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Part 1: Totally Platonic


Keith
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I wasn’t involved in the conversation. They were going on about things that happened during their childhood when I was busy being a kid somewhere else at the time. 

Ryan had only recently started at my work. I catch a ride with him some days and he’d dropped me home and come in to say hi to my wife Layla. They’d known each other for years.

I just listened and laughed along politely. I had no idea who the characters were in their conversation. Some old shop keeper who used to give them a coin in exchange for recyclable glass drink bottles. Some weird infants school teacher who used to bring his dogs to school.

“No they were Dobermans. Mini and Elf, remember? They were huge and had tiny dog names,” Layla corrected her childhood friend.

I joined in with another laugh. I could see the guy had his eyes on Layla’s tits. They were big the last time he’d seen her in high school. They were even bigger now in her mid-twenties.

I’d moved to the area during high school so I knew Ryan from back then too, but he was definitely a friend of my wife’s first. They lived on the same street and their parents used to hang out together. They were playmates but never boyfriend-girlfriend apparently. Their friendship was definitely platonic. Except he was seriously focused on her tits that were quite obvious through the top she had on.

Layla always looks great and can’t help looking sexy with her figure and pretty face. But she dresses quite conservatively really. It’s just that she’d already showered and put on her sleep clothes. She wore a tight-fitting tank top that hugged her tits and accentuated how big and bulgy they were. She’s otherwise quite thin and you can them bulging from the side and even from behind if she lifts her arms.

I fucking love them. Our guest was loving being invited to visit again, I could tell.

Actually now that I thought about it the first time was my idea, this time he’d asked if he could come in and say hi. I only worked with him on Fridays and he had to drive right by. It was convenient and no trouble for him to give me a lift. It seemed to be every Friday now and we’d started including a session at the pub on the way home.

“Okay better go,” he said and Layla stood to give him a hug. He’s a big guy and with his arms wrapped around her his hands were dangerously close to holding her tits, cupping her huge globes as they squashed against him and bulged even more.

Fuck me, I think I wanted him to grab them! 

What the fuck was I thinking?
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It was so great to see Ryan again and catch up. I let Keith walk him out then went to my kitchen. I needed to take a few big breaths and cool off. 

Oh my god I’d had a crush on the guy as a kid. He was too much of a boy by the time I started thinking about that sort of thing though, and he treated me like a tomboy, which I guess I kind of was pre-teen. 

We made other friends at the beginning of high school then I met Keith. We started going steady and every pretty girl in school was lined up fawning over Ryan by then. 

I liked the fact he’d become friends with Keith again. Although they were never really friends in high school, just in the same classes. It was fun that my husband and childhood friend had happened upon each other at work and were becoming good mates. It was a bonus that Ryan was still as hot as ever.

Mmm yummy!

Although I was happily married and there was nothing going to happen there. Just the eye candy and being treated to his smiles and amazing green eyes again – the fun of remembering a schoolgirl crush and reliving it for an hour before bedtime.

This had been his second visit. I was looking forward all week to the next one. I teach primary school now, at the same one we used to go to, so I was constantly reminded.

Then when the next visit did occur Ryan brought a girlfriend and burst my bubble. Holly was her name and she was beautiful. A lovely dark-skinned girl with long shiny black hair I was so jealous of.

“Oh my god no! No one takes Ryan seriously,” she confided to me when the boys were gone to get more wine for us. “No he’s just for fun. We hook up every now and then. We just bumped into each other tonight and he’s giving me a lift home.”

“Oh I see. Yeah that makes sense with Ryan. So he hasn’t changed much at all since high school.”

“Ha, I’ll bet he hasn’t. He’s such a jock.” Holly wiggled her brows. “Which can be a good thing.”

I rolled my eyes, smiled. “Hmm, wouldn’t know.”

“What? How long have you been married? I’ll bet you get a lot of attention with those!” she said, looking at my boobs.

“Um yes, I suppose. But no, I’m very married.”

“Okay, but you can still enjoy the attention, right?”

I blushed. “Um..!”

