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Part 1: Wife is Willing

Chapter 1

Imogen

It was strange going to bed alone; the first time in three years of marriage. I tossed and turned and pulled the sheet up over my head for a while then pushed it down again and huffed. I was wide awake staring up at the ceiling.

I wondered if it’d help rubbing my pussy. I was bare beneath my nightie and freshly waxed, which always felt nice. I rubbed and got some moisture happening, but my mind drifted from the image of the guy who trimmed our hedges today to the fact the hedges are a pain in the butt and an unnecessary expense.

We needed to cut some expenses and that was one that could go. Sorry Todd, but I have a perfectly good husband anyway and you’re only good for fantasy.

I abandoned my pussy and sat up and grabbed my tablet. I still had pages open from browsing new summer fashions. I wanted new tops to wear on the road and in front of the camera. My husband and I did a vlog about ghosts and haunted houses, and he liked to feature me showing off my legs and butt, as he put it.

I clicked and scrolled through a variety of miniskirts. My app allowed the clothing to be put on an image of me so I got a better real-time view of how things would look on me. I eat horribly boring food and work out all the time to keep my teenage figure for as long as I can. At 25 I still have slender thighs and not too much padding on my hips.

I can wear cute little shorts and look good in them, especially my favourite denim cut-offs. I had a few pairs of those and there was nothing new I could find, so I stuck with miniskirts and my avatar tried on a few to make sure they were mini enough and showed off my thigh gap.

I like how broad and flat my crotch is in pretty panties and the way my upper thighs curve outward at the very top to accentuate it. I chose a couple of new skirts that would barely cover my panty crotch and attract men’s eyes to my legs.

With the items in my basket I moved on to crop tops. I have a narrow waist and firm flat belly thanks to my diet and gym workouts. My boobs are a natural D-cup and are firm enough for me to go braless whilst filming. My nipples are high set so there’s a nice bulgy underside that makes a short crop top feel rather sexy.

I like crop tops that come to about mid-way between my boobs and belly button and are open at the bottom with a view up them for men to be drawn to.

I was making a special effort for the upcoming two-day filming trip. I wanted to surprise my husband and challenge how risqué he thinks I should dress.

Let’s see if this shuts up his pestering for shorter skirts and tops!

I dropped three tops into my basket and grabbed some new panties for good measure and paid for it as a store pick-up tomorrow afternoon.

Now my pussy was warmed up tingling away under the tablet and this time when I rubbed it, she tingled even more and got wet fast.

I put my tablet aside and lay back with my hand between my thighs and my fingers slipping in as I rubbed.

I reached into my bedside drawer with my other hand and fished out my clit stimulator. I like the suction cup type. I hoped I had enough in the battery as I’d not charged it since my last playtime a week ago.

It sounded like it was charged enough and when I put the suction cup over my clit the bolt of electricity that shot through me was definitely fully charged.

I held buzzy in place and the tension gradually built in my body, chest, arms and legs and fingers and toes and in every strand of my hair. Then an explosion let loose in my pussy and bolts of electricity shot from every extremity to fill the void with ecstasy.

My explosion throbbed in waves as I held my buzzing toy firmly in place vibrating and sucking on my clit.

I only allowed myself the one peak. That was like an earthquake that came with half a dozen aftershock tremors. When they subsided it would be a matter of keeping buzzy in place and getting my mind around building to another orgasm.

When my husband had control of my clit stimulator I let him play on and make me orgasm over and over but I only usually indulged in one on my own; just enough to take the edge off and stop my mind from churning thoughts and ideas half the night.

No, one orgasmic peak and a bunch of aftershock tremors was enough for tonight. And when I rolled over and pulled the bed clothes around my ear this time I smiled contentedly and went right to sleep.


Chapter 2

Dan sat back in his chair and rubbed his face. He was eye-weary after several hours editing film content for his vlog. The content was four hours of filming with several cameras inside an allegedly haunted house.

There were flashes of shimmering light and creaks and groans of the old house with every door on rusted hinges and the place so dilapidated and drafty that things squeaked all the time.

The idea of the vlog was not to prove or disprove the existence of ghosts, it was about creating interesting content to earn clicks and viewing time. He and his wife crept through the old houses playing up to any creak of a floorboard or movement of a curtain.

It took endless hours of editing and production to get their 30-minute vlog up onto the website twice a week and feed their subscribers. Of course Imogen in her cut-off jean shorts and crop tops during travel helped. Then the white night dress she wore as a gimmick for the haunted house filming was a big drawcard. It was fun for Dan to do the editing to feature her.

He dwelled on that and sipped a glass of scotch and moved the cursor over his ‘favourites’ and clicked on a porno site for a bit of downtime. He followed several other couples doing their own version of vlogging with wife-sharing content.

He clicked on a new video of one of the older couples having invited a young man to a hotel room to fuck the wife. The video was of them meeting at a bar and having a few drinks whilst the young stud sat next to the wife and started by squeezing her leg. He gradually became more and more friendly with her.

Most of the wife-sharing stuff Dan had found was simple ‘wham bam’ fucking with no context. He liked a good story or at least some lead-in to the wife being offered to the other man.

He watched this one being led from the bar with the husband filming from behind and them both looking back at him. In the elevator the young stud kissed the wife for the first time, taking her passionately. She lifted her leg up and he squeezed and rubbed beneath her stockinged thigh to touch the crotch of her panties.

Dan massaged his cock in his pants whilst watching the wife being kissed backwards through the hotel room door and pressed against the wall. She was felt up and had her dress pulled down and her tits sucked.

Dan paused the video there and pulled up a picture of his own wife posing topless for him. It was a picture he’d snapped whilst on holidays at a beachside resort. There were a lot of women sunbathing topless and Imogen had agreed to try it.

In the photo she was protesting and trying to cover herself but they had laughed about it at the time and she agreed to allow Dan to keep the photo.

He kept her on half-screen and played the video on the other half, as he often did. He masturbated to a climax whilst looking back and forth from his topless young wife to the mature wife being fucked by her young lover and playing to the husband filming.

It was three in the morning and Dan was over editing. He tried to adjust his sleep pattern so he could remain awake all night for filming the haunted houses. It was a new idea and this was his third night in preparation, staying up later and later whilst his wife slept. Imogen would be doing more of the daytime driving and keeping normal hours on the road filming.

Dan slipped into bed careful not to wake her. He spooned behind and she welcomed his arm between her warm breasts and cuddled it.

He awoke at midday with the curtains closed and the room in near darkness. The fan was on him but it was hot and he felt sweaty and in need of a shower. He could hear his wife’s laughter and looked out through the block-out curtains to see her hanging washing in the backyard chatting with the woman next door hanging her washing too.

They were a retired couple next door. The old guy was sitting on their back deck with a newspaper and looking over his glasses at the women from time to time. He was always checking Imogen out.

Today she wore a pretty floral print frock. Dan noticed his neighbour especially taking notice when she reached up to peg each item of clothing, her slender thighs a few inches apart and that gap flashing tantalisingly close to her crotch with her arms raised.

Imogen finished hanging washing and got straight into her car and drove off, to run an errand or perhaps meet up with her sister or one of her girlfriends, as she had been doing each day to keep out of the house whilst Dan tried to sleep in.

He had a cool shower and some midday breakfast then went out to the garage to continue getting the van ready for the next haunted house road trip. They were leaving tomorrow.

He serviced the van and had to fit a new camera stand on the side mirror. The vlogs always included a few minutes of road tripping to show where the houses were, particularly when there were creepy little towns to drive through on the way.

He serviced and packed his drone and camera equipment then took the van to the local service station and filled it with fuel. On the way home he pulled up at a building site. It was a new home almost ready to move into apart from the clean-up of the site. It was the last building site Dan had worked on as a plumber.

He was 28 years old and had done a plumbing apprenticeship right out of school. He was missing the physical work a little, and the comradery with workmates, the Friday afternoon session at the pub and the attention his wife used to get from the other men on site when she’d bring his lunch, as she always used to.

Dan got a hell of a thrill out of Imogen being whistled at and ogled by his workmates and was missing that until a month ago when they rented out their basement to a carpenter mate of his.


Chapter 3

Brad’s room was tiny now that he’d sectioned off an area for a kitchen but it was all he needed. He’d had a wash on the building site and only had to get changed out of his grubby work clothes.

He was back out the door on his way to the pub for dinner. The kitchen he’d built was more of a kitchenette, good for making breakfast or a sandwich and cuppa.

He had a deal with the local pub owner for a discount if he ate there every night. It was far easier than shopping and cooking and cleaning up afterwards, especially when he worked quite long hours sometimes.

Brad was between jobs at the moment and had been doing a kitchen renovation for a friend the last few days. He was a contractor so worked his own hours, which was up to 14 hours a day, seven days a week when there was a deadline or it was often a week or more between jobs.

He was looking forward to the next few days on the road helping his buddy out with haunted house vlogging. It was going to be interesting to see how that was all done, since he was a dedicated fan of the channel.

It was also going to not be difficult at all spending two days on the road with his buddy’s wife Imogen.

Brad’s own wife had recently left him for her millionaire boss and he was still trying to get his head around that. They had been married five years. She was his high school sweetheart and he’d never imagined life without her.

This was a whole new world he was suddenly faced with and had no idea what he was doing, other than to keep his head down working and saving for a new house. The sale of the old one was going through and he’d get half of it.

Unfortunately they didn’t have much equity after all the cruises Helen had made him take her on and all the jewellery she’d bought. She’d kept all of that in the settlement and he’d kept his work truck and tools.

There was no way in the world he’d be going back to Helen. That was history. But going forward was weird. He’d never really looked at other women and had no clue how to do dating as a grown man.

Here at the pub each night he’d notice attractive women but hadn’t yet figured out how to approach one. Of course the public bar on a Friday afternoon was all men anyway, and any women who did dare to take a seat would be hit on and surrounded in pretty quick time.

There were skills Brad would need to learn and develop before being able to compete in that situation.

Here in the bistro the groups were all settled and unless you knew someone you didn’t have an opportunity to talk to them. The pub restaurant was a place to have a meal with family or friends. It was not a pickup joint, it seemed.

And what the hell was Brad supposed to do with a woman anyway till he could sort his own life out? He was lonely for one and desperate to get hold of an upper thigh or a boob, or to feel soft fingers around his cock, or warm lips or … Fuck man don’t even think about it, he chastised himself whilst watching the young waitress deliver plates of food to a nearby table.

The waitresses here at the pub wore short skirts and tight-fitting polo shirts. They weren’t helping his cause. Unless he could think of a pickup line that might work on one of them, who was probably doing it tough enough getting through their shift without being hit on by a customer.

Brad ate his meal then had a couple of beers whilst playing the poker machines. It was too early to go home to his tiny room and watch TV yet.


Chapter 4

Imogen

My husband Dan had invited his best mate to move into our basement a month ago and that had really taken the pressure off us financially. Brad was a nice quiet guy, you hardly knew he was there. He was paying us a generous rent for a small apartment and it nearly covered our mortgage payments.

It was fantastic. We were trying to establish a living by vlogging about ghost houses. We were gradually gaining momentum with subscribers and advertising income. It was all about momentum though. You have to get content out there and that costs money.

We had just tipped the balance a few months ago and started making more than it was costing. But we needed to keep at it and keep making content. We couldn’t afford to stop and get jobs.

Brad moving in and paying rent was a real boost and the small inconvenience was well worth it for me. The apartment downstairs was mostly self-contained. It had a kitchen and toilet. Brad only needed to come upstairs to use the laundry and the main bathroom for his showers.

We saw him once every evening at 8.30pm, you could set your clock by his shower time. And he did his washing every Saturday morning.

He really was a nice guy too, way nicer than the bitch who left him for another man. Helen was her name. We used to hang out as couples a lot until about a year ago when she started leaving him. She had met this other guy about then and her and Brad’s marriage was in gradual decline.

We still saw plenty of Brad because he and Dan hung around together. They follow the same sports and went to games a lot together, well, until our vlogging business meant we were away on the road all the time.

