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✭✭✭

“Do you really think he’d go for something like that, Brett?”

Leah was on her knees in our bed, bouncing up and down with a palpable excitement that made it hard for me to focus.

I didn’t know if he would go for something like that. But I had a hunch he would. At the very least, I felt pretty confident that even if he happened to decline, it wasn’t something he’d be offended by. We’d still be able to have fun and enjoy his visit without things being irrevocably ruined.

Still, I don’t suppose I would have brought the idea up in the first place if I didn’t think there was a pretty good chance he’d say yes.

“To be honest, Leah, I’m not one-hundred percent sure.”

She frowned a bit. I turned to her and took her cheek in my hand.

“Well, it’s been a while since I’ve seen him, you know? He could have changed. But…”

“But what?”

“Well, if he’s even a fraction of the person he was back in college, well I think we’re in for one hell of a weekend. I mean look at you, how could he resist?”

Leah’s face lit up with a smile and her breasts all of a sudden seemed perkier and full of life as a rosy color appeared on her cheeks.

She wasn’t wearing anything but a blue thong that rode up high on her wide hips. I looked down and stuck my thumb in her waistband and reached around to grab a handful of her ass cheek.

I kissed her firmly on the lips.

“Mmmm, you’re so good to be, baby,” she said as I pulled away.

“Don’t I know it,” I said, teasing her a little bit.

She bit her bottom lip.

I looked at my watch. Almost time to leave.

“Think you have enough time to get me a little dick to hold me over until you’re back?” she asked seductively.

My cock was rock hard and ready to go. In fact, it had been the whole time we’d been speaking. The thought of watching my college roommate, Jax, pummel Leah with his massive, thick cock was something I’d been dreaming about for weeks now. Ever since Jax reached out randomly on social media to see how I’d been doing and to reconnect. He informed me he was going to be back in town for a little while and wanted to meet up.

I invited him - no actually insisted that he stay with us.

Back in college, Jax was the man. We only went to a division two school but he played basketball and was still up to his elbows in pussy. In fact, I did pretty damn well myself simply because I was always in such close proximity to him.

Even being his roommate, I’d managed to avoid seeing it. But I couldn’t escape it’s legend. I’d heard from more than a dozen of his sexual conquests that he was packing some serious heat. One girl told me to imagine something from my wrist to my elbow and that would just about paint the perfect picture.

Of course, I could never forget some of the screams and other primal noises that came out of his bedroom during our time rooming together. They were etched into my memory forever.

But after graduation, we’d chosen different paths and fell out of touch. I stayed in the city and met and fell in love with Leah and Jax became somewhat of an international man of mystery. I’m still not sure what he does for a living but based on his social media feeds, his lifestyle involves fast cars, exotic vacations, plenty of booze and plenty of hot women. Basically, still living the same lifestyle he led in college except he was filthy rich now. And that suited him well.

Thankfully Jax was one of those people who, despite how much time may have passed between seeing each other, it was easy to fall back into that old routine like no time had passed at all. So, I wasn’t too nervous about having him stay with us for the weekend.

“What are you thinking about baby?” Leah asked, grabbing the bulge in my pants.

“Huh?” I said, snapping out of my daydream.

“I asked if you had enough time to give me a little dick? I’m hungry.” Leah opened her mouth and pointed at it. “Feed me, daddy.”

“Well, I have a tight schedule today but...I think I can squeeze you in,” I said.

“How about I squeeze you in?” she said, licking her lips.

“Mmm, I would love to but I don’t know if we have time for that,” I said, checking my watch again. “How about a quick handjob and you can tell me all about what you want to do this weekend?”

“I like the sound of that,” Leah said and took out my cock and started stroking it.

“Oh baby, that feels good,” I said.

“Yeah?” Leah locked eyes with me while she jerked me off. “I want you to think about me with Jax’s big, fat cock in my mouth. Won’t that look so hot?”

“Mmm, yes it will,” I said, leaning back and closing my eyes, imagining exactly that.

“You like that don’t you? Your filthy little hotwife with another man’s dick in her mouth? You love it when I cheat on you, don’t you?”

