
        
            
                
            
        

    






























I’m not a cheater. I wouldn’t do that to Floyd. But my husband knew I kind of liked Woody and he had a lot of opportunity to stop things between me and his old college buddy. But I think I knew somehow early on that he secretly wanted me to keep going . . . .

They were both crashed out from their hike on our two big sofas with the chill world music pounding when I came in from a little clothes shopping. Woody comes around a lot and I already told my husband — and him — that I think he’s hot. I was actually imagining him when I was checking out new bedtime clothes to buy.

“Well, why don’t you jump his bones then?” Floyd would kid me.

“Just might someday,” I said sticking my ass out to hip check him as he went to the fridge. “Or maybe . . . ” I twisted around, wrapped my arms around his shoulders, and pulled his face in close to mine. “ . . . I already do, and you just haven’t caught us yet.” I laughed and slapped his stomach.

“Woody would do you in a second,” he snickered, “knowing Woody. But he’d tell me, too, so yeah, no, I am sure you’re not,” he said. “Yet.”

I leaned back from him suspending myself from my outstretched arms and my hands tight around his waist. “You say that like you’d be okay with him if he did do your wife,” I laughed.

“He’d certainly be okay with it,” he said. “He’s told me too many times how hot you are.”

“Really?” I squealed like the little girl I sometimes am inside. That stranger inside, whoever that is, comes out at the strangest times. 

“Guy doesn’t shut up about it,” he nodded and chewed his cheek.

Now Woody was in his jeans with no shirt and no shoes on sprawled on our couch not exactly sleeping but not with his eyes open either.

Would I do him? I looked down at him as I passed closer than I needed to with my new purchases hanging over my arm brushing up his prone body. In a fucking heartbeat, I said to myself and I sneered and looked over to the other couch and at my husband. He was also in jeans with no shirt or shoes on, but unlike Woody, his eyes were open. And he caught me looking down at his friend with my guilty, lingering eyes.

“What?” I snickered and I went through to the bedroom. We lived in a completely open, converted warehouse with a whole wall of small windows and other walls of old orange and red bricks and a rustic, dented plank floor.

My husband just snorted out his nose and grinned and shut his eyes again. I turned the music up louder and went to the bedroom. So what if I slipped on the panties and bra I was thinking about when I bought them, or the other things I enjoyed putting on for when he opened his eyes. If he thinks I’m hot already, wait til he sees what I’m wearing!

When I came out and turned into the fridge for drinks, Woody was right behind me. He bopped his head, poured a glass of beer, and leaned back against the kitchen island with that bad-boy grin of his that always twinged me between my legs. Fuck dude, I wanted to say, right in front of my husband?

I had put on these super-short white frayed shorts and a cute, crop-cut denim jacket with the sleeves rolled up. Woody didn’t just sneak peaks at me, he let his eyes take their time up and down my whole body like he had the right to, or like he just had so much confidence, he knew I liked it. Maybe a little too much though. How did he know Floyd would let him look at me like that? It was a lot more direct than usual. Like he wasn’t afraid of getting caught anymore, the way he always was before.

“Get you something?” I said.

He just tilted his glass of beer and shrugged and grinned and sipped it some, not taking his eyes off one part of my body or another the whole time.

I looked over his shoulder and past the island to the sofas by the bank of windows and my husband lying there. I could tell his eyes were still open — I could see the flash of light in his reflecting eyeballs. I held a string of garlic bulbs in my upturned hand and set myself back on my hips. “Got to put these,” I said through the tops of my eyes and directly into his eyes, “down there.” I gestured with my face to the drawer below his hips and behind his legs.

“So go ahead,” he said.

I nodded at him and briefly, lightly, shut my eyes before looking sideways and snorting with a grin. He made me nervous, which was ridiculous because he was my husband’s best friend and he was always over. I was married. I wasn’t supposed to be getting flustered in quite that way anymore. But the flirting, the sense that anything might happen, made me feel like a single girl on the edge all over again. I liked it, even if it was a thing of the past now.

“Floyd?” I called over to my husband over the music but with my eyes still on Woody’s eyes. Or on his neck, or his shoulders, or his chest. Maybe even his stomach.

“Ellie?” he finally called back.

“Woody is being a bad boy,” I snickered. “Thought you should know.”

“What’s he doing?” Floyd called back with obvious disinterest. “Floyd,” he called to his friend. “Stop messing around with my wife.”

