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	Suzy's Queue: Watching Her Cheat

	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 undergraduates. The more she drank, the more she teased them.

	 

	The partying went on longer than we realized, 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 realized she was sucking his cock and the next morning; she fucked them all in a gangbang.

	 

	All her teasing certainly paid off, and those students taught us that we were moving into a new lifestyle.

	 

	My Wife's FreeUse Weekend: Taking Them All

	After Suzy’s inner slut was released at the student house party, we both knew it would only be a matter of time before she fucked and sucked another group of men.

	 

	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 pussy, ass, and mouth.

	 

	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…
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	When the new graduate in my wife’s lab announced he was throwing a party, neither Suzy nor I 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 over ten years but, as Richie’s mentor, she felt obliged to go. We agreed to show up for a couple of hours, then leave.

	 

	Richie had assured her his friends weren’t 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 seemingly 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 from previous parties. 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 people, I realised I had a raging erection.

	 

	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, 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.

	 

	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, and his cock was straining against 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 shorts 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 absolutely 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 the guy’s cock 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 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 ran out of her snatch.

	 

	With 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. His balls raised 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. He dropped to his knees, lined it up and jerked his hips forward.

	 

	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, pulling her back to meet each thrust. 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 another one 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 take his place.

	 

	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 the two guys spit-roasted my wife. They both lasted much longer this time, and I could tell from her 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 looked down at her feet and nodded. Then she raised her head and looked me in the eye. “I got the impression you enjoyed it.”

	 

	My stomach clenched. “Oh, I 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 mid-thigh, dropped onto the couch and took them off. Her panties were sodden and clung to her. The cum coating her thighs was dry in parts 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 it might happen sometime in the future.

	 

	 


My Wife's FreeUse Weekend: Taking Them All - My Wife’s Free Use Weekend with My Ex-Army Buddies
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Chapter 1

	 

	After my wife’s adventures in the loft with five students after a house party, she had been nervous going into work the following Monday. She needn’t have worried because the guys had evidently kept their word and not mentioned it to her colleague. The only aspect of the party that Richie wanted to talk about was the girl from the biology department, who’d apparently become his girlfriend.

	 

	While I was happy that nobody else knew Suzy had pulled a train for five students, I was a little concerned that now she’d gotten away with it, she might not think twice about doing it again.

	 

	Suzy and I had always had a good sex life, but things didn’t go back to normal between the two of us. They got better. Much better.

	 

	We were having sex one morning when she placed her mouth next to my ear. “It’s a shame someone isn’t watching this.”

	 

	I thought she was complimenting me on my technique. “Yeah?”

	 

	“Mmm. He could take your place once you’re done.”

	 

	Memories of her taking one guy after another filled my head, and I sprayed my load inside her. On another occasion while we were watching TV, she slid off the couch and knelt between my feet. After taking my cock out and treating me to several minutes of mind-blowing pleasure with her mouth, she told me it’d be so much better if there was another cock sliding in and out of her snatch while she blew me. If her words had been intended to turn me on, it worked. I exploded as soon as she took me back between her lips.

	 

	I started doing the same for her. While fucking her from behind one night, I told her the guy next to me was urging me to finish so he could take his turn. Suzy came twice before I shot my load.

	 

	It was nothing more than harmless dirty talk to enhance things between us. Or so I thought.

	 

	Unlike Suzy, who’d gone from school to university, I’d taken a different route and joined the army as an eighteen-year-old. I’d seen some active service in Afghanistan, but had spent more time stationed in Cyprus and Somalia. I was discharged at twenty-five, and met Suzy the following year. That had been five years ago.

	 

	Of all the people I served with during my years in the army, I only kept in touch with three guys from my regiment. Flynn and Stig were about my age, but Terry was about ten years older. He’d sort of taken us under his wing and we’d looked up to him, even though we were all the same rank. It was probably because he’d joined the army at a later age and seemed more street-wise than the rest of us.

	 

	Although we’d been a tight-knit group at the time, our reunions had become less frequent. Flynn was still in the army, stationed in Oman the last time we’d all met. The civilians among us were scattered around the country, with Terry in Newcastle, Stig in Wrexham, and me in Cambridge.

	 

	When Flynn emailed to say he was due some leave and would be coming back to the UK for a couple of weeks, we all agreed on a get together. Terry booked us a cottage for the weekend in the Yorkshire Dales.

	 

	Suzy suggested we make it a boys’ weekend, but Stig said his wife would be going if she could persuade one of the other nurses to swap weekend shifts. Terry had divorced three years ago - ironically, two months after Suzy and I married. Flynn was still single as far as I knew.

	 

	Suzy and I left Cambridge early on Friday evening and headed up the A1 towards Yorkshire. Traffic was a bitch as usual, so we didn’t reach the cottage until 9pm. There were three cars parked outside, and all of the guys came out to greet us.

	 

	“Five fucking hours to do a hundred and eighty miles,” I moaned as the three of them hugged us both in turn.

	 

	We dropped our bags inside the cottage, which was really nice, then took drinks out to the patio, where the three of them had been sitting before we arrived.

	 

	Suzy looked at Stig. “Where’s Mandy?”

	 

	“She couldn’t find anyone to swap shifts.” He shrugged. “I couldn’t tell you before because one girl didn’t get back to her until the last minute.”

	 

	“That’s a shame. I would have let you guys have a boys’ weekend if I’d known she wasn’t coming.”

	 

	“We’re glad you’re here, ” Terry said. “Ideally you should have come on your own and left Rob at home, but he’s here now so I guess we’re stuck with him.”

	 

	As I gave him the finger, I caught Suzy’s eye. There was something in her expression that both worried and excited me. It a half-smile, half-challenge sort of look that knotted my guts but made my cock twitch at the same time. Images from her gangbang with the students flickered through my head. Then somebody announced it was getting cold and that we should go inside.

	 

	The cottage had an open fire in the lounge, and we all sat around, shooting the breeze and catching up on each other’s news. When Terry found out that Flynn had made sergeant, he found a magic marker from somewhere and drew three wide V’s on the guy’s arms.

	 

	Suzy was wearing a pair of tight jeans tucked into her boots. When the room warmed up, she removed her boots and socks, and I noticed that every so often the other guys would look down at her bare feet. Maybe they were just admiring how neatly she’d painted her toenails in a sexy dark red. Or maybe they were wondering if those toes spread out or curled up when a cock slid inside her…

	 

	Since most people had worked during the day and then driven at least three hours to get to the cottage, we called it a night around eleven-thirty. Suzy and I wished everyone goodnight, and headed upstairs. As the only couple there, we’d been given the master bedroom.

	 

	I used the bathroom first, then slipped into bed.

	 

	When Suzy came out of the bathroom, she stood at the side of the bed and looked down at me. “What were you thinking earlier?” she asked, unbuttoning her blouse.

	 

	“Earlier?” I tried to look confused.

	 

	She slipped her blouse off, then unfastened her jeans and pushed them down her legs. “Yeah, you seemed to have a strange look in your eyes when it was pointed out I was the only woman here.”

	 

	I wondered if I’d just imagined her expression. Maybe she’d simply been trying to work out what I was thinking. Then she unclipped her bra and my eyes were drawn down to her tits. Suzy had a really pretty face, but her body was spectacular. Big tits and curves all over. She does a lot of cycling, so her legs have great muscle tone.

	 

	She slipped into bed wearing just her panties. “Perhaps I was mistaken…” She placed her hand on my stomach and slowly inched it lower. “But I thought maybe you were remembering the last time I was the only woman in a room full of men.”

	 

	I still hadn’t found my voice. By the time her hand reached my crotch, I was fully hard. I swallowed and held her gaze.

	 

	Suzy slipped her hand inside my shorts and squeezed my cock. “So you weren’t thinking about that morning in the loft?”

	 

	Before I could reply, she’d straddled my legs and released my cock. She bent down and swiped her tongue over the already-slick cockhead. “And I guess I misread your expression again when they kept stealing glances at my feet.” She flashed me a knowing smile, then took my cock deep into her hot mouth.

	 

	I groaned. As good as it felt, my level of need at that moment demanded more than a mouth. I pushed her head up and manhandled her onto her back. Suzy laughed and spread her legs, her eyes shining in the dim lamplight.

	 

	I tugged the gusset of her panties to one side and rammed into her. She was hot, wet and ready, and I slid bollocks-deep in the first lunge.

	 

	“Ahh.” She clenched around me and rocked her hips, a triumphant smile on her face. “I love it when you get that potent mix of anger and arousal. When you’re so mad yet turned on that you’re not sure whether you want to fight or fuck.”

	 

	I raised up on my arms and fucked her hard. “Does this feel like fighting to you?”

	 

	Rolling her hips, she shook her head. “Uh-uh.”

	 

	I stared into her face, certain I could see that challenge in her eyes again. “When I looked at you earlier, I was wondering if you were thinking about that morning in the loft.”

	 

	“You mean the morning when I got fucked by five guys?”

	 

	“Yeah.”

	 

	“Well, I guess I could have been.” She licked her lips. “I mean, I think about that a lot. And the way you fucked me afterwards.”

	 

	Giving herself to strangers had been one thing, but this was different. These guys were my ex-army buddies.

	 

	“So I guess - ” she whispered, reaching up to scratch her nails down my chest “ - finding myself in a similar situation was bound to rekindle those memories.”

	 

	I wasn’t sure if she was doing this just to push my buttons or because she actually wanted another gangbang. Whatever her reason, I was through talking for a while. My jism was coming to the boil and about to shoot out of the pan. I slid my hand down her hip, reached around and groped her firm bum cheek. Then I placed the tip of my finger at the rosebud of her arsehole and pushed in.

	 

	Suzy squealed and came immediately. The clench of her orgasm tipped me over the edge, and I erupted into her writhing body. We both grunted and groped each other. I finger-fucked her arse while mauling her tit with my other hand. She scratched my back and pulled my hair. The fucking veered closer to fighting for a few seconds until the rush was over, then our bodies slowed down. Rather than jerking and grunting, we just trembled and hummed as our breathing settled down.

	 

	I pulled my finger out and lay on top of her, exhausted. She gently stroked my back as if tending the wounds her nails had inflicted just a few moments earlier.

	 

	My dick withered and I pulled out, rolling onto my side to face her. “Fucking five kids we’ll never see again isn’t the same as fucking our friends.”

	 

	“It’s not like we see them all the time. This is the first time I’ve seen Flynn since our wedding. We’ve seen the others twice in those three years.”

	 

	“Your gangbang with the students lasted about ten minutes. None of these guys will come that quickly.”

	 

	A beautiful smile lit up her face. “If you’re trying to talk me out of it, telling me I’ll be getting railed for hours isn’t the way to do it.”