I gulped and nodded.

“Fuck, yes I do.”

What can I say? I did like it. Actually I loved it. My wife was a hotwife and if you don’t know what that is, well, what the hell are you doing here? Look it up and then come back.

I’d long gotten over the psychological hangups and insecurities of my wife being with another man. I didn’t get jealous. I just got turned on. That’s not what this story is about. This is about fun. Pure, hot, sexy fun.

“Oh my god, you’re so hard,” Leah said, stroking my cock a little faster but keeping a light grip around my pulsing shaft. “I can’t wait until you watch me with Jax, but… you know what would be even hotter?”

Leah bit her bottom lip and looked at me seriously.

“What’s that, baby?”

“Taking on both of you, at the same time. Two dicks for your slutty little wife. Wouldn’t that be hot? Watching me stroking, sucking, and fucking two big, hard cocks?”

Leah moaned and closed her eyes, tilting her head back to the sky while she jerked me harder and faster. She reached down with her free hand and began to play with herself.

Her pussy was wet and I could hear her fingers sloshing around inside.

“Hear how wet it’s making me? Two sets of hands raking my body. Two cocks. Two hot, sticky loads…”

I couldn’t hold it any longer and my body started to tense up. Leah noticed and leaned over to accept my load into her mouth. She continued to jerk the cum right out of me and into her mouth which she used to slurp on my tip.

When she was sure she’d gotten every last drop out of me, she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue to show me what a good little slut she’d been and then she swallowed it down with an audible gulp.

“Mmm, thank you,” she said, licking her fingers clean.

She laid back on the bed and began to play with herself some more.

“I think you better hurry up,” she said.

I stood up and leaned over her trembling body and planted a kiss on her cheek.

“Don’t worry,” she said, “I’ll just be here playing with myself and thinking of all the naughty things you two boys are going to do to me this weekend.”

I took a deep breath. I was already getting hard again and it was taking every ounce of self-control I had not to jump back on the bed with her.

As I walked out the front door to my car, I could hear Leah having an orgasm and my cock stiffened to full attention.

I drove like a man possessed to the airport to pick up Jax. I didn’t want to waste another second.

✭✭✭

“So fucking great to see you, Brett,” Jax said, smiling from ear to ear. He looked like he was still in excellent shape and he was dressed sharply in chino pants and a nice blazer.

“Gosh, you too man. Been way too long. You look great,” I said as I took his hand and shook it while bringing it in for a bro-hug outside baggage claim. I wasn’t small myself (I’m about six-feet tall) but Jax seemed to tower over me.

We threw his stuff into the trunk of my car, hopped in, and were off on the roughly forty-five minute drive to our house.

“Hey, man, thanks again for inviting me to stay with you guys this weekend. Really appreciate it,” he said with a smile.

“No problem at all man, we’re excited to have you and you can finally meet Leah. Can’t believe it’s been so long that you haven’t met my wife.”

“I know man. How is that beautiful woman of yours? I’ve seen pictures and my goodness, Brett. How the hell did you pull her? Fucking excellent work my man. Talk about outkicking your coverage. Love to see it.”

“Fuck you very much,” I said, laughing. We were already back into our old groove and it felt good. “And she’s doing well, thanks for asking. She’s excited to meet the world-famous Jaxson King. She’s heard so much about you.”

Jax let out a loud, hearty laugh.

“Uh oh, man. What have you been telling her?”

“Nothing you wouldn’t tell her yourself,” I said, flashing a grin at Jax.

He just chuckled and changed the subject a bit.

“Man, I could use a drink and a bite to eat after that plane ride. God damn was it long.”

“Oh, we can help you with that. You a bourbon man?”

“You know it,” Jax said.

“How about burgers?”

“You are speaking my language mate,” he said.

His phone buzzed with an incoming text and he laughed out loud.

“Oh man, I gotta tell you about this. You will not believe it. The shit I get myself into,” Jax said.

“With you? I’m sure I’ll have no trouble believing it.”

“Alright check this, I started talking to this chick - little older, like forties - matched on one of those hookup apps. And things are going pretty well, I’m thinking she definitely wants to smash, right?”