“Just standing here minding my own business,” he said half over his shoulder but with a sneer toward me. He slid his feet sideways to spread his legs to open between them space for me to pull out the drawer, as if I was going to bend over and do that.

“Is he bothering you?” Floyd called again.

“You’re friend wants me to get down on my knees between his legs,” I said and I raised my eyebrows at him challengingly. I thought that that would make him smarten up and get out of my way. I mean, whose husband lets their best friend do what he was doing to their wife?

“Is that going to be a problem?” he called from his sofa.

I screwed up my face and leaned over to gawk at him over Woody’s shoulder and he gave it two more beats before he burst out laughing. “You should see your face,” he laughed.

“One of these days, it’s going to go too far and you won’t be able to stop it,” I shook my head at him and bent over at my waist to reach between Woody’s legs and pull open the drawer. I knew he was staring right down the top of my jacket. If my husband wasn’t going to stop it, why should I? When I came back up, I secretly let the back of my hand as though accidentally slide against the front of his jeans.

“You’re such an asshole,” I said to him privately.

“And you’re just a tease,” he said with a sneer under his breath. He twisted around to put his glass on the island behind him, but also to sneak a peek at my husband. Floyd had rolled onto his back with one knee up to his chest and his ankle crossed over his other knee with his phone up to his face. Still staring over his shoulder across the tall space to the sofas, he dangled his fingertips up my thigh, over my shorts and hips, and against the skin of my exposed waist below the hem of my short jacket.

“You call this a tease?” I said, and I leaned close to his face and body and reached between his arms and waist to trap him with my hands on the edge of the kitchen island. He leaned back and pushed his palms into the edge of the island as though he knew to be careful about touching the merchandise. I brought my mouth close to his. “You’re the one who won’t do anything,” I said, letting my eyes follow his cheekbones and jaw down to his mouth where I lingered with my gaze.

“You’re husband is like twenty feet away,” he said in the private space we held between our faces. “You wouldn’t.”

“How do you know he’s not one of those guys who lets his wife . . . “ I paused to inhale with a shake. “ . . . play around,” I whispered.

“I guess we could find out, couldn’t we,” he said.

I could tell I had him on the backstep. He always came onto me, making like he was picking me up, pretending that he would take me the second my husband left the room. He loved it because he knew I got off on him doing it. I was inspired, though, to turn the tables on him. I don’t know what it was — something about that day, something about how he had teased me once too often, or something about the way he stood there without a shirt on knowing what it was doing to me?

We all encounter from time to time the ‘stranger within,’ don’t we. Sometimes it’s when we’re thrust into an unfamiliar setting like ending up at a party not knowing anyone, or going for a job interview in a new city or in a new industry. I had lately been running into the ‘stranger in me’ in the oddest of places — when waking up beside my husband, say, or when out just driving somewhere, or, like that morning, while shopping. It had been less a matter of encountering the stranger within than it was feeling like the stranger within was filling up my body, displacing me, turning the roles around so that I became like the stranger, a silent partner watching from behind and above while the stranger took over my body.

That’s certainly what was going on inside me when I poked my tongue into the corner of my mouth, bent my body on my waist too close to Woody’s half-nude body, and pushed myself closer to him by arching my back. Okay, husband, I said in my mind. You know what’s going on over here. I already called over to you. If the stranger within me does something right now, is it all on me, or is it not on you for letting it happen? I pursed my lips and flexed my shoulders and neck and rubbed my tongue over the top of my front teeth.

“You think you’re something special, don’t you,” I groaned quietly to Woody with my lips nearly brushing his.

“I’m just Woody,” he shrugged with a grin. “Your husband’s best friend?”

I snickered. “Who knows exactly what he’s doing right now to his friend’s wife.”

“What am I doing?” he said, narrowing his eyes at me.

He touched me earlier, but he wasn’t touching me now, and it was making me twist and breathe hard. “You’re going to get it,” I said, and I glanced over his bare shoulder again. My husband was completely absorbed on his phone. I pressed my lips to his and surprised myself with how softly, and how long, I kissed him.

He dragged his hands up my over my hips again and held me by my waist. He pulled me rudely against his body. “I’m warning you,” I groaned from deep in my throat.

“I thought you said you and Floyd let each other do it with others,” he said, sliding his fingers under the edge of my jacket and further up over my bare ribs inside.

