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    Prologue 
 
    “What did you say?” I asked, my eyes suddenly open. 
 
    We were lying in bed, cuddling, her back to me, as the warmth of the duvet added to the pleasure of the moment. We hadn’t even made love. It had been a normal night, like most in our 14 years of marriage. We always slept naked, constantly touching, almost on top of each other. But this time, her touching was more aggressive, more purposeful. Her ass was nudging my growing rod into position. I was still somewhat groggy as I gradually awoke, trying to understand what she was saying. 
 
    “We should do it,” she said again, burrowing further into our cuddling position. 
 
    “Do what, exactly?” I was still trying to focus on what she was saying.  
 
    “We should suggest it on his next trip down.” Ah, now I remembered… the conversation we had been having over the last six months. 
 
    “What suggestion?” I was teasing her now, and she knew it. She looked at me over her shoulder with a wry grin of understanding. She was not used to overtly voicing her sexual thoughts, and certainly not when the subject was so taboo. Yet she knew it had to come from her. The acceptance. 
 
    “We should invite him into our bed and fuck his brains out.” So open, so matter-of-fact. She did not have to see to know I had a shocked look on my face. This started her giggling. 
 
    “Oh, should we?” I said, innocently. I started tickling her ribs as she shrieked, trying to push my hands away. The giggling exploded into belly-aching laughter for both of us. 
 
    I finally relented, holding her in my arms, nuzzling her neck. My hands reached around to hold her breasts. Her breath was already exciting, nipples hard as berries. She moved her hand around to stroke my now world-class hard-on. 
 
    “Are you sure? Might change some things between the three of us,” I said. The concern was always about how this would impact our friendship. 
 
    “I understand, but I think he needs our help, and it might be fun.” She pushed me onto my back. My raging member flopping up and down. She gave it a few light taps to keep it moving, then dropped a leg over me. Her pussy lips were already soaking wet, dripping even, as she reached between her legs for my stiffness. She must have been thinking about this for quite a while, I thought. 
 
    The sight was mesmerizing. We must have repeated this motion hundreds of times in our married life, but this seemed different. More exciting. I watched her grabbing my love muscle, the head now pulsing with need. She wiped it across her slit to gather moisture, then moaned as she fully impaled herself on me. The soft squelch of my entry only heightened the sensation. 
 
    As she settled into her position, she started talking. This was weird. She was not a dirty-talk kind of lover, but her eyes had already achieved that glassy intensity she always got when truly turned on. The images must have been raging through her imagination before she spoke. She rocked back and forth, my hands caressing her thighs. Her mind was in full planning mode now, checking off the things needing to be done. I never said a word, just let her talk while she worked my rod. 
 
    “We need to find a way to bring it up. To make it seem like a natural progression.” Her nipples grew harder with each line. Pussy grinding hard against me. “We’ll need to get the kids out of town that weekend.” Her hips changed the angle to put more pressure on her clit. “How do we start? Do I just lean over and kiss him?” Her motions were becoming more frantic, more eager for release. 
 
    I was just along for the ride at this point. “Will you be touching each other? Not sure what I will feel about that.” My hands now massaged her breasts, rolling each nipple to fine points, gently squeezing and pulling them as she rubbed herself faster and faster. “What will you do while he is inside me? I don’t want to lose track of you in the heat of the moment.” By this time, I was grabbing her hips, slamming myself deep inside her, my spunk ready to deliver an eager response to her decision. 
 
    She then closed her eyes, her pussy repeatedly clutching my dick, as she gave herself over to the pleasure. Her whole body shook as the wave of climax took control. My orgasm followed shortly after, starting at the base, my balls tightening. My thrusts drove the cum upward, gush after gush, into her inner walls. My usual loud grunting permeated the room as the pressure of my release forced it out, the energy of my explosion needing to find an outlet. 
 
    She collapsed on top of me as the waves receded. I held her in my arms, caressing her back as her breathing returned to normal. My cock softened inside her, finally plopping out. Jism dripped down my balls as I held her. Then she said something that brought it all home. “Will you be inside me while I suck on his cock?” 
 
    Oh, yes, I thought to myself, she really likes this idea.

  

 
 
    CHAPTER 1:
Looking Back 
 
    Ethan 
 
    “You need to get out of that horrible situation,” I said. 
 
    “I know. I know!” Ethan replied, “but I just can’t leave my kids. I want to see them more than every other weekend or call them on birthdays.” 
 
