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My Wife, her Best Friend and Me


Jon settled back on the sofa and took another sip of his beer. His other arm was curled round his wife's shoulders and he gave her an affectionate squeeze, enjoying the feel of her soft body as she cuddled in closer to him. She had relaxed onto his broad chest as she watched the TV and he leant forward to kiss the top of her head, the perfume in her long dark hair another pleasurable sensation.

Jon's friends would be in the local bar now, enjoying their Friday night, but he was glad he had turned down the chance to join them. His buddies had told him that at twenty-eight he was much too young to spend Friday nights in front of the TV with his wife, but he had returned their teasing with a smile, happy to remind them that they didn't have a gorgeous and sexy wife to go home to. As he looked down at her curvaceous body, he wondered for the thousandth time how he had managed to land such a beautiful woman. She relaxed next to him and he enjoyed the feel of her full breasts, soft and warm against him. The curve of her hips and her shapely legs were partly hidden by a comfortable old long skirt she reserved for lazy evenings in like this, but he was hoping to see a lot more of her later. The beer, the warmth of her body and the knowledge that he would not be working tomorrow had combined to lead his thoughts to ending the evening by making love with his beautiful wife.

Maria turned to look at him, a wicked smile in her big dark eyes. He quickly realized that, not for the first time, they'd had the same thought at the same time. Maria had inherited her looks from her Spanish mother and even after ten years her beauty surprised him for a moment. Her long dark hair cascaded over one shoulder as she looked up at him, her full lips parting in a happy smile that revealed her perfect white teeth. Despite her Latin roots her skin was quite pale, but seemed completely flawless to him as her hand slid across his stomach.

'Honey, are you feeling sleepy yet?' As she smiled up at him her hand brushed over the crotch of his jeans, making sure the meaning of her words was not misunderstood.

'Yes, babe. After a long week on site, I'm a bit stiff.'

'Mmm, I can feel the stiffness!' she giggled, her hand squeezing a little as it lingered over the outline of his waking dick.

After a long week fitting kitchens and bedrooms his muscles did ache a little but he was a fit young man who prided himself on his ability to get the job done. In the week he ran his own business and that meant staying late on site if there was work to be done to meet a deadline, but tonight it meant taking his sexy young wife to bed and spending some time giving her the attention she wanted and needed before he thought about his own pleasure. He loved his wife and couldn't understand some of his friends' selfish attitude to sex. He loved undressing her, kissing her, massaging and touching her most sensitive spots with hands, fingers, lips and tongue. He adored going down on her, the intimacy of the act enough to make his cock rock hard, and he knew he was good at giving head. He'd always start by teasing her with brief kisses before using his tongue to stimulate and delve, enjoying her unique taste as she moistened for him. Her hand on his head was the first sign of her enjoyment, inevitably followed by her first gasp as she began to lose control. She'd often begin to give words to her feelings then, a turn on for them both as she told him where to kiss or lick, asked him for more, told him how good it felt and urged him to redouble his efforts as she came, needing his expert touches to help her find ecstasy. Sometimes she'd ask for his cock then, wanting it inside her as she came, and he liked nothing more than sinking into her wetness with one deep stroke, her gasps as she orgasmed enough to make him come too. The sensations were incredible for both of them, Jon spunking inside her warm wet pussy as he gazed into dark eyes that were aflame with passion, Maria's orgasm made memorable by his generously proportioned dick filling her. She would feel him throb as he came, knowing he was filling her with spunk and her hands would pull the man she loved closer as they shared their bliss.

Jon raised his beer to his lips, draining the bottle. Life doesn't get any better than this, he thought as he savoured the cool liquid and anticipated the fun he was going to have with his curvy young wife. If he knew what an incredible experience the next few days would give him he might have revised his opinion!

Just as Jon put the bottle down and began to get up, they were surprised by a sudden knocking at the door. He glanced at his watch, which showed it was almost eleven o'clock. A visitor at this time of night could only mean bad news and his happy mood began to quickly evaporate. His dick was still quite stiff in his jeans and he quickly adjusted it to make it less conspicuous as he headed for the door, hoping his evening wasn't about to be ruined by this unexpected visitor. He looked back at Maria, noting the look of concern in her eyes, she too wondering what was about to happen.

Jon opened the door onto a dark and windy night. Standing on his doorstep was Maria's best friend Karen, and it was plain that something was very wrong. Karen had an effortless elegance, her slim body, pretty face and long brown hair combining to give her a cool beauty that captivated everyone that she met. Tonight she looked like a different woman, her body language screaming shock and fear while a haunted look in her eyes that Jon had never seen before rendered him speechless for a moment.

'Hi Jon, sorry, I know it's so late but is Maria home?' There was a desperate tone to Karen's question and Jon took a step back to let her in as he responded.

'Yes, come on in Karen. Maria's still up, she's in the lounge. What on earth's happened?' Before Karen could respond Maria appeared and her friend flew into her arms, beginning to sob as she finally lost control.

'Oh Maria, he's thrown me out! We argued again and...' The rest of her words were an incoherent jumble, her tears coming now as she held onto her friend as though her life depended on it. Jon closed the front door and returned to the living room, but his wife silently shooed him away with one hand as she held her friend. He understood that he was suddenly surplus to requirements and was secretly glad that he didn't have to help console Karen. He had known her almost as long as he had known his wife, but he was much more comfortable with a saw and a piece of wood than he was in dealing with women's emotional problems!

'I'll leave you girls to it - I guess I should have a look at my accounts anyway.' He left them and headed to the small spare room where he kept his business paperwork and the computer he tried to keep his records up to date on. He hated the paperwork and put it off at every opportunity. Right now it was the last thing he wanted to do. He turned the computer on as he sat in the office chair in front of it and sighed. Why did that jerk Gary have to fuck up his Friday night? He liked Karen and was truly sad that she was unhappy, but he couldn't understand why she was with that guy in the first place. He ran a bakery in the town and Karen had met him when she started working there. For reasons Jon could never fathom, she had almost immediately become infatuated with him despite his lack of looks, personality and morals. When his shop had needed refitting the girls had suggested Jon but after the work was complete Gary had tried for several weeks to weasel out of paying. Jon had eventually resorted to visiting with a claw hammer and threatening to dismantle all his work again in a very violent manner to make sure he got his cash, and the two men had not spoken since. As far as Jon was concerned, Karen would be a lot better off without him and the only mystery was why he would throw her out when he was so lucky to have such a beautiful woman in his life in the first place.

Picking up a pile of invoices and putting them on the desk, he sighed again at the sudden change in his evening. He should be with Maria now, licking her wonderful pussy or watching as she wrapped those beautiful full lips around his shaft. Instead he was doing bookwork! On impulse he put the invoices back down. It was just too late in the day to take that on, especially with a couple of beers inside him. In his heart he knew it was an excuse but it was one job he would be happy to leave for another day. His thoughts returned to Karen, doubtless at this moment pouring her heart out to his wife, and without really knowing why he turned to the computer and typed 'wife and best friend' into a search engine.

He scanned down the list of results, initially a series of websites where people had posted their dilemmas in the optimistic hope of receiving some worthwhile advice from random strangers online. Men who were sleeping with their wife's best friend, women who couldn't resist jumping into bed with their friend's husband, even a married woman who was having a lesbian affair with her friend while her husband was at work - he couldn't believe the number of complicated situations people had managed to get into. Further down was a link
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