“I said, what if we were, I didn’t say we did,” I said to him, but I couldn’t resist kissing and sucking on his bottom lip, even as I raised my eyes and looked past him to my husband happily absorbed on the sofa.

Woody grinned that grin of his and looked at my chest. He started at the bottom, not the top, and undid the buttons of my little jacket.

I didn’t stop him but instead, I looked down with him, watching his fingers work their way up the front of my body. “Just what do you think you’re doing?” I said.

“I ever tell you that you have the most magnificent tits?” he replied.

It made me exhale against my will — that stranger within again! “All the time,” I groaned. He got all the buttons undone and I snatched at the sides and clasped my tight jacket closed over my chest with my hand. “Honey, your friend is stripping me,” I called over Woody’s shoulder, but our eyes were digging into each others. I spread my feet around the sides of his feet and leaned my hips against his, trapping him against the edge of the counter behind his butt.

“What’s mine is his, and what’s his is mine, always been that way,” he called back without looking.

I rocked my body against Woody’s body and pressed my chest tightly against his, withdrawing my hand from between us. The jacket stayed closed as long as I pressed myself against his chest. “My body is not a car or a tent, fur fuck sakes,” I said to my husband. “I think he’s taking that whole concept one step too far,” I said to the high ceiling, rolling my head back and searching the huge dark rafters for my husband’s non-reply.

Woody lifted his knee between my legs and pressed it to the crotch of my short white shorts and he tugged at the sides of my jacket, pulling it out from between us, tugging it off my shoulders. I liked that he liked it. I could tell it was perfect for him.

“Would you just stop!” I said to him in a groaning voice with my eyes popping out at his. I hooked my thumbs into the belt loops of his jeans and shook his hips with anger. But with my jacket open and the shoulders falling half way down my back, I had to press my brand new black-lace full-cup bra against his bare chest to keep myself still hidden at least somewhat.

But he didn’t stop. He just sneered and pushed the palm of his hand against my breast.

I chuckled because he was being ridiculous and I peered around his huge, bare shoulder to my husband again. “Your friend is getting carried away,” I sang to him. He squeezed my breast and made me yelp and flinch, bending myself at my waist and yanking my hips away from his. My jacket fell further down my back so that it was only hanging from my wrists and wrapped around my lower back like some kind of denim restraint. “You’re going to be in so much trouble,” I said to him, seething, and I clenched my fist into his crotch.

He twisted around toward my husband even as he seized my wrist, sucked in his gut, and shoved my hand down inside the front of his pants. I dropped my head in a tilt, raised my hip crookedly, and placed my other hand on my hip and looked at him and shook my head. I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction of yanking my hand out of his pants like I’m sure he thought I would, all scandalized and shocked like some little girl.

“You sure you want my hand down there?” I raised my eyebrows at him. I fished around to get a grip on his dick and teach him a lesson by hurting him. I wasn’t expecting to find him so hard. He laid his hands on the tops of my bare shoulders and pushed down. I couldn’t believe it.

“Not your hand,” he said, shaking his head, and he gave me a couple of air kisses.

I sighed and shook my head at him and looked again over his shoulder. I couldn’t bring myself to hurt him inside his pants. I wanted to, but all I did was squeeze it. It was so hot and hard, and it was surprisingly big, too. “I’m sure you’d just love that, wouldn’t you,” I stuck my tongue out at him and grinned. “I give great blow jobs, too,” I sneered at him.

He didn’t say anything back, but he pushed me on my shoulders harder downward. I looked at him with my eyes bulging out. “Would you just fuck off!” I whispered at him with my mouth dropping open in disbelief, but he already had pushed me down to his chest and only smiled down at me, ignoring my pleas. “Stop it!” I said, but I know that I grinned too. I had to laugh, the situation was so ridiculous.

“Suck it,” he said, and it would have been loud enough for my husband to hear on the other side of the room but for the music that pounded through the large warehouse space.

“You’re disgusting, you know that?” I squinted up at him from my knees. “What, you don’t think I’ll do it?” I grinned at him. I could be bad too, he didn’t know me at all. I yanked his belt out and tugged the button of his jeans. I shook my head at him from where I knelt below him behind the kitchen island and I made like I was going to bite his dick right off with my snapping teeth.

He twisted around again and called to my husband. I knew he wasn’t going to be able to go through with it. I yanked his pants down and accidentally caught his boxer briefs with my nails and stripped him to his mid thighs. His cock, heavy, hot, and long, sprung up and slapped the underside of my chin and I laughed out loud. “Dude, you’re wife is trying to bite my dick off,” he shouted.

