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TANNER

YOU MIGHT BE ASKING yourself, how does somebody get into a free-use relationship? You might even be asking yourself, why would somebody do that?

Well, I can’t speak for anyone else obviously. I can only tell you how I did, and why I did.

The why will take a lot longer, so let’s deal with the easy stuff first. The how, I can tell you that before you’re off the bus. Or out of your Uber. Or wherever you are. You get what I’m saying.

My wife Peyton and I had been happily married for five years. And I mean, happily. Our romantic life, our social life, our sex life, everything firing on all cylinders. From the outside, we probably didn’t look like a prime candidate for adding a third spoke to our wheel, turning our bipod into a tripod, however you want to put it. We didn’t look like the type of couple who needed to ‘spice things up.’ And here’s the thing: we weren’t the type of couple who needed it. But here’s the other thing: Even if you don’t need to spice things up, that doesn’t mean things can’t always be just a little bit spicier.

We didn’t look like a couple that needed that, in any way, shape or form. Not in our lifestyle, not in how we carried ourselves, and now in how we physically looked. Tanner Elliott, your humble narrator, is a six-foot-tall young professional, not exactly a model but definitely easy to look at, not exactly an Adonis but a guy who takes care of himself, slim and pleasantly muscular, but not overly so. My wife Peyton is better looking than me, slim and blonde and beautiful, with wide hips, a nice big booty, and smallish perky breasts. Put us in the same picture and it would look as if it had come with the frame. We wouldn’t be out of place in an advertisement in a department store catalog. One of those couples who from the outside looks just a little too perfect. But we actually were that perfect.

Anyway, the looks department dealt with and out of the way, back to the how. How did such a perfect little late-twenties successful professional American couple end up with a free-use threesome partner? Well, have you ever seen that meme where a couple says to someone that they’ve been “watching you from across the bar and they really dig your vibe?” The obvious implication being that the couple is inviting that third individual for a menage a trois? Well, that happened to us. Kinda. It happened to us but in reverse. The third came up to us to tell us that she dug our vibe. Insane, right?

An auspicious day it was, when Peyton and Tanner Elliott were approached by the lovely Alena Fox.

Night, actually. It was a Friday night. We were hanging out at Peyton’s favorite downtown cocktail spot, a bougie overpriced little club with some legitimately excellent and classy ambiance. We were just having our usual routine Friday night when I came back from the bathroom to find my wife talking to one of the sexiest women I’d ever seen in my life.

Alena Fox was sitting in my chair, and she and Peyton were talking like they were old friends who’d known each other all their lives. Alena was half-Hawaiian, half-Filipina, with gorgeous blonde hair, a stunningly gorgeous face and one of the most incredible bodies I’d ever seen, big tits, perfect shapely ass, hourglass figure, basically perfect. When she saw me coming, she demurely, charmingly offered me back my seat with a little joke about how she was ‘stealing my girl’ or whatever. I told her to keep it and simply pulled up a third, at the small round table away from the bar where we’d posted up for the evening.

I won’t tell you what we talked about. You don’t care, and neither do I, to be frank. It’s not important. I’ll just cut to the chase. It became increasingly clear from the tenor and tone of the conversation, and the nature of Alena’s questions, that she and my wife were not in fact old friends, and had in fact just met. Further, it became increasingly clear from the nature of her questions that it was just a little more than a standard ‘get to know you,’ small-talk-in-a-bar sort of conversation. No, it was more than that. She was interviewing us.

We kept waiting for her boyfriend to get back from wherever he might be, but that phantom individual simply never arrived and it became increasingly clear that she was alone.

The night wore on.

More drinks were ordered.

One thing led to another.

I don’t know who invited who, if Peyton invited Alena over or if Alena invited herself. We were all pretty toasted at that point, so all I am certain of is that it wasn’t my idea. Don’t get me wrong; the moment I saw them sitting together I was instantly imagining them making out. It isn’t that I didn’t want it to happen, but never in one million billion trillion years would I have had the nerve to suggest what happened next.

