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Chapter 1: A Lucky Man’s Confession



I’m a damn fortunate guy, no question about it. My girlfriend, Tara, is a knockout—young, gorgeous, with a body that could stop traffic. But it’s not just her looks that get me; in bed, she’s an absolute firecracker. Lately, I’ve been loosening the reins a bit, letting her explore beyond me. Before we got together, her experience with guys was pretty tame, so I figured she deserved a chance to spread her wings. She’s been hooking up with a coworker named Jake, and every time she comes home, she spills every filthy detail. It’s like a live-action replay that leaves me rock-hard, and we always end up tearing into each other right after.

One night, I hit the pub with my best mate, Dave. He’s known me forever, so he could tell something was buzzing under the surface. I couldn’t keep it in—I laid it all out, the whole deal with Tara and me. Dave was hooked, though a bit thrown. Tara’s a stunner, he said; if she were his, he’d lock her down tight. Still, he couldn’t hide that her wild side got him going too—he admitted it with a grin.

Dave’s hitched to a gem named Lisa. She’s not as jaw-dropping as Tara, maybe, but she’s got a sweet prettiness and a figure I’d rate high any day. I told him as much, and he blinked at me, stunned. He figured I wouldn’t give his wife a second glance, not with my track record of hot girlfriends, but I confessed I’d always thought Lisa was worth a roll. Back before they tied the knot, I even made a move on her once. She shut me down, though—said Dave was her guy—so I backed off.

Dave looked quietly chuffed at the compliment, even if it threw him for a loop. I had some spicy stuff on my phone—pics and clips of Tara bare-ass naked, including some she’d snapped for me during her flings with Jake. I’d swiped them from her phone to mine, and I showed Dave the lot. There she was, sucking Jake off, riding him, the works. Dave couldn’t peel his eyes away, especially from the blowjob shots. He let slip that things with Lisa were still decent—twice a week, steady—but she’d stopped going down on him ages ago. Poor bastard. He also clocked Tara’s pussy, shaved smooth as glass for me, and sighed that Lisa hadn’t bothered trimming hers since their last kid a couple years back. We kept ogling the videos until the pub kicked us out, and we made plans to meet up again the next night.

The following evening, we hit the town, and there was Tara, out “with the girls,” hanging off Jake like a drunk koala. She didn’t spot us spying from a distance as she danced, kissed, and flirted with him and his buddies. She was hammered, and when one guy started pawing her tits and ass right on the dance floor, Dave and I called it a night and bailed back to my place. We kept the booze flowing, and like clockwork, the chat turned to sex. Waiting for Tara to stumble in—hopefully with a dripping pussy and a phone full of dirty pics—we threw on a porn DVD. We cracked up, half-serious, picturing her getting gang-banged somewhere, just like the chick on screen.

When Tara finally rolled in, Dave was still there, sprawled on my couch. She didn’t bat an eye—hell, she even let him scroll through her latest haul of pics and vids. It was her and Jake from earlier, her lips wrapped around him, then him pounding her senseless. The air got thick with horniness. Before I knew it, I had Tara stripped down and was fucking her right there, Dave’s eyes glued to us. He even got in on it a little—first blowjob he’d had in years, courtesy of her talented mouth. That’s where we left it, though, nothing more.














Chapter 2: A Night of Revelations



The next week, Tara was out again, so I met up with Dave for another round at the local pub. This time, he had something to spill. As we grabbed our pints and settled in, he asked where Tara was tonight. I smirked and told him not to get his hopes up—she was just out with her friend Chloe, no wild action on the cards. He sighed, faking disappointment, and muttered he’d been banking on another blowjob. It was karaoke night, and we got properly sloshed, belting out tunes and laughing our asses off. The beer loosened Dave’s tongue, and he started raving about last week—how Tara’s sexiness had blown his mind, how that blowjob had been a goddamn revelation after years of drought.

Then he dropped a bombshell: he’d told Lisa about Tara’s extracurriculars, including the videos we’d watched. He looked at me, half-wincing, hoping I wasn’t pissed. I shrugged it off—long as Lisa kept her mouth shut to the rest of the world, I didn’t care. He’d skipped the part about Tara sucking him off, though, and begged me to keep that under wraps next time I saw her. Fair enough.

I asked how Lisa took it. Dave said she’d been pissed at first—chewed him out for drooling over smut—but once he explained the whole setup, she got curious. She’d grilled him for every detail, minus the bits where I screwed Tara in front of him and she blew him, of course. I pressed him—what was he leading up to? He leaned in, grinning like a kid with a secret. That night, after spilling the beans, he and Lisa had the best sex they’d had in forever. So he wanted me to come over for dinner one night, stir the pot again, and hopefully get her all riled up for another epic fuck.