“Everybody gotta eat,” he called back with disinterest from the couch.

He squirmed on his toes and twisted his hips and clasped the sides of my blonde head and tried to push me away from his groin. But I was stronger. I pushed back harder with my neck straining and I dug my nails into the back of his butt. He laughed and managed to turn his body around to face the island. He kicked his feet down and bent down low over the island. I pushed my head between his legs prying them apart and I twisted around under him and pushed myself up against the island, forcing myself between the cupboards and his body, nude from the knees up.

“Fuck off, Ellie!” he said laughing and he looked down his body at the top of my head and tried again to push my head down and away from his dick.

But he was getting harder and I pushed my back against the cupboards and caught his eyes looking down with mine looking up. That was how I captured the head of his cock between my lips. I didn’t think I was going to do it, and I wasn’t planning on it. It was just there, dangling and hard and hot and smooth and I didn’t think, I just opened my mouth and felt the head of his cock come inside me. It made me as though instinctively lean my head back and expose my throat and push my mouth up over his shaft and take him more deeply inside my mouth.

“Fuck, Ellie!” he groaned in a whisper, and when I flashed my eyes open at his, I caught him smiling. He didn’t expect it any more than I did.

Just to teach him a lesson about teasing me and thinking he could get away with it, I moaned with his cock in my mouth. I knew from Floyd, and other boys before him, that guys could hardly take that — it wasn’t just the vibration, it was also the sense that the girl was getting off on blowing him as much as he was getting off on being blown by her. I pushed his ass from behind with my hands snaked through his legs and I opened my throat and pushed my mouth until my lips pressed against his pubic bone. “Fuck him,” I thought. “Teach him for doing that to me.”

He stood up straight and staggered back a half step and pushed his fingers deeply through my hair, resigned to the fact that I got him right where I wanted him: trapped in my mouth, his big hard dick wet with my saliva. I dropped my face back and wrapped my hand around his cock and looked up at him and I put my index finger to my lips and nearly giggled to death trying to shush him. When I get going on something bad, it’s hard for me to stop.

When I kissed the head of his cock again, he rudely thrusted his hips forward and my head was trapped between the cupboard of the island and his insistent body, and he fucked my mouth without my say-so. I tried to twist and squirm away but he pulled back and pushed forward again and I coughed with his cock stuffing my cheeks and finally pulled my face away sideways.

“Such an asshole!” I whispered up at him wiping the slobber and pre-cum from my lips. But he barely gave me a chance to catch my breath before he dangled the head of his cock at my lips again and I had to get ready for him to fuck my throat or he would have just shoved it in. So I rolled my eyes and opened wide and he pushed it in as far as he could, the asshole. This time he let me at least breath and swallow before he pushed it in again, and I guess I figured out a rhythm and pace that kind of worked for both of us if this is what was going to happen behind the island in our kitchen with my husband oblivious on his phone on the couch on his back.

Suddenly Floyd threw himself up from the sofa and came to the other side of the island. “Gonna grab a shower,” he said, “you staying over or what?” Woody stopped fucking my face against the cupboards and I stopped sucking on him, but his cock remained buried in my mouth and I held my breath to not give away my laboured breathing. My husband walked away.

“Maybe stay over?” Woody said, very slowly withdrawing before even more slowly shoving his cock back into my mouth behind my husband’s back. “Breakfast at Blue Turtle?” he said. It was our favourite spot.

Floyd called from over his shoulder down the hallway and turning into the bathroom. “Ellie can get sheets for the sofa for you and a blanket,” he said, shutting the door.

I pushed myself up onto my feet, pressing my body between the island behind me and Woody’s frame. He didn’t let me just stand there against him, he had to lift me by my hips and place my ass on the edge of the counter. It was his turn to trap me and he gripped the edge on either side of my hips. I wrapped my arms around his neck to at least control him a bit, and I decided to kiss him too, because I had just sucked his dick and it was probably a little abrupt to just stop like that.

“Don’t” I murmured, though. “My husband,” I whined with a grin. His fingers worked at the button of my shorts, and the fly, just like he had earlier got my jacket undone, without asking or even saying what he wanted.

“But Ellie,” he shook his face close to mine. “It hurts so much!”