It was good having Brad around now and he was coming on our next trip with us. That was going to be fun, and good for him I hoped. He was pretty down after splitting from his bitch wife and needed a boost.

The way it seemed to me, the guy had been lonely for the best part of a year, not just the last month. As a female, I could tell he was desperate for attention.

I tended to let him look at me a little more than I probably should, looking away and pretending not to notice when his gaze went down my top or caressed up my legs.

He was an attractive guy though, so it was kind of fun and exciting for me too. I always dressed to show skin, so it was no big deal to show a little more for a lonely guy I respected so much. He was a builder by trade and was always helping friends and family with their home renovations for nothing.

Brad helped Dan build our back deck and my pergola. The guy saved us thousands and here he was virtually paying our mortgage now for the use of a tiny bedroom with a kitchenette and toilet; a kitchenette he built himself by the way, adding more value to our property, and out of a sink and cupboards he’d reclaimed from a building site and charged us nothing for.

Yes I’d been more than happy to show Brad a bit of skin around the house this past month, and I’d picked out some cute clothes for him to see me in for our next vlogging trip. We were leaving tomorrow morning, a two-day road trip with a stop at a haunted house each night.

It was going to be good having the three of us onsite at the haunted houses. So far we’d been arriving and setting up camp outside the house in the evenings and filming until about midnight. On this trip we were going to be filming inside the haunted house, if we could get in, into the early hours or even all night, but only one of us.

That would be Dan alone in the house of course. You wouldn’t catch me dead alone in a haunted house at night. Or I suppose that’s the only way you would catch me in one – haunting it myself.

I was a total believer in ghosts but Dan’s the opposite, a total sceptic. That’s what our subscribers loved, the way that played out between us. Me freaking out at every sound and Dan brushing it off and dragging me through the dark creaky rooms to investigate.

Our plan was to play up to this with our subscribers. It was going to be Dan filming inside the haunted houses in the dead of night on his own and in time the pressure was going to mount trying to get me to do it. The pressure from our subscribers and the tension and anticipation, and then I’ll finally have to give in and do it. Oh my god!

But not quickly, and I doubted I’d be giving in on this trip. They were two pretty good sites, abandoned farmhouses out in the country. One even had its own ancient graveyard no less.

“Hey man, you all packed?” Dan asked Brad, he’d come upstairs for his shower. It must be 8.30.

“Yeah all set. How are you going, still trying to stay up all night?”

“Yeah, I did till three this morning. I’ll make it all the way through tonight and try and get some sleep in the back of the van tomorrow, be ready for tomorrow night. Should be cool,” Dan explained. He’d been gradually changing his sleep patterns over the past week so he’d be able to stay up and film all night over the next two.

That’s another bonus having a third person along, to share the driving with me, since I wasn’t a big fan of endless hours behind the wheel. I didn’t mind a road trip as a passenger watching the scenery. Better to have a guy along to do most of the driving though hehe. They’re good for a couple of things and that’s one of them.

I was getting checked out whilst my husband and his friend talked. I wore a short nightie and had my legs tucked up on the lounge. Brad’s gaze kept flashing to the back of my thighs where I could feel the crotch of my panties was showing. I was blushing and staring at the TV like I didn’t notice.

The truth was I’d worn the nightie and picked out the panties especially so it was no accident I was sitting the way I was at 8.30. My goal was to make Brad masturbate to the thought of me.

I knew he had a nice big penis. Helen had told me, and I could see the size of his package easily enough. I liked the thought of him touching himself and thinking about me.

I made a point of brushing close and touching him whenever I got the chance. I also made a habit of hugging him goodnight after his shower. I’d started doing that when he moved in to console him having been dumped by the bitch, and Dan hadn’t said anything yet so I was still doing it.

Dan’s hand was resting on my hip. I was leaning against him getting cuddled. His fingertips stroked just below the hem of my nightie, like he was checking how much I was showing. They were still chatting about their football team news and I felt myself blushing deeper.

When Brad finally went into the bathroom Dan kissed the top of my head. “It’s good you’re starting to relax more with Brad staying baby. I don’t mind you just in a nightie like this, the guy could use the help with his confidence.”

I blushed deeper. “Um?”

“No, I mean it’s all good, he’s always looked at you admiringly and it’s nice that you’re kind of letting him a bit more now.”

I swallowed. “He’s a nice guy, I don’t mind him looking a little bit.”

My husband stroked over my butt with his fingertips. He kissed the top of my head again. “Feels like you’re showing more than a little bit sitting like that in your nightie, baby.”

“Mmm they’re pyjama panties,” I squeaked as fingertips were slicing back and forth through the crotch of them now. “Um Dan?”

“No it’s okay,” he crooned and wiggled a fingertip into the base of my vagina through my panties. “Oh yeah, you’re wet too eh?”

“Um you’re making me wet doing that.”

I dug my nails into his chest. He rubbed around in circles and made me squelch. He sought the edge of my panty crotch and wiggled his fingers under and inserted them to the knuckle.

“Oh yes completely slick,” he crooned some more. “Might have to see to that tonight before I tuck you in.”

“Mmm hmm, it’s our last chance for a few nights,” I pointed out.

“Yeah two nights for us and over six months for Brad, since the last time Helen, you know!”

“Oh really? The poor guy,” I said sucking in a breath.

My husband lifted my chin and kissed my lips softly. He stared into my eyes and inserted his fingers deeper in my pussy. “He’s going to enjoy his hug tonight with you in a thin nightie. Do you want to give him an extra long one, let him have a bit of a squeeze?”

“Oh. Okay. If you want me to.”

Dan nodded, still staring into my eyes. “I think he really needs it baby. Make sure you press your tits against him, yeah?”

“Uh huh, I usually do a little bit. I try to.”

“Yeah that’s good, and he’ll feel your nipples through his t-shirt.”

“Yes but why Dan? What are you even thinking?”

“I don’t know, nothing more than you probably. I don’t mind sharing you with him a little bit with us all in the one house, and especially with this road trip and living in even closer quarters.

“You’re all woman baby and attractive as fuck. The guy can’t help noticing.”

Dan smoothed the crotch of my panties back into place. I could feel them sticking to me. He rubbed through my slit and kissed me again. “There that’s better, a nice little camel toe for him yeah?”

“Mmm should I let him look again?”

“Yeah I’ll stop him when he comes out then I’ll head into the kitchen while he’s getting his hug so you can let it go on longer. Then I’ll come back and we’ll go to bed for a while, okay?”

“Oh my god, you’d better take me to bed after this Dan, I’m so turned on right now.”

“Yeah me too, I’ve been thinking this anyway and with you coming out in your nightie tonight..!”


Chapter 5

Imogen

I was in a complete daze. When Brad came from his shower Dan had something about the football on TV and they looked at it together, something about player transfers for the coming season.

Brad kept looking back and forth from the screen and indulging in glances at the back of my legs. Dan kept him there for a while then went to the kitchen.

“Okay bright and early in the morning then!” Brad smiled at me.

“Oh yes,” I stood and went to him and hugged him. “It’s so great you’re coming with us Brad. It’s going to be fun too.”

I had my head against his neck, almost under his chin because he’s that much taller than me. I had my arms up around his neck and my body pressed to his. My tits were squashed against his chest and I felt his package against my mons.

He cuddled me back, it was already a second longer than usual. His fingers dug into me, one of his hands beneath a tit and his thumb against the side of it. I could feel him squeezing tighter like he really did need this.

“How are you going anyway Brad, are you ready to move on from Helen yet?”

“Yeah I don’t know, I want to but it’s not easy getting back on the horse, so to speak.”

I was stroking the back of his neck and he was stroking my sides. It was turning into a nice cuddle.

“Is this okay?” I whispered.

He gulped. “Yeah it’s nice.”

“You can hold me for longer if you need to. I don’t mind.”

He swallowed hard again and his hands moved to knead my flesh more firmly. I reached down and moved the hand beneath my breast upward until he was touching it properly. “It’s okay, you can feel me if you want to. Just a little bit.”

“Uh jeez Imogen.” His arms were all the way around me but only his fingers were reaching my breast properly. He rubbed it and felt over my nipple, capturing it between his fingers and squeezing.

We could hear Dan making toast and coffee in the kitchen.

“Mmm that’s nice Brad, I hate that you’re all alone and hurting now.”

“Uh yeah this helps,” the man gulped again.

I kept hold of his hand on my tit and twisted around to back against him, lifting his other hand and placing it over my other tit as well. “That better?” I uttered, reaching back up to hold him around the neck and thrusting my boobs for him. “Just for a minute though.”

My husband’s friend kneaded my globes and tweaked my nipples through my thin nightie. I snuggled back against his face and pressed my butt against his firm package.

“Damn it Imogen this is amazing. I hardly remember...”

“Mmm well Brad’s going to walk back in any minute,” I warned.

“Yeah right. Fuck.”

I giggled and squirmed away. “There, are you back on the horse now?”

I looked down at his package and glared up. “It looks like you’re ready to ride.”

“Oh shit, sorry!”

“No it’s fine, it’s only natural and a compliment to me,” I blushed and bit my lip. “A big compliment!”

He covered himself with his hands. “I better go,” he said and motioned back over his shoulder with a toss of his head.

“Okay goodnight, and yes bright and early!”

I followed to the basement stairs. He looked back from his door and did a little wave. I was still biting my guilty smile. The way he had felt my boobs had weakened my legs and made my brain go to mush.

Dan came from the kitchen and took me by the hand and straight to bed.

He stripped me. I lay there like a ragdoll and let my husband have his way with me. He bent my legs up and spread them fucking me slow and deep sending me into orgasm.

Then Dan growled into the pillow beside my head and shuddered as he ejaculated inside me.

“Oh yeah so fucking hot and wet.”

“Uh huh that was crazy Dan. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“It was fantastic baby, I felt so good for the guy. You’ve got to let him do that again sometimes. It was good for you too, wasn’t it?”

“Yes of course, he’s got such big strong hands. I loved it.”

“Okay that’s good then. Perhaps if we let him get a bit handsy with you while we’re away he might regain some confidence. I was thinking of suggesting we let him sleep with you in the van instead of his little tent. What would you think of that baby?”

“What? Um. I don’t know. Do you mean to sleep beside me or cuddling me?”

“I don’t know, maybe cuddling?” My husband turned his head to look at me. “How would you feel about being shared for the two nights we’re on the road sweetheart, being fucked by both of us?”

My heart thumped. I held my husband’s eyes.

“Would you enjoy it, sweetheart? Be honest.”

I rolled my eyes. “Well. Yes. Yes I’d enjoy it, of course I would. Brad’s a nice guy and nice looking. Any girl would want to have sex with him if it was on offer, but what about you Dan, how would you feel?”

“I’m not certain but it’s something I’ve always been curious about, wife sharing. It seems like a perfect opportunity to try it.”

“Hmm, wife sharing huh? It sounds naughty when you call it that.”

“Well I guess it is, which is why it’s taboo, but it also makes good sense in a situation like this. Rather than Brad being a third wheel and missing out all the time, you could easily take it from both of us and we all go to sleep satisfied.

“I mean a woman can easily satisfy two men, right? I mean physically, you can just lie there if you’re worn out and let the second one fuck you as well.”

I blushed all over in the dim light. There was only the light from the hallway and cracked open bedroom door.

“Like I’m spent right now sweetheart, but you could easily take another man, couldn’t you?”

“Um yes I suppose,” I uttered. “It’s fine to lie there as the girl sometimes, I don’t mind doing that for guys, I’ve done it plenty of times before, as has every woman. Or to just suck a guy off to satisfy him. I don’t know how many times I’ve done that.”

My husband turned onto his side and looked down at me. He cupped a breast and thumbed over the nipple. “So let Brad feel you up while he’s cuddling you, like you did out there. And fuck you in the back of the van each night and maybe get a few blowjobs off you over the course of the weekend?” He sucked a nipple. “And same for me?”

I rolled my eyes and thrust my chest as he continued.

“And the same for you baby; two men kissing you and cuddling you and feeling you up and sucking your nipples. Two men going down on you and licking your pussy and making you cum on their fingers. Two cocks inside you, mine before I start filming and his through the night.