	 

	“You like the idea of getting railed for hours?”

	 

	She bit her lip and flashed her eyes. “Maybe.”

	 

	I sighed. She was right about the thrill I’d felt during the previous gangbang, but I was still uncomfortable about her suggestion.

	 

	Suzy snuggled close and kissed my neck. “But I wasn’t thinking of another gangbang where they line up and take turns.”

	 

	“Oh?”

	 

	She licked her lips. “I like the idea of giving them free use for the weekend.”

	 

	“What’s that?”

	 

	“Exactly what it sounds like. You tell them they’re free to use me whenever they get the urge.”

	 

	“Use you? As in, fuck you?”

	 

	She nodded.

	 

	I stared at her, open-mouthed. “All of them?”

	 

	“Yes, and you.”

	 

	“How long for?”

	 

	“As long it takes for them to finish.”

	 

	My mind tumbled and raced. “What do the others do while that’s going on?”

	 

	“I don’t care. They can sit outside and drink, watch TV or play poker.” She grinned. “Or they can watch their friend take his turn with me.”

	 

	“You’d actually like to do that?”

	 

	Her expression was serious. “Would you?”

	 

	“For a full weekend? These guys would fuck you raw.”

	 

	“I suspect they’ll want to do other things as well. They’ll want to fuck my mouth, fuck my tits.”

	 

	I shook my head, hating myself for the way the idea made my balls clench and tingle. “I’m not sure if the guys would go for it.”

	 

	She smirked.

	 

	“I’m not saying they don’t fancy you; I know they do. I’ve seen the way Terry looks at you. It’s just…” I shrugged, knowing before I said them that the words were hollow. “I mean, they’re my mates. I doubt they’d want to risk damaging the bond we all share.”

	 

	Suzy’s grin widened. “You could be right, babe. Maybe they’re not actually lying in their beds right now and jerking off after listening to me come. And I’m sure they’re not imagining fucking me while they do it.”

	 

	I stared, dumbfounded. She was right, of course. What’s more, if they thought they had a green light to Suzy, they’d be queuing up all day. “So, what are you suggesting?”

	 

	“I’m suggesting we play things by ear and see what tomorrow brings.”

	 

	“And if it brings three guys who want to use you?”

	 

	“Then this might turn out to be the best weekend I’ve ever had.”

	 

	 


Chapter 2

	 

	I woke up early in the unfamiliar room, and for a couple of seconds I was disorientated. Then I remembered; I was in a cottage in the Yorkshire Dales with my wife and three guys I’d served with. And right before she’d fallen asleep, Suzy had suggested that those three guys were given a free pass to use her body for the rest of the weekend.

	 

	I slipped out of bed without waking her, pulled on a t-shirt and pair of shorts and headed downstairs. The kitchen had French doors and I could see Flynn sitting at the patio table with a bottle of water. He wore running gear, the vest drenched with sweat on his chest and back.

	 

	I opened the door. “Want a coffee?”

	 

	He shook his head and held up his bottle. “Another of these from the fridge would be good, though.”

	 

	There was a fancy coffee machine with pods. I made myself a double espresso, grabbed Flynn some water and went to sit with him. We chatted for a while, then the other two guys eventually joined us.

	 

	“I guess your wife’s still tired after your night manoeuvres,” Terry said with a smirk.

	 

	I laughed, remembering what she’d said about them all jerking off. “Yeah, something like that. She thought it might have inspired a few covert operations for you guys, too.”

	 

	We shot the breeze for about fifteen minutes, then Suzy walked out of the French doors. All conversation stopped. Her hair was still wet from the shower, but she’d applied mascara and lipstick. She wore a short denim skirt and a black bikini top that had thin strings running between the cups and showed her full cleavage. Her feet and legs were bare as she walked across the grass.

	 

	“Hi guys,” she said, smiling brightly.

	 

	Everyone just stared until Terry pulled out the chair next to him. “Come and sit here, darling. Do you want Rob to make you a cuppa?”

	 

	Suzy laughed and dropped into the chair. “I was going to offer to cook us all breakfast.”

	 

	He shook his head. “This is a cooking-free weekend. I’ve brought a selection of breads and pastries, and there’s a pub half a mile down the road we can walk to when we want a cooked meal.”

	 

	“Great. In that case…” she looked round the table. “Who wants another coffee?”

	 

	Terry stood up and rested his hand on her bare shoulder. “You wait there. I’ll get the pastries and your lucky husband can make you a coffee.”

	 

	Suzy grinned at me, and I noticed that her nipples were now pressing against the thin material of her bikini top. I wondered if it was the result of Terry just touching her shoulder.

	 

	In the kitchen, I put another pod in the machine and selected cappuccino. Terry filled a plate with a selection of pastries and we went back outside. We sat in the garden and ate as the sun got higher and the day warmed up.

	 

	At lunchtime someone suggested we walk down to the pub for a sandwich and a couple of pints.

	 

	Suzy stood up. “I’d better put some more clothes on,” she said.

	 

	“Don’t do it on our account,” Terry said, leering at her chest and flat, toned stomach.

	 

	Suzy gave a flirtatious giggle. “It’s okay, I promise to take them off again when we get back.”

	 

	As she headed into the cottage, I was aware of all three of my buddies staring at her body. To my dismay, I realised my cock was beginning to swell.

	 

	Flynn announced he needed a shower, so the rest of us carried the empty cups, bottles and plate into the kitchen and locked the French doors.

	 

	Suzy came down wearing the same clothes as earlier, but now with a loose-fitting chequered shirt over her bikini top, and a pair of bright red trainers on her feet. Ten minutes later, we set off down the lane. Terry and Flynn walked on ahead, deep in conversation. We followed a few steps behind, with Suzy walking between Stig and myself.

	 

	She turned to him. “So, how’s Mandy getting on with all the nurses’ strikes, Steve?” Stig’s name was Steven Higgins, but everyone referred to him as Stig, even his own wife.

	 

	“She hates doing it, but they’ve been shat on for so long by the government, she feels like they have no choice. Several of her friends are actively looking for other jobs outside of nursing.”

	 

	The pub was a double-fronted stone building with beer garden. Flynn insisted on getting the first round, so the rest of us went to find a table in the sunshine. They were picnic tables with fitted benches on either side. I sat down opposite Terry, and Stig slid in next to me. Suzy chose to sit next to Terry, but instead of sliding onto the bench from the end as Stig had done, she chose to step over it. Terry’s eyes swept over her thighs as she did so, then she settled herself beside him.

	 

	He slipped his arm around her waist. “You’re going to have to squeeze in closer when Flynn gets here.”

	 

	“Hmm, you can’t beat squeezing into a tight space.” Suzy held my gaze for a second.

	 

	Flynn arrived with the drinks, and he settled on the bench next to Suzy. As we laughed and talked about our army days, Stig mentioned a female soldier Terry had dated while we were stationed in Cyprus.

	 

	“Ah, Greta,” Terry said, a smile on his face. “We actually had sex in the shower-blocks while about six people were trying to bathe.”

	 

	“Nice,” Suzy said, leaning closer. “I know how much fun being watched can be.”

	 

	All three of my ex-comrades raised their eyebrows and looked at me.

	 

	“It wasn’t with me,” I said, then instantly regretted it. She’d told me last night which direction she wanted this weekend to go.

	 

	“No,” Suzy said, smugly. “He was the one who just watched.”

	 

	“You’re going to have to give us details,” Terry said, his eyes burning with a focus I hadn’t seen since we were fighting the Taliban in Kandahar Province.

	 

	Suzy looked over at me. “I’ll let Rob tell you, because he was making a note of all the details.”

	 

	I blinked, and I felt her foot press against mine beneath the table. “Well, a few weeks ago we went to a party and ended up sharing a room with a bunch of students. In the morning, Suzy decided - ”

	 

	“That’s not when the story starts.” She flashed her eyes, obviously enjoying the men’s attention.

	 

	I assumed she meant the middle of the night blowjob. “Ah, right. Well first of all, the guy on the neighbouring mattress - ”

	 

	Suzy sighed dramatically and looked round at the guys. “It started when we got into bed. I was pissed and horny, but he rebuffed my advances.”

	 

	All three men turned to stare at me.

	 

	“You turned her down?” Flynn said, astonished.

	 

	“I thought it’d be better to wait until we got home,” I said, defensively. I nodded towards my wife. “She gets loud, and - ”

	 

	“Oh, we know that,” Terry said. The other two sniggered.

	 

	“Then he fell asleep,” Suzy said, now taking up the story herself. “So I was left with a certain kind of itch, if you know what I mean.”

	 

	Terry nodded, his eyes wide and mouth agape.

	 

	“When I realised the guy on the mattress next to me was having a crafty wank, I thought the distraction would be a good way to scratch that itch.”

	 

	The men all glanced up at me, then at each other, and finally settled their eyes back on Suzy. “So what did you do?”

	 

	“I reached over and showed him something nicer than a wank.”

	 

	I saw Terry swallow. “What did you do?” His voice was a hoarse croak.

	 

	“I sucked his dick.”

	 

	“Jesus Christ,” Flynn said, shaking his head. “I wish you’d heard me last night.”

	 

	Suzy’s peal of laughter made the people at the other tables look round. She smiled an apology then lowered her voice. “So do I.” She took a sip of her drink then looked at me. “Then Sleeping Beauty here woke up and decided to join the fun.”

	 

	I wasn’t about to admit that I’d thought she was only kissing the guy, and that I didn’t know any different until I heard him groan and her gulp and swallow.

	 

	“What did he do?” Stig asked. He’d been silent up until this point.

	 

	“He groped and fingered-fucked me from behind.”

	 

	“Is that all?” Terry sounded disappointed in me.

	 

	“It got me off and allowed me to sleep.” She smiled. “But when I woke up, I was still horny.”

	 

	“She was still pissed,” I added.

	 

	Suzy nodded. “I was, and that’s probably why I decided to take them all.”

	 

	The three men all gasped. “You took them…” Terry frowned. “You sucked them all?”

	 

	“I sucked most of them, but I fucked them all.”

	 

	“Sweet Jesus,” Flynn whispered.

	 

	“Twice,” she added.

	 

	Terry shook his head. “Well, if I’d known you guys had this sort of relationship, I’d visit you more often.”

	 

	We all laughed.

	 

	“Well,” Suzy said, looking at all four of us in turn. “Maybe we can make up for lost time this weekend.”

	 

	A hushed silence hung over the table. She reached out and squeezed Stig’s hand, presumably because she’d seen some sort of reaction to her suggestion on his face. “Steve, whatever happens here will stay here. Nobody is going to say anything to Mandy.”

	 

	“I was just worried that you guys might expect the same from her.” He gave a humourless laugh. “Even I don’t get anything from her nowadays.”

