moving into.
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Chapter One

When the new graduate in my wife’s lab announced he was throwing a party, neither Suzy nor I really wanted to go. Nowadays, our preferred evenings out involved a couple of quiet drinks and dinner with friends. Spending an evening surrounded by drunken twenty-one-year-olds hadn’t been our idea of fun for ten years but, as Richie’s mentor, she felt obliged to attend. We agreed to show our faces for a couple of hours, then leave. 

Richie had assured her his friends weren’t the rowdy student-types, and he’d been right. Some of the guys were still undergraduates at his old university, and I thought they looked like nerdy geeks. Or geeky nerds. The five of them stood together in the kitchen, drinking beer and apparently too shy to join in with any of the conversations going on around them.

There were about forty people crammed into the small, terraced house, and I recognised a few of the others from Suzy’s department I’d met at previous get togethers. I’d volunteered to drive so she could have a few drinks. The other ‘older’ people from her department started to drift off just after eleven. I hoped we could do the same, but Suzy was getting into the party mood. She was smiling and laughing and having a good time, so I didn’t mind, even though we were now probably ten years older than everyone else still there.

By then, Richie was fairly drunk. He was obsessed with a girl from the biology department, and my wife was trying to give him advice.

“With a name like yours,” she said, slurring her words slightly. “You could use the line, ‘My name’s Dick. Do you like it?’”

Richie’s cheeks turned pink and he gave an embarrassed shake of the head, telling her he couldn’t say that.

“Fine. Just don’t whine to me about having blue balls.” With that, she stumbled back across the kitchen and slipped her arm around my waist. “I’m having a good time,” she said.

I smiled. “Yeah, I can see that.”

“Why don’t you have a few drinks? We’ll get a taxi home and come back for the car tomorrow.”

It had been a while since I’d seen her like this. The party had a good vibe, so I agreed - though I wish she’d made her suggestion a couple of hours earlier. I drank a few beers and Suzy drank even more of the homemade punch.

We ventured into the living room and danced for a while, then returned to the kitchen for more drinks. The five guys were still huddled in a corner, and Suzy saw it as her duty to try and integrate them with the other partygoers. She wandered over and started chatting, asking about their university and what courses they were doing. By now she was pretty drunk, and she teased them about having never worked for a living. They were obviously quite taken with Richie’s older, sexy colleague, and my wife must have picked up on it because she soon began teasing them in other ways. When one guy tried to walk through the gap between Suzy and the kitchen island to get himself another drink, she pushed her chest out and made him brush past her tits. When his eyes went wide in shock, she gave him an innocent shrug as if it’d been accidental.

Richie had managed to strike up a conversation with the biologist he fancied, and Suzy dragged me off to dance in the living room again. She was really drunk and kept rubbing herself up against me. I was looking forward to getting her home because when she was in this mood, she’d be up for anything. It wasn’t until I went to the loo that I realised how late it was. It was three-thirty in the morning, and taxis would be few and far between. 

When I told Suzy, she asked Richie if we could sleep on the floor. He said his mates from uni were staying over, and that the loft had been converted. It was a large room with numerous mattresses and beanbags, and there’d be room for us in there. Happy, we carried on drinking. A little after four, a grinning Richie told us he and his new biologist friend were heading up to his room, and that his uni mates had already gone up to the loft room.

Suzy insisted on finishing her drink, then we headed upstairs. She pressed her ear to Richie’s bedroom door as we passed it, but I dragged her away. She was giggling and lewdly thrusting her hips.

We went up the next flight of stairs to the loft room. Once we got through the door, the room was pitch black so I took out my phone. Rather than using the torch app, I just opened the home screen, which gave us enough light to see there were sleeping bodies on mattresses scattered around the room. There was an unoccupied one with a quilt in the middle of the others, and I pulled Suzy towards it.

She sat on the mattress and untied her ankle boots, then removed her jeans and slipped under the quilt. I kicked off my shoes, pulled off my jeans and t-shirt, then settled down on the hard mattress beside my drunken wife while she unhooked her bra, slipped her arms out one at a time and pulled it from under her t-shirt.

She rubbed herself against me, giggling, then groped my cock. I laughed and pulled her hand away, whispering for her to behave. She grabbed my hand and pressed it against her big, firm tits, but I pulled away.

“I’m horny,” she whispered.