“Turns out she’s a dude?”

Jax laughed.

“No man, shut up. Let me tell the story. Turns out she’s married.”

“Uh oh, bummer,” I said, not sure where he was going with the story.

“Well, not exactly. That’s just the start of it. Not only is she married, but her husband knows she’s on the app looking for dudes to smash with. And not only does he know, but he’s alright with it. Likes it even. Then it gets weirder. Just now, she’s telling me that the husband is totally fine with us fucking as long as we let him watch! Can you imagine that? Watch us?! I don’t even know what to say back to that.”

I gripped the steering wheel so tightly my knuckles turned white. I couldn’t believe my ears. What the fuck were the odds?

I guess with a guy like Jax, better than most, but still.

“Well, yeah I mean I guess that’s a little odd, I guess some people are into that kinda stuff,” I chuckled nervously as I took the exit for our town.

“Are you into that kind of stuff, man? You want me to bang Leah for you? Naw, of course not. That’s crazy shit. But then I think, whatever you know? I don’t know this dude and she’s hot as all hell. Like, I can’t stop thinking about that ass and what the hell do I care if some guy wants to sit in the corner and watch, get his rocks off?”

“So, you’re actually considering it?” I asked. My voice perhaps sounding a little too hopeful.

“Hey man, you know me, I’ll try anything once. But this is some weird shit...the stuff I get myself into,” he said, shaking his head.

“Some people never changed,” I said, “hey, remember that one time you tried to get me to have a threesome with that chick - what was her name? Kerrie? - that girl who played field hockey?”

“Oh yeah, Kerrie, that’s right. She was a freak. Loved her,” Jax said. “Yeah, I’m still mad at you for that.” He punched my arm playfully. “She only wanted two dicks. It was all or nothing with that little slut. Damn.”

“You’re nuts, you know that? And hey, what's the difference between that and what you got going on right now, really? It’s another guy in the room with his dick out and you’re banging someone, what’s the difference?”

Jax scratched his chin and thought for a second.

“Not a bad point, Brett. Not a bad point. But one is doing something epic with your roommate the other is...I don’t know, boning some other dudes wife while he jerks his wrinkled willy in the corner. Not quite as epic.”

“Fair enough,” I said.

“Hey, we almost there, mate? I’m dying to get changed and get something in my stomach.

“We’ll be there in five minutes,” I said and pressed down on the accelerator. I was suddenly smiling and feeling pretty decent about the chances of Jax being very interested in what Leah and I had planned.

✭✭✭

I pulled into the driveway and put the car in park. Jax gazed up at our house. I’m a modest man, but even I must admit, we had done pretty well for ourselves.

“Oh man, this is beautiful, Brett. I’m almost jealous,” Jax said as we got out of the car and removed his bags from the trunk.

We entered through the front door and found Leah in the kitchen getting dinner ready. She was wearing some tight yoga pants and a sports bra. It wasn’t slutty per se, but given what I knew about our intentions, I couldn’t help but feel like it was. And it turned me on to no end.

“Hey, baby,” I said.

She turned around and her face lit up.

“Hiii, Jax! I’ve heard so much about you, nice to finally meet you,” she said as she threw her arms around him and gave him a nice firm hug. She kissed and cheek and perhaps held the embrace just a tad too long, but Jax didn’t seem to mind. And who would?

The oven beeped and she broke off the hug.

“Let me check on those appetizers,” she said as she returned to the oven and bent over to check them. Her thong was riding up her plump ass and she knew exactly what she was doing in making sure she was angled so that Jax had a perfect view.

I caught him looking but rather than look away embarrassed he just looked at me and gave me a big thumbs up while mouthing nice fucking work to me.

I just shook my head and grinned. So far, so good.

Well, step one was a check. He needed to find Leah attractive and really that was just a formality. Anyone with a pulse would find Leah attractive.

Step two was to have a nice dinner with plenty of booze flowing to set the mood, lower our inhibitions, and get the ball rolling in the right direction.

And during dinner, expertly grilled burgers by yours truly, that’s exactly what happened. And Jax was really enjoying our selection of fine bourbons to put it mildly. But the man could certainly hold his liquor.