	 

	Suzy smiled. “Well, this weekend might be just what you need, then.”

	 

	“So,” Terry said, rubbing his fingers through his goatee. “What are you suggesting?”

	 

	Suzy looked at me and raised her eyebrows.

	 

	I had to cough to clear my throat. “I think Suzy likes the idea of a free use arrangement.”

	 

	“So do I,” Terry said, then frowned. “But what does it mean?”

	 

	Suzy licked her lips. “It means I’ll be available for any of you to use for the entire weekend.”

	 

	Flynn leaned forward slightly. “Use, as in…?” He sighed, as if suddenly too shy to say four-letter words.

	 

	“That’s up to you. I think you’ll find I’m up for most things.”

	 

	“But how would it work?” Stig asked. “I mean, there are three of us, so - ”

	 

	“Four.” Suzy tipped her head toward me. “Rob’s joining in this time.”

	 

	“Right, yeah.” Stig nodded. “But I mean, do we draw lots?”

	 

	She laughed and shook her head. “I was hoping you’d be able to sort it out between yourselves. I’m not going anywhere, and I won’t spoil like a piece of fruit.”

	 

	Terry looked around at us all, his eyes lingering on me the longest before he looked back at my wife. “I suspect there might be an initial rush, like in the sales on Boxing Day.”

	 

	Suzy held his gaze for a moment. I could almost feel the excitement radiating off her. “In that case, maybe we should make the first one a free-for-all. After everybody’s spent up at the sales, we’ll be able to get into a more orderly rota.”

	 

	“For how long?” Stig asked.

	 

	“All weekend.”

	 

	Flynn licked his lips. “What about tonight?”

	 

	Suzy glanced at me, then back at Flynn. “Same deal. I’ll sleep in the master bedroom and will welcome any visitors. If the door’s closed, go back to your own room and wait.”

	 

	“But if the door’s open?” Terry asked.

	 

	She smiled. “Like the song says, come up and see me, make me smile.” She glanced around at them all. “But there’s no falling asleep in there. Once you’re done, you go back to your own room.”

	 

	My throat was too constricted for me to speak.

	 

	“It’s going to be a busy weekend for you, love” Flynn said.

	 

	Suzy shrugged. “That’s okay. I’ll take Monday off work if I need to.”

	 

	 


Chapter 3

	 

	Everyone drank in silence for a minute, and I got the impression the other three were avoiding eye contact with me. When the glasses were empty, nobody seemed interested in offering to buy a fresh round, and all thoughts of sandwiches seemed to have been forgotten.

	 

	Terry gave a sigh, then turned to Suzy. “I suppose as the oldest, I have to be the responsible one. Do the three of us need to visit the toilets to stock up on essentials?”

	 

	I hadn’t even considered the safe sex aspect of it. I decided to let Suzy answer.

	 

	She flashed them a smile. “I promise not to get pregnant if you guys promise not to give me anything other than a good time.”

	 

	All the men laughed. It may have been naïve of us to accept there were no STD issues, but the simple logistics of what was planned would have made using condoms really inconvenient.

	 

	Suzy waited a beat, then nodded. “Okay. Well, if nobody wants another drink, maybe we should go back to - ”

	 

	All three of my friends had stood up before she’d finished her sentence. She laughed and stood up, flashing her legs again as she stepped over the bench.

	 

	We started walking back along the quiet country road. This time Suzy walked between Flynn and Terry, with Stig and myself a few paces behind them.

	 

	Stig let out a quiet breath. “Man, I had no idea you were into this sort of thing.”

	 

	Neither had I. Rather than admit that, I gave a shrug. “Not the sort of thing we advertise, obviously.”

	 

	“Yeah, I get that.” He looked wistfully at my wife’s legs and arse. “Fucking hell, man, you’re a lucky bastard.”

	 

	“Yeah, I am.” I turned to him and smiled. “And you’re going to get lucky, too.”

	 

	“I can’t believe…” He frowned. “And you’re sure Suzy won’t let anything slip to Mandy?”

	 

	“Positive. We’ve kept it from you three, haven’t we?”

	 

	He nodded.

	 

	Stig and I had gone through basic training together. He was a quiet, gentle soul with a dry sense of humour. Mandy had been a nurse in the army, and they’d met in Afghanistan. I always considered her a little box of dynamite - five feet tall with a bubbly personality - so I’d been surprised earlier when he’d said their relationship wasn’t as physical as he’d like. Stig had filled out a bit since our army days, but he was still in good shape. His hairline was receding, so he now wore his dark hair clipped even shorter than he had back when we’d all sported buzz cuts.

	 

	A few yards ahead of us, my wife laughed at something one of the other guys said.

	 

	“I expect Terry will make a pig of himself,” I said.

	 

	Stig snorted. “I’m sure he will. He’s always fancied Suzy.”

	 

	“Yeah, I know.” I experienced a weird thrill knowing my old friend was going to fuck my wife. He’d lusted after her for years, and for some reason I was looking forward to seeing him finally get his wish. I’d also seen Terry naked enough times to know that he packed more than most in the trouser department.

	 

	When we reached the cottage, Suzy stood to one side of the front door as Terry unlocked it. She glanced down the path and we shared a secret smile. I was looking forward to this, but not half as much as she was.

	 

	We all made our way into the lounge, the big square room with the open fire where we’d sat the previous evening. There were two leather corner sofas, and Suzy sat down on one of them and removed her trainers. She stood up, took off her chequered shirt and unbuttoned her skirt, letting it slide down her bare legs.

	 

	Wearing just the intricate bikini top and a black thong, she licked her lips as the four of us gathered around her.

	 

	“Is this where you guys act like old ladies at the sales?” she asked, smiling.

	 

	Terry started to unbutton his shirt. “I think we’ll be more like sharks in a feeding frenzy.” He slipped off his shirt, revealing his broad, hairless chest and tattooed arms.

	 

	Suzy pulled her bikini top off, and I heard Flynn gasp. I still get excited at seeing her tits after five years, so I understood the effect a first look at them in the flesh had on the other men. Terry stepped forward and spun her around in his arms, his hands coming up to cup her breasts as he pushed his groin against her backside.

	 

	Suzy giggled and looked at the rest of us. “Don’t just stand there gawping, get your clothes off.”

	 

	I hesitated for a couple of seconds, then pulled my t-shirt over my head. Flynn and Stig did the same, and soon the three of us had stripped naked. As a result of Flynn being stationed in the Middle East for the last three years, his body was several shades darker than everyone else’s. Suzy eased herself out of Terry’s grip and dropped to her knees. Terry kicked off his shoes and quickly removed his jeans and boxers.

	 

	The four of us stood in a tight circle around my almost naked wife. She glanced around, eye level with our thickening cocks. She looked up into Flynn’s face and leaned forward, taking his dick between her lips. He let out a sigh and she closed her eyes, sliding her head forward and back for a few seconds before releasing it and turning to her left. Stig’s eyes fluttered as my wife swallowed his cock. She treated him to about ten seconds of her mouth and tongue before moving her attention to me. I smiled down at her as she went to work on my cock, then watched helpless as she released it and scooted on her knees to face Terry. I saw her eyes widen at the sight of his cock. I knew he was bigger than average, but this was the first time I’d seen him with an erection. It was impressive.

	 

	She gripped the thick shaft and closed her lips around the fat head of his cock. Terry sighed and placed a hand on the top of her head. It seemed like she sucked him for longer than she had the rest of us, but she eventually released him. When she rotated on her knees to where she’d started, she kept one hand on Terry’s shaft, wanking it slowly as she sucked Flynn. She grabbed Stig’s cock with her other hand and wanked him, leaving my dick as the only one not being sucked or pumped. That changed when she released Terry’s and rotated further around. Now Stig’s dick was in her mouth and her hands worked on my cock and Flynn’s.

	 

	Terry evidently decided things weren’t progressing quickly enough. He urged Suzy to her feet and walked her backwards until her legs reached the sofa. Then he slipped his fingers into the waistband of her thong and slid it over her hips and down her thighs. She dropped onto the sofa and raised her legs in front of her so he could slide it off over her feet.

	 

	Suzy placed her feet on the floor and slowly opened her legs. I could smell her arousal, and felt sure the other guys could as well.

	 

	Flynn stepped forward while Terry was still holding her thong. Without hesitating, he dropped to his knees between her spread thighs and ran his hand over her sex. Suzy pushed her hips forward, then let out a moan as Flynn slipped two fingers inside her. Terry knelt on the cushion to my wife’s left. While Flynn fingered her, Terry reached down to caress her breast, rolling the nipple between his finger and thumb. Flynn pulled his hand away and crawled closer. I watched over his shoulder as he lined his dick up at my wife’s entrance. He pushed in and she let out a moan.

	 

	The same emotion I’d experienced in the loft swept through me. I felt an overwhelming sense of pride. My friend had just buried dick in my wife, and it thrilled me. I was happy for both of them.

	 

	Terry pointed his dick at Suzy’s face. She licked her lips then opened wide, and the top half of his cock slid between her lips. It wasn’t the first time I’d watched my wife take a cock in each end, and I knew for sure it wouldn’t be the last. I glanced at Stig, who was stroking his dick watching the action on the sofa.

	 

	Flynn pulled out and looked up at me. He gave me a generous smile, as if he considered it kind to let me poke my own wife. I dropped to my knees and ran the tip of my cock through her folds. Suzy had her head turned and her lips stretched around Terry’s cock, but she looked at me from the corner of her eye as I slid inside her. She moaned and rocked her hips. She felt so fucking good. I gripped her thighs and fucked her hard. Though tempted to keep going and give her the first load of the day, I decided that would be bad etiquette. I pulled out and let Stig take my place. He rubbed her tits while he fucked her, and Suzy had her first orgasm of the day with Stig inside her.

	 

	When he pulled out, Terry pushed her down until she lay full length on the sofa. He spread her legs and fed his thick cock inside her. Suzy let out a loud groan, then began undulating beneath him. Terry pumped his hips and Suzy squealed and dug her fingers into his buttocks. Flynn crawled up until he knelt next to her head, and Suzy turned and opened her mouth. He fed her his cock and pumped his hips.

	 

	She cried out and arched up, her thighs trembling as she came on Terry’s cock. Flynn grunted and I heard Suzy gag. He’d come in her mouth. Terry pulled out and nodded at Stig, who took his place. Flynn eased himself back and sat on the floor, panting. Suzy looked up at me, then licked her lips. It was all the invitation I needed. I slid my cock in and out of her mouth, relishing the feeling of her soft lips and her tongue flicking against the shaft. I lasted longer than I’d expected to.