“Wouldn’t you like that?” my husband crooned.

I drew a big breath and expelled. “Hmm I’d be dripping the whole time with two of you. With no decent shower, you might have to clean me up after each other.”

“Sure, a warm washcloth and a little lick before we hop on,” Dan chuckled, still sucking on my nipples.

“Hmm,” I smiled to myself at the thought of being sponged and licked clean; the idea of Brad ‘hopping on’ and fucking me; the idea of a weekend on the road as a cum dolly for two virile men.

“You’d have to talk to him Dan. I wouldn’t know what to say,” I moaned.

“I know. If we decide to do this I’ll go have a chat with him tonight. Maybe you could go pay him a visit afterwards so the ice is broken before we head off tomorrow? The guy’s probably already worked up after having a feel of you sweetheart. He’s probably desperate for a release,” my husband said and drew a circle just below my belly button and continued.

“It’s an intense idea that his sperm would be competing with mine inside here, both trying for your egg.”

“Mmm Dan, don’t tease me with that or you’ll really make me want to do it.”

“Yeah, so it would be risky right now, would it?”

“Yes. Always. And more so now in the middle of my cycle than at other times. I can’t believe how lucky we’ve been for me not to get preggers since I went off the pill.”

My husband kissed me again. “Okay. So should we just risk it with him too then?”

“Oh my god this is crazy talk Dan!”


Chapter 6

Imogen

This was crazier than my husband realised. There was a whole other side to me, or depth to my sex life, that he didn’t know of.

We were buying our house off my parents. This was my family home and where I grew up from my early teens until I moved out at 20. At 18 I was seduced by Mr Vance from next door. He was in his early fifties and just turning grey. He was the same age as my dad and was good friends with him. They used to hang out together all the time.

At first it was just the looks he’d give me and how thrilling it was to play up to that and tease him. He was really bold grabbing me and tickling me in front of everybody and even his wife used to let him get away with it.

Then one time not long after my 18th birthday I ended up giggling on his lap and he put a hand up my top and squeezed a boob through my bra. We were in his garage sitting on his big old leather recliner he’s still got in there. We had been playing pool, as we often did, and no one else was around.

I froze at first but as he worked my nipple through my bra I couldn’t help responding the way I always do. I was stuck in place but I wasn’t frozen anymore, I was melting on his lap.

“You should wear tops like this more often Imogen, it’s good for letting guys imagine what’s up them,” he had crooned into my ear making me tingle. Oh I remember that so well.

It was one of my first ever crop tops and I’d worn it to tease the guy whilst playing pool. When I had to bend over he could easily see up it to the underside of my boobs. The tease had worked better than intended and I remember thinking it was my own fault that I ended up on his lap with his big rough hands on me.

Oh I love it when a man has rough hands. Mr Vance is a bricklayer and has the strongest, roughest hands in the world, I’m sure.

I was on his lap in a breezy skirt that had lifted when he pulled me onto him. I was sitting on him in panties and could feel him flexing under my butt. “But Mr Vance!” I had protested, thinking guiltily about his wife. I remember clearly thinking of Mrs Vance at that point.

“No don’t worry love, Mrs Vance and I have an arrangement. She forgives me and I forgive her.”

That was exactly the line he had delivered. I remembered it word for word and the idea was what made this current situation with my husband and his friend make some kind of sense. I was sure Mr Vance shared his wife back then too. Perhaps he still did?

Anyway, it was all very confusing to me at the time. But I can’t move when a man plays with my nipples and with Mr Vance’s rough hands and strong fingers, I was gone completely.

He freed his cock and slipped it into me through the crotch of my pretty lace panties I’d worn to tease myself as well as him. I’d had sex a few times before that but obviously not with a man my dad’s age.

Once he knew he had gotten me he asked if I was on the pill and I said I was. Then he picked me up and bent me over the pool table and fucked me properly. He was telling me how beautiful I was and how excited he was to be having sex with a girl my age.

I can remember the feel of his rough hands under my shirt and holding my bare hips as he slammed against me. His big thick cock plunged in and out. It excited me as much as it was him. And when he reached up and lifted my bra so my tits were bouncing out the bottom of my crop top and he pinched my nipples, I had my first ever orgasm that I hadn’t done myself.

Mr Vance stopped humping me and let me orgasm on his cock whilst feeling my tits bare. That was when I developed this fascination for crop tops; the one I had put away for five years and was indulging in again this summer.

So anyway, that first time with Mr Vance culminated in him cumming inside me and him sending me home to my parents with my poor little pussy stretched open and dripping his cum.

I remember being grabbed on my way to the back door and dad asking for help to put up this little greenhouse kit in my soaked panties. If only he knew!

“Have you been over there bothering Mr Vance again love?”

“Um yes. But he said it’s no bother; I can go over and play pool anytime I like.”

My dad had chuckled. “I see we created a monster teaching you. Who’d have thought, you being a girl?”

Well I’m an expert pool player now because I spent so many afternoons practicing in Mr Vance’s garage. I suppose it turned out to be an arrangement where I got to play and he got to have sex with me.

It went on for the two years between age 18 and 20 when I only casually dated guys my own age; and not often at all. I enjoyed sex more with Mr Vance because he knew what he was doing and how my body worked. I even let him share me with one of his mates a couple of times and I’d be sent home to my dad full of cum from two of his neighbours.

Mmm. It would be so exciting sneaking past the loungeroom braless under my crop top with cum from two older men sopping the crotch of my panties.

It was similar to my husband’s idea. I wasn’t a wife being shared back then but it was still one of me and two of them, with their big balls full of cum.

***


Part 2: Wife Wide Open

Chapter 1

Dan stood at the doorway to his basement where his best mate lived. He had just left his wife in bed after their love making session.

Dan was about to ask his mate Brad if he’d like to have sex with Imogen as well. The guy had no one and didn’t have the confidence to go out and meet a woman since being dumped by his wife. Brad wanted to help his good buddy out and Imogen had agreed to do it.

Finding the words to get that conversation started wasn’t going to be easy. Dan took a big breath and knocked.

“Yo come in!” his buddy called out.

Dan opened the door and went in, walking down the stairs finding Brad on his one recliner with a bottle of scotch open on the small coffee table beside him. “Hey buddy, can I have one of those?”

Brad reached to a shelf behind him and got another glass and poured Dan a double.

“Cheers man, thanks,” Dan said and turned the one dining chair around and sat on it. “So buddy, I’ve got an interesting proposition for you.”

“Oh yeah?” Brad asked as he poured himself another drink.

“Yeah, so lately I’ve been surfing some wife sharing porn. Mostly older couples vlogging like we do but that’s actually their content; letting other guys fuck the wife. You ever watched any of that?”

“Yeah you see a bit no matter what you search. There’s a lot of it, but most of it looks contrived.”

“Uh fuck. I just realised you’d probably be a bit sensitive to it with your ex having cheated on you. Fuck, sorry man.” Dan apologised. The thought hadn’t occurred to him at all.

“THE ex, not MY ex. But it’s cool man, no big deal. It’s totally different if the husband’s into it. I agree it’s pretty hot to watch. I like the creampie clips where multiple dudes are involved and the husband’s filming. I usually search creampie gangbangs and it’s often a wife sharing thing that’s the best of them.”

“Yeah definitely, my favs are the dogging ones but you’re right, most of them are contrived. Then you get the odd good one though and the wife takes it over and over, cum dripping everywhere. That’s so fucking hot!”

“Haha yeah. Why? Are you and Imogen thinking of going dogging on this trip, are you? Just wanted to warn me?” Brad chuckled jokingly.

Dan didn’t answer but held his buddy’s eyes and shrugged then took a calming sip of scotch.

“Fuck no! You’re shitting me!” Brad gasped.

“Well no, I’m not taking Imogen dogging or offering her up for any kind of gang bang. But we were thinking of something if you’d be interested? Something between the three of us on this trip.”

Brad swallowed hard and his eyes bulged.

Dan felt it was best to simply ask the question at that point.

“Would you like to fuck Imogen, man? Would you be into that between the three of us?”

“Uh, no-brainer question mate. Course I would,” Brad answered plainly too. “Fuck, tell me what I have to do?”

Dan smiled. Relief flooded through him having got that out. “Man don’t worry, I’m not talking about anything with me and you. I’m thinking of us getting with her separately. Like with you sleeping with her in the van while I’m doing my filming. I don’t want to watch or anything.”

“Uh yeah right, yeah that’d be freaky to be watched,” Brad chuckled uneasily. “It’d be a dream to get with her though man, what are you guys even thinking, you sure it’d be alright with her too?”

Dan nodded and took another sip of scotch. Brad picked up the bottle and poured him some more. His hand shook and the bottle clanged on the glass.  “Fuck I’m so nervous,” he admitted.

“Yeah me too buddy, it was tough getting through just asking you that, getting it out there. I mean there are two things from Imogen’s point of view. One is that she’s into you and the other she’s sorry that you’re on your own. Which is yeah, kind of a mercy fuck situation but, eh!”

“Yeah na, I’ll take that. I don’t care if it’s a mercy fuck,” Brad assured quickly and chuckled.

Dan chuckled too. “Yeah and for me it’s more about wanting to know what it’s like doing it in real life rather than watching porn. I want to know what it’s like with another dude nailing my wife and I wouldn’t let anyone else so you’re it buddy!”

Brad drew a big breath and expelled. “I’ll do whatever you say man. Whatever you want.”

Dan nodded then sipped some more scotch. “I want you to nut in her.”

Brad nodded quickly. “Fuck yeah, course.”

“We’re not sure how safe it’ll be, she’s not on the pill or anything. We haven’t been using anything these past few months and she hasn’t gotten preggers yet but you never know eh. It just wouldn’t be the same with um, well talking about creampies, right?”

Dan gulped. “I’d love to give Imogen a creampie man. It’s been so long, the first one’s gonna be fucking huge.”

Brad flushed embarrassingly. “Yeah that’s good man, I hope it is.” He nodded. “She’s coming down after we’re done talking so you can get that first one off tonight if you want?”

“Oh yeah fuck, you bet. What, she’s just gonna um..?”

“Yeah man, she’d be up there going nuts waiting right now. She’s probably trying to listen through the door.”

Dan drank the last of his scotch. “Man I don’t know, even if you need to get a couple of loads off the first time if it’s been a while. You can fuck my wife as many times as you can, try and get a couple of loads off in her mouth over the weekend too if you want. She wants to suck you off as well. Only when either of us get her alone though, okay? Look all you want when I’m round but wait till I’m gone before you grab her eh!”


Chapter 2

Brad sat stunned as he watched his good mate walk back up the stairs.

Dan hadn’t closed the door behind him and after a moment there was a gentle knock. Brad went up to the landing and looked out to see Imogen standing in her nightie twisting her arms together in front of herself.

“Hey,” he said, blushing as deeply as she was.

“Hi I just um, I came to see you,” she uttered.

“Uh fuck yeah,” he said and took her hand, pulling her inside.

She stumbled in and he caught her and pushed her back against the closed door.

“Oh fuck,” he said again and looked down then up her body. Her eyes were glazed and her lips parted. He kissed her lips; he couldn’t help himself. “Sorry,” he said.

She swallowed and took a breath. “It’s okay.”

He felt her tits through the sheer nightie. She had her hands flat against the door behind her back and thrust her chest. He massaged both globes and rubbed over the nipples. She stared down at him doing that.

A string slipped from one of her shoulders and he tugged it down more to reveal one tit. He bent to it and sucked it and she whimpered.

He latched onto the nipple and sucked whilst swirling his tongue around it. She seemed to be sliding down the door so he scooped her up in his arms and carried her down into his room.

He lay her on the bed and crawled over her to pull the other side of her nightie down and suck that nipple into his mouth.

“Aw fuck these are nice,” he groaned.

She was arching her chest off the bed. “Mmm do you like them Brad?”

He squeezed both tits and thumbed back and forth across the wet nipples. “I’ve been dying to get a proper look.”

“I’ve been trying to let you,” she smiled.