I laughed and told him he owed me a trade—since he’d seen Tara in action, he should record Lisa for me. He raised an eyebrow, asking if I’d really want to see her, insisting she wasn’t in Tara’s league. I doubled down—hell yes, I wanted that video. Dave sighed, wishing Lisa had Tara’s wild streak. He’d kill to see her in a threesome or some filthy scene like we’d pulled off with Tara. I mentioned Tara was hitting a barbecue at one of Jake’s mates’ places on Saturday. If he could swing a babysitter, I’d come over. He nodded, said he’d sort it, and the next day he rang to confirm the kids were covered. Plan was set: drinks in the afternoon with him and Lisa, then back to their place for dinner.

Dave had pitched it to Lisa as a chill night in, but his real game was for me to bring up Tara’s slutty antics, hoping it’d light a fire under her. Before he hung up, he added they were planning to film themselves fucking—just to spice things up—and promised I’d get a peek sometime, when Lisa wasn’t around. Saturday rolled around, and as Tara headed off to the barbecue, I rocked up at Dave and Lisa’s. They greeted me at the door, all smiles, and we strolled across the road to the pub. A few drinks in, Lisa was already tipsy by the time we stumbled back to their place. She cooked up a storm despite her buzz, and the meal was damn good. Afterward, we cracked open more bottles, and by the time we hit the living room, Lisa was well and truly smashed.

She looked hot that night, no lie. Late twenties, same as me and Dave, and even after two kids, her figure was killer. Her dark blonde curls spilled over her shoulders—usually she pinned them up, but loose like that, they framed her face perfect. Those big, dark brown eyes still had a naughty spark I’d clocked years back, before she picked Dave. Dimples flashed when she smiled, and her pouty little mouth was pure temptation. Dave was a lucky bastard, just like me with Tara. Lisa’s curves were lush—those 36E tits Dave had bragged about were spilling out of a deep V-neck black jumper, and tight jeans hugged her round ass. She wasn’t as lean as Tara, but she wasn’t heavy either—just a woman with all the right shapes in all the right places.














Chapter 3: Stirring the Pot


After a cracking meal and a couple bottles of red wine, we were sprawled in Dave and Lisa’s front room, the air thick with booze and good vibes. Lisa was plastered, giggling at nothing, and I was racking my brain for a smooth way to steer the chat toward sex. Subtle wasn’t working, so I went for broke. During a quiet lull, I leaned toward Lisa and asked what she thought of me and Tara—hoping she wasn’t mad about me showing Dave those pics and vids. Dave nearly choked on his wine, spluttering it down his shirt, and bolted to the kitchen to clean up, leaving me and Lisa alone.

She was so drunk she just shrugged, all loose and easy. “Whatever you and Tara get up to, that’s your business,” she slurred. “I’m not here to judge.” I pressed her—could she see why I let Tara experiment? She thought about it, then nodded slow. “Yeah, I get it. Sometimes I wish I’d messed around more when I was younger.” Dave wandered back in, wiping his hands, and caught that bit. “Really?” he asked, eyebrows up. Lisa smiled at him, reassuring. “I’m happy with you, the kids, our life. You’ve got nothing to worry about.”

Curious, I asked how many guys she’d been with before Dave. She dodged, just smirked and said, “Not very many.” I didn’t push, but explained Tara’s deal—only a couple of duds before me, nothing worth remembering. That’s why I was letting her run wild now, get it out of her system. Lisa nodded again, understanding, and then—out of nowhere—asked to see the videos. I glanced at Dave; he shrugged like it was no big deal, so I handed her my phone.

She sat there, eyes glued to the screen, while Dave ducked back to the kitchen for more drinks. I couldn’t see exactly what she was watching, but her eyes went wide, jaw dropping at the dirty shit Jake and his mates were saying to Tara. You could hear her moans and their filthy talk spilling out of the speaker. When she finished, she looked up at me, a little dazed. “Tara’s got a great body,” she said. “She looks… really adventurous.” There was a flicker of envy in her voice, so I jumped in quick. “She wasn’t always like that. Hooking up with these guys opened her up—now I’m reaping the benefits.” Lisa nodded, then sighed. “She’s so slim and sexy.” Before she could spiral, I cut in. “You’ve got a nice body too, Lisa. Those boobs are way bigger than Tara’s, and you’ve got curves—proper womanly sexiness.” She blinked at me. “You serious?” I laid it on thick, sincere as hell. “Of course.” She blushed, biting back a pleased little smile.

Dave strolled back with the drinks and piped up. “Me and Lisa are gonna make
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