	 

	Stig increased the force of his thrusts then held still. He was coming inside my wife, and that knowledge sent a surge through my body. I erupted into her mouth with a grunt. The release of tension that accompanied my orgasm sapped my energy. I dropped to my haunches, sucking in air, and Stig climbed off and stood behind me.

	 

	Suzy lay spread out on the sofa like a glamour model. She looked fabulous, her big tits firm and her nipples raised. She was the epitome of fuckable.

	 

	Terry stepped closer, slowly stroking his huge dick. “Well, it seems like these three have finished.”

	 

	Suzy smiled. “That’s okay, they can all have seconds later.”

	 

	“Yeah, but I still haven’t given you my first helping.”

	 

	She raised her hips suggestively. “So what are you waiting for?”

	 

	Terry reached down and sat her up, rolled her off the sofa and turned her around until she was kneeling on the floor, bent over the seat. Her backside looked amazing. He knelt behind her and ran his hand over her bum, positioned his cock at her slick entrance, and pushed in.

	 

	I held my breath as I watched the thick cock disappear inside my wife. She let out a long wail and dropped her forehead to the cushion as he gripped her waist and pumped his hips. Suzy groaned and bucked under the onslaught. He fucked her hard for a long time. She came at least once, possibly twice; she was squealing and grunting so much it was hard to tell.

	 

	Terry dropped his head back and held his breath. Suzy wriggled and purred. When he pulled out, the rest of us watched in silence as a thick dollop of cum oozed out and ran down her thighs.

	 

	She stayed in the same position for about a minute, getting her breath back. Then she turned and looked at us. “Why don’t you guys take drinks out to the patio? I’ll have a quick clean-up then join you.” She stood, bent to pick up her clothes and trainers, then walked naked from the room.

	 

	The four of us pulled on our clothes, not bothering with shoes or socks. We took a couple of bottles of wine and five glasses out to the patio.

	 

	There was no awkward silence between us. I looked at the men who’d just fucked my wife and felt no animosity. They’d taken their pleasure and she’d taken hers. What’s more, I knew that over the next twenty-four hours, we’d all be getting more of the same.

	 

	 


Chapter 4

	 

	Fifteen minutes later, Suzy walked out onto the patio. All the men stared at her, but none of them could have been more surprised than me at her appearance.

	 

	I’d expected her to come out showered and dressed in similar clothes to the ones she’d worn earlier, like maybe the denim skirt with a t-shirt. What she’d actually put on was a short, red, figure-hugging dress and matching mules with four-inch heels. I’d seen neither the dress nor the shoes before. What’s more, there could only be one explanation for her bringing them with her: she’d planned this ‘free use’ arrangement before we’d even left home.

	 

	To be honest, she looked like a tart. She’d pinned her hair up and applied more makeup than I’d ever seen her wear. The mascara was thick and the lipstick much darker than her usual shade. It was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra, her nipples clearly visible as her big tits pressed against the stretchy fabric of her dress.

	 

	Flynn got up from the table. I thought he was about to offer her his seat, but he grabbed her hand and looked at me. “So this free use deal is running now?”

	 

	I blinked, taken aback. “I guess so.”

	 

	“Cool.” He walked towards the French doors, dragging my wife behind him. She looked back over her shoulder, gave me a smile and disappeared inside the cottage.

	 

	Terry pursed his lips for a few seconds, then looked at me and Stig. “Sorry, what were we talking about?”

	 

	I laughed and shook my head. “I’ve no idea.” All I could think about was Flynn stretching my wife out on one of the sofas, spreading her legs and sliding his dick inside her.

	 

	After the gangbang in the loft, Suzy had teased me for remembering all the details. She may not have been counting, but I was. Things like that matter to me. Wouldn’t any husband count how many dicks his wife had taken, and where they’d spat their sticky loads?

	 

	Similarly, I knew that so far this weekend, Flynn was the only guy yet to come in her pussy. I’d done it last night, and Stig and Terry had done so during the free-for-all on the sofa. Flynn and myself had both come in her mouth then, so I guessed Flynn wanted to add his own blend of cream to the cocktail inside her.

	 

	The peal of Suzy’s laughter came from above. I looked up at the open window and realised they were in Flynn’s bedroom. Moments later she let out a loud moan, and rather than resume whatever conversation we’d been having, the three of us on the patio listened as our buddy fucking my wife. She was vocal throughout, and we all knew when her orgasm arrived. After it had passed, we heard her letting out a series of short grunts - presumably the result of Flynn banging her hard as he chased his own finale.

	 

	Suzy gave a final groan, followed by hushed words of encouragement. I didn’t hear everything she said, but I’d definitely caught the words, ‘yeah, let it all go’.

	 

	I bit my lip, my cock swollen and damp inside my jeans. Terry and Stig shared a look but didn’t say anything.

	 

	I picked up the wine bottle. “Anyone want a refill?”

	 

	Terry moved his glass closer. “What I really want,” he said with a smirk, “is to refill your wife.”

	 

	I laughed out loud at his candour. “Yeah, I suppose you do.”

	 

	“I really had no idea you were into this,” he said, picking up his replenished glass by the stem and swirling the burgundy liquid around. “I mean, I know there are people all over the world who get their kicks the same way, but…” He raised his glass in a toast. “To you two. Well done. You probably have a better sex life than the rest of us put together.”

	 

	I avoided Stig’s gaze because I knew he was going through a lean patch. “I don’t know about that, but it certainly gives us a kick.” I gave a smile, and the two of them seemed to be waiting for me to say more. “I don’t just mean when it’s happening. For weeks after, when it’s just me and Suzy, there’s an extra ingredient. Everything is more intense, somehow.”

	 

	“Maybe I should suggest it to Mandy,” Stig said, dolefully.

	 

	“It might not suit everyone, mate.”

	 

	He leaned forward, whispering conspiratorially. “But you enjoy it, right?”

	 

	“Yeah, obviously.”

	 

	“And you’re happy when she fucks other men?”

	 

	I nodded. “It’s like having my own personal porn star.”

	 

	Both of them frowned.

	 

	While I didn’t want to come across like her pimp, I certainly didn’t want them to think Suzy had railroaded me into it against my will. “I mean, there’s no jealousy. I know she’s only doing it for the physical pleasure. Nothing more. She also likes that I get off on watching her.” I omitted the fact that we hadn’t actually discussed it before Suzy took the decision to pull a train that morning in the loft.

	 

	Stig blew his cheeks out and sighed. “I’m pretty sure Mandy wouldn’t care if I got off on it or not.” There was a dark look in his eyes. “I can’t prove it, but I’m pretty sure she’s fucking somebody from the hospital.”

	 

	Terry and I exchanged looks. “What makes you say that?” I asked.

	 

	Stig shrugged. “She’s not interested in sex with me anymore.”

	 

	“That doesn’t mean - ”

	 

	“She’s working extra shifts but doesn’t seem to be bringing home any more money in her pay packet.”

	 

	“Nurses get a shit deal, and - ”

	 

	“I’m pretty sure that’s why she’s not here this weekend. She’s probably spending the time with whoever she’s been - ”

	 

	“Is there any wine left for me?” Suzy called. She and Flynn walked across the patio holding hands, her dress still slightly twisted. She pulled out a chair at the end of the table and sat down. Terry poured her a glass and she picked it up, slowly crossed her legs and smiled. “So, what were you three whispering about?”

	 

	“I was just telling Rob how much I envied your lifestyle,” Stig said.

	 

	Suzy smiled. “Hmm, I’m a lucky girl.”

	 

	“How did you get into it?” Terry asked.

	 

	I wasn’t going to admit it’d only started last month with the gangbang I’d mentioned earlier, and evidently Suzy didn’t want to tell them that either.

	 

	“I guess it started with dirty talk,” she said. She took a sip of her drink and watched me over the rim of her glass. When I didn’t say anything, she continued with her story. And that’s what it was, a story. “We’d talk about different things we’d like to do.”

	 

	“What sort of things?” Stig asked.

	 

	“You know. Different positions, fucking in the bath, anal.” She smiled at their shocked expressions. “When the subject of involving other partners arose, it was obvious that Rob wouldn’t be averse to sharing.”

	 

	Terry scratched his goatee. “Would you mind him taking another woman?”

	 

	“Not at all.” She flashed her eyes. “I may even join in, just to see what it’s like.”

	 

	I filed that away for future discussions.

	 

	“Whose idea was it to let us in on what you get up to?” Flynn asked.

	 

	“Mine,” she admitted. “Being the only woman here meant you were all looking at me last night. It turned me on.” Suzy gave a shy smile. “I like being the centre of attention.”

	 

	Terry picked up the empty wine bottle. “I guess we need more of this.” He looked at Suzy. “Come on, you can choose the next bottle.”

	 

	Everyone knew what he really meant, especially my wife. She grinned and got up, walking briskly in through the French doors with Terry trailing behind her.

	 

	“Jesus, this is going to be some weekend,” Flynn said, picking up his glass.

	 

	When we heard Suzy squeal, we looked toward the house. Terry had lifted her onto the edge of the sturdy oak kitchen table just inside the French doors. He peeled off her white panties, spread her legs and pushed her down onto her back. Then he stepped close, released his cock and entered her.

	 

	The three of us watched in silence as they fucked. It went on for a long time. My throat was dry, but I didn’t pick up my wine. When Suzy came, she arched up off the table and one of her shoes fell off. Then Terry withdrew, lifted her down to the floor and spun her around. After bending her over the table, he re-entered her. I remembered he’d done a similar thing earlier on the sofa; maybe doggie was his favoured position for his own release. Suzy didn’t seem to mind. Gripping the edges of the table, she screamed and yelped as he slammed into her. He eventually pushed deep and held still.

	 

	My detail-oriented brain told me that she’d just received her seventh load of the weekend. Assuming Flynn had come inside her upstairs - which was likely because her dress was still clean and she’d been able to talk to him while he was coming - she’d now taken five in her pussy and two in her mouth.

	 

	Terry pulled out and zipped up. Suzy slid off the table and put on her panties. She stepped into her dropped shoe then walked out of sight. A few seconds later, she came back through the door carrying a bottle of Merlot and wearing a broad smile. I was surprised she could still walk straight.

	 

	Terry came out and we all settled down at the table. We refilled the glasses and made small talk. For some reason, I couldn’t concentrate on what was being said. My mind kept returning to the dress and shoes Suzy was wearing.

	 

	Their purpose was to exhibit her body in a way that made guys want to fuck her, and it was obviously working. At first I’d been shocked that she’d brought clothes like that with her for a weekend in the Yorkshire Dales, where most visitors are hikers, cyclists or sightseers. But now I realised that not only must she have packed them before we left Cambridge, she’d have had to actually buy them as well. Even if she hadn’t actually bought the outfit with this weekend in mind, I was certain the purchase had been to provoke another gangbang sometime in our future. My wife had no interest in returning to monogamy.