Brad lifted and took her lips again. He sought entry with his tongue and she moaned into his mouth whilst continuing to thrust her tits for him to massage and play with.

He swirled his tongue around hers. She was opening so wide for him and he just about stuck his tongue down her throat he was so desperate for this.

He broke off the kiss and stroked her face then kissed her softly again. He kissed her cheeks and her nose and eyes and her forehead.

He made his way back down and took her lips again. He kissed her passionately and she moaned into his mouth but pushed against him and gulped.

“Um, did Dan tell you I’m not on the pill at the moment?”

Brad nodded stiffly, holding the woman’s eyes. “Is that okay?”

She blushed a little deeper and bit her lip.

“Doesn’t bother me,” he told her and kissed her lips softly again. “Are you trying to get preggers Imogen?”

“Um not really trying, just not worrying about it if it happens.”

Brad nodded more and drew a breath. “And if it happened with me?”

“Um, I don’t know, I wouldn’t mind and Dan wants you to cum inside me.”

“Yeah fuck, I haven’t cum inside a woman in so long. Hope you’re ready to be filled up.”

“Uh huh, yes please,” the woman smiled. “I’d love to be full of your cum Brad. I’m excited for it. I love the thought of you being all banked up and needing a release inside a woman. Lucky me!”

“Fuck yeah, I’m banked up alright,” Brad groaned and kissed his way back down to Imogen’s tits.

He had another little suck on one nipple then the other before kissing his way downward and bunching her nightie up over her belly and kissing that.

The woman was writhing her butt off the mattress and moaning.

Brad kissed her mons. It was cool and a little sticky. He ducked beneath one leg and she whimpered as he spread her and looked at her pussy. It was open a little and glistening pink inside.

He kissed it and her body convulsed. “Uh huh, huh,” she whimpered louder.

Brad peeled her pussy lips open with his thumbs and tickled a pointed tongue up through her vagina.

“Uh yeah,” he groaned at the strong taste of sex. It’s what he remembered but there was more. He understood this was his friend’s wife and he was obviously still having sex with her, very recently judging by the taste of her.

He continued to lick into her pussy and swirl his pointed tongue around her clit.

Brad settled to tongue lashing the woman’s clit and inserted his middle finger to rub inside. The feel of penetrating her made his cock flex harder. She had her one foot planted with her other leg still over his shoulder.

He fucked her with his finger and sucked hard on her clit until he felt her inner walls clench and begin to throb.

He let her orgasm for a minute then pulled his finger out of the suction and got on top of her.

He pushed his pants around his knees and freed his cock. He thrust and entered her. “Ahh huh huh,” she moaned out loud and he pulled back and thrust hard again, this time holding still.

He felt deep inside and she was opening for him and beginning to melt over the length of his shaft.

The thrill of being inside his buddy’s wife hit him in a rush and he held the top of her head and rolled his pelvis and fucked her. She moaned with each thrust into her, her tits surged and her nipples rubbed his chest.

Imogen clawed his back and raked his thighs with her heels. He hooked one of her legs and pinned it up, spreading her wider and hammering and grinding into her.

Brad settled into rhythm fucking his friend’s wife with deep searching thrusts, spearing into her and forcing the head of his cock into tightness. She was tight all the way through her vagina but extra restrictive in deep.

He continued to probe with the head of his cock and surged as deep as he could then held firmly against her as his balls throbbed and spurts of cum erupted from them. “Nya fuck yeah!”

“Uh huh, I can feel you throbbing Brad, that’s so sexy.”

Brad pulled back and thrust again, squirming against the woman’s open cunt to deliver the remainder of his sperm load into her belly.

“Uh huh, huh,” she moaned and tensed beneath him, her internal passage gripping tight and taking over throbbing as Brad’s cock stopped and remained flexed firm inside her.

“Uh yeah, I can feel you throbbing now Imogen. Damn you’re tight.”

“Uh huh, huh... huh huh, huh,” she moaned and panted, digging her nails into his back and squirming split over the base of his cock. “Uh huh, stay in me, that’s so deep, so nice.”

Brad took her open mouth in a kiss and resumed thrusting and fucking her. She broke off the kiss and buried her face against his neck. He kept rolling his pelvis and surging in and out of her.

His balls tingled half full again and he slammed into her and held her eyes as he pumped more sperm into her belly.

“Uh huh,” she uttered and bit her lip.

Brad drew a big breath. “Dan said I could fill you.”

“Mmm it feels like it’s shooting straight into my belly. You can fill that up all weekend if you want.”

Brad still had her leg pinned upward, spread as wide as her legs went. He relaxed his hold and lifted his upper body to look down at their joining. She took over holding her leg up.

He rolled his pelvis and pulled back then slid back into her. She craned her neck to watch him.

“Do you need to cum again?” she asked sweetly.

Brad shook his head. “It just feels so good after this long.”

“Uh huh, would you like to spoon me and do that from behind? I love it like that after sex when I’m all wet and gooey from a guy. Plus you can have a cuddle of me and play with my tits with your rough builder hands if you want.”

“Oh yeah, you like rough hands do you?”

The woman nodded and smiled gleefully.

Brad pulled out and she flipped over and scooted back against him. He thrust and she guided his cock back in then pulled his hand up to cover a tit.

She drew and expelled a big breath, thrusting her tits and flaring her hips. “Do you like that I’m your friend’s wife Brad, is that exciting for you?”

“Yeah definitely! I can still see you in your wedding dress on the day Imogen. I remember what I was thinking then too, like every other guy there.”

“Mmm, do tell. What were you thinking?”

“I was thinking how lucky Dan was to be the one who got to unwrap you that night. To hold you through the night like this and fuck you.”

“Uh huh, if I’d only known how deep you can penetrate me,” Imogen moaned and squished back hard. “I never thought about it on my wedding day but I look at the photos of you standing beside Dan and fantasise sometimes. I imagined being taken to bed by the best man instead of the groom.”

She held Brad’s hand against her tit and wiggled back on his cock. “Oh wow you’re still so hard, this is amazing.”

“Yeah I can go three times. The third one takes forever though. I used to jack off after Helen went to sleep sometimes, after cumming in her twice and getting pushed away.”

“Hmm I’d never push a lover away if he needed more. It’s going to be so fun sleeping in the back of the van where there’s nowhere to escape to anyway.”

“Yeah, you’re super tight too Imogen. Your pussy and in deep as well. You’re already filling my balls again.”

“Mmm hmm, that’s my job this weekend, to fill your balls and let you fuck me and cum inside me. I’m a little wifey with two husbands to take care of, and especially my new one.” She snuggled with her head and reached back to hold Brad to her by the neck.

“This is yours for the next two days and nights Brad. My pussy and all the way inside me where your cock is right now. I’m yours to fuck as many times as you want when my other hubby is busy filming.”


Chapter 3

Imogen

I was rolled onto my front and kept my pelvis flared whilst my husband’s best friend lay on my back and froggy fucked me. He was so huge and stiff inside me and his big dangly balls were wetly slapping my butt.

Lucky he had filled me with so much cum because he was still going after another twenty minutes and I’d stuffed a pillow under my hips to hold myself at the right angle for him.

I was tired and my poor little pussy was numb. I’d heard about this from Helen but couldn’t relate to her issue until now. She used to complain that Brad wanted sex all the time and was never satisfied.

Well I prided myself on being able to satisfy men with sex and was still up for the challenge here. I could tell by Brad’s snarls that he was getting close but he slowed and seemed to control it. “Uh fuck you feel good Imogen, your pussy’s so tight.”

“Mmm hmm, I’m too tired to squeeze you anymore, am I still tight enough?” I uttered back over my shoulder. “Are you going to cum again soon?”

“Yeah that was close that time,” he snarled against my ear.

He had been up on his arms for a while but was covering my back and squeezing one of my tits again. The pace of his thrusts increased and I made an effort to flare my hips and squish back against him.

Brad humped me faster and faster and suddenly jammed his cock in as deep as he could and I felt it throbbing.

I reached back and held his butt. “Uh huh like that.”

“Uh yeah, there it is, uh that’s so good.”

“Mmm I’m glad you liked it Brad. I think you’ve certainly filled me full for tonight.”

“Yeah that’s me drained. Was it too much? Did I take too long?”

“No it was wonderful, I loved every minute. I came at least three times myself, so we’re even.”

He moved from my back and left my poor pussy gaping and leaking his semen. I turned onto my side and a thick glob of it oozed and trickled around my inner thigh. I caught it with my fingers and covered my pussy to stop any more dripping.

Brad jumped off the bed and grabbed a washcloth from his tiny handbasin. He folded it and wiped my inner thighs and pressed it to my pussy. It was cool and soothing. He smiled. “Thanks for that Imogen, I won’t need to cum three times again tomorrow night. It had just been so long!”

“No it’s fine, really! It was exciting letting you at the end there and I loved how hard you came again that third time. I don’t mind being drippy like this, it’s the price of the girl getting the prize. Plus I like how it feels all gooey and slippery and knowing it’s from another man and not my husband. It feels so naughty!”

I was up off the bed and fixing my shoulder strings. “Do you have another washcloth? I’ll give you this one back clean another time, okay?”

The guy saw me off at his door. I kept the washcloth in place and looked in the study where my husband was working and spun in his chair to look over his glasses at me.

I approached with my hand still between my legs. He tilted and looked under the hem of my nightie. “Oh shit sweetheart, are you okay?”

“Uh huh I’m fine, just dripping and the cool cloth is nice after being fucked for nearly an hour nonstop,” I smiled.

“Uh right, I listened for a while but it went quiet and I thought he was done.”

“Mmm, he’s well and truly done now husband. I’ve officially been wife-shared and filled with another man’s sperm.” I kissed my gawking husband’s lips and tossed a ‘goodnight’ over my shoulder and went to bed.

I lay awake for a while with glee tingling in my belly or was that just Brad’s sperm swimming around?!

Oh my god I couldn’t believe I’d been fucked by my husband’s best friend.


Chapter 4

Imogen

When I awoke in the morning I immediately thought of what I’d done and smiled to myself, feeling entirely positive and ready for more being naughty as a shared wife.

The guys were finishing breakfast; the van was parked at the front door packed and ready. I was still in my nightie and soft cotton panties I’d put on to replace the washcloth to stop semen from dripping everywhere.

Talk was about the trip we were about to embark on. I imagined the guys had discussed having shared me last night so I didn’t broach the subject myself.

I had breakfast and cleaned the kitchen. Then I enjoyed my last real shower for a few days and dressed in one of my new ultra mini skirts and a crop top that barely covered the bulge of my boobs from beneath. Oh this was going to be fun!

Our van has comfortable seating for someone in the middle, which was me of course, with a husband each side.

It took an hour to drive out of the suburbs and Dan started the driving. He put his hand on my knee from time to time, making Brad roll his eyes down and watch him squeeze me.

“That’s a cute little skirt sweetheart, looks great on you. What do you think Brad?”

Brad grinned as he looked me over. “Is that a skirt, I thought it was a belt?”

I elbowed him and we all laughed. Chat continued about our plans for the day and where we were going, which was a six-hour drive out into the wheatbelt growing area.

We had left the city suburbs behind and were on a dual-lane expressway with a lot of trucks. Thankfully they began to dissipate after a while longer and the guys talked about making a stop soon to change drivers. Dan would be getting into the back to get some sleep.

He put his hand on my knee again and I put mine on top and snuggled his shoulder with my head. He looked to Brad and nodded. Brad put his hand on my other knee and squeezed.

I let go of my husband’s hand and put mine beside me out of the way. The men started stroking back and forth and squeezing higher up my thighs. The backs of their fingers brushed one another as they stroked in long caresses up each inner thigh.

“It’s a very cute little skirt on her isn’t it mate?” Dan said to Brad. “It’s hard to keep your eyes on the road while you’re driving coz of how cute it is.”

“Yeah, I can see that man,” Brad replied. “These are cute too,” he said, tilting down to look at my panties.