“Go to sleep.” If we’d been at home, I’ve have happily let her swing from the chandelier while I fucked her raw.

She let out an exaggerated sigh like a chastised schoolgirl, then settled down with her back to me. I spooned her, and pretty soon fell asleep. 

It was still completely dark when I was roused by her movement. She was leaning off the mattress and rocking her upper body slightly. At first I worried she was retching and was going to vomit, but then I heard the smacking of lips.

I blinked, now fully awake. I listened harder. There was the definite sound of her breathing through her nose, and the occasional sound of the wet smacking of lips. I was pretty sure my wife was making out with the guy on the neighbouring mattress. Richie had said the only people sleeping up here were his uni mates Suzy had teased earlier, so it must have been one of them. 

I found it hard to believe that one of those guys would have been brave enough to wake her hoping for a snogging session, but her body was definitely moving in a slow rhythm like she was getting into some heavy necking. I suspected Suzy had initiated it.

I knew I should have been angry, but for some reason I found the situation titillating. My wife was swapping spit with some geeky nerd in the dark while she thought I was sleeping beside her. I decided to let her in on the fact I was awake. I slipped my hand down the back of her panties and groped her arse.

Suzy let out a soft moan and seemed to kiss the guy more passionately. Evidently she wasn’t ashamed after being caught in the act.

I thought I’d up the ante, and pushed my hand down further. When it got to her crotch, I was amazed to find how wet she was. I stroked her slick outer lips, then sunk two fingers as far into her as I could reach from my position.

Suzy let out a groan and squeezed around my fingers, then started rocking her upper body even more. I still couldn’t see anything, and I tried to remember what the five guys in the kitchen had looked like so I could visualise them kissing. Suddenly, I heard a guy’s breath catch, and then a long exhale. At the same time, I heard my wife gulp and swallow several times. 

As my mind raced and stumbled over what was really happening on the adjacent mattress, Suzy let out a low groan and I felt the clench of her orgasm on my fingers. 

I lay in stunned silence as realisation washed over me. I’d just fingered my wife to orgasm while she sucked off some unseen stranger. She’d taken him all the way and swallowed his load. I withdrew my fingers. Suzy moved her upper body back onto our mattress, wiggled herself against me and settled down to sleep. 

Although there was a cold knot in my stomach, I couldn’t help smiling. I wasn’t angry and I wasn’t jealous. In some weird way, I was actually proud of her.

I remembered the way she’d teased the guys downstairs, pushing her boobs out and flirting with them. They hadn’t been able keep their eyes off her, and had seemed enthralled. And now, just an hour or so later, she’d given one of them a blowjob. Not only that, I’d finger-fucked her while she did it.

She’d drunk so much, I wondered if she’d even remember it in the morning. As I lay listening to the steady breathing of my sleeping wife and several other people, I realised I had an erection.

* * * *
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I woke in the early morning. Enough light crept in around the blinds over the two skylights for me to see the rest of the room. Everyone else seemed to be fast asleep. I glanced over at the neighbouring mattress. The guy who’d gotten the blowjob was facing away from me, but I could see he had black hair.

Suzy stirred beside me, and I glanced down. Her shoulder-length blonde hair was tousled, and her mascara was smudged. She opened her eyes and looked at me, then leaned in close and kissed me on the mouth. 

I tried to pull back but she followed me, keeping her lips locked on mine. She pushed her tongue into my mouth and moved it against mine. 

I couldn’t taste the guy’s cum, but I still grimaced when she pulled back. “You dirty bitch.”

She smiled wickedly. “Yeah, I know.” She ran her hand down my stomach and slipped it inside my boxers. My cock swelled at her touch. “You seemed to like me being a dirty bitch in the night, though.”

I wasn’t about to admit I’d thought she was just making out with the guy. Truth was, I had enjoyed the idea of her snogging another man. If I’d known she was blowing him, my feelings may well have been different. But then I remembered the hard-on I’d developed after I realised what she’d actually done.

“You did enjoy it, didn’t you Rob?” she teased, pumping my cock with her hand.

I was rock hard, so denying it would be impossible. “Probably not as much as your friend over there did,” I said, nodding toward the mattress on the other side of her.

She looked over at the guy for a couple of seconds, then back at me. “I wonder which one he is.”

“You don’t know?”

She shook her head. “It was too dark to see.”

I was about to ask who’d started it when she frowned and released my cock. “I need a pee. Do you think there’s a loo up here?”