	 

	Snippets of the conversation filtered through the fog in my brain. Flynn was saying how much his parents seemed to have aged in the two years since his previous visit. Suzy had her eyes fixed on him, a sympathetic expression on her face. Terry was sitting back, looking contented. He’d just emptied his balls and would probably prefer to doze in the sunshine, rather than worry about an elderly couple he’d never met.

	 

	Stig didn’t look concerned or relaxed. Nor did he seem to be listening to Flynn. I got the impression that he was trying to build up the courage to ask for his turn with Suzy. Flynn and Terry didn’t let social etiquette stand in the way of something they’d been told they could have. Stig had more reserve. He also had a wife, and I wondered if that was still playing on his mind.

	 

	I ran my eyes over my wife. Her hair and makeup were still intact, but I couldn’t help wondering what state she was in below the waist. She’d been fucked six times in the last ninety minutes, and taken two loads of cum without visiting the bathroom.

	 

	I stood up and tapped Stig on the shoulder. “Come on, buddy.”

	 

	“Huh?”

	 

	I nodded at Terry and Flynn. “We need to keep up with these guys, so I thought you and I could spit-roast Suzy.”

	 

	My wife didn’t bat an eye. She stood up and walked to the open French door, then turned to wait for us. When Stig and I reached her, she took both our hands and led us into the lounge. She walked to the side of one of the corner sofas and leaned over the arm, her backside raised in the air and her head over the seat.

	 

	I signalled for Stig to kneel on the cushion so he could start in her mouth. I wanted to see the state of her cum-filled twat. As my friend released his cock and guided it into my wife’s enthusiastic mouth, I flipped the hem of her dress over her arse and peeled down her panties. They were sodden, the gusset covered with the cum that’d seeped out of her. Her buttocks and inner thighs were slick and shiny.

	 

	I unfastened my jeans and released my aching cock. Gripping the shaft, I put my cockhead just inside her puffy outer lips. I moved it in a circular path, as if stirring a pot of paint. More cum oozed out, coating the tip of my cock.

	 

	I pushed in, revelling in her wet, silky heat. I looked down and watched my cock slide in and out. The entire shaft was coated in pearly-white. It may have contained some of Suzy’s juices, but the vast majority of it was the cum of my friends. It was the perfect lubricant, because my cock slid easily in and out of her slick channel.

	 

	Suzy bobbed her head on Stig’s dick, moaning in time with my thrusts. He had his eyes closed and mouth open. I ran my hands over her coated buttocks while I fucked her. Suzy started rocking her hips and clenching around me. I rested my palm on her buttock and slipped my thumb up her arse, using the other men’s cum as lube. She groaned, her body bucking forward onto Stig’s cock and then back onto mine. I jerked my thumb and jackhammered my hips. The grip of her orgasm pushed me over the edge and I exploded inside her. As she cried out, Stig’s cock fell from her mouth. He grabbed it and started beating his meat, aiming his cock at her face.

	 

	I pulled out and stepped to the side so I could watch.

	 

	Suzy had her eyes on Stig’s face and her mouth wide open. She was inviting him to come in her face, and that’s exactly what he did. The first gush hit her between the eyes, the second her right cheek. He leaned in and sent the third into her open mouth. Suzy pushed forward and swallowed his entire length. Stig cried out and jerked his hips, no doubt sending his final shots straight down her throat.

	 

	Suzy closed her eyes and gently slid her head forward and back.

	 

	Stig let out a long, breathy groan and shook his head. “Fucking hell, that was…” He blew out his cheeks and sighed.

	 

	She released his cock and gave him a beautiful smile. “I think I may need to fix my face before dinner.”

	 

	Stig buttoned up and left. I waited as Suzy got to her feet and picked up her panties.

	 

	She glanced over my shoulder to make sure we were alone, then stepped close. “Is this all still okay with you?”

	 

	I nodded, unsure of what she’d do if I said I wasn’t comfortable with it.

	 

	“You sure?” she asked, placing her hand on my chest.

	 

	“I’m sure. What about you? Will you be able to cope for the rest of the weekend?”

	 

	She bit her lip and grinned. “Oh, I’ll cope.” She ran a finger through the mess on her face. “Right, I need to go clean up.”

	 

	When she walked upstairs, I returned to my friends on the patio, calculating that she’d now taken six shots in the pussy, two in the mouth and one in the face.

	 

	 


Chapter 5

	 

	When Suzy joined us in the garden a few minutes later, she looked more like her old self. She’d needed to wash Stig’s cum from her face, and had evidently removed her tarty makeup at the same time. The red dress had been replaced by a plain white vest and her denim skirt, though she was still sans bra. The heeled mules had also been discarded, and her feet were now bare. She’d reapplied makeup, though just a little mascara and her usual shade of lipstick.

	 

	Terry passed her the glass of wine she’d abandoned when Stig and myself had taken her inside.

	 

	My stomach rumbled, and when I checked my watch I realised it’d been hours since we’d had breakfast. “Is anyone else hungry?” I asked.

	 

	Everyone nodded, and it was decided that we’d go back to the pub for dinner. It took only a few minutes to put on shoes, and even though we’d enjoyed the walk earlier, this time we took Terry’s car. We chose a table inside rather than the beer garden, ordered our food and spent a pleasant two hours laughing, eating and drinking like regular friends.

	 

	The sun had moved closer to the horizon by the time we left, and Terry needed headlights as he drove us back down the country lane to the cottage. Once there, we lit the fire and fixed more drinks. Someone suggested a game of cards.

	 

	“Strip poker,” Flynn said.

	 

	“Yeah.” Terry laughed. “You strip while I poke ‘er.”

	 

	I remembered a game we used to play for cash in the barracks. “How about ‘Go Fuck Yourself’?”

	 

	They all laughed and nodded. Suzy’s puzzled expression showed she hadn’t a clue what we were talking about.

	 

	“It’s a simple card game,” I explained. “I think the real name is ‘Go Fish’. The basic plan is to get rid of all the cards in your hand. You need to collect four of a kind, which you then put down, face up. We deal them out, then the person whose go it is asks one player for any card, and he has to hand it over. If he hasn’t got any cards of that number, he says, ‘go fish’ - which means pick up another card from the deck. Then the move rotates to the next player.”

	 

	“But when we played it,” Stig added, “it sort of got modified to ‘go fuck yourself’, which seemed more appropriate because there’s very few places for fishing in the desert.”

	 

	I could tell from Suzy’s face that she still hadn’t got the gist. “It’ll be easier to show you,” I said, picking up the deck of cards from the bookshelf.

	 

	“Did you play for money?” she asked.

	 

	I nodded. “Usually a couple of quid a game.”

	 

	“How about this time you play for blowjobs?”

	 

	Terry snorted. “We usually played six or seven games a night.”

	 

	Suzy raised her eyebrows.

	 

	Grinning, he shook his head. “Although you might be able to fulfil your half of the deal, I’m pretty sure we couldn’t.”

	 

	“We’ll set a time on it,” Stig said. “Whoever wins the hand gets his dick sucked for 60 seconds.”

	 

	Suzy pouted her lips in a sexy way. “That doesn’t seem very long.”

	 

	“If you keep your lips that shape, it’ll be long enough for me,” Flynn said.

	 

	“How about this,” I said, not believing how easy I found it to offer my wife’s blowjob skills as a gambling reward. “Whenever you put down a set of four, you get a minute in Suzy’s mouth. If you win the game, you get two minutes.”

	 

	Everyone nodded, and I noticed Suzy’s nod was the most enthusiastic.

	 

	“But,” I said, looking sternly at my wife, “you’re not allowed to use your hands. No jacking the shaft while you suck.”

	 

	She pouted again, and I realised the thought of watching her sucking the other guys’ cocks was already making my own thicken inside my jeans.

	 

	The coffee table was dragged to one of the corner sofas. We men sat on the couch, two either side of the ninety degree bend, and Suzy knelt on the carpet on the other side of the table. Five cards were dealt to each player, and we all picked up and leaned back theatrically, keeping our cards hidden. I’d dealt, which meant that Stig, sitting to my left, had first go.

	 

	He narrowed his eyes like a poker-playing cowboy in the movies. “Flynn, have you got any nines?”

	 

	“Go fuck yourself.”

	 

	Stig picked up another card from the deck and it was Terry’s go. He asked me for fives, and I passed him a card. It took almost two full rounds before Stig smiled and put down four queens. The table was moved out of the way and Suzy crawled over to kneel between Stig’s feet. She made short work of his belt and soon released his dick, which was growing harder by the second.

	 

	She looked around at the three of us. “Who’s going to time me?”

	 

	Flynn volunteered, checked his watch and counted her down. “Three, two, one, go.”

	 

	My wife dropped her head into Stig’s lap and took his cock all the way in. He cried out in shock, and I saw Terry and Flynn’s eyes widen in surprise. She bounced her head on him, practically jerking him off with her mouth. Stig fell backwards and lay against the backrest as Suzy twisted and bobbed her head in a frantic fashion.

	 

	“Stop,” Flynn called.

	 

	When Suzy pulled back, a thin strand of precum stretched from the tip of Stig’s cock to her lower lip. She smiled up at him, then pulled back further and broke the strand. Stig looked shell-shocked.

	 

	He tucked his erection inside his boxers but didn’t bother refastening the buttons of his jeans. Suzy retreated, the table was moved back into position and the game resumed. Flynn put down the next four cards, and my wife spent sixty seconds sucking another of my friends’ cocks while the rest of us watched. As the game progressed, we all laid down sets of four. Suzy sucked us all. A brief survey of the cards on the table told me that so far, Flynn and myself had spent two minutes each in my wife’s mouth, and Terry had spent three. Stig had already been treated to four separate sixty-second bouts, and I was amazed that he’d managed to keep his jizz in his balls for so long. But he was the first player to get rid of all his cards, which meant he’d won the game and was in line for a full two minutes of Suzy’s attention. She crawled over and looked into his eyes. Then, giving a wide smile, she lifted her vest off and jiggled her bare breasts.

	 

	“That’s not fair,” he complained.

	 

	Suzy lowered her head and went to work. I don’t think Flynn even bothered timing her this time, because everyone in the room knew Stig wouldn’t be able to last two minutes. The last one-minute session had left him shaking.

	 

	The three of us watched my wife’s head bob up and down. Stig’s eyes fluttered then squeezed shut. He took a deep breath and held it, then let out a loud exhale as his body jerked. Suzy held her head still and groaned and he filled her mouth. Stig juddered again and I heard her gulp and swallow. She resumed bobbing her head, taking him all the way into her throat until her nose was buried in his pubes.