“Yeah, enjoy buddy. Have a play with her while you’re driving if you like. Have a feel of my wife’s thighs and little panties. Get her juiced up for your cock again tonight. You want to fuck her again, don’t you?”

“Yeah I want to,” Brad answered whilst I sat there blushing my head off and looking straight ahead.

He stroked further up and touched the crotch of my panties. I had my legs straight and together but my thigh gap made it impossible to deny a man touching me unless I crossed my legs.

Brad kept rubbing into my crotch until Dan felt back deeper between my thighs and Brad moved his hand out of the way and let him take over. 

“Oh yeah she’s juicing up nice. Hear that?” he grinned and wiggled his finger making me squelch.

I couldn’t help my knees parting slightly. I held my breath and braced as my husband sought the edge of my panty crotch and wiggled his finger in through there.

“Oh yeah,” he groaned slicing up and down in my wetness. “Was my wife a good fuck for you last night Brad?”

“Yeah she was man, thank you,” Brad answered and I looked at him.

“Was she tight enough for you mate? I had some myself before I sent her to you.”

“Yeah she was plenty tight. Tight and ultra slippery, but I suppose that’s why,” Brad replied, holding my eyes and making me blush even deeper.

“Yes well fair’s fair. She’s slippery right now and that’s probably from you cumming in her, how many times?”

Brad gulped. “Three.”

Dan nodded as his eyes remained on the road with his fingers inside me. “So you pumped three loads of cum into my wife, did you mate, filled her pussy nice and full eh?”

Brad didn’t answer that time. I took a calming breath and expelled. “It wasn’t just in my pussy, try asking him if he filled my belly and he might confess to that,” I challenged both of them.

Dan glanced at my exposed belly then at his friend. “That true man, you came in my wife’s belly?” He looked back at the road then glanced again. “Is your cock that big?”

Brad expelled a breath. “I don’t know, I guess. She was super tight in deep that’s for sure.”

“Yes he is that big Dan. Yours feels like it’s touching me deep inside sometimes and his must be two inches longer. It felt like he was sticking it into my belly sometimes, especially when he was cumming.”

“Oh fuck yeah,” my husband groaned, seemingly genuine in his surprise. Although why wouldn’t he be? How would he know how big his friend was when erect.

I noticed Brad’s erection was one of the blood flow kind rather than meaty. When it went down it looked like a normal sized one.

It was tenting his pants a little right now so I reached over and squeezed it. He sat back in his seat and thrust. “Fuck!”

I giggled, the tables turned now that my husband had resumed driving and stopped fingering me.

“Holy shit,” he groaned, looking over at where I’d made his friend’s erection tent his pants even more. It really did expand a lot and quickly.

“Do you want to see what he stuck in me?’ I teased Dan.

Dan gulped and nodded stiffly. Brad groaned and clung to the side and back of the seat behind me as I leant over him.

I unzipped his pants and reached in for his erection, having to bend it to get it out. “See, it’s fricken huge!” I scolded my husband. “That’s what you made me take inside me last night, for a whole fricken hour!”

I squeezed the head and made the shaft flex. Brad’s hand moved from the backrest of the seat to my shoulder. He was pressuring me down as I stroked him a little. Dan was glancing back and forth from the road. His eyes looked wide in genuine shock, it seemed.

“So you stuck that monster in my wife?” he asked his friend, his tone was wonderment rather than accusation.

“Yeah man sorry.”

I stroked down to the base and squeezed. “Oh my god it looks even bigger in the daylight.”

“Uh fuck,” Brad groaned and thrust through my fist as I stroked up and down again.

Dan gulped. “My wife looks good bent over your lap like that buddy. Looks like she belongs there, eh?”

“Yeah man, she’s got a pretty mouth.”

“Yeah she has, you got something to put in it?”

Brad nodded, stroking my hair now as I looked right at his cockhead. “I’ve had my tongue in her mouth so far,” he snarled down at me.

I bit my lip and blushed.

“Do you want to suck it sweetheart? Go on,” my husband encouraged.

“Hmm I don’t think I should. You guys said not in front of each other!”

“Oh yeah I did say that, didn’t I?” Dan groaned.

“Yes you did, so I think hands and sneaky fingers are enough for the front seat of the van like this,” I declared and wiped a drop of clear fluid from the eyelet in Brad’s cock and sucked my thumb to their groans of approval.

“Hmm you can put that away now. Our coffee stop’s coming up in a minute,” I told Brad.

Dan took the exit. Brad bent his cock back into his pants and pulled at them to make room for it.

We stopped for coffee and snacks. I stayed in the van without a bra on under my crop top. The guys got back in and we sat with the doors open under a shade tree, chatting whilst we ate.

“So buddy, it sounds like you want me to play up to this wife-sharing thing,” Brad started back on the topic of the morning. “You want me to make a point of calling Imogen your wife and telling you how much I enjoyed fucking her?”

Dan’s face reddened a little but he nodded quickly. “I want the cuckold experience. I know I’m agreeing to it, so it’s not about humiliation, but it’s still about giving up rights to my wife and having her taken from me.”

My husband had stroked my hair and face as he said that. I was blushing too.

“I want you to refer to her as my wife as much as possible, buddy. I want to hear that you’re enjoying her. I don’t want to watch you actually fucking her but I want to hear any details either of you want to share.”

I breathed. “What I promised to be yours only on our wedding day is his to enjoy too now. My mouth and my tits and my pussy.”

“Yeah man, your wife’s mouth and her tits and her tight little pussy, whenever you’re not around to stop me I’m going to do what I want with her,” Brad said.

Dan gulped and nodded stiffly again. “Whatever you want, man.”

“I wanted to fuck her in her wedding dress. It’s all I could think about staring at her tits when you were exchanging vows. I got a good look at them when she sat down to sign the certificate and later on she gave me a dance and I copped a feel when I spun her out and pulled her back in.”

“Yes I noticed that,” I cried. “I thought you’d done it on purpose.”

Brad felt me under my top, looking right at my husband. “It wasn’t this good a feel but I wished.”

“Yeah you should have snuck her away somewhere. You could have creampied my new bride in her wedding dress before I got to take it off her later. I wish you had done, man. If we could go back there right now, I’d let you.”

“Aw fuck yeah,” Brad groaned as he tweaked a nipple.

“Mmm I would definitely let you too if we went back to that day,” I cooed and shifted across to lean back against Brad with his hand still up my top.

Brad lifted my chin and kissed my lips. He turned me back around a little and deepened the kiss whilst glaring at my husband. “Do you like me sticking my tongue in your wife’s mouth, Dan?”

“I don’t know,” Dan gulped.

“Well I like it so I’m going to keep doing it,” Brad said and deepened the kiss even more, making me moan throatily. “I seriously can’t wait to get my cock in your wife’s mouth too, man. She’s going to look so pretty bobbing her head in my lap as she’s sucking on me.”

“Yeah, she gives good head, you’re going to enjoy it.”

“Mmm, I’ll make sure my new man enjoys it,” I said peering up at Brad and opening for his next kiss. “I want to swallow your cum Brad.”

“You hear that buddy? Your wife wants to swallow my cum.”

Dan huffed a big breath. “Let’s hit the road then. The sooner we get there and set up for the night the sooner you can take her to bed and do what you want with her.

“You can do everything with my wife that you wanted to on our wedding night.”


Chapter 5

When we got back on the road, Dan was in the back of the van to sleep and Brad was driving.

I sat against the passenger side door with my feet up on the middle seat and my toes against his thigh. His rough builder’s hand was on my shin and rubbing up to my knee and back.

I could see into the back where Dan was lying on the bed on the floor. It wasn’t long before he was snoring away.

I dozed off a while too and awoke when the van had slowed for a small town. I sat up straight and raked at my hair, fixing it back neatly in a ponytail. We pulled up next to a small farm truck and the guy driving tilted his head to look at my boobs sticking out the bottom of my top.

I let him look whilst I continued fiddling with my hair.

“That’s a cute little top Imogen, you wouldn’t want to stretch and yawn or anything,” Brad dared me.

I drew a big breath and thrust my chest as I stretched my arms up and back. My nipples and the roundness of my boobs showed out the bottom. And just as the lights changed the farmer guy was left sitting there staring when we drove off laughing.

Brad reached over and had a feel of one of my tits again. I turned his way and kept my chest forward, letting him play for a minute then pushing his hand away and resting back against the door again. His eyes went down to my panties.

We passed several more little towns in quick succession then wound our way down a mountain range to the flat open fields of wheat and barley.

I’m from this way so knew the area well. I was able to tour guide for my husband’s city mate. They were both city boys, having grown up on the same street and gone all through school together.

That’s what made it all the more exciting being shared between them. They probably shared all their toys growing up. Now I was a toy to be shared in the same way; it’s not fair that one of them has a warm wet pussy to stick their cock in and the other doesn’t.

I’d been behaving myself for a few hours now and decided it was time for some more fun. I reached over with my foot and started rubbing Brad’s package.

He squeezed my foot affectionately and smiled at me.

I bit my lip and rubbed some more. I soon got frustrated trying with my foot and scooted across. I buckled up into the middle seat and when Brad put his arm around me, I leant into him and squeezed his cock through his pants with my hand this time.

“Hey you!” he warned me.

I wiggled my brows and kept squeezing. Brad checked back over his shoulder at my husband then looked back at the road. I was squeezing and stroking up and down through is pants. “Is that nice?”

“Fuck yeah it’s nice,” he gulped. He was firming fast.

I rested there in his cuddle and casually played with his cock and balls. I stroked up and down his shaft with my nails and cupped and tickled his bulging ball sac through the crotch of his pants.

I scratched and traced circles and drew shapes on his balls then swished my nails up his shaft and squeezed the head of his cock whilst peering up at him. “Is this working?”

He gulped and drew a breath. “Fuck yeah it’s working if you’re trying to fill my nuts again.”

I bit my smile and wiggled my brows again. “If I sucked you now, would you still want to have sex with me tonight?”

He gulped again and nodded. “That’d work if you wanted the edge off for tonight and wanted to go straight to the long slow fuck.”

“Mmm, long and slow and sensual, you mean? No wham bam like the first one last night?”

“Yeah, that’s the trick Helen never got. Suck the wham bam out of me first and I can fuck you as slow and sensual as you like and give you multiple orgasms. I just need that edge off first. I’ve always been like that, can’t help it.”

“Hmm, well it makes sense to me. The third one last night was actually really nice, only I was worn out before it started. I was thinking that if I suck you off now and try and suck Dan off later instead of him fucking me then I could get a nice slow sensual one off you when we go to bed.”

“Fuck yeah, that’ll work,” Brad said and checked in the back again. “I’d better not pull over, he’ll wake up.”

I drew a breath. “I know, but the road’s straight for ages now and I could do it while you drive.”

“Aw fuck yeah, you’ve already got me on edge Imogen.”

I’d not stopped scratching and stroking. I could feel how hard the guy was and he kept on wriggling to reposition his balls that were being cut by the seam of his pants.

I scratched circles and figure eights on them. “Mmm, are they full yet?”

“Aw fuck yeah, they’re full baby. You’re going to swallow though? It’ll go everywhere!”

“Hmm well we can’t have it spurting everywhere, so I guess I’ll have to swallow, won’t I?”

I undid the zipper and his cock flexed and bulged out. I freed it from his jocks and nipped the underside of it just below the crown whilst peering up innocently. “Eyes on the road and don’t hold back please, this is dangerous.”

The poor guy gulped and shook his head. “I’m seriously right on the edge, please?”

I giggled and bent his cock down and sucked the head in. I moaned and bobbed and sucked and bobbed and sucked and bobbed and sucked.

“Uh fuck yeah!” the guy groaned and his cock throbbed and started spurting.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm,” I moaned with each spurt and kept my mouth still with only the head inside and sucked softly as it continued to throb and gush. “Mmm yummy,” I cooed after swallowing a big gulp. Then I sucked the head back in again and swirled and lashed with my tongue but the van swerved and I quickly sat up and let the guy get back to driving.

“Fuck that was nice Imogen, thank you.”

I was licking my teeth and wiping my lips with a finger. I drew a big breath and smiled over at my husband’s best friend.