“Oh seriously, it will do him good to feel the competition. You must have some good boob tops in here!”

The girl was rifling through my wardrobe. We’d become close girlfriends in under an hour. I really liked her energy.

“Here, what about this? Do you still wear it?” she asked, holding up a red dress with a plunging neckline I hadn’t worn since I got married.

I shook my head and grimaced.

“And what about this?” the girl went on about a little black party dress I’d never worn because of the way my boobs spill out the top of it.

“I know, but I get enough looks as it is. Guys are hopeless. Even my relatives! It’s embarrassing.”

“No no, you gotta use it girl! Here put this on. Quick, before the guys get back. Let’s test them for a reaction,” my new girlfriend urged excitedly and she quickly unclipped and pulled her bra out the top of her dress.

“Oh my god!”

She giggled. “Well to be fair and test your hubby too!”

She’d picked out a white camisole top for me to wear. It was one I liked and wore quite often, but she stopped me. “Na na girlfriend.  Get rid of this!” she pulled at my bra. “Give me a look at them puppies anyway... What size is it?” she asked about the bra I was taking off.

“Double-D. I’m not that big.”

“True, it’s more so your shape, isn’t it... Oh that’s nice. Sexy,” she said as I buttoned up the camisole. “Na na, that’s high enough girlfriend. Give the boys a bit of encouragement.”

“Oh god!” I plucked at my top in the mirror. My boobs are heavy but they sit up okay. They were obviously unfettered beneath my top though. My nipples were covered by decorative lace but there were apertures between the flowers and frills that showed skin. I had some very deep cleavage going on with the top two buttons undone.

The guys were back. I chickened out and did up another button whilst being dragged from my room by this whirlwind of a woman I’d just met.

Both men certainly passed the test. Or rather failed it. My childhood friend’s eyes were all over my boobs, which were jiggly as usual when braless. My nipples responded to the stimulation of being pressed against lace and were constantly erect and showing. My husband watched my boobs as we sat around drinking wine and scotch and chatted. His eyes were also scooting down Holly’s dress to her little boobs that were all but on display anytime she leant forward for nuts or chips or to pick up her wine glass.

“So what’s this game night thing all about?” Keith asked her, his eyes on her tits again I noticed.

She sat back and popped a cashew in her mouth. “Ha, wouldn’t you like to know!”

“It’s a big secret,” Ryan added. “I’ll tell you all about it after I go next week.”

“No you won’t tell anyone all about it!” Holly scolded him. “I’ve been waiting months for another chance to go and you’re not spoiling it.”

“Yeah right,” Ryan scoffed. “Apparently they black ban anyone who talks out of school,” he explained.

“Well they do, and you’ll see once you’ve been that you do not want to be black banned. It’s too much fun!”

“Hmm, so adult and sexy is it?” I asked.

Ryan chuckled. “Got kind of adult and sexy here at this game night when we were gone hey Keith!”

Keith blushed, nodded and gulped some scotch. “Yep, sure did!”

Holly tugged the front of her dress up. “Well work’s done for the day. Girls are allowed to relax. Right Layla?”

I blushed deeper than my husband. His and Ryan’s eyes were on my boobs.

“I don’t know how relaxed I feel,” I complained and everyone laughed. I did too.

I was quite relaxed after a few glasses of wine and began to enjoy the men’s eyes going down my top every time I bent forward for something to munch on or a sip of my drink. I was regretting being too chicken to leave the second button undone, but it was too late now and I certainly wasn’t about to undo it so obviously.

“So anyway the guy who took me to game night a few months ago is no more and I figured who better to take along than Ryan,” Holly was saying. “Plus I was taken by surprise my first time because the guy told me absolutely nothing. And now I know what to expect it’s going to be so much more fun and exciting.” She looked to me. “And yes, to answer your question Layla, it is definitely what you would call adult and sexy. Especially for the girls. Although the guys are in their element too with all the power and dominance.”

“Oh yeah, what power? What dominance baby?” Ryan asked, pulling Holly into a cuddle.