    “Good point,” I said. “What else can you do?” Ethan just shrugged. Neither of us had an answer to that one. 
 
    This conversation, or ones just like it, had been going on for nearly 10 years now. Having a best friend in such constant misery was hard for me, especially when there was no simple resolution to a long-standing problem. 
 
    Ethan and I had been best friends since grade school. I could not remember a life without him in it. He was best man at my wedding, and I at his. Ethan was a friend that seemed to get me better than anyone else. He was one of the few males I knew willing to talk about emotional topics and male stuff, like sports and politics. 
 
    Conveniently, we both had children around the same time and entered the same business, giving us common interests that would allow that closeness to grow throughout our lives. Along the way, we became more reliant on each other for emotional support and career advice. I learned to trust him implicitly, and to understand that we intertwined our lives for a reason. We were very much like brothers. 
 
    While we had so much in common, we were different enough to keep the friendship interesting. We had similar builds, though our skills prevented us from being overly competitive. He was an outstanding athlete, I more of an outstanding student. His social skills were key to his rise. My introspective nature meant I was better at writing and discussion than salesmanship. 
 
    It was a match made in friendship heaven. I teased him, as we entered our mid-30s, that he was already showing signs of balding, but he was always in great shape. His love of sports had kept him toned and muscular. His skin was a tanned from all that time outdoors. Stacy would often joke about the tight t-shirts and jeans he liked to wear as he put his muscular upper body and flat stomach on full display. 
 
    I was not as fit as Ethan, being more of a bookworm, but my aging did not create the typical middle-aged bulge in the front. I was more of the ‘grow thinner’ body type, lean and solid. My sense of humor led more to loose-fitting t-shirts with funny cultural or movie references. While our strong ‘bromance’ did not come with physical attraction, our gym showers in high school assured me he was about my build on the ‘package’ front as well. 
 
    After graduating from college, our families had migrated separately with the corporate life, moving from city to city as opportunities arose us both. Our wives grudgingly went along, now with kids in tow. Luckily, Ethan settled down in a large mid-west city to a longer-term job in his mid-30s. Despite his living in another city with his own family, the two of us traveled enough on business that we could see each other multiple times a year. 
 
    This trip, he was visiting us at the new home we had purchased on our arrival at what I hoped to be my version of the long-term location, this one in the deep south. My new job paid much better, gave me more interesting challenges and, significantly, left me some occasional time for family and friends. We were sitting at a local hamburger joint on our way back to the airport. He had spent the weekend with us on his latest trip to town. 
 
    “Have you talked to her about your feelings?” Stacy asked. The depth of his misery was especially hard on her. Stacy had much more empathy than I could ever muster.  
 
    “Of course, we even went to a marriage counselor for 16 weeks,” Ethan protested. “The problem is that she asserted… I wanted to puke when she actually said this to the counselor… that ‘good girls’ don’t think about the things I wanted her to do.” His tone suddenly changed to a sarcastic imitation of his wife’s words. ‘If he wanted to marry a whore, he should have just done that.’ I about screamed in her face!” His own face was hot with anger as he recalled the heated exchange. “What do you say to that? All I wanted was for her to make love to her own husband, for Christ’s sake! I wasn’t asking her to do train on an NFL team!” My quick glance at Stacy told me we were having the same feelings. The misery on his face just broke our hearts. 
 
    Unlike other couples we knew, Stacy and I have always been open to our sexual tastes and desires. We were also very intimate in our day-to-day lives. We slept in the nude, closely entwined. We showered together every day and talked all the time. We were sexually experimental (within the monogamous context, of course), trying about everything we could imagine! Our shared sexual drive was strong and had remained so for all our years together. 
 
    Ethan had not come out as well. He had married a professional woman who turned out to have little or no interest in sex as she aged. They were active before getting married, he said, though this did not continue afterward. Despite having children, I often speculated later they only made it the minimum times needed! We started dating our wives about the same time, but Ethan and his wife never developed the easy intimacy that was so characteristic of my relationship with Stacy. In fact, he had told Stacy during one of these conversations in the past that his wife had never had an orgasm with him inside her. 
 
    Men often joke about not having enough sex with their wives. It is a common theme in TV, movies, and a frequent source of jokes for comedians. Ethan was no exception. Over nearly a decade, Ethan’s complaints about his wife grew colder and more bitter about the prospects for change. Clearly, the situation was not going in the direction he wanted. 
 