“So, Jax. Brett tells me you used to play basketball in college?” Leah said.

Jax wiped his mouth and finished chewing on a hunk of bunker.

“Yep, long time ago now, but yeah I was a small forward.”

“Well, it’s a good thing we didn’t go to college together then. I really, really had a thing for basketball players in school. Someone as fine as you? Wouldn’t have stood a chance.”

Leah was a little tipsy but she was playing it well. She took a big sip of wine and Jax laughed a little uneasily, raising an eyebrow at me.

I simply shrugged in response.

“What? I was a huge slut in college. And I’m not ashamed of it one bit,” Leah said, refilling her wine. I poured Jax and myself each another bourbon.

“Hey, I’m not judging. I’m a slut myself,” Jax said, tapping his chest. “I say go for whatever makes you happy,” he raised his glass in a toast and we followed suit. The three of us each took big sips from our glasses.

“Brett loves it,” Leah said, giggling.

“Loves what?” Jax asked.

“That I’m a slut. It really turns him on,” she said and they both looked over to me.

“Is that right, Brett?”

Jax started laughing, waiting for me to respond. I’d had enough to drink at that point where I felt comfortable just rolling with it.

“Hey, what can I say? A sexually empowered woman who knows what she wants and goes after it? Sign me up. You can keep your virgins and your good girls. I’ll take a slut any day of the week.”

Jax exhaled and shook his head.

“Damn, well said man. Well said,” Jax then raised his glass again. “To sluts.”

We all laughed and clinked glasses. Taking smaller sips this time around.

“I think I’m going to go upstairs and shower up and change into something a little more comfortable,” Leah said, standing up and excusing herself from the table.

“Do you boys mind cleaning up?” she asked sweetly.

“No, of course not.”

“Not at all, honey,” I said.

I watched as Jax basically drooled as he watched Leah’s sweet ass bounce away from us and out of the kitchen.

The devious plan we’d hatched was working flawlessly so far and once Leah came back down stairs it seemed pretty obvious it was all going to go down and Jax wouldn’t be able to resist.

✭✭✭

Jax and I cleared the table, wiped it down, loaded the dishwasher, and wiped off the counters. Everything was squeaky clean within minutes with us working together as a team.

It was at this point that I decided to jump. Metaphorically speaking of course. We were both just tipsy enough that I felt confident in my ability to pitch the scenario to Jax.

“So man, what do you think of Leah?” I asked, pouring us each another bourbon as we took seats at the bar in the living room.

“She’s great man. Like I said already, you really out-kicked your coverage. Seriously though, out of all the women I’ve been with - and you know, I’ve been with a lot - I think Leah is as hot as any of ‘em man.”

“Wow, thank you. That’s quite a compliment.” I was genuinely touched by this sincere statement from the biggest pussy magnet I’d ever met.

“In fact,” he said thinking, “I don’t know if I’ve ever been with someone I could definitely say was as hot as your Leah. That’s the honest truth.”

I thought for a moment before choosing my words.

“What if you could be?”

“Huh? She got a twin sister or something?”

I laughed. He wasn’t quite following me yet.

“No, no I mean what if you could be with her? With Leah?”

Jax frowned at me.

“Very funny. Hah-hah.”

I said nothing. I just stared at him.

“You’re fucking with me. Right, Brett? Hah-hah. Good one. Because of what I said in the car. I get it. Good job,” he said, patting me on the back, he was grinning ear to ear now.

Jax took a deep sip from his bourbon and looked at me, really studying my face.

“I’m serious,” I said. “All that stuff you said in the car, just a happy coincidence I guess.”

The grin faded from his face as her realized I wasn’t fucking with him.

“You’re not fucking with me?”

“Not at all.”

Jax took a deep pull from his drink this time as his breath quickened. I could see the wheels turning in his head.

“In a few minutes, she’s coming down here. She’s going to be wearing something sexy and she is dying to be fucked. By you. Well, by both of us really. But she’s totally into you man. We planned this whole thing to go down this way. That is, if you’re down.”

Jax said nothing for a few moments.