I looked at the shape of the room. It was a perfect rectangle with two sloping walls that followed the roof line. “No, you’ll need to use the one on the first floor.”

Suzy pushed the quilt back as if to get up, then hesitated. “Admit you enjoyed me acting dirty.”

I could see she was still a little drunk. There was a twinkle in her big blue eyes. “Yeah, I enjoyed it.”

“Do you want me to act dirty some more?”

My cock twitched at her words. I had no idea how far she’d be prepared to go, but I was curious. Remembering how proud I’d been of the way she’d had all the young guys captivated last night, I looked into her eyes and nodded. “If that’s what you want.”

Suzy gave a wide smile and stood up. She wore just a creased t-shirt and black panties. As she walked across the room to the door, I saw two or three guys raise their heads and watch her go. Her legs looked great, and her panties were cut high so they showed a lot of her bum cheeks.

I didn’t know what she had in mind but, whatever it was, I knew it was a bigger step than surreptitiously sucking a guy off in the dark. The wait for her to return was torture, and I toyed with the idea of intercepting her on the stairs to say I’d changed my mind.
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Chapter Two

Then the door opened and Suzy walked in. She stopped next to a large, teardrop-shaped beanbag and glanced at me before running her gaze over the other mattresses.

“Morning, boys,” she said in a loud voice. 

All five guys sat up and looked at her, their hair sticking up in all directions.

She flashed a wide smile. “I hope none of you are suffering too much, but I know the perfect cure for a hangover.”

With that, she pulled off her t-shirt and dropped it on the floor. Her big tits stood high and firm, the dark pink nipples already swollen like pebbles. I saw the geeks’ eyes pop open and their jaws drop.

Suzy pointed at the guy on the mattress next to me. “You, get over here. You owe me.”

I recognised him as the one who’d been shocked when Suzy had pushed her tits against him in the kitchen. He didn’t look shocked anymore. He wore only a pair of dark boxers, his cock visibly tenting the cotton.

He seemed unable to take his eyes off her tits. When he stopped in front of her, Suzy placed her hand on the back of his head and pulled downward, guiding one of her nipples into his mouth. As the kid sucked her tit, her head fell back and she let out a sigh. 

She let him suck for only a few seconds, then pushed his head back and nodded down at the beanbag. “Lose your boxers and sit on that.”

The guy complied, his cock sticking out in front of him. Suzy bent and rolled her panties down her legs, then stood up. Completely naked, she looked wonderful. She straddled the beanbag facing away from the guy, bent her knees and gripped his cock. Then, looking straight into my eyes, she slowly lowered herself onto it.

I held my breath, scarcely believing my wife was taking another man’s cock inside her as I, along with four other men, watched. Her eyes fluttered as it slid all the way in. I could see his balls, but none of his shaft; it was all inside my wife’s snatch. 

She rocked her hips forward and back, then looked at the two guys sharing the mattress to her left. “You two, come and stand in front of me.”

They didn’t hesitate. One of them was wearing a t-shirt and boxers, the other only boxers. They stood either side of my wife, who was riding their buddy. 

She looked up at them through half-open eyes, reached for the one on her left and pulled out his cock. He was already hard, and she leaned over and took him deep into her mouth. He let out a high-pitched yelp, then looked immediately ashamed of his reaction. Suzy bobbed her head on him several times before releasing him and reaching for the other’s cock. When she sucked him, he let out a more muted groan.

Suddenly, the guy she was riding started pumping his hips and grunting. I saw his balls rise and fall in his sack. He was pumping his load into my wife’s body, and she rocked faster, no doubt squeezing the last few drops from him with her pelvic muscles. 

When she raised herself off him, pearly-white cream dribbled out of her. A cock in each hand, she looked up at the guy on her right. “You can take his place.”

The spent guy on the beanbag moved over, and his mate quickly sat in his place. Suzy guided his cock inside her then motioned for the remaining two guys to join the fun. She was surrounded by four guys, riding one while taking turns sucking the other three.

She glanced over in my direction and smiled, then lay back against the sitting guy’s chest. Looking at the last two to join in, she said, “Suck my tits while you wait your turn.”

I realised her intention was to take them all, and a weird mix of emotions swept through me. Though mortified that my wife was willing to fuck five men one after the other, a little part of me found it exhilarating. The sheer sordidness of it made my heart race and my cock ache. 