	 

	Eventually she moved back and smiled up at him, and Stig’s expression suggested he’d enjoyed that a lot more than coming on her face a few hours earlier.

	 

	Drinks were replenished and another game was started. Suzy didn’t bother to replace her vest, and the rules became more relaxed. The phrase ‘go fuck yourself’ evolved to ‘go fuck her mouth’, and the sixty-second time limit seemed to get less stringent. As we neared the end of the second game, in which Suzy had sucked us all at least twice again, she took me to the brink of orgasm then pulled her head back and aimed my cock at her chest.

	 

	I let out a grunt and splurged my load all over her tits. She knelt up and squeezed them around my shaft, bouncing up and down on her knees to give me a spunky tit wank. I rewarded her with another shot between her tits and one on her neck. By the time I’d finished coming, it was obvious nobody wanted to play more cards.

	 

	Suzy stood up and excused herself, and the four of us sat back on the sofa and drank some more wine.

	 

	Terry looked over at me and shook his head. “Boy, you must be living the dream.”

	 

	I shrugged and gave a weak smile. I was still in the woozy contented state that follows an orgasm, but I knew the others weren’t. They’d be more than ready to fuck her after all the cock-sucking she’d teased them with, particularly Terry and Flynn. Stig and myself had both come twice since their last turn.

	 

	Suzy walked into the room, and all conversation stopped. She’d come straight from the shower, literally, because there were small water droplets all over her shapely, naked body, and her hair was still dripping. All the makeup had been removed from her face, and I found the pink, clear freshness of her perfect skin so much more appealing than the caked-on makeup she’d worn earlier.

	 

	She stepped to the coffee table, bent and picked up the cards. She shuffled them, then dealt one card, face down, to each of us.

	 

	“I’m going to bed. I’d like you to visit in the order of whatever card you’ve got, highest goes first. I want to take you all, one after the other.” Her expression was friendly, her voice as calm as if ordering drinks. “If anyone wants to revisit me later in the night, you know the rules. If the door’s closed, go back to your room and wait. But if the door’s open, then I’m available.”

	 

	We stared at her, but nobody replied. She turned to me. “It looks like there’s only four bedrooms, so you can either sleep on the couch or double up with one of these guys.”

	 

	I patted the couch. “I’ll sleep here.”

	 

	She nodded. “I thought you might. I’ve left you a blanket and pillow at the bottom of the stairs.” With that, she turned and walked slowly from the room. All four of us stared at her arse as she left.

	 

	Terry glanced down at the cards on the table. “Are we going to turn these over now?”

	 

	I looked at the four cards, then around at the faces of my three old friends. We’d been through a lot together, but somehow I suspected this weekend would be the memory that lived with us all the longest.

	 

	We’d already used my wife today, and now we were getting ready to do it again, but these would be in the privacy of the master bedroom. My wife was going to take four men, one after the other. The very thought of it made my spine tingle.

	 

	Taking my bottom lip between my teeth, I leaned forward and turned my card over. It was the five of diamonds. It was quite a low card, and in truth I was relieved. I’d just blown my load and probably needed a while before I’d be able to get hard again. Stig turned his card over, revealing the ten of clubs. He’d fuck her before I did. Flynn turned his card over: six of clubs. He’d go after Stig but before me. Terry placed his hand on his card, hesitating for a second before turning it over. It was a face card, the queen of spades. The guy with the biggest dick was going first. He’d get into the bed I’d slept in last night, and use that fat cock of his to fuck my wife.

	 

	Suzy was upstairs waiting for him, all warm, soft and horny. She’d spent the best part of the last hour sucking four cocks without getting any attention to her own body. Now it was her turn.

	 

	Terry got up and flashed us a smile. “Wish me luck, guys. I’m going in.”

	 

	I watched him walk out of the room, my heart thumping in my chest. Then I reached for the wine bottle and topped up my glass. I had the longest to wait.

	 

	 


Chapter 6

	 

	The cottage was an old, well-built structure with thick stone walls and solid oak floorboards throughout. And even though the bedroom door was closed, the three of us waiting on the sofa all heard Suzy’s ecstatic scream when Terry made her come. If volume’s an indication of orgasm-intensity, then her second one several minutes later was even better.

	 

	Stig sighed. “She’ll be wrecked by the time that twat’s finished.”

	 

	Flynn laughed, but I was more than a little concerned about what state she might be in by the time it got to my turn.

	 

	A series of staccato grunts suggested my wife was being treated to Terry’s final sprint to the line. A loud squeal and groan told us he’d run his race. I visualised my wife on all fours, rocking her hips and milking the last few drops from Terry’s spent python.

	 

	Two minutes later, the sound of the bedroom door opening brought Stig to his feet. He gave me an almost apologetic shrug, then headed towards the stairs. Terry didn’t return to finish his wine. Evidently sated for now, he’d gone to his bed for a little snooze. I fully expected him to set his alarm for a couple of hours’ time so he could make the most of Suzy’s ‘open all night’ offer.

	 

	I could feel Flynn’s eyes on me as I took a gulp of wine.

	 

	“When did you first realise you got a thrill from her taking other men?” he asked.

	 

	I shrugged, still not prepared to admit how recently we’d started this wife-sharing lifestyle. “I suppose the fantasy has been there a long time - you know, getting all revved up by the dirty talk - but it’s not something you can know until it happens.”

	 

	“Did she tell you about it after-the-fact?”

	 

	“No, I was there. I saw it happen.”

	 

	Flynn nodded. “That’s probably best. I used to see a woman called Grace, and she admitted she’d slept with another guy when she’d gone home on leave.” He shrugged. “Our relationship wasn’t serious, and she claimed she didn’t think we were exclusive. But I felt deceived and ended it.”

	 

	I kept quiet, unsure if he was saying he thought I was wrong to let my wife fuck other men.

	 

	“Looking back,” he continued, “I think I handled it badly. She’d emphasised it had been just a physical release after a night out drinking with friends, that she considered it no more than masturbating. I wish now that I’d been able to see things how you do.”

	 

	“How do you mean?”

	 

	“That what goes on between the legs and what goes on between the ears are two very different things.” He nodded toward the stairs. “What goes on up there doesn’t affect what goes on in here,” he said, tapping his temple. “Your wife loves you, and nothing anybody else does to her changes that. If I’d been able to realise that with Grace, maybe we’d still be seeing each other.”

	 

	Though this was probably not the best time to try and articulate how I felt about things - I’d spent the last eight hours drinking wine and watching my wife have sex - I felt obliged to try.

	 

	“The buzz I get from it all has a definite tinge of jealousy,” I admitted. “But that’s also part of the thrill. It adds something extra that’s kind of hard to explain.”

	 

	He smiled and nodded. In the silence that ensued, I heard a long, drawn-out moan from my wife.

	 

	Flynn obviously heard it too, and he shook his head and laughed. “That woman is something else.”

	 

	“Yeah, I know.” I was worried I’d lose count of all the times she’d been fucked. “Why not tell Grace you made a mistake?”

	 

	He shook his head. “Too late. She’s been posted back to Europe and, the last I heard, started seeing someone else.”

	 

	I gave a sympathetic nod, then we sat in a comfortable silence and waited for Stig to finish. When we heard the bedroom door open, Flynn looked at me and smiled. I raised my glass and watched him walk out.

	 

	Sitting alone on the sofa, I wondered if Suzy was still enjoying her free use weekend. Surely there must come a point when you’ve had enough sex and just want to rest. If I include our Friday night lovemaking, I reckoned she’d now taken all four of us three times, as well as bringing Stig and myself off during the card game. So in the last twenty-four hours, my wife had brought a man to climax fourteen times. And we still had the rest of the night and tomorrow morning to get through. It was probably a good thing that we had to be out of the cottage by 1pm, otherwise I’d need a wheelchair to get her to the car.

	 

	I didn’t hear the bedroom door open, but I heard someone walk across the landing. I wondered if Terry or Stig were hoping for another turn. I went into the hall and ventured up the stairs. The master bedroom door was firmly closed, but I saw Stig making his way to his own room. He was naked except for a towel wrapped around his waist, and his hair was wet. Evidently, he’d felt the need for a shower.

	 

	I was just about to go back to the lounge when Flynn stepped out onto the landing carrying his clothes. He gave me a nod, then walked into his own room. I hesitated for a few seconds, then stepped into the master bedroom and closed the door behind me.

	 

	The room stank of sex. The bedside lamp cast a dull glow across the room. Suzy lay naked on the sheet, the quilt in an untidy pile on the floor by the foot of the bed.

	 

	I stepped close and looked down at her. “Are you okay?” I whispered.

	 

	“We’ll talk tomorrow.”

	 

	“I know, I just wanted to make sure - ”

	 

	“Rob!” She gave a little shake of the head. “I’m fine. I don’t need your concern…” She slid her legs apart. “I just need your cock.”

	 

	I looked down between her parted legs. Her inner thighs were smeared with cum, the sheet beneath soaked with a shiny film. I couldn’t drag my eyes away. She clenched, sending a fresh trickle out. It dribbled down between her buttocks. The mess on the bed would be from Terry and Stig. The majority of Flynn’s cum was probably still inside her. She dipped her fingers into the messy cunt and pumped her hand, making squelching noises.

	 

	I looked up into her face and she gave me a beautiful smile.

	 

	“What are you waiting for?” she whispered. “We both know how much you like it when there’s other men’s spunk in there.”

	 

	I unbuttoned my jeans. I knew Flynn had removed all his clothes because I’d seen him leave the room naked. I suspected the other two would have done the same, just to experience having Suzy’s wonderful body pressed against their own, skin on skin. I didn’t need to. That was an experience I’d had every night for over five years. All I needed was the hole between her sticky legs, waiting for its next batch.

	 

	I knelt on the bed and traced the tip of my rigid cock through her gooey folds, coating it with my friends’ cum.

	 

	“It’s not just me who likes having other men’s spunk there,” I said, looking into her eyes. “You like it, too.”

	 

	“Oh yeah.” She began undulating, raising her hips invitingly. “But there’s something really sexy about knowing my husband likes using other men’s cum as lube.”

	 

	I pushed in, revelling in her wet heat.

	 

	“Oh…” Suzy pulled my head down and nibbled my ear lobe as I fucked her.

	 

	I closed my eyes and concentrated on the sensations. I could feel her slick walls gripping my cock and other men’s cum coating my balls as I slid in and out. Even though I’d already come three times in the last few hours, I knew I wouldn’t be able to last long.

	 

	“Are you going to come?” I asked.

	 

	“I don’t need to come, and tonight I don’t want you to care if I do or not.”

	 

	I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. I’d heard her come twice with Terry, and there’d been the long wailing groan with Stig. I guess it’s more exciting for her when it’s somebody other than her husband who’s doing the fucking.