“Seriously?”

“Seriously, and hey look - we get to kill two birds with one stone. I can make up for the botched threesome back in college and you can fuck another man’s wife right in front of him and see how it feels, huh? Then you can decide about that hot piece of ass you were telling me about.”

Jax leaned back and smiled, finishing his drink.

“My man,” he said and patted me on the back.

Before I could say anything else, I could feel her presence. I don’t think Jax could, but I knew she was standing behind us in the doorway. The suspense was killing me.

“So, you boys ready to fuck, or what?” Leah said from behind us.

We both turned around at the same time and our jaws hit the floor.

It was so on. There was no stopping it. Leah got what she wanted when she wanted it.

And this was just one of those times.

“Oh my,” Jax said, his voice just above a whisper.

Leah had decided to ditch the slutty outfit in favor of nothing at all.

“Couldn’t decide which outfit I liked best and I was too horny to waste any more time,” she said, walking over to us.

My cock rose to attention. I looked over at Jax and saw a bulge growing in his pants.

He offered me a fist bump and I accepted.

This was going to happen. Just like we’d planned it.

✭✭✭

When Leah arrived at where we were sitting by the living-room bar, she grabbed a fistful of each of our shirt collars and pulled us to our feet in unison.

Jax looked over at me, suddenly appearing a little nervous and apprehensive.

“Seriously? You guys are serious? You really want to do this?”

Neither of us answered him immediately.

“Because, I’m so totally down for it, but I just want to make sure you all are cool and we’re all cool and like this isn’t going to be weird tomorrow or for the rest of our lives or…”

“Shhhh,” Leah said, holding up her index finger to his mouth to quiet him down and to put a stop to his seemingly endless string of mindless stammering. “No more talking.”

She put her hands on her hips and looked at us.

“I just want you boys to follow me to the bedroom and do exactly as I tell you, understood?”

We both nodded in the affirmative and followed Leah upstairs.

When we got into our room, Leah knelt down on the floor at the foot of our bed and beckoned us over toward her.

In her eyes I could see a wicked, slutty hunger that awakened something in me I cannot quite describe but also cannot ever seem to get enough of feeling. It’s the most powerful drug in the world and like many before me, I was hooked from day one.

Leah reached up and began to rub on our crotches from outside the pants, bringing ever more blood flowing down into our hardening cocks.

As our bulges grew in size, so too did the wideness of her eyes. Her pupils were dilated more than I’d ever seen and it was clear she was so aroused that I’m not quite sure that word alone does it justice.

“I think we’re going to have fun tonight,” Leah said as she unzipped my pants and took my throbbing cock in her hand. She looked up at Jax. “Sorry, honey. He comes first.”

“I understand,” Jax said, as he took his cock out himself and began to stroke it slowly while he stared down at Leah.

She was still staring right at Jax as she opened her mouth and took me inside. It was wet and warm and sloppy. It felt like heaven.

Her pupils seemed to dilate even more as she sucked me off and watched Jax stroke his mighty python to life. He was indeed huge. Probably not quite twice my size, but close. Her mouth seemed to get wetter and I realized she was practically drooling over the sight of such a massive cock.

“You like watching me suck his cock?” Leah said to Jax as she took her mouth off my dick.

Jax nodded slowly.

“You want me to do that to your big, fat cock?” she asked, reaching up and wrapping her little hand around his thick pole. Jax nodded slowly again.

Leah opened her mouth, then paused.

“Holy shit, that’s so huge. I don’t even think I can fit it in my mouth.”

“Sure you can,” Jax said, placing a hand gently on the back of her head and guiding her mouth towards the tip of his member.

Leah opened wide and took him in while she slowly jerked me off. She could only get about halfway down before she had to stop.

Jax closed his eyes and enjoyed the sensation of her wet, warm mouth enveloping his cock.

Watching Leah attempt to choke down such a huge cock right in front of me, while she held my own throbbing cock in her other hand, made me want to come right then and there. But I knew we had just gotten started and so I didn’t want to spoil the fun by blowing my load right at the start.

I took a deep breath and calmed myself down as I focused on the back of my wife’s head slowly bobbing up and down along the shaft of my old college roommate’s throbbing dick.

