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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.
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