I laughed because I had long known about that bullshit guys say. He opened my shorts and I said, “I told you,” with the biggest, most warning eyes I could make at him. But he was rough and insistent and I was worried he was going to tear my new black panties or something so I rolled my eyes and rocked on my hips and let him peel my tight and cute white shorts off.

“You know you shouldn’t be doing this,” I said to him, but I stroked his cock where it hung between us. He thought he was so cool, so in control. I licked my palm and rubbed it around  the head of his cock just to remind him who was in control. I leaned back and glanced sideways down the hall to the bathroom and saw the door closed, the light underneath the door, and the sound of water running. “You’re such a fucker,” I said to him. “What kind of a friend are you?” I shook my defiant face at him and I drew the head of his cock against the front of my black panties. I was embarrassed because I was leaching through the thin fabric, I was so horny.

“What kind of a wife are you?” he replied. I was so scandalized that all I could do was shake my head at him even as he tugged at my panties and pushed me back so that I flopped down on my back across the island counter in front of him.

‘What do you think you’re doing!?” I said to him on my back. But he only sneered and pushed my legs up straight so my ankles rested together against one of his shoulders, and he pulled my panties up my thighs, over my knees, and finally over my pointed toes. I lowered my legs but there was no room for them other than to spread them around his shoulders, and I caught my heels on the edge of the counter. I shook my face at him and rolled my eyes. He leaned down and began kissing me on the inner part of my thighs.

I rolled my head sideways and closed my eyes staring up the hallway. “If he comes out right now,” I said, but I was unable to finish my thought. The jerk lowered his mouth to my pussy and began to go down on me.

I honestly don’t think it’s my fault, any of it, after that, because come on, that’s biology or something taking over. I decided to stop pushing him away. If my husband came out and saw what he was doing to me, I thought I might be able to explain. What if a girl started sucking him off at a party or something? We’re not really to blame, are we?

I arched my back and twisted my fists. Woody was hitting the right spots and was infuriating me with how close he was coming back to the right spots without touching again with his tongue. My breathing got shallow and fast and I swung my head back and forth with my eyes clenched and my toes curling. I guess knowing it was his best friend, that it was on our kitchen island, and knowing that he could come out any second and see me nearly cumming I was breathing and moaning so hard, must have added to it for me. That, and the feeling throughout my body that it wasn’t really me, it was that stranger from somewhere  inside me.

It was bliss. I tried to worry but my mind clouded. That’s when I was rudely interrupted. I sat up hard and gasped loudly. I punched his chest and tried to push his hips with my feet, but he had entered me with his hot, heavy and hard cock and proceeded to snake himself deeper into me. “I didn’t say,” I gasped and fell back. I pulled my knees to my chest and pushed the soles of my feet against his shoulders, but he only leaned more heavily against me, and penetrated me further down inside.

I rolled my head toward the hallway again. “Are you crazy?” I shouted in a hoarse whisper to him, but he only yanked my body out over the edge of the counter and rolled my hips up higher, the better to shove his cock deeper into me. I wanted to protest, but he filled me so deep and so tight, I couldn’t make my voice work, and when he leaned over my body to kiss my mouth, it was impossible to not suck on his lips and wrap my arms around his back and yank him tighter down against me.

We both heard the water go off and the door open as Floyd aired out the bathroom. I kicked at Woody even as he kept pounding his insistent cock deep into my admittedly soaking pussy. “Don’t cum inside me,” I said, and I tried to close my legs. He pulled out and I clutched both hands around his big mean cock just as he spurted all over my stomach, my tits, my neck, and even my face and hair. To keep from getting more of his cum everywhere, I slinked down over the edge of the counter and back onto my knees between him and the island, and I did my best to pull my hair out of the way and swallow him with my mouth.

He shot so much and so hard, it came out my nose. He just got his shorts and underwear up in time as my husband came down the hallway with his face, thankfully, hidden behind the towel he was drying his hair with. I got the middle button on my cute little jacket done up and my shorts up over my hips, when he called for me.

We leaned together side by side over the edge of the counter, Woody and I, even as I struggled just below the surface to get my fly up and the button of my shorts done up. Woody grabbed a paper towel from the side of the counter and shoved it into my hand under the edge. I darted a look at him just as Floyd pulled the big towel off his head and wrapped it around his shoulders and sat on the stool on the other side of the island facing us.