“You’re welcome Brad. It’s not far now, the next small town is the one with our first haunted house but we have to find somewhere for lunch and a drink of something to compliment the taste of semen,” I glared defiantly.

***


Part 3: Wife-Sharing Deal

Chapter 1

Imogen

What’s the religion where a man has more than one wife? I’d often wondered what that’d be like for the women. And here I was, a woman with more than one husband. I effectively had two hubbies, who were best mates and happy to share me.

To be honest it felt quite natural and really simple, which I bet wouldn’t be so for multiple wives in the one house.

Guys don’t need much, just food and sex. The food was whatever we chose to buy on the road at the moment but I could easily imagine serving them sitting together at my dining table. Or in front of the TV watching their sports; bringing their fresh beers and playing waitress; sending them both off to work to earn money. Hell if you’re doing it for one, why not do it for two, it was so easy.

Then when it came to sex the arrangement we’d agreed on for the road trip was simple enough and could work at home too. When the three of us are together the guys are allowed to kiss me and feel me up but nothing more. Then when alone with either one of them I need to make myself available for sex.

Again this was so simple and felt entirely natural to me. I enjoyed swallowing cum and there’s no limit to how much a girl can take in her belly. Even if they needed sex twice a day each, that was only a couple of blowjobs and to be fucked twice, and probably once during the day and the other time at night, so not even one after the other necessarily.

I imagined if we kept doing this when we got home the guys would have a bedroom each and I’d have a wardrobe in each. I could either play it by ear and go with either one for the night or have some kind of plan where it was night about, or certain nights with each of them.

Either that or I could have the master bedroom suite and they could work out between themselves who was sleeping with me that night and the other sleeps in the basement.

Yes, I liked that idea better. I’ll have the master suite with the walk-in robe and ensuite bathroom and be pleasantly surprised by which of my husband’s turns up in the doorway with is cock in his hand each night.

I was contemplating this whilst number one hubby was across the road getting our lunches and number two hubby was using the toilet in the pub down the street. I waited at the van at a park in the middle of the small town we’d stopped at. I was sitting on a blanket under a tree and an old guy walking three dogs had stopped and sat on a park bench facing me. He was looking up my skirt, cheeky bugger.

But I was in a naughty shared-wife mood and let him look. I rested back on my hands with my legs straight and my knees together but with slender thighs and a broad gap I was easily showing my panties.

My boobs were almost showing underneath my crop top too. And when there was no one else around, I yawned and stretched my arms above my head and thrust my chest so my tits came out the bottom for the old guy to see.

My nipples were exposed. I blushed as I looked down at them then up at the man staring with his eyes glazed. I knew Dan, hubby number one, would be back any minute so I was feeling brave. I turned over on my hands and knees to straighten the blanket. My top was still bunched and my nipples were exposed.

I angled myself facing away so the man could see my tits swaying beneath my body as I fussed around stretching the corners of the blanket. My skirt was too short to cover me so I was flashing my panties like this too.

I stopped and looked back at the guy, meeting his eyes and reaching to tug the back of my skirt. He tilted his head to look at me more overtly. Then he tilted his head the other way and I looked at my tits with him then looked up blushing and biting my smile.

The guy was grandaddy old and harmless and there was no one else around. I got up on my knees facing him and ran my fingers around the underside of my top. I glanced around quickly and lifted my top to show him my tits properly, pausing for a long second whilst he looked, then I stretched my top down to cover them as my nipples poked at it.

The old guy rubbed his mouth. His eyes were wide with excitement. I giggled to myself and checked around again then folded my top up above my tits and left it there whilst raking back my hair. “Do you like them mister?”

The man gulped and nodded. Someone was coming so I pulled my top down. It was a teenage couple. When they’d walked past I checked around and folded my top up again and rested back on my arms with my chest thrust forward and my thighs apart slightly.

I had my boobs in the sun like I was trying to tan them. “Is it alright to sunbathe here?” I called over.

The man nodded quickly and checked around for me. There was no one nearby though and some bushes secluded me from view from all directions bar the one the man was viewing me from.

I tucked my top up a little higher, enjoying the sun on my boobs. The old guy gawked but looked away looking concerned at a man approaching from across the road. It was my husband with our lunches.

Dan nodded and smiled at the old guy as he passed. He sat on the blanket, being careful not to obstruct the man’s view of me. “Nice,” he said looking up from my tits.

“Mmm, I hope he thinks so.”

More people were coming along the path so I stretched my top down but when they’d gone I bunched it back up again. Brad came back from the toilet and we enjoyed a picnic lunch chatting together.

I left my top bunched up most of the time. I only covered my tits if there were women or children approaching. I let half a dozen other men look at me and the old guy sat there the whole time staring.

Once back in the van and on our way I had another look at my tits with the guys. “They’re actually a bit pink, that sun must have been stronger than I thought.”

Brad cupped one and thumbed over my nipple. My husband watched his friend do that. “Damn these are nice,” Brad groaned and felt the other one too.

Dan stroked my hair and I snuggled his hand. He looked down at what his friend was doing. “My wife has very nice tits buddy, feel her up all you want.”

I bit my smile and blushed and kept my boobs thrust forward until we pulled up in a small cluster of abandoned shops just out of town. I kept my top bunched up a while longer. Brad’s eyes were riveted to my tits that wobbled and jiggled as I helped get the camera gear set up.

He grabbed me from behind and had a good feel of them but Dan was ready to start filming me walk through the scenes and narrate the script he’d written for this episode. He waited whilst his friend held my tits and thumbed back and forth across my tight nipples.

“Mmm that’s really turning me on and I have to get my scene done,” I complained but my husband was filming his friend playing with me now.

Brad turned me around and tried to kiss me but I arched my head back and away. “No, careful of my makeup, I’ve just done it.”

He bent and sucked one of my nipples whilst my husband zoomed in filming. “Oh yeah get her buddy.”

“Mmm I’m supposed to be your wife and you’re encouraging him,” I said into the camera.

“I know but he wants you sweetheart.” Dan panned down with the camera as his friend felt under the front of my skirt. “That’s it buddy, get her wet, camel toe her panties for the subscribers.”

Brad rubbed into my crotch and soon had my wet panties creased into my pussy. I could feel them inside me. Dan filmed me beginning my walk around town and commentary from a low angle so the viewers would get flashes up my skirt and crop top.

We walked up the overgrown main street and talked about each building, information I narrated from cards Brad was holding up behind the camera for me, which was another positive thing about having three people for this job.

I stepped up on verandas and peeped through windows whilst Dan kept filming from his unusually low camera angle.

He mounted a camera on the outside of the van and we drove out to a farming property he’d arranged for us to visit. Like many other old family farms, this one had been swallowed up by a large corporation and many of the old cottages were now abandoned.

The one we filmed was a two-storey building in solid condition though the surroundings were completely overgrown. We set up camp for the night and Dan crawled into the back of the van for another few hours’ sleep whilst Brad and I explored the old machinery sheds. They had modern tractors and farming implements housed in them. There were no people to use the cottages but the sheds were still of use.

We walked to a nearby stream and waded in the cool water on a hot afternoon. There was a large irrigation pond with channels and pipes going everywhere and a massive travelling irrigator you never saw this close up.

We explored all over and came back to camp to find Dan still sleeping. I used the camp shower to freshen up and Brad watched me. He pulled me to him when I’d wrapped in a towel on the way out.

I submitted to his kisses and let him play with my tits again. He liked sucking my nipples so I held my towel around my waist and let him do that a while but smacked his hand away from travelling up the towel and between my legs.

“No, you have to wait until tonight for that,” I scolded when he tried it for a fifth time.

I cooked our prepared meals before it got dark. Dan was up and fully refreshed ready for filming inside the house all night. After dinner I changed into the white cotton nightie I always wear for the first look through the haunted houses.

The history of this one was interesting. There was a massacre of the young family that lived here by one of the farm workers. He’d been sleeping with the wife but was eventually jilted by her. The story went the husband never knew about the affair and there was a question over which man fathered the youngest of the children.

The farm worker was sacked and told to pack his things and go by the husband after the wife complained about him trying to perv on her. The farm worker decided if he couldn’t have the woman and his child, no one could.

Late one stormy winter’s night he crept into the house and murdered everyone before hanging himself from the upper-level balustrade.

The house was haunted by the two older children, a boy of seven that was butchered in his bed and his five-year-old sister. They played in the attic at night and their running footsteps pounded on the floorboards. Their laughter pealed out and resounded through the walls of the house in the dead of night.

Dan did the filming whilst I explored the house by candlelight telling the story. He made me go into the bedrooms where the murders took place and tried to make me climb the ladder to the attic. I only got halfway up it and screamed and hurried back down and into his arms.

I took over filming and Dan climbed the ladder all nonchalant and brave in his denial of the existence of ghosts. He lifted the trapdoor and looked in and a loud bang behind me made me scream and climb the ladder to grab his legs and hold on.

He took the camera off me and panned around an attic full of old furniture and boxes and chests. There was also a dollhouse covered in cobwebs and a child’s merry-go-round with four painted horses, also covered in dust and cobwebs.

So far everything was scripted, except my screams were perfectly real. We had enough footage for now and went back outside to join our friend, who had refused to come upstairs in the house at all. He was a bigger girl than me.

The guys had scotch and I opened a bottle of wine. We sat around stargazing sharing stories about some of the other haunted houses we’d filmed, all of which Brad was familiar with as our biggest fan.

It was time for Dan to go back into the house and turn on the recording equipment and cameras. He was going to film through until sunrise. He stood and pulled me up.

“Okay buddy I’m going to have a turn with my wife before you take her to bed and fuck her again,” he told his friend.

Of course I’d been expecting this and was ready for it still in my white cotton nightie. I was bare beneath it, like I had been for our subscribers today. I would normally wear panties but they probably wouldn’t have noticed the difference as my nightie is three-quarter length.

They’d probably notice my boobs moving freely beneath it though and I noticed Dan had tried for some shots down the front of it for our male subscribers to enjoy.

He kissed me back on the bed and knelt undoing his pants. “Do you want to just suck me off sweetheart, save your pussy for Brad?”

“Uh huh, I was going to ask if I could.”

“Yeah, just for these few nights in the van. I want to let him fuck you and keep your belly full of cum now that he’s serviced you once and he’s starting to play with you more. Has he fucked you again today yet?”

“Um no, he’s certainly been playing with me and I sucked him off while we were driving and you were asleep,” I said as a stroked my husband’s erection that was aimed at my face. “I rubbed and scratched him through his pants for a while and when he was ready I took his cock into my mouth and finished him off.”

“Uh yeah that’s good sweetheart, so you’ve swallowed his cum as well now. My best buddy has been inside my wife’s pussy and her mouth now, and he’s feeling you up and kissing you whenever he feels like it,” Dan snarled as he rocked his hips and thrust through my hand.

“Yes, it’s like I’m his wife too now Dan, he can do whatever he wants with me.”

“Fuck yeah, whatever he wants with you,” my husband echoed excitedly.

“Uh huh, and as his new wife I’m responsible for certain things, aren’t I?”

“Uh yeah, what things sweetheart, what certain things are you responsible for with another man now?”

“Mmm I’m responsible for making his cock hard on a regular basis, right?”

“Uh fuck, yeah, you have to do that for him at least once a day.”

“Mmm, hmm, and once his cock is hard I’m responsible for stimulating it in some way so his ones like these fill up with semen, right?” I asked whilst cupping my husband’s balls and holding them as I rubbed my fist over the head of his cock. That made him spasm and thrust through it.

“Oh fuck yeah darling, you’re responsible for filling Brad’s nuts for him, filling them full just like mine.”

“Uh huh, and do you know what else I’m responsible for with your friend, after I’ve made sure his balls are as full as can be?” I breathed whilst nuzzling and kissing my husband’s balls. “Do you know what I have to do with his ones of these when they’re all heavy and swollen and ready to burst like this?”

“Aw fuck sweetheart, what do you have to do. Tell me!”