“Um no. That’s all you’re getting bad boy. You have to wait and find out like all the other newbies.’

We all laughed. Ryan kept trying throughout the evening but couldn’t get any details out of Holly. She was adamant she wasn’t going to risk spoiling her chance to go again in the future. It must have been an amazing experience and I was absolutely intrigued. But there was no way I’d be able to join in any sexy adult party games. I’m way too shy.

“Alright, better go,” Ryan announced and pulled Holly up from the lounge. She gave Keith a hug, making his eyes pop out and his face split in a smile. She hugged me too, her nipples like pebbles as they brushed against mine. That felt rather exciting.

“Great to see you again, Lay,” Ryan said and hugged me, his big strong hands squeezed and his deep voice was in my ear as he whispered, “That’s a sexy top, looks good on you.”

I just blushed and was left tingling all over as my husband hugged me to his side on our front veranda. We waved our new and old friends off then he pulled me in the door and kissed me against it.

He looked down at my breasts heaving and straining the buttons on my camisole. “Shit baby, you look so fucking hot in that tonight.”

“Hmm do I really? And what about Holly, do you think she looked hot too?”

I giggled. My husband mauled my neck and started undoing my buttons. I slapped at his hands and squirmed away from his clutches. I was chased into the bedroom and tackled back on the bed.

Keith opened my camisole and groaned as he sucked on one of my breasts. I writhed up off the bed and thrust it against his face. He sucked from one to the other while pushing down his pants and pulling my shorts and panties off too.

I was slick when he slammed into me. I gripped his head and spread my legs. He fucked me hard and fast, slamming against me one final time and roaring his power and dominance. Those words of Holly’s about the goings on at game night were replaying in my head.
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I love my wife’s huge boobs but I couldn’t get the image of Holly’s little perky ones out of my head all that next week. I’d seen them fully down her dress, nipples and all, a bunch of times. And once I had a constant view from the side for a whole ten minutes when she was sitting down on her knees on the floor.

Spending time with Ryan it felt like there was a whole world of adult adventure I’d been cut off from with my conservative suburban life. I loved my wife and loved being married to Layla. I was excited that she’d gone braless with Holly last Friday night. 

I was riding home with Ryan after we’d stopped for a beer and hoped he’d want to come in and say hi to Layla again. I also hoped she was wearing something sexy, since she knew there was a chance he would.

We pulled up in my driveway. “So um..?” I motioned to the house.

“Yeah sure. Brilliant,” the guy agreed and I lead him in.

Layla beamed a smile at us. She wore a tight-fitting top and cut-off denim shorts. She had a bra on under the top but was showing lots of cleavage. She always looked huge in anything white.

Ryan’s eyes were on her tits from the moment we walked in the door, and they barely flashed away from them for the whole hour we chatted over coffees. We eventually got interrupted by Layla having to go out and meet a girlfriend who was having some relationship drama. As usual. 

She put on a shirt over her skimpy lace tank top as she always does when going out in public, or if we have anyone over. It had definitely been for Ryan’s benefit and I was left to ponder that after he’d gone, about five minutes after my wife left. Haha go figure!

She crawled into bed about midnight. I was playing a game on my phone, waiting up for her.

“So how’s Brittany?”

“Uh, who knows. I think they can work it out. Until next time that is. Until they learn to listen to each other and grow up.”

I put my phone away and cuddled my wife to my chest, still sitting. I kissed her head. “I’m listening to you.”

“To me? What about?”

“Well not so much what you’re saying verbally but um..!” I felt a tit beneath her arm. “These looked good in your little top tonight.”

“Mmm, really?”

“Yeah I thought so. And so did Ryan.”

“What, did he say something?”

“He said it all with the way he was drooling. Is that a new top?”

“Um yes. I bought a few on the way home from work the other day. It wasn’t too revealing, was it?’

“No it looked fantastic. It made them look even bigger somehow. Was that the way it was shaped under your arms?”

“Yes but it was showing my bra there, so not ideal.”