I spun around and leaned over the kitchen sink behind us and wiped my face, my eyes, my lips, and my hair. I looked down at my chest and saw a big wad of Woody’s jism between my breasts. I looked further down and saw gobs of him running down my stomach and over the edge of my shorts.

“What’s up, honey?” he said to the back of my head.

“Just got something in my eye,” I said, leaning over the sink and turning the tap on as though to flush my eye. But I was flooding my chest and stomach to try to wash Woody’s cum off me.

“We got sheets and blanket and pillow for Woody, don’t we?” he said.

I turned around. There were spots of his cum on the counter where he shot and missed my body and face, but Floyd didn’t notice them yet. “I can get it for him,” I said. “Why don’t you go to bed,” I said to him. “You look wasted.”

“I feel tired,” he laughed. “Good hike today, bruh,” he said to Floyd and he clasped his hand as he stood and turned. “Don’t make my wife stay up too late,” he said over his shoulder.

“You know me,” he called after him. “Always trying to get into her panties,” he said, and he even surreptitiously squeezed my ass behind my husband’s back.

“You get into my wife’s panties,” he turned around at our bedroom door, “and I’ll fucking kill you,” he said, but he smirked, he cocked his finger gun at us both down the other end of the hallway, and he went through to the bedroom. “Tonight would be a good night,” he shouted with a snicker. “I’m too sore and tired to do her good anyway.” Woody wrapped his hand around my waist and pulled my body against his. My husband stuck his head out the door as he closed it. “You might as well fuck her — somebody has to,” he said, and he shut the door.

Woody loked at me and shrugged.

“Clearly he’s joking,” I shook my head at him and folded my arms over my chest. “You fucking covered me in your cum, you know. My husband could have seen it.”

But he undid my shorts again and started tugging and pulling to get them over my hips and they fell to my knees and I shook them so that they fell to the floor around my ankles.

“The man clearly told me to fuck his wife,” he raised his eyebrows at me.

“You know he didn’t mean it,” I said, but I also tugged his jeans open and let them drop around his knees. He stepped out of them, and his underwear too. I shook my head at him and bent at my waist to pull my panties back off for the second time that night.

He took my hand and walked me over to the sofa. I undid my jacket again and let it fall over the chair. I pulled my hair over my shoulder and turned my back to him so he could undo my bra and I shook my arms so it fell down into my hands in front. “Lay lady lay,” he grinned.

“I’m just getting ready for bed,” I said, and I stopped and stretched my hands up to the ceiling and yawned. I was completely naked, and so was he. “Just getting your sheets and blanket,” I said needing to walk so close behind him I had to brush against him, but he grabbed me by the waist and swung me back around in front of him, even lifting me off my feet. I squealed and then shushed him, twisting in his arms over my shoulder to pinch his lips shut. I could feel his cock, hard again, pressing into my back and butt. “I’m not going to fuck you again, you know!” I said. “I’m just getting your bed ready for you!”

He put me down and I bent over in front of him to tuck the sheet down behind the cushions of the sofa and he grabbed my hips from behind and pulled me back so hard against his hips, we bounced together and I accidentally yelped and laughed. His cock penetrated me from behind but I pulled off of him and twisted away. “Would you just!” I said, and I knelt in front of him to tuck the sheet under the front edge of the cushions. When I twisted around, I found his big hard cock touching my face and I looked up at him and shook my head. I pursed my lips at him but he held my head with his fists wrapped up in my hair and pushed the head of his cock against my pursed lips. When I tried to tell him he better not, he shoved himself into my mouth to shut me up.

We rolled onto the sofa and he ended up sitting up with me straddling his lap trying hard to keep him quiet, keep him decent, and keep his cock out of me. I squeezed it hard between my legs and widened my eyes down at him below me. “Stop trying to fuck your friend’s wife mall the time!” I said, but I tittered and my shoulders shook.

“I’m trying to just go to sleep!” he said, turning his head half toward the hall and projecting his voice down the hallway for my husband’s benefit.

“Then stop trying to grab me!” I half turned my head down toward the hallway too.

“If you just leave me alone, let me sleep,” he grinned and he squeezed my tits.

I fell into him and fed him my breast because, through no fault of my own, that kind of gets me, doing that. But when I pushed myself against him and curled in my spine because of his licking and kissing me there, I accidentally shook in my hips and the head of his cock suddenly popped inside my pussy because I was probably still wet from earlier and a little bit wet again because of playing around and the thing with my tits.