The two new lads dropped to their knees, one either side of the beanbag. They leaned down and each took a nipple into his mouth. Suzy sighed, looked up at the standing guy and parted her lips invitingly. Since she was leaning back, he had to step closer, straddling his buddy’s legs so he could get his cock back into her mouth. Suzy bucked her hips and bobbed her head, and I felt a weird sense of admiration. I stroked my cock while watching my wife being pleasured by four men, which probably made me as depraved as she was.

The standing guy dropped his head back and groaned. Suzy gave a startled yelp but didn’t let his cock out of her mouth. She used her hand to pump the base while keeping the tip between her lips. He was the second member of his gang to shoot his load down my wife’s throat. At that same moment, the guy beneath her became the second to come inside her. He grunted, and Suzy wriggled and rocked her hips. She released the cock from her mouth and let out a long, satisfied series of groans as she came.

From my position on the mattress, I saw the spent cock slip from her—probably ejected by the spasms and clenches of her orgasm—quickly followed by another surge of semen. She raised herself up and rolled the guy off the beanbag. Then she lay in his place, spread her legs. and pulled the guy who’d been sucking her left tit on top of her. He gave two or three frantic thrusts, then shuddered. Suzy looked over at me with wide eyes and the guy pulled out, still trembling. He’d come almost as soon as he got inside her. 

The fifth guy did better. He knelt between her spread legs and pushed in, then fucked her with slow, measured strokes. He lasted long enough for her to come a second time, then pulled out and came over her tits. His friends all stood around watching, their eyes wide and their cocks starting to grow hard again. 

I feared for her wellbeing, but Suzy was completely unfazed. After the final guy had squeezed the last few drops onto her tummy, she got up off the beanbag and walked slowly over to the mattress where the guy she’d sucked off had slept. The mattress right next to where I lay. 

I looked at her naked, cum-splattered body and felt an overwhelming sense of pride. I was certain she was the sexiest woman any of these dudes had ever seen, and I knew that none of them would ever forget this experience. 

Suzy dropped onto her hands and knees on the mattress, gave me a sly smile, and then looked over her shoulder at the five young men. “Okay, boys. If anyone’s ready to go again, I like it doggie style.”

The first to step forward was the only guy yet to fuck her. He’d come while she sucked him, and probably feared he’d missed his chance. After dropping to his knees he lined it up, jerked his hips forward and rammed his cock all the way into her. 

Suzy groaned and threw her head back, her mouth a perfect O. The guy placed his hands on her hips and struck up a steady rhythm. The room was filled with the sounds of slapping bodies and my wife’s moans. I looked at her face, and she held eye-contact with me as he fucked her. We were only a few feet apart; if I’d reached out, I’d have been able to touch her. 

He increased the speed, and Suzy and I kept our eyes locked. He was working up to his release, and we both knew it. I heard his breathing become ragged and then catch. My wife’s nostrils flared a little as he fired his spunk inside her, then her lips parted slightly and she let out quiet sigh. 

The guy moved back and one of the others took his place. He entered her with force and she blinked in surprise, breaking our eye-contact. This one fucked her hard and fast. Suzy gritted her teeth and threw herself back onto each thrust of his cock. Her tits swayed beneath her, and the force with which their bodies slapped together seemed more like fighting than fucking. Suzy emerged as the victor because when it ended, the guy trembled and fell back exhausted while she purred and beckoned for someone else to pleasure her. 

Next up was the guy who’d come almost immediately. This time he managed to keep it in his balls for maybe a minute, but then his eyes rolled up and he juddered and sobbed. There were only two guys who hadn’t had a second go, the one who’d received the middle of the night blowjob and the guy who’d come on her tits. Both had hard-ons and both made to get on the mattress at the same time. 

Suzy glanced over her shoulder and smiled. “Don’t worry, I can take two at once.” She pointed at the guy who’d come on her tits. “Why don’t you take my mouth while he fucks me?”

Both men seemed happy with her compromise, and I lay in stunned silence as they spit-roasted my wife. They both lasted much longer this time, and I could tell from Suzy’s breathing and the way she moved that she was working up to another orgasm. They seemed to know it too, because the guy in her mouth reached down and cupped her breasts as the one behind fucked her harder. 