“Mmm, well, after making my other husband hard and stroking and sucking and squishing my pussy over his cock to fill his balls, then I’m responsible for accepting all the semen he’s produced inside my body. I have to let him cum in my mouth or deep in my belly without wasting a single drop if I can.

“I have to swallow it for him or let him fuck me and pump it into my womb and try and make a baby in me,” I said and the first jet of my husband’s cum lashed my forehead before I captured the head and accepted the rest of it in my mouth.

“Uh fuck yeah!” he snarled and thrust and spasmed as I sucked on the head and sucked the heavy spurts warm and thick from the eyelet, swallowing them down dutifully.


Chapter 2

Brad waited resting back looking up at the multitude of stars. There were so many more than he’d ever seen before, or at least so many more that were visible without the city lights and pollution.

He sipped his scotch and waited patiently for his best mate to finish with his wife in the back of the van. He wanted to go down on Imogen again tonight and would have to put up with the taste of his buddy’s cum. It hadn’t been so bad last time and he’d started psyching himself up to do it again.

He wanted Imogen orgasming when he entered her. It had been hours since she’d sucked him off and his cock was feeling heavy and strong. He was going to last ages before cumming and wanted the woman in orgasm the whole way through, hopefully giving her multiple orgasms before cumming himself tonight.

Aside from wanting to enjoy fucking his friend’s wife, he wanted to make the experience one she’d be motivated to talk her husband into letting her experience again and again.

Imogen had made comments throughout the day relating to being a woman with two men to take care of and how exciting that was to think about. He got the impression she was thinking about it for a longer term. He wanted to do anything he could to promote that idea.

The woman had a fantastic body and was an amazing fuck. If he could have her bounce on his cock even once or twice a week he’d be a very happy man.

Dan exited the back of the van and went right to work in the haunted house, doing up his pants on the way. Imogen crawled out of the van and went to the wash cubicle to get a cloth to wipe her face, using it on her forehead and hair.

She came over and knelt on the blanket beside Brad. “Hey,” she said sweetly.

“Hey. How did it go. Dan seemed happy with himself?”

“Hmm I’m sure he is, but I only had to suck him off. He said my pussy is all yours tonight and tomorrow.”

“God what a mate,” Brad acknowledged.

Imogen was on her knees raking at her hair. Brad was lying on his back. He spun round and put his head between her knees from behind. She shrieked but he had hold of her thighs and lifted and sucked on her bare pussy before she could do anything to stop him.

“Um Brad..!”

He got his tongue into her. She was slippery and hot inside. His unshaven chin was splitting her vagina and was covering her clit with his lips lashing it with a pointed tongue. She gripped his hair in one hand and leant back with her other hand on his chest.

He bared his teeth and raked at her clit to intensify the stimulation. “Ah huh huh,” she panted whimpering and her pelvis began to gyrate and flick back and forth.

Brad had his head under the woman’s long white nightie. He could see nothing other than her cunt. He squeezed her butt with his fingers and spread her cunt with his thumbs. She wiggled and squirmed on his mouth and whiskery chin and soon her body tensed and convulsed.

Brad stuck one of his thumbs up her cunt and had it throbbed on whilst he continued sucking on her clit and lashing it with his tongue.

He kept at it until the contractions of her vagina around his thumb ebbed away. Then he scooted from beneath the woman and picked her up easily and carried her to the back of the van.

He crawled inside with her in his arms, laid her down and got on top of her, pushing his pants and jocks down. He entered her puckering cunt and surged up it making her cry out and dig her nails into his back.

“Ah god that’s so huge!”

Brad pulled back and inserted again. He surged hard and impaled the woman and felt her cunt contract and throb again.

He pulled back and surged again, then pulled back and surged again and again, fucking her slow and deep with control. Her tight slippery tunnel was sucking his cock and filling his balls.

“Uh your wife has a tight cunt Dan. So slippery and so tight,” he groaned to himself making her dig her nails in harder and whimper.

He humped back and forth through her hot suction and every stroke added another few drops of semen into his balls.

“Damn, you’re really not on birth control eh Imogen? It’s true you could be fertile right now?”

“Uh huh, I might be,” she uttered breathily. “Oh that’s so deep!”

He crushed her to him and used his hips to fuck her, rolling them and surging back and forth through her cunt and deep into her belly. His load was right there ready to erupt but he paced himself when it was about to go off and clenched it back to fill his nuts even more.

“Uh huh, huh… huh huh, huh,” his buddy’s wife went off again and he surged deep and held firm, allowing her to throb on the full length of his shaft.

She throbbed and throbbed on it like her belly was empty and in need of its thirst-quenching juice from his balls.

When her cunt eased off throbbing Brad resumed rolling his hips and fucking her. “Damn that was close Imogen, I nearly lost it that time.”

“Uh huh, I did lose it. Uh huh, huh, I’m going again,” she moaned and her slender body clenched taut and resumed convulsing. Brad kept firmly up her but continued rolling his pelvis slightly and fucking her through the peak.

Her eyes rolled from back in her head to focus on him. Her mouth remained open. He felt her cunt release and he resumed with longer strokes back and forth through it and into her belly.

She drew and expelled a big calming breath. “My baby place couldn’t be more open and ready for sperm than it is right now Brad.”

“I know, I can feel you. I’m going to pump this load directly into your womb, okay?”

“Uh huh, I want it.”

“Alrighty. Spread your legs as wide as you can, open it for me.”

“Mmm hmm,” the girl smiled and wound her wrists around her ankles and spread herself completely.

Brad was slapping his body against her split cunt now rather than her thighs. There was no resistance and his cock was spearing into her as deep as it could possibly reach.

He jiggled and squirmed and humped her in a frenzy until his load burst and he jammed himself hard against her cunt and curled his hips to force himself even harder into her.

“Nya fuck!” he snarled as the first jet of sperm shot from the base of his balls. It shot with such force and was followed by another spurt and another and another. “Uh that’s it Imogen, keep your legs spread wide now.”

“Uh huh,” the woman uttered and thrust with her pelvis whilst keeping her legs as wide as she could. “Uh huh, fill me up Brad, I love that it’s you in me and not Dan right now. I wish this was my wedding night and you had me spread under my bridal gown.”

“Uh fuck!” Brad growled and thrust and slammed hard again, still throbbing and spurting.

“You probably could have gotten me on my wedding night Brad. I felt so sexy in my gown and I did think about you in your suit. Did you really look at my tits when I was signing the certificate?”

“Yeah. There was a pretty good view of them from where I stood, and the celebrant was looking too. We could see your nipples pressed against your dress. I wanted to suck them then titty fuck you. I think the old celebrant was picturing you straddling his lap with your dress up round your waist and his old cock inside you,” Brad groaned and did another long slow thrust.

“I’m pretty sure every man at your wedding wanted to fuck you Imogen. It’s fucking good getting to do it now.”

“Uh huh, you still feel so hard in me.”

Brad pulled out and flipped his buddy’s wife over. She was a total ragdoll. He positioned her on her side facing away from him and entered her from behind and spooned close. “I’m going to fuck you to sleep now.”

“Uh huh,” she smiled and snuggled her face back against him. His hand went up her nightie and squeezed her tits.

“Do you still have your wedding dress Imogen, I want to fuck you in it one day.”

“Mmm really? It still fits, you know.”


Chapter 3

Dan packed up his camera and sound equipment. It was dawn and he’d dropped off to sleep for an hour or so but got plenty of footage and audio to cut a few episodes for his vlog. He would get more footage and audio from the next haunted farmhouse tonight and have enough material for three or four weeks.

He had enough potential locations to cover at least six months ahead and got new tips to research all the time.

He closed the house and locked it. The owner had given him keys as the place was kept locked and maintained so the bugs and rodents didn’t take over.

All was quiet at camp and he peeped in through the open passenger window of the van to see his buddy asleep with his wife. They were cuddled together, both naked. Brad was lying on his back with Imogen’s head on his shoulder and her bare tits pressed against his side. One of her legs was bent up across his legs.

Brad’s cock was erect up his stomach and looked fucking huge. Imogen stirred a little and her hand stroked down from his chest and closed around his cock and she did a happy little hum.

He groaned sleepily and her hand went up and down his shaft, obviously familiar with it now.

Dan quietly backed away and heated some water on the gas stove, made coffee and sat watching the sunrise.

Soon enough he heard a faint whimper and saw that the van was bouncing a little. He crept back over and looked in to see his wife was being fucked froggy style. She was flat on her front with her butt raised and his buddy was on top slamming into her.

The guy went at her hard and fast for a while then slowed and ground into her for a bit, obviously enjoying the feel of her and building his load slowly.

They were lying with their heads at the back door, so from the open front passenger side window Brad could watch from behind and see how his wife was lifting her butt and wiggling back onto his buddy’s huge cock inside of her.

They would squirm together obviously enjoying the feel of her cunt squishing around his cock and his full length deep inside of it. Imogen’s body would tense and softly convulse when Brad stopped thrusting.

Dan watched his wife fucked through multiple orgasms before his buddy slammed into her and cried out. He was jammed all the way up her and his huge balls were squashed against her open cunt and throbbing.

Dan had a hard-on watching his wife being inseminated by his best friend. He hadn’t imagined watching and was surprised he enjoyed it so much.

Brad pulled out of his wife and left her cunt reddened and open. Some of his cum oozed out before her fingers appeared from beneath and closed her lips to stop it.

“Oh that’s nice,” Brad said, examining his handywork. “Yeah proud of that.”

Imogen giggled and slapped at him. “And now I’m going to be dripping all day,” thanks very much,” she scolded and pulled the sheet over her.

Brad was pulling on his clothing. Dan went back to the camp and rinsed the cereal bowl he’d used and put it away. Brad came over yawning and stretching.

“Hey man, how did it go in the house, film any ghosts?”

“Haha yeah, there’s no such thing,” Dan forced a chuckle. “We probably should pack up here and hit the road early.”

“Yeah sure man. You want to go see your wife for a bit before we leave, I’ve left her in a good mood for you.”

Dan nodded stiffly and left his buddy to have breakfast. He got into the van from the side door and cuddled behind his wife wrapped in her sheet. The soft warm feel of her made him bone up again. He kissed her neck and she smiled and hummed a good morning.

He felt her tits and ground against her butt.

“Mmm Dan!”

“Uh come on baby, I need it.”

“Mmm but I’m all messy and gooey from Brad.”

“I don’t care,” Dan groaned and pulled the sheet away to kiss down his wife’s shoulder and arm. He flipped her onto her back and stretched the sheet away from her tits. She held his’s head whilst he mauled them, sucking from one to the other and ravaging her nipples.

He groaned desperately and kissed down her belly to her mons. It was cool and sticky. She had her thighs clamped together denying him so he could only lick her mons and the top of her slit.

“Um Dan!” she whimpered and pushed at his head. He poked his pointed tongue as deep into her slit as he could and felt how hot and slick she was inside. He was pulling her thighs open and she was trying to keep them clamped shut.

“Dan, I’m seriously wet from him. He just came inside me a minute ago.”

Dan got up on his knees and pushed his pants down. With his cock bolt upright, he nudged his way between his wife’s legs. She gave in and let him part them.

He lay down on her and it felt like a hot knife through butter. His wife was open and slick and so hot inside. He humped her desperately and quickly added his load of cum to the mix in her pussy.

He pulled up his clothing and his wife kissed him and left him to sleep. Throughout the morning he felt the van moving and heard the chatter from the front seat but he slept quite well.

He awoke for lunch at a small-town pub and took over driving for the afternoon. Imogen sat in the middle again with her panties showing up a short skirt and her tits jiggling beneath a short crop top with every bounce of the van.

There was a lot of bouncing for the last hour of the trip. As they followed the GPS directions to the haunted house they were led to a small unused road that hadn’t been upkept in years.

After setting up camp Dan sat with his buddy and watched his wife shower. There was a canvas cubicle but she had left the front section open for them and was smiling over and playing up to the attention.

“I hope my wife was a good fuck for you again last night buddy. You making up for lost time missing out on sex with a woman lately, yeah?”