“Yeah? You could have worn it without a bra.” I kissed her hair again softly. “I mean if you wanted to.”

It took Layla a moment to respond. I waited. Let her think.

“Would you want that, Keith? With Ryan visiting?”

“Uh yeah. It’s kinda interesting with him around, don’t you think? It kind of spices things up.”

“Mmm it sure does. He’s always been like that though. It’s not like it means anything.”

“No! Hell no, it doesn’t mean anything. We’re all just friends, right? I almost wish we could go to that game night with them.”

“I know right? That would be fun with Holly too. Except I’d be too chicken,” Layla admitted with a giggle.

“Yeah I guess, but it’s exciting just hanging around with them, and I’m not feeling jealous at all with Ryan looking at you. I loved it last week when we got home and you were braless in that camisole.”

“Mmm really? I actually bought that new top intending to go braless but I chickened out again.” My wife peered up grimacing. “I wanted to wear it like that with Ryan here.”

“Yeah? Well that’s just giving me a woodie. That’s fucking hot, baby!”

“Mmm one of these?” Layla teased and squeezed me. “I was wondering what this was all about.”

I met her lips. “So next time then? Will you go braless again next time Ryan stops by?”

She looked down at where she had my cock out the fly of my boxers. “And what do I get if I dare to do it?” she teased some more.

“Aw baby, you’ll get fucked hard, that’s what you’ll get.”

“Mmm promise?” she uttered looking down again and suddenly I was in her mouth.

She sucked for a bit then looked up. “You can see my nipples through that top without a bra. That’s why I chickened out.”

“Oh yeah?”

I tugged her arms to get her up. She lifted and straddled me, then held and sunk onto my cock. “Fuck you’re wet baby. Is that from talking like this?” She was completely slick and molten hot inside.

My wife nodded. She bit her lip and rode me slow and deep, flicking her hips and wanking me off with her cunt. I pushed her nightie up and she lifted her arms. Her huge tits swayed side to side as she continued slowly rolling her pelvis.

“Say when okay?” she warned me.

“Yeah? Too close?”

“Mmm maybe. Just to be safe.”

“Nya fuck,” I groaned, getting close already.

I snarled and held back. I let my wife grind and thrust until I was right on the verge, then I lifted her and she quickly grabbed my cock and jacked me off. I was still spurting up onto my stomach when she was down there sucking my cock into her hot mouth. She took the rest of my load in and swallowed. Then she went to work licking from my stomach.

She cleaned me thoroughly then rolled off onto her back. She reached into her drawer and grabbed her favourite toy and passed it to me. It was her clit stimulator.

This was my favourite bit when I had to pull out. I could maybe give her one orgasm naturally if I didn’t, but this little buzz toy really hit the spot for her. It could make her go off over and over until she ended up panting and laughing that it was too much and I had to stop.

I smiled up at her. “You ready?”

“Oh god just do it!” she cried and covered her face with her hands, shy to the last when it came to sex.
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“Oh god enough! Enough!” I cried, pushing my husband away and clamping my legs together giggling. I’d had half a dozen orgasms and I couldn’t take it anymore. I pushed him away and shoved a pillow between my legs. He kissed up from my belly and nipped a nipple. “Uh huh huh,” I cried and clamped my arm across my chest, unable to handle being touched there either.

Keith was asleep within five minutes. I went to the kitchen for water. I noticed our boarder’s kitchen light was on as usual. We rent out the loft above our garage. The guy works online at night and is always up when you come out for a drink or a midnight snack.

I was wrapped in a dressing gown. Well covered though nude beneath it, my belly and naughty pussy numb and still throbbing.

This whole thing was so new and unexpected. I’d never even considered playing any kind of adult games with my husband. We were married and that was the end of that, right? Time to be boring and stop doing anything naughty or fun.

It was fascinating to see the way Keith watched Ryan looking at me. He was definitely into it. It was such a thrill to have the power to tease one man whilst stimulating my husband. I was clearly giving him a thrill too, the same time as giving myself one, and hopefully Ryan too.

I went to bed thinking about it
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