“Can’t believe we’re doing this right now, man,” Jax said, almost as if he was reading my mind.

Leah finally popped her mouth off Jax and looked up at me, lightly gasping for air.

“Does that look good, baby?” she asked.

I could only nod in response.

“You like watching me suck dick, don’t you?”

Again, only a nod. But this time more vigorously than the last.

Leah just smiled back.

She jerked both of us off for a little while until she couldn’t take the excitement any longer.

“I need to get fucked,” she whispered.

“What’s that, baby?” I asked, finally finding my voice.

“I said,” her voice rising, “I need to get fucked! You want to watch me take his fat cock?”

I was right back to nodding again as hearing the filthy string of words coming out of my wife’s mouth instantly took my breath away.

“Stand up, slut,” Jax said and pulled Leah up on her feet. She giggled and squealed with delight as Jax took control of her body.

Leah bent over and leaned on the bed, offering her pussy to Jax as he prepared to enter her from the rear.

✭✭✭

Leah called me over to the bed and told me to lay down in front of her so she could suck my cock while she got fucked and so I could have a perfect view of her beautiful face and all the hot expressions and contortions it was sure to go through as she got stretched and filled by such a huge dick.

She grabbed onto my thighs as I lay before her and stared deeply into my eyes. It was my favorite part. The eye contact. Staring deep into each other's souls and sharing a moment more intimate than most couples ever dared to dream of. It was perfect. And it was ours.

Jax was slapping the bulk of his cock against her pelvis and it was making a wet slapping noise as Leah smiled at me.

“Hear how wet I am?” she whispered.

“Kiss me,” I said, leaning forward. We pressed our lips together and held them there for a moment before she let her’s part and allowed my tongue to slip deep into her wet mouth. We shared a nasty, passionate kiss for a few seconds before I felt the breath sucked right out of her.

“Holy shit,” she whispered, her warm breath tickling my nose as she pulled back just a little bit from my face. “Holy shit, that’s huge.”

Leah arched her back and tilted her head back towards Jax as he gripped her hips with his big hands, slowly thrusting himself into her pussy, stretching her wide and stretching her deep as he slowly plunged into her depths.

“Damn that’s a tight pussy,” Jax whispered.

“So fucking deep,” Leah whispered as she opened her eyes and looked at me again, making even better eye contact as she got ready to come. “He’s so fucking deep, baby. I’m gonna come already.”

“Go ahead, Leah. Come for him. Come all over that dick,” I said, encouraging her.

She bent over and began to suck on my cock for a few moments before the full weight of the orgasm overtook her. She spit me out and began to scream and moan as Jax thrusted faster and harder, trying to send her over the edge.

“Fuck yes, bitch. That’s right. Come for me, come all over my dick you dirty, little slut,” he said.

And she did exactly that.

She even starting fucking him back as she bucked and pressed her hips back into his relentless thrusts. She blew a stray piece of hair away from her face and smiled at me.

“You like that baby? Watching your wife get fucked like a silly, little slut?”

Jax abruptly pulled out of Leah. I think he may have been close to busting but it was a good time to switch and Leah didn’t seem to mind at all.

She hopped right up on the bed and straddled my lap, grinding her wet, freshly-fucked pussy on my dick and coating it in her juices. I seemed to harden into steel and my dick ached from the amount of blood rushing to fill it.

She kissed my lips, nibbled at my ears, and tickled my nipples as she worked herself up to have me enter her next.

“Feel how wet he made me?”

I nodded.

“You want those sloppy seconds?” she asked.

I nodded again.

Slowly she lowered herself down onto my cock with a soft gasp.

Leah always told me that it didn’t matter how big I was, especially after she’d been fucked by a huge cock. I was skeptical but she always said having a second, different cock inside her right after the first one was even hotter than getting deep-stroked by a big dick, regardless of size. Like I said, I was skeptical, but assuming she wasn’t faking her orgasms (and I have no reason to believe she ever has), I kind of had to believe her.

Soon she was riding me like a mad woman and bouncing her plump, bubble butt up and down on my dick, coating it with a thick, white resin from her juicy sex.