    I remember an old movie where a comedienne is making it with her boyfriend. As he was on top pumping away, she, totally uninterested, finally said, “Beige, I think I’ll paint the ceiling beige,” just as the boyfriend was climaxing. I always remember this scene when I think of the way Ethan described sexual contact with his wife. And he talked about it a lot! 
 
    How can someone not be interested in sex at all? Frankly, this was so foreign to my experience, I struggled to even grasp it. The idea of sleeping every day with a woman and having her coldly deny my advances over and over was a genuine mystery. I would not have been nearly as patient as Ethan. Eventually, I asked Stacy about it. She did not understand it either. No matter how bad our circumstance might be, through the inevitable tussles of married life, Stacy and I were always active sexually. Living without that regular intimacy was like not breathing. Sex was a core part of the relationship for both of us. I never got the impression I was pushing myself on Stacy unwillingly, or that she did not receive pleasure from our activities. The sexual desire was simply who we were. 
 
    We owed him, I suddenly thought to myself, as I listened to his final complaints. He was the one that introduced me to Stacy, the woman that would eventually become my wife and the love of my life. Over the years, the three of us got along very well, becoming firm friends as a threesome along the way. By our mid-30s, when this conversation was taking place, that close friendship had blossomed into an emotional, if not physical, threesome. Stacy loved him as much as I did. I sure wish there was something we could do, I thought to myself. Our desire was strong to help relieve his emotional distress. 
 
    As we listened to him, that desire pushed my mind in a new direction, an abrupt, almost disturbing turn. My cock tingled as I looked over at Stacy. Could we take this relationship to an additional dimension? What if… 
 
   

 

 Stacy 
 
    The possibility of an added dimension required meeting the love of my life many years before. 
 
    During my 20s, I dated sporadically, even got close a couple times, but nothing stuck on the romantic front. I had clearly not found the one for me. Here is where Ethan came in. He had started actively dating his soon-to-be wife, and they suggested I ask out a girl we all knew from high school… Stacy. She had grown into a beautiful woman, they said, but was not seeing anyone. 
 
    I started laughing. You must be kidding? I knew her in my school years, but she was dating another friend. The friend she dated turned out to be gay. I jokingly told them that Stacy had turned him toward the other side! Surely this was a match doomed to failure. They chuckled while shaking their heads at my nonsensical joke. 
 
    Stacy was worth the call. She was very smart and had become a ravishing woman; they claimed! Reluctant though I was, I called her up to see about a date. She said she was busy the night I suggested, but she was having a party for a friend that had just returned to town. She invited me to come. So, I did. 
 
    The party was being held at the house of another friend. As I arrived, the party was already hopping. I could hear the noise from the pool and the large patio out back. When I went to the front door, Stacy answered, and I literally did not recognize her. When I asked for her by name as she stood in front of me, she started laughing. 
 
    She was the same petite height, but her light-brown hair was a golden sun-bleached blond, her skin a tanned hue of brown. She was wearing a bikini swimsuit with a white coverlet. The thin white material did little to cover up her perky breasts and luscious figure. She was as gorgeous as they had promised. 
 
    The connection was electrifying from the start. I was having a great time at the party, seeing old friends, but my eyes never strayed far from Stacy. She was the hostess, so busy keeping the party going. 
 
    I would periodically break myself away from whatever group to find her. We caught up and reacquainted. Can you be attracted to a person with such brief contact? I learned you could. This conversation was interrupted with hosting duties, so watched her walk as she scurried to the next task. She was a feast for anyone’s eyes. Ethan was certainly right. 
 
    After the party, Stacy suggested we go back to her apartment so we could continue getting to know each other again. By this time, it was late. Still, talking was not exactly what she meant. Stacy had indeed become a full-fledged woman who knew what she wanted. The sexual tension grew as we approached her place. 
 
    By the time we arrived, the passion had risen to a delicate pitch, ready to blaze at the first opportunity. As we tumbled through the front door, already embracing, I grabbed her head in my hands, my tongue hungrily plunging into her mouth. She pressed her lips against mine in response. I pushed her against the nearest wall and pulled her entire body closer to me as my hard cock pressed against her. 
 
    It was as if we had never experienced sex before. Well, in my case, it had been awhile, but the hunger seemed to explode as we pressed into each other. 
 
    Stacy finally pushed me back to give her some space and pulled her white swimsuit cover over her head. I helped her, reaching around to unhook her bikini top. Her small, yet well-shaped breasts rested comfortably in my hands, the nipples rigid with sexual excitement. 
 