	 

	“I may not last…”

	 

	She stroked my back. “Just come.”

	 

	I raised my head and looked into her face. “Where d’you want it?”

	 

	She slid her hands down to my buttocks. “Exactly where you’re pointing it.”

	 

	“Any idea how many shots of cum you’ve taken this weekend?”

	 

	She smiled and shook her head. “I thought I’d leave those details to you.”

	 

	The familiar tingling deep in my groin developed, and my legs started to tremble. “You’re about to get your fifteenth.”

	 

	Her eyes opened wide in surprise, then they fluttered and I felt the grip of her orgasm. Maybe numbers had an effect on her as well. Before I could think about these implications, my body spasmed and I erupted. Suzy groaned and rode me from below, rolling her hips and squeezing me dry.

	 

	When my body finally stopped trembling, she rolled me off and leaned up on one elbow, looking into my face. She leaned in and kissed me gently on the cheek. “How much are you enjoying this weekend?” she whispered.

	 

	“Probably not as much as you, but…” I shrugged. “I’ve had a lot of fun watching you.”

	 

	“That’s what I thought. I’ve had some ideas about things we might want to try in the future.”

	 

	I was afraid to ask, but in the end she never gave me the chance.

	 

	“Right, you’ve had your fun,” she said, pushing me toward the edge of the bed. “Off to your own room, and leave the door open on your way out.”

	 

	“Are you expecting more visitors?”

	 

	“What do you think?”

	 

	I stood up and fastened my jeans, then pulled the quilt over her. “This is just in case you’ve worn us all out. I’d hate you to catch a chill.”

	 

	She laughed and pulled it up to her neck. “I like the idea of falling asleep then being woken by a cock sliding in.”

	 

	“I’ll bear that in mind for when we get back home.” I made my way to the door.

	 

	“Rob?”

	 

	I turned and looked at her. “Yeah?”

	 

	“Thanks for this.”

	 

	“You’re welcome.”

	 

	“And don’t be a stranger. Once you get your strength back, check to see if the door’s open.”

	 

	I laughed and walked out, leaving the door wide open. After picking up the blankets and pillow, I dimmed the lounge lights and sat on one of the sofas. I finished my glass of wine, then stripped to my boxers and lay down. I intended listening for anyone walking along the landing but fell asleep within a matter of minutes.

	 

	Sunlight woke me. We hadn’t closed the curtains when we’d got back from the pub, and the east-facing lounge window was ablaze. I looked at my watch and saw it was just after five. I went into the kitchen, took the orange juice from the fridge and poured myself a glass. I couldn’t hear any sounds from the master bedroom, so after I’d finished the juice I made my way up the stairs. The bedroom door was closed. I thought maybe Suzy was catching up on her sleep, but then a male voice uttered a muffled groan from beyond the closed door.

	 

	I continued along the landing and into the bathroom, where I used the toilet then stepped into the shower. My toothbrush was still in the master bedroom en suite, so I smeared toothpaste onto my finger and cleaned my teeth as best I could, improving my breath if not the whiteness of my teeth. Once back downstairs, I pulled on my jeans and t-shirt and made myself an espresso. I heard the bedroom door open, then the sound of two men talking. One of them was definitely Stig, but I only caught a mumbled response from the other so couldn’t tell if it was Terry or Flynn. Whoever it was, the fact that they’d passed on the landing meant one of them had just fucked my wife, and the other was about to do so.

	 

	I made myself another espresso and stood by the window, watching a squirrel dart between the trees on the lawn. When echoes of Suzy’s moans drifted down the stairs, I wondered if she’d managed to get any sleep at all last night.

	 

	 


Chapter 7

	 

	Stig and Flynn both walked into the kitchen together, which meant Terry was the one who’d just given my wife her latest orgasm. I offered them a coffee, which they accepted. We all went out to sit at the patio table. It was still before 6 in the morning so the air was a little cool.

	 

	I turned to Flynn. “Not going for a run today?”

	 

	He laughed and shook his head. “I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t have the energy to walk, let alone run.”

	 

	There was a silence and, for the first time during the weekend, it felt a little awkward. I wondered if they were picking up a vibe from me because, in truth, I’d had enough of listening to Suzy getting railed.

	 

	Stig cleared his throat. “I’m thinking of heading back early.”

	 

	I looked at him, worried that he was starting to feel bad about cheating on his wife.

	 

	He gave a shrug. “It’s not that I’m hoping to catch Mandy with the other guy, I just thought I’d try and talk to her about what’s been missing lately.”

	 

	“Are you going to admit what you did this weekend?” Flynn asked.

	 

	“What?” Stig looked mortified at the thought. “Fuck, no. What happens here stays here, that was the rule.” He looked at me. “It’s not my place to tell anyone what you and Suzy do. If you want to reveal it to Mandy at some point in the future, that’s fine. But I’d prefer you didn’t tell her that I had been a part of it.”

	 

	I nodded. “This weekend won’t be mentioned again, I promise.” Looking at Flynn, I asked what else he had planned for his time in the UK, and when he was due to report back.

	 

	“I’m going to drive down to meet a couple of friends in Bristol, but I’ll try and spend as much time as I can with my mum and dad. A few things around the house need fixing. I go back to Oman next Saturday.”

	 

	Terry appeared at the open French doors, freshly showered and dressed in combat shorts and a hoodie. “There’s still some pastries left. Do you guys want one?”

	 

	We all nodded. A minute later, he walked out carrying the bag of pastries in one hand and a coffee cup in the other. He took the chair opposite me and opened the bag. “There’s not much left, but the pub does a full breakfast.” He glanced at his watch. “They won’t open for another three hours, though.”

	 

	“I’m going to head back home before then,” Stig said.

	 

	I was happy to let Suzy sleep until the pub opened, but didn’t know if the other three would expect a final ‘dip in the well’, so to speak.

	 

	We ate our pastries in relative silence, then made small talk about our current jobs.

	 

	Terry had never really settled in any job he’d had since leaving the army, and was currently making his living as a welder. “I phoned up about another job last week,” he admitted. “Working on an oil rig in the North Sea.”

	 

	Flynn nodded. “Good money to be made there, I reckon. I’m planning to stick it out in the army. Once I’ve done twenty-two years I’ll get my full pension. I’ll leave at forty, and maybe set myself up as a driving instructor.”

	 

	Like me, Stig had gone into telecommunications. He worked for the major telecom firm in the country, while I worked for one of the smaller ones. It seemed both of us were pretty settled.

	 

	“Anybody fancy a walk before breakfast?” Terry asked.

	 

	I was relieved that he hadn’t suggested another feeding frenzy before Stig left. So the three of us agreed on a walk, and Stig went in to pack his bag. I decided to tell Suzy Stig was leaving.

	 

	The bedroom door was open, whereas I’d expected her to close it while she got some rest. When I walked in, she looked up at me and smiled.

	 

	“I thought you’d forgotten me,” she said, pushing the quilt down to expose her boobs. “Everybody else came back, but you didn’t.”

	 

	“I kept finding the door closed.”

	 

	She smiled. “Hmm, I’ve been a busy girl.” She pushed the quilt lower still.

	 

	“I haven’t come to abuse your body, I’ve come to tell you Stig’s heading off home, and the rest of us are going for a walk so you can get some sleep.”

	 

	“Oh.” She sat up, and I got the impression she was disappointed. She grabbed one of my shirts from the wardrobe and put it on, then walked out to the landing. Stig came out of his bedroom and gave her a broad smile.

	 

	I stood back while they hugged each other.

	 

	Stig blew out his cheeks. “I can’t begin to describe what this weekend has been like for me.”

	 

	Suzy laughed. “It’s been a fuckathon.”

	 

	“Yeah, and then some. I’ve never…” He shook his head. “It’ll live long in my memory, but never pass my lips.”

	 

	“Thanks.” She kissed his cheek. “I won’t be offended if you jack off while you’re remembering it.”

	 

	Stig laughed out loud. “I might have to stop on the way home for a little hand relief.”

	 

	“Don’t do that.” Suzy put on a serious expression. “When you get home, take your wife to bed and show her how much she means to you.”

	 

	He frowned, then nodded. After one final hug, he went downstairs.

	 

	Once we were alone, I asked Suzy if Stig had mentioned his problems at home.

	 

	She nodded. “I think they’re just out of sync.”

	 

	“He thinks she’s fucking around.”

	 

	“Maybe she is, but that doesn’t mean she doesn’t still love him.”

	 

	I smiled, remembering what Flynn had said about the difference between what goes on between the legs and between the ears. “We’ll be back here for half-ten. Get a few hours’ sleep then we’ll take you for breakfast.”

	 

	She smiled. “Okay, I’ll snooze for a while then have a bath.”

	 

	I kissed her forehead and went down to say my goodbyes to Stig. Once he’d left, the three of us headed out down the road in the opposite direction to the pub. We covered quite a bit of ground and talked shit for most of the time.

	 

	When we got back to the cottage, Suzy was sitting on the patio wearing her jeans and a pale blue shirt. She had trainers on her feet, and I was relieved to see she’d put on a bra and only a little makeup.

	 

	She greeted Terry and Flynn with hugs, then we walked down to the pub and ordered four full breakfasts. Suzy didn’t ask for extra sausage, which I had been half-expecting. We laughed, drank and ate like regular people. Then we went back to the cottage. While I packed and loaded the bags in the car, Suzy stripped the bed in the master bedroom and put the sheets in the washing machine. We said our goodbyes to Flynn and Terry, then got in our car and started the drive home.

	 

	I waited as long as I could, but my curiosity got the better of me. “So,” I said, glancing at her. “How many visits did you get in the night?”

	 

	She smiled, then turned sideways and leaned back in her seat, looking at my face.

	 

	“What?” I asked.

	 

	She gave me a knowing smile. “Do you just want to know the number, or do you want the details?”

	 

	I laughed, embarrassed. “I want as many details as you can remember.”

	 

	“Want to wait until we’re back home so you can write them all down?”

	 

	“I don’t need to write them down. I’ll remember.”

	 

	“Okay.” She bit her lower lip and took a breath. “You were the only one not to visit more than once.”

	 

	“Yeah, you said. And as I told you, the door was always closed.”

	 

	“So, I assume you all came to the room in the order of the cards I dealt?”

	 

	I nodded.

	 

	“Terry got the highest card?”

	 

	“And the biggest dick. You were very vocal.”

	 

	She laughed.

	 

	“We all heard you coming. Twice.”

	 

	“His cock is amazing but, to be honest, he doesn’t do gentle.”

	 

	My guts tightened. “Did he hurt you?”

	 

	“No, of course not.” She blinked. “Well, with a cock like his it’s bound to hurt a bit, but what I mean is, Terry fucks hard all the time, as if he’s angry. I’d have liked to have ridden his cock and taken it slow, but he never gave me the chance.”