She screamed when she came, mumbling around the cock in her mouth. The guy behind her pulled out and sent a thick rope of cum onto her back. Suzy cooed and wiggled her arse as he fired two, three more shots over her. The guy in her mouth pulled out and shot his load over her shoulder and onto her upper back. She waited until he’d stopped coming, then took him back into her mouth, which made him mumble and shake.

The room became suddenly silent. The two guys staggered to their feet and all five moved back from the mattress to give her space. Suzy slowly stood up, looked around at the men she’d just taken, then walked over to pick up her t-shirt and panties. She put them on, came over to the pile of clothes and picked up her jeans. She pulled them up her legs, then dropped down next to me to pull on her ankle boots, not bothering to put on her bra or socks. I pulled my jeans on under the quilt because my boxers had a huge damp patch where I’d oozed precum.

Once my jeans were in place I threw off the quilt and put on my socks and shoes, then stood up and put on my shirt. Suzy walked over and kissed each of the young men on the cheek, then we walked over to the door. 

She looked back at them. “I’d like to think what happened here could stay in this room, but I’m not naïve enough to believe that will happen.”

The young guys all looked at each other, suddenly appearing as shy as they’d been the night before. One of them said, “We promise not to tell Richie, if that’s what you mean.”

She smiled. “Thank you.”

We walked down the stairs, past Richie’s closed bedroom door and down the next flight to the ground floor. The house stank of stale booze, and we didn’t see anybody before we let ourselves out through the front door. 

Suzy was quiet as we made our way down the street to the car. Once inside, she turned to look at me. “I can’t believe what I did.”

I reached over and squeezed her hand. “Let’s wait until we get home.” I couldn’t believe it either. There were a couple of things I wanted to ask first, and then I was going to add my own cream to the mix inside her. My balls felt ready to burst. I started the car, and we drove the five-mile journey home in complete silence. 

Suzy walked into our living room and then stood still, staring at me with wide, tearful eyes. 

I stepped close and pulled at her t-shirt, which was sticking to the dried cum all over her upper body. “This must be uncomfortable.”

She shrugged and shook her head.

I gave her a smile. “Did you enjoy yourself?”

“I’m sorry if—”

I put my finger to her lips. “Did you enjoy it?”

She frowned, then nodded.

“Then don’t be sorry.”

“But—”

“Was that the first time you’ve done it?”

Her eyes went wide. “Yes! Jeez Rob, what do you think I am?”

I realised my question could be interpreted more than one way. “I don’t mean your first gangbang. I mean was it the first time you’ve had sex with someone else since we’ve been married.”

“Of course it is.”

I smiled, relieved. “How did it start with the guy on the next mattress? Did he wake you, or did you wake him?”

“I don’t know if he’d ever been asleep, but a few minutes after we settled down, I heard a rhythmic rustling of his sheets and guessed what it was.”

I shook my head, confused.

“He was having a wank. I reached over and slipped my hand under his covers and caught him. Then I decided to give him a treat. I’m sorry, but I was pissed and horny. I’d teased them all during the party and thought...” She shrugged.

“Did he say anything?”

“No. I hadn’t a clue which one he was, and that made it sexier, somehow.”

I nodded. “And then I slid my hand down your knickers.”

She laughed. “I was so glad you did. I was happy that you knew what I was doing. It made me feel okay about it.”

I didn’t admit I’d thought she was only kissing him. “And this morning?”

She let out a big sigh and gave a shrug. “I don’t know why, but I felt...empowered somehow. Last night they’d all looked at me like I was... I don’t know. I guess I was a bit older, and—”

“You were their wank fantasy.”

She laughed. “Yeah, and I liked that.”

“So you thought you’d take them all?”

Suzy gave a smile. “While I was sucking him, I wondered if the other guys in the room were aware of what was going on. I liked the idea of them all lying there, stroking their hard-ons and wishing it was them.”

“Maybe they could have formed a queue and you could have blown them all, one after the other.”

She chewed her lip while she thought about it, then she shook her head. “I think fucking them all was the better option. More fun for me.” She ran a finger down my chest. “And I got the impression you enjoyed it, too.”

“Oh, I definitely enjoyed it.”

She pulled her t-shirt off, revealing tits coated with dried-on cum. Then she unfastened her jeans and pushed them down to below her knees, dropped onto the couch and took them and her ankle boots off. Her panties were sodden and clung to her. The cum coating her thighs was dry in places and still wet in others. I wondered if some had seeped out on the drive home.