    She pushed them out to me for my pleasure. I caressed them gently, rolling them between my thumb and finger as I leaned forward to suckle them. Her hand sought my rigid tool down below, stroking it through my shorts. 
 
    I suggested we go back into her bedroom. We reluctantly broke our embrace, but Stacy never released my love muscle as we moved toward the bed. The floor on the way back became littered with discarded clothing. I helped her out of her bikini bottom, pulled my shirt and shoes off, abandoned my pants and underwear while she pulled her sandals off her feet. 
 
    By the time we hit the bed, my cock was at full mast and Stacy knew just what to do. She pushed me down on my back, crawled on the bed next to me. She licked my shaft up and down, teasing the swollen head before driving the full length down her throat. She gagged a little but did not pull back. She alternated between sucking and stroking with her fist as I repeatedly pushed my cock into her throat. 
 
    It did not take long after all the build-up. Moments later, cum exploded from deep inside. She pulled her head back and watched the strings of spunk fly around the bed. Some landed on my stomach, others on her chest and arm. Her hand continued to pump me until I could not take it any longer, laughing as I tried to hold her hand still. The intense sensation that follows cumming always makes my cockhead hyper-sensitive. 
 
    I could have gotten it up again, but Stacy ran for a cloth, cleaning my spunk wherever it had flown. In the end, the exhaustion of the party and the late hour finally took its toll. We both climbed under the covers, quickly falling asleep. I slept over that first night, though we did not complete the home run. We joked later that she was not the kind of girl that made it with someone on the first date! 
 
    The next day, work and school pulled us apart. That night, however, whatever minor concerns she might have had melted away. As soon as I arrived at her place, I began unbuttoning her blouse. Stacy offered no resistance. By the time we made it back to the bedroom, there was no doubt in either of our minds where this was going. I laid her on her back, moving her legs to the middle of the bed. She spread open to give me access to her womanhood. 
 
    The look of desire on her face pulled me forward, while her open arms showed her welcome. Her brown hair flowed invitingly down her chest. The scent of her arousal permeated the room as I approached her on the bed. My desire showed by the rigid member attracting her attention once again. 
 
    I kneeled beside her and began a careful massage, starting at her shoulders, focusing my full attention on her luscious breasts as I moved south. Her breasts were not large, but they had a full shape with dark areolas, highlighted by nipples that showed the depth of her need. The tip was rigid as she reacted to my gentle rubbing between thumb and finger. Her breath caught as I moved down to draw a nipple into my mouth. 
 
    She reached in to grab my stiffness as I continued massaging my way down. The tactile pleasure from caressing her smooth skin electrified me. Stacy pulled on my cock, encouraging me to allow her to suck on it, but I had something else in mind. 
 
    I moved down between her legs, continuing my massage, now from below. Her thighs moved wider as my thumb and fingers pressed closer to home. I leaned down to smell her arousal; the scent drawing me closer. I moved my hands under her hips, my head using tongue strokes to explore inside. She placed her hands on my head, the urgency of her need encouraging me to press my tongue deeper. I couldn’t believe how wet she had become. Long, slow strokes up and inside pushed her toward a peak. When my tongue aggressively attacked her clit, the reaction was immediate. 
 
    “Shit!” she screamed as the tension of the build-up cascaded into a climax that ripped through her, her breaths coming in quick gasps. I couldn’t believe how deep her orgasm went! I wasn’t sure if my cock could get any harder as I positioned myself above her. 
 
    She was still recovering from her first orgasm, but her hands told me there was one thing she wanted badly. She wanted a hard cock! She pulled my hips down toward her. “I want you inside me,” she whispered, her eyes locked on mine. I was more than happy to oblige, wiping my enraged cock head through her moist folds, then lunged forward. She was so tight! My weight came down on top of her as I began the rhythmic plunging of her depths. Her shallow breaths caught with each thrust, the whimpers of pleasure taking us both. 
 
    “Oh God, that feels good!” she cried out, wrapping her arms around me, her hips pushing back, her heels around my ass.  
 
    It did not take long for either of us. She screamed as her second orgasm took her. Her pussy gripped me as my mouth found her hard pebbles, aggressively sucking each nipple. Her spasms set off my relief, the energy of the cumming released as grunts of pleasure. As I softened, I collapsed beside her, our breaths struggling to recover their normal pace. We could not separate our eyes as we held each other with gentle caresses. 
 
    What a