So I sank down on him and that just got things really hot and we ended up fucking hard and fast without any ability to stop, even when we both sensed my husband was standing in the hallway facing us. I didn’t want to look and I guess Woody didn’t want to look either. I fell into his neck with my face and said in his ear, “I fucking told you!”

“Then get off me!” he whispered back.

We kept fucking because to stop would have acknowledged he was there and I think we were both uncomfortable with that. Fucking right in front of my husband was bad enough, but cumming would be worse and I tried so hard to stop it when I felt it rise in me. But you know how it goes — the harder you stop it, the harder it comes. Woody stopped moving but didn’t stop rubbing my sides with his hands or the sides of my breasts where they are particularly sensitive. I shook all over and then everything stopped and I arched so hard I was facing the ceiling.

I came off him and didn’t even know that he came too, until I looked down and saw and felt his cum gush from inside my pussy. I scooped up my clothes and sped past my husband without looking at him and locked the bathroom door and got in the shower.

I came to bed and thought that Floyd was already asleep and laid on my stomach to think about how I was going to explain in the morning what happened. But my husband rolled over on top of me and shoved my legs open with his knee. He laid on me, nearly crushing me into the bed, and his cock pushed between my legs and when I raised my ass, he entered me deeply and hard. I didn’t know I was going to cum again until it seized me from deep inside and the next thing I knew, I was shaking and losing my breath. Not for the first time that night, I felt a cock ejaculate inside me and fill me to overflowing with it’s cum.

Nobody said anything until we were nearly finished eating at the Purple Turtle next morning. Floyd looked over the table at Woody and lifted his chin at him. “She’s a pretty good fuck, isn’t she,” he said. I exhaled and dropped my face nearly to the table top and looked sideways and away.

Woody stared back at Floyd it seemed for a whole minute, as though he were calculating the math over what Floyd was saying. Finally, he leaned close to him and said, “The way she cums is so fucking hot,” he said.

I blushed and covered my face with my hands and inhaled. “You guys!” I said, but my grin was across my whole face.

My husband turned to me. “You have a good time too?” he asked.

“Would you just!” I said, and I darted my red face around the place in case anyone could hear. I looked at him through my fingers and then at Woody through my fingers before I caught on. They were both chuckling and smiling back at me. “You fuckers! You planned it?!”

They both laughed and high-fived each other.

“So you . . . ?” I screwed my face up at Floyd.

“What?” he ducked lower defensively. “It’s hardly the weirdest kink on the internet, watching your wife fuck your friend.”

“He’s right about that,” Woody tugged his face in a tilt and tore toast with his clamped teeth.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I kicked Woody under the table.

“Was fucking hot watching you think you were sneaking it,” my husband said.

“Well it won’t be sneaking anymore since you know now,” I said.

Woody began to giggle, and before long, we were all jiggling at the table unable to stop laughing. We could barely walk home, we kept bursting out laughing. And when we got back in the door, our clothes were off and I was on Woody’s lap again on the sofa — and my husband’s lap in the chair.

I don’t know how many times we fucked that whole weekend — it’s hard to count what is a fuck, what is several fucks, and what is an interrupted fuck, and whether two fucks is two fucks or a single two-man fuck. I had a lot of fun putting on different clothes for one or the other man to strip off of me. But now, whenever Woody is coming over, me and Floyd get me ready, and then they play rock paper scissors for who gets me overnight.
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My wife loved alternate history novels. She was intrigued by the lives that weren’t chosen. She wanted to be Cole’s wife for the weekend, and what could be wrong with that?

His Wife For The Weekend

 

I agreed to let my wife pretend to be my friend's wife so he could show her off at the big wedding. But then she got too deep into the role . . .

A Girlfriend Menage

 

I was intrigued when my friend Clara danced with my husband Les. I was stirred when they kissed . . .




Books By Our Other Authors






Fun Girl, That Hotwife of Mine by Laura Llyles

I wasn't going to lose -- I just didn't think my wife would go all the way with my friend just to keep from losing too.




My Secret Hotwife by JL Sanders 

I found her on the couch with him when I was supposed to be out at my game. A whole other world broke in on me when I peered through the gap in the curtains over the balcony.




Professor Cuckold and his Partner, Dr. Hotwife by Dylan Chase

I twirled my glass of scotch watching as my colleague touched my wife — I was paralyzed by thinking.
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