“So,” she said, looking up at me. “Are you going to take your turn now?”

“Aren’t five guys enough for one day?”

“I could still take a sixth.”

I unfastened my jeans and dropped to my knees, crawling closer. I rubbed the tip of my cock through the mess on her thighs, then pulled the gusset of her panties to one side and stared at her sex. It was puffy and red, her pubes matted with the stuff. Cum still oozed from the slit. When I looked up, she was watching my face.

“Aren’t you sore?” I asked.

She shook her head.

“We can wait if you’re—”

“No.” She placed a hand on either side of my face. “Don’t worry about me. I want you to fuck me. I want you to use me like they did. I want to be your wank fantasy.”

“You always have been.”

She gave me a beautiful smile. “I’ve had five cocks in there already. Now I want yours.”

“You had most of them twice.”

“Were you counting?”

I nodded. “You took six shots of cum in there.”

She gave a mock frown. “Only six?”

“On the beanbag, only three came inside you. You made one come with your mouth before he got inside you, and the last came over your tits.”

“Yeah, I asked him to do that.”

I was surprised I hadn’t heard her, but I guess I’d been concentrating on his dick sliding in and out. “And on the mattress, the first three came inside, but the two you took together at the end both pulled out and came over your back.”

“It’s nice that you were paying attention.” 

“You sucked all five of them, and if we count the one during the night, two of them came in your mouth.”

“I didn’t realise you were taking note of the numbers.”

I nodded. “Eleven lots of jizz. Two on your back, one on your tits.” I traced a finger around her mouth. “Two in here, and...” I slid the tip of my cock through her swollen, slick folds. “Six in here.”

She smiled. “I think one of them was a virgin.”

I remembered the guy with frantic thrusts who’d come as soon as he entered her. “You could be right.”

She licked her lips. “Are you going to fuck me now?”

I smiled. “Yeah. Where do you want me to come?”

“You get to come wherever you want.”

“But where do you want it?”

“I’ll think about it while you’re fucking me.” She hooked her legs around my thighs and pulled me forward.

My cock slid easily into her well-fucked, well-juiced cunt. She pushed down and let out a groan, and I felt my balls start to tingle. I stared into her eyes, happy in the knowledge that mine was the sixth cock she’d had inside her that day, thrilled that this was the ninth time she’d been fucked in the last hour or so.

“You don’t have long to think about where you want it,” I said.

She smiled and clenched around me. “Seven’s always been my lucky number.”

I nodded, pushed deep and added my own blend to the cocktail inside her. Suzy held onto my face and squeezed around me, but she didn’t come.

We went for a shower, then got into bed and slept for another four hours. When we woke, we talked some more about what had happened. I admitted how turned on I’d been watching her, and she said my presence had made it more enjoyable for her. 

Neither of us said anything about repeating the experience, but I get the feeling this won’t be our last adventure.

––––––––
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If you enjoyed this short story, make sure to read about Suzy’s next adventure.
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After Suzy’s sexy shenanigans at the student house party, we both knew it would only be a matter of time before she repeated the experience.

What I wasn’t expecting, however, was for it to happen with my ex-army buddies. 

It was supposed to be a weekend for old friends to meet up and shoot the breeze. When my friend’s wife had to cancel at the last minute, it meant that Suzy was the only woman in a house with four horny men.

As we all sat around chatting on the first night, I caught my friends stealing looks at her. My wife obviously noticed their not-too-surreptitious glances as well, and she suggested this would be a perfect opportunity for her to offer them all free-use of her body.

But I knew what my buddies were like. These weren’t inexperienced students like her last time; these were guys who’d travelled the world and seen action.

I don’t think she knew what she was letting herself in for...

My Wife’s FreeUse Weekend will be released on 28h April and can be ordered here from your favourite digital store.

Delores Swallows

United Kingdom (2023)
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Delores Swallows has many dirty thoughts, and during his free time he writes them down in the form of stories. Born and bred in the northwest of England, he has a commoner’s accent and a bit of a crush on his future queen (Kate, not Camilla!). 

His stories often feature petite brunettes, high-heeled shoes and voyeurism. He claims he didn’t realise these were obsessions until someone pointed out how often they appear in his work. 

Find out more about Delores on his web site, chat on Twitter, or email him. And don’t forget to sign up to his mailing list for a free story.
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