	 

	“So he fucked you hard and you came twice.”

	 

	“Mm hmm.”

	 

	“What about positions?”

	 

	“He pinned my hands above my head on the bed and nailed me hard until I came. He kept going and I came again.”

	 

	“Did he turn you over at the end?”

	 

	Her eyebrows shot up. “Were you guys watching?”

	 

	“No, but I was there for his first two times. He bent you over the sofa for his finish, and he did the same on the table.”

	 

	She seemed to think about it, then nodded. “Maybe he has a really weird come-face.”

	 

	I laughed out loud. “Yeah, maybe.” I glanced at her. “Did he come inside you?”

	 

	“Yeah.” She watched me for a second, then continued. “Stig came in immediately after.”

	 

	“We were all waiting for the sound of the door opening.”

	 

	“Yeah, I guessed that. He said something about me not being able to feel him after Terry had stretched me. I told him I’d feel him fine, but he lifted my legs up onto his shoulders, lubed his cock with Terry’s cum and took me anally.”

	 

	I stared at her, remembering her long wail. “He fucked you up the arse?”

	 

	She smiled and nodded. “I thought you’d like that.”

	 

	In truth, I did. Suzy and I had done anal a handful of times, usually progressing to it when we were both feeling really revved up and dirty. Since she’d mentioned it in the pub, I assume Stig thought it’d be okay for him to do it. “Did you come like that?”

	 

	“No, but he did.”

	 

	“He came up there?”

	 

	She nodded. “And I told him that he’d have to wash his dick before he could stick it anywhere else.”

	 

	That explained why I’d seen him coming out of the bathroom. “And Flynn?”

	 

	“He fucked me really slowly and spent a lot of time playing with my boobs.”

	 

	I hadn’t known Flynn was a tit man. “Did you come with him?” I didn’t need to ask where Flynn had come because it’d still been running out of her when I got there.

	 

	She nodded. “Then it was your turn.”

	 

	“I know all the details of that one.”

	 

	“I think you have an unusual fascination for other men’s cum.”

	 

	“What?”

	 

	“It’s not a criticism, I’m just saying…”

	 

	I wasn’t sure I liked the insinuation. “I don’t think - ”

	 

	“You get a big thrill from going in when I’m flooded.”

	 

	“Who wouldn’t?”

	 

	She giggled. “Don’t get me wrong. The fact you like sloppy seconds turns me on, but don’t you think there’s something homoerotic about it?”

	 

	“No!” I shook my head, appalled by her suggestion. “I don’t have any interest in the man who owns the cock. I just get a buzz from knowing he’s blown his load inside you. There’s nothing homoerotic about that, I just like a slutty woman.”

	 

	There was an amused twinkle in her eye, and the corners of her mouth were turned up. “Whatever. Well, after you’d left, I got maybe an hour’s sleep before Stig returned.”

	 

	“Stig came back first?”

	 

	She nodded. “He slipped into bed and started sucking my nipples. I rolled him on his back and sucked him briefly, then rode him until I came. I asked him where he wanted to come, and he asked to come in my mouth again.”

	 

	“And did he?” Maybe I should have waited until I had a pen and paper. I was losing count.

	 

	“Hmm. He left and I slept for another hour or so, then was woken by Flynn. That was another slow, gentle fuck, and again he came inside me. As soon as Flynn left, Stig walked through the door.”

	 

	“Jesus. He’d complained that Mandy wasn’t giving him what he needed.”

	 

	Suzy laughed. “Well he certainly made up for lost time this weekend. He wanted me on top again, and I took him all the way like that.”

	 

	“And then Terry followed him in?”

	 

	“How do you know that?”

	 

	“I came up when I woke, but the door was closed so I showered. When I got back downstairs, I heard Stig talking to someone on the landing. Then he and Flynn came downstairs so I knew it must have been Terry.

	 

	She nodded. “And he was my last visitor.”

	 

	I’d just stopped at a junction, so turned to look at her and raised my eyebrows.

	 

	She laughed. “Yes, he finished inside with me on my hands and knees.”

	 

	I pulled out and made my way along the road, my mind quickly adding up. “So, Terry and Flynn came to see you twice, and Stig came to see you three times…”

	 

	She nodded, watching my face.

	 

	“I might be wrong, but I think that makes a total of nineteen.”

	 

	“Nineteen?” She bit her lip. “If I’d known that, I’d have demanded one more to make it a nice round number.”

	 

	I smiled. “Do you know how many times you came?”

	 

	“No idea. Too many to count.”

	 

	“Are you sore?”

	 

	She held my gaze, then nodded. “A little. The bath this morning helped.”

	 

	It was hard to remember everything, so I could have miscalculated. I did the running total in my head. “If I’m right, I think Stig comes out as the winner.”

	 

	“What makes you say that?”

	 

	“He came six times.”

	 

	“Six?” She shook her head. “I don’t think - ”

	 

	“If he came to see you three times in the night, it’s six. He started with the free-for-all on the sofa, he helped me spit-roast you in the afternoon, and you sucked him off during the card game.”

	 

	“Oh yeah, I’d forgotten about that.”

	 

	“I doubt he ever will. Not only did he get the highest number, he came in your pussy, your face, your mouth and your backside.”

	 

	“Wow.”

	 

	“He came in your pussy and your mouth twice.”

	 

	She shook her head. “Maybe I should start taking notes.”

	 

	“Terry came in your pussy four times. Flynn came there three times, and once in your mouth.”

	 

	She placed her hand on my leg. “What about you?”

	 

	“I came in your pussy on Friday night, in your mouth in the free-for-all, in your pussy during the spit-roast, on your tits during the card game, and in your pussy the last time in the night.”

	 

	“So you came five times?”

	 

	“Yeah, but only because I had exclusive rights on Friday night.”

	 

	“Well, you can have exclusive rights from now on.”

	 

	I looked at her, surprised. “Are you saying you want to stop giving yourself to other men?”

	 

	“No, of course not. What I’m saying is, I think we should give it a rest for a while. Would you want to do something like that again?”

	 

	I considered it, then nodded. “I think we’ll need to be careful, though. I don’t want any of our regular friends finding out.”

	 

	“There are contact sites we can use.” She slid her hand up my leg to my crotch. “And I thought we might try a holiday that caters for couples who play.”

	 

	I liked that idea. “Will I be able to check what clothes you pack for that holiday?”

	 

	“Ah.” There was a trace of embarrassment in her eyes. “Are you referring to my red dress?”

	 

	“And the red fuck-me shoes.”

	 

	“Well, I may have done a little shopping beforehand.”

	 

	“You knew you were going to fuck us all?”

	 

	“No, but it was a nice fantasy. When I suggested it on Friday night, you seemed to like the idea.”

	 

	“And if I hadn’t?”

	 

	“Then the free use thing wouldn’t have happened, and I’d have saved my red slutty outfit to wear for you one night at home.”

	 

	“You’re definitely going to have to wear it for me at home.”

	 

	She smiled and nodded. “I will, but you might have to wait a few days while my tender bits recover.”

	 

	I laughed and squeezed her hand. “That’s fine. I’ll need some time to recuperate, too.”

	 

	She leaned close and blew in my ear. “If you want to pull into a lay-by, I’ll suck you off to give me a nice round twenty.”

	 

	I shook my head. “You’re going to have to accept you only got nineteen.”

	 

	“Spoilsport.”

	 

	“Yep. You’ll just have to try harder when we’re on that couples’ holiday.”

	 

	“Oh, I will.” She narrowed her eyes. “But…”

	 

	“But what?”

	 

	“I really like the idea of finishing the weekend on a high.”

	 

	I snorted. “You’ve been fucked silly by four guys for the last eighteen hours. How much higher can it get?”

	 

	“I want you to equal Stig’s score of six.” She put her hand back over my crotch.

	 

	I glanced at her, exasperated, then she squeezed my dick and it began to stiffen.

	 

	Suzy gave a smile. “Find somewhere to park.”

	 

	I looked ahead. The road was a narrow two-lane, but there was quite a bit of traffic.

	 

	Suzy started rubbing harder and blowing in my ear. “I want your cum in my mouth,” she whispered in a husky voice.

	 

	“You just want to reach twenty.”

	 

	She giggled. “Maybe…”

	 

	A road sign said there was a picnic area one mile down the road. It was a bright sunny Sunday in the Yorkshire Dales. Every picnic area was going to be teeming with hikers and sightseers, but my dick was now so hard that it was painful. As we approached the pull-off, I slowed down and turned in. There were several cars parked in spaces on the left, but most of the occupants were sitting at the picnic tables about twenty yard away. I pulled into the space farthest from the tables, facing into the trees.

	 

	Suzy quickly undid my buttons and bent over my groin.

	 

	“We can’t do this here,” I hissed.

	 

	“Want to bet?”

	 

	“There are people everywhere. Families.”

	 

	“Just pretend you’re having a break from driving.”

	 

	I was about to object when her lips closed around by dick. I let out a sigh, then checked the mirrors to make sure nobody was approaching the car.

	 

	She licked around my tip for a few seconds and then released it, looking straight up into my eyes. “Why don’t you just think about all the dicks I’ve sucked this weekend, and all the dicks I’m going to suck on our holiday.”

	 

	“And what are you going to think about?”

	 

	“I’m going to think about all the dicks that have fucked me this weekend, and all the others that’ll fuck me on that holiday.”

	 

	With that she took me deep into her mouth, the tip pushing into her throat. I thought about sitting on the patio and overhearing her tell Flynn to let it all go while he fucked her in the red dress, and her grunts while bent over the kitchen table with Terry’s huge cock spitting its load inside her. When I remembered her long wail as Stig entered her anally, my eyes squeezed shut and I gushed down her throat. Suzy moaned and gulped, bobbing her head and swallowing everything I gave her.

	 

	My legs shook and my spine tingled with the release. I took a deep breath and dropped my head back against the headrest.

	 

	Suzy tucked my cock back into my shorts, fastened the buttons of my jeans and gave it a gentle pat. “There you go. That makes six for you.”

	 

	“But more importantly, it makes twenty for you.”

	 

	“Mm.”

	 

	As we put our seatbelts back on, Suzy squeezed my arm. “I think it’s a little weird how you like to keep count of everything.”

	 

	I checked behind and reversed out of the space. Nobody at the picnic tables gave us a second glance. I drove to the junction of the road and looked at her. “I suppose I get a thrill out of the numbers.” I shrugged. “The how many, and where they came.”

	 

	“Yeah, I know.” She grinned. “You’re going to need a pen and paper on our holiday, though.”

	 

	I laughed and pulled out to resume our long journey home. Suzy fell asleep before we’d driven ten miles.
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