But the next thing I knew, we were all in the Uber together, going back to mine and Peyton’s place for a nightcap. It started out innocently enough. Believe it or not, I thought it was just a nightcap and then she was going to leave. Yeah. And ‘Netflix and Chill’ is ever really about watching Squid Game.

We got inside and drunkenly made our way into the kitchen. Peyton had time to pour three drinks before she and Alena were already kissing. 

Alena had initiated it, seeing a glance, perhaps just a little facial change from Peyton and taking the opportunity to pounce. Peyton wouldn’t have initiated; we hadn’t talked about it ahead of time so I suppose that would technically have been cheating, even with me in the room... but I was instantly so, so glad that Alena had taken the initiative. Good dear sweet fucking Lord, it was so hot, watching my wife make out with that insanely beautiful woman. There was no tentativeness, no unsure awkwardness, just instant, passionate, impatient, animalistic lust. 

They kissed in the kitchen, standing there, making out for the better part of an hour. Peyton was pressed against the sink, with Alena leaned fully against her. I watched, rock fucking hard, unable to believe my luck, my good fortune at having these two women wanting to do this in front of me. I did not know yet if they were going to include me, but in that moment, I could have been perfectly happy taking care of myself, just as long as they let me watch. After that initial moment where they attacked each other, it morphed into a long, slow kiss, an unrushed, unhurried, patient kiss. A kiss between two lovers who were in no rush. They kissed slowly, tenderly, sweetly, passionately, deeply. Tongues danced, lips locked, hands explored and caressed and touched and fondled and teased and squeezed.

Peyton lifted her arms and let Alena take her shirt off, and then they traded, Alena lifting her arms so Peyton could pull off the other woman’s tank top. I thought I had been hard before. Then they went back to making out in their bras, Alena’s ivory with pink trim and my wife’s green lace, their hands exploring each other’s torsos, up and down their backs, their shoulders, their hips. Their tits were pressed together between them—Alena’s were bigger than Peyton’s, but Peyton was no slouch in that department. Just when I thought the scene couldn’t get any hotter, they started grabbing at each other’s asses.

I was on the point of joining in without being invited, until Alena looked over her shoulder, winked at me, and motioned me over with a head nod.

And then I was behind Alena, kissing her neck, squeezing her breasts, grabbing her hips and her ass, as she continued making out with my wife. I unbuttoned her jeans, and she let me. My cock was absolutely threatening to tear through my own pants at this point, but I kept him corralled, for now. Sensing that it was indeed about that time, Alena unbuckled Peyton’s belt and let her skirt fall to the floor, leaving her standing there in her matching green lace thong. Suddenly Alena was behind in the undressing game, and she reached down and helped me with her pants, undoing her zipper and kicking off her jeans. Her lower half now wore only a hot pink G-string, covered in little cherries and hearts. Good god, but her ass was absolutely perfect. I don’t want to be so lame as to rank her body against my wife’s, but dear sweet lord the ass on this woman was heavenly. I took it in both hands, fondling and grasping and squeezing, reaching underneath with my left hand and finding her wet pussy lips, causing her to emit a little moan of pleasure against Peyton’s mouth.

Now I was far behind in the ‘getting undressed’ game, and Alena suddenly decided to fix that in a hurry. Still between us, Alena turned away from Peyton at last to face me, unbuttoning my shirt in a hurry and tearing it off me. Next she unbuckled my belt and dropped my pants, leaving me standing there in my purple Calvin Klein boxer briefs, my rock-hard erection sticking out the left leg. Smiling when she saw it, she began kissing me, pressing those big beautiful breasts against my chest. I could taste Peyton’s vanilla Chapstick on her lips mixed with her own minty breath, and that turned me on all the more. Her thigh pressed against my cock, threatening to make me cum right then and there. As we kissed, I groped her body everywhere I could reach, tits, ass, back. As I did, Peyton groped her from behind, fondling her everywhere, one hand finally sliding down the front of the woman’s panties to find her pussy.

Peyton’s fingers had just found her clit when Alena pushed away from us.

She turned
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