Jax came over to the side of the bed and she leaned over to suck him off while she rode me. She began to moan and breathe quickly.

She popped her mouth off and stroked Jax furiously while she came loud and hard on my dick.

I could tell Jax was getting close. He may have been up to his elbows in pussy, but I wondered if he’d ever been stimulated this intensely before. It was something I had grown used to and developed the stamina for, but perhaps for Jax this was going to be a quick encounter. Which was just fine, we had all weekend after all.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come. Open your mouth,” he grunted as he wrestled his cock away from Leah.

Being a good little slut, she obliged and opened her mouth as she rode me to her second orgasm (third of the night). Jax milked his big cock right into her mouth, coating the inside with a voluminous load.

“Mmm,” Leah said, “I love getting fucked with come all over my face.”

I looked up and saw the white jizz oozing out of the corners of Leah’s mouth and completely lost control.

“Fuck, I’m gonna but too,” I said. Which only made Leah ride me harder and faster as she tried to extract my seed.

“Oh yes, fuck yes. Come inside me baby. Fill me up. I need another hot load,” she was practically screaming.

Soon, I couldn’t hold it any longer and I released myself inside her. It was the most intense and long-lasting orgasm I’d ever had. It felt like I emptied an entire bucket of sperm inside her by the time my dick stopped twitching and spewing.

Leah collapsed in a head on the bed beside me. Utterly exhausted and totally satisfied.

But nonetheless, she slowly played with her clit, then stuck a finger inside and began to make herself come again.

Jax looked at me and smiled.

“Damn, man. That was…”

“Absolutely,” I said and we bumped fists again.

I leaned over on to the bed and kissed Leah on the cheek.

“You’re amazing, you know?” I whispered.

Her eyes were still closed and she was still fingering herself.

“I love you,” she whispered back.

Eventually, we all got cleaned up and went back out to have some drinks and recharge.

The night was still quite young and there was plenty more we wanted to do.

✭✭✭

The three of us did indeed do more that weekend. In fact, we never left the house. Not once. We repeated some version of that night another handful of times before Jax finally had to say goodbye and jet off to some exotic location once more.

I drove him to the airport on Sunday and it was almost like nothing even happened. It wasn’t awkward or weird and it didn’t feel like either of us was embarrassed or now regretted the whole thing.

When I dropped Jax off at his gate he leaned back in and we bumped fists once more.

“Thanks for an epir fucking weekend, Brett.”

“Hey, right back at you, man.”

As he turned to leave, I called after him.

“Hey, let me know when you’re back in town. We’d love to do it again sometime, I know Leah really enjoyed herself.”

“Oh, you know I will, man. Tell Leah thanks again and uh, well, until next time.”

He gave me a salute with his index and middle fingers and walked into the airport.

Leah and I can’t wait for the next time he’s in town, but until that time I’m sure we’ll keep ourselves plent, plenty busy.

THE END


About F. Rey Noel

I’m a bit of a digital nomad, but my home base is sunny Key West, FL.

I love to write erotic romance and I specialize in hotwife/wife-sharing stories because, well...that’s what turns me on.

I spend most of my time on a beach somewhere, soaking up the rays and exploring the sunnier, more mischievous side of life by combing through the depths of my own devious mind.

Aside from that, I have a voracious appetite for erotic literature, cigars, rum, and anything Cuban.

I write what I write, generally in long binges (sometimes with the help of certain substances and sometimes not) and let the chips fall where they may.

We might have some ups and downs along the way, but stick with me and I promise, we'll have one hell of a journey together.

I really hope you enjoyed this book and please, please, please consider leaving a review. Even if you didn’t like it, constructive criticism is always welcome (as long as you're gentle). Reviews are a huge help in boosting visibility and getting more people to see and read the book.

Again, thank you so much for reading and please feel free to reach out or connect with me on twitter (@FReyNoelErotica).

My other available works can be found here on Amazon.

And stay tuned! I have lots of hot, steamy wife sharing romances coming your way very soon!

"Buy the ticket, take the ride." - Hunter S. Thompson

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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