“Yeah it feels like it. She makes you cum so hard coz she’s so tight, and the way she goes off with her pussy sucking on you, oh god,” he moaned. “It’s like she’s a size too small for me and when I force my cock in that last few inches she starts throbbing on it, it’s amazing!”

Dan nodded and sucked in a breath. “I’m glad you’re enjoying her. I’m not sure about when we get back home. It was supposed to be for this weekend to help you out getting some confidence back so you can go out dating or whatever. The confidence thing seems to be working.”

“Haha how could it not? Your wife’s so submissive, she’s perfect for a man’s confidence. One little feel of her tits and you touch her nipples and she’s all yours.”

“I know man, she’s always been like that. It feels good sharing her for that reason too, to let someone else have a play with her and experience how amazing she is.” Dan expelled another big breath.

“And you really noticed how easy it was to see down her wedding dress? And you touched her tit when you were dancing with her?”

“Yeah we could all see down her wedding gown, it was so easy. Then when I was dancing with her I touched her tits with my arm a bunch of times,” Brad responded.

“And one time I pushed the boundary and spun her back into me with my hand over her tit fully and gave it a squeeze and held her there for a few seconds, as long as I could get away with. I had her nipple between my fingers and was squeezing it too, which makes sense now why she didn’t try and pull away or say anything. Her pussy was probably juicing up right then.”

“Yeah it probably was,” Dan said, feeling his face flush wanting to say it again. “My new bride’s pussy was probably juicing up for you, man. Right there under her wedding gown when she only had on the tiniest lacy thong and a garter belt. You would have loved it up in the room afterwards, lifting her dress and getting a look under it.”

Brad nodded. “I missed out big time that night. But I’ll be making up for it again in the back of the van tonight. Your wife can’t get enough of my dick, Dan. I fucked her three times last night and my nuts are full again from watching her tits bounce all afternoon.” He looked at her in the shower.

“Look at that bald little pussy she’s showing us there, man. That’s going to be stretched around the base of my shaft while I’m emptying my nuts in her womb, I don’t know how many times again tonight. She can’t spread her legs wide enough when I’m nutting in her, man. She wants my dick as deep as I can force it into her.”

Imogen wrapped her towel around and approached the guys who were sitting staring at her. She smiled at Dan but leant close to his friend and got hugged around the hips. She ran fingers through his hair. He reached around her groin and touched her pussy, feeling into her slit with his fingertips.

“So you’re going to fuck my wife again tonight?” Dan asked for his wife’s benefit.

“Yeah I’ve got to fill her up again, get a couple more loads of cum into her little belly,” Brad answered.

Imogen grimaced. “I still can’t help worrying about getting pregnant from this. If how much cum the guy has and how deep and how many orgasms he makes you have has anything to do with it. I’m going to be preggers for sure.”

“Damn you’re so wet again though,” Brad grinned up at her.

She scoffed. “How could I not be with you men watching me shower and probably talking about me?”

Brad ran his hand up her inner thigh and touched her pussy again. He sliced the edge of his finger back and forth then lowered and turned his hand and inserted his finger into her. “Oh yeah so wet and ready for it again.”

“Hmm, but it’s not just for you, it’s for my real husband as well.” She drew a breath and expelled. “You have to have me as well if you’re going to let him again Dan. In case I do fall pregnant there’ll be a chance it’s yours and not his.”

“Haha yeah, I’ve heard the competition helps, buddy. If you really want to get your wife preggers let some other dude fuck her and his sperm makes yours want to swim harder for the prize.”

Dan stood and took his wife’s hand. He led her from his friend and towards the van.

“Oh yeah get her buddy!” Brad cheered.

Brad opened the side door of the van and Imogen crawled in with her cunt open and available behind her legs. She paused on her hands and knees and looked back. Dan stopped behind her on his knees and massaged her shoulders whilst she wiggled back against him.

“I know we’ll be able to find out with a paternity test, but we wouldn’t have to do one if we didn’t want to. You and Brad look enough alike not to tell necessarily otherwise.”

Dan freed his cock and entered his wife. He thrust into her and took her lips passionately, claiming some of that back too. It had been challenging watching his buddy kiss his wife so much these past few days.

The thought of that played on his mind as he fucked her, how much she seemed to like being kissed by someone else.

He held the top of her head keeping her in place as he surged into her heat and wetness and squished the base of his cock into her cunt as best he could, trying to penetrate deeper and thinking about how much further inside of his wife his friend had been penetrating her.

He didn’t have the staying power and control that his friend possessed and came pretty quickly. He hadn’t felt Imogen orgasm but she never did from intercourse with him. She stroked his back and hummed nice sounds, welcoming him to empty his balls in her though.

“Mmm thank you, number one husband.”


Chapter 4

Dan got a few more hours sleep before dark then did the initial film sequence with Imogen in her long white nightie jumping and squealing at any movement of a curtain or squeak of a floorboard.

Dan was setting up his cameras and microphones for the night when he saw his buddy take his wife to the van. He waited for a while then snuck up to the van and watched through the open passenger side window.

Brad was on top of Imogen fucking her missionary style this time and again he kept holding back and took forever to cum. He was in the process of filling her womb with his sperm when Dan locked eyes with his wife.

Imogen bit her smile back at him whilst keeping her legs spread as wide as she could with her wrists wound around her ankles.

Dan thought a lot about pregnancy and the idea of starting a family throughout that night in the haunted house. Imogen had gone off the pill for other reasons and they were just risking it, not really trying but not concerned if it happened.

It had been a few months with regular lovemaking and it hadn’t happen yet, so it’d be interesting to see if inviting Brad to help inseminate her would make the difference.

In answer to Imogen’s query earlier about not necessarily knowing who the father of their child might be, Dan was feeling quite positive. He felt no reason why he couldn’t raise a child that wasn’t technically his.

The only issue would be how Brad felt about the situation and whether that would get complicated later on, although most families in the street were patchwork. With divorce rates and the numbers of kids born to parents who never married then ended up splitting, it was a matter of spotting the traditional family.

Watching his buddy fuck his wife again the next morning Dan was in a place where he was comfortable with what they were doing this weekend and was of an open mind about what they’d do when they returned home as well.

The two days on the road had been six hours north the first day then eight hours south-east, which meant they only had a three-hour drive home after packing and calling in to the local town café for breakfast.

Back on the road after breakfast Dan came out with his confession. “I’ve watched you guys fuck a few times through the open window of the van. I didn’t mind it.”

Brad nodded. “Yeah I noticed and didn’t mind either, man. I was happy to be allowed to fuck your wife, I wasn’t about to complain if you wanted to watch.”

Dan squeezed Imogen’s hand.

“I liked it when you watched too,” she said shyly.

Dan swallowed. “So is it alright to watch openly from now on?”

Brad glared and his mouth hung open. “From now on?”

Dan nodded and drew a breath looking at Imogen. “We’re not going to stop now, are we?”

Imogen was blushing and her eyes were alight. “Don’t ask me, I love having two husbands, I’m not about to complain either.” She looked at Brad. “Except I’m a bit sore after three nights in a row with you, do you ever slow down?”

“Yeah, I’m feeling a bit drained meself. I was making the most of the opportunity though, didn’t know it was going to be ongoing.”

“I think ongoing could work for us. We’re already married and you guys obviously connect well physically,” Dan went on explaining. “Man the way you fuck her is amazing to watch, I want to see it again and again. Who needs porn!”

“Deal buddy!” Brad smiled.

Imogen glared at him but smiled at Dan. “It’s just that he’s really huge and stays hard for so long. No woman would be able to stop herself having orgasms with that going on. It’s not like his technique is any better than yours, it’s just the size and length of time makes it feel relentless and it makes you explode inside.”

Dan nodded squeezing her hand. “So we’ll have to see if you end up preggers from this weekend. And how much longer do you think there’s a chance this cycle?”

“Um I don’t think there is a chance this cycle. I can feel my period coming on, which always happens about a week before. I think I might have ovulated before we started doing this.”

“Oh right. I see,” Dan gulped. “That was the one thing I thought was a bit of an unknown, if you got preggers.”

“Yeah probably wouldn’t be ideal in a threesome situation, at least not immediately?” Brad suggested.

Imogen was blushing again and drew a breath. “Don’t worry, I’ve been thinking about this way more than you guys I guarantee you. I was willing to go along with it because I can’t think straight when two men play with me. But as soon as we get home I’m going to my doctor and asking for the IUD she recommended. If we’re going to do this it’s going to be for fun, not to make babies.”

She glared from one man to the other. “And speaking of fun, how do you men think this is going to work in terms of sleeping arrangements?”

Brad shrugged. “I don’t care, I’ll sleep anywhere.”

Dan grimaced. “I guess our bedroom is best for two, and best for sex.”

Imogen smiled. “Good, so I get to stay in my bed and you husbands work out whose turn it is to get in with me each night. I like that idea.”

“Yeah and if it’s night about, we’re probably going to need a fuck every time,” Brad suggested. “I know I will buddy, don’t know about you?” he asked Dan.

“Yeah night about, I will too. Especially with the open door policy where you get to watch on the night you miss out,” Dan agreed.

Imogen rolled her eyes smiling and blushing more furiously in anticipation.

“What do you think, sweetheart?” Dan asked. “Would that be too much?”

“Um no, it would be fine. As long as it was only every second night with him!” she scolded Brad and punched him. “Then every other night my first husband makes love to me nice to make up for it.”

Everyone laughed.

Imogen blushed between the two men more seriously. “Plus I could suck you both off anytime you needed it as well. I wouldn’t mind how often that was,” she uttered sweetly and made both men’s cock flex in their pants as they drove the highway home.


Epilogue

Imogen

Things went perfectly according to plan. The guys moved an extra wardrobe into the basement, so they had one each down there and they used that as their dressing room and single man crash pad.

I was being fucked senseless by Brad every second night and made love to between times by my real husband. I was also called upon to give the men blowjobs quite regularly.

They seemed to like watching each other get those from me and would plan it so the one not getting one would get a surprise.

I’d get dragged into the kitchen and urged to my knees. I’d oblige and be sucking Dan off and Brad would walk in after work and catch us at it. That was Dan’s favourite, like he must watch for his friend to pull up in his work truck and get the timing right.

Brad liked to make me suck him off when Dan was in the shower, dragging me giggling to outside the bathroom door and pushing me down to my knees right there where poor Dan would virtually trip over us and have to stand there watching close up.

I was spending my days with the taste of cum in my mouth and my belly full of sperm at all times. I couldn’t be happier.

With teasing words about Dan making his wife suck cock I decided to play an ‘oops you caught us’ trick of my own.

I still fitted into my wedding gown perfectly. It was a satin halter mermaid bridal gown with deep plunging neckline, open back and elegant flowing train. It was slinky but there was enough width in the skirt to gather it up.

I led Brad to the bedroom with the train flowing behind. He was careful not to step on it. He stumbled along not knowing what the hell I was up to.

“Just shut up and you’ll see,” I told him and checked out the window to see Dan returning from the shop I’d sent him to ten minutes ago.

I turned to my pretend husband and put my arms around his neck. “See anything you like?”

His arms wrapped around me, his hands kneading my sides. “Fuck yeah.”

“Hmm so, you’ve figured this out?”

“What do you have on under this?”

“Exactly what I wore on my wedding day.”

“Aw fuck yeah,” the man groaned and guided me back onto the bed.

I lay twirling my hair, which I’d had done this morning, along with my makeup, telling the guys I had a special night planned and had them wondering where they’d be taking me.

Well I didn’t want to be taken anywhere, just taken.

I lay there with my legs bent up and spread with my husband’s best buddy growling between them. He had my lacy white thong pulled aside and his tongue was in my pussy as my husband appeared in the bedroom doorway with the bottle of champagne I’d sent him to buy.

It was the same brand as we’d toasted with on our wedding night. Our anniversary was tomorrow but I let Dan take me out alone for that; after he watched his best man fuck me in my wedding gown that is.

Brad lifted from licking me out with his cock in his hand. He went in through the wet crotch of my panties and thrust powerfully.

“Ahh huh, huh, that’s so huge!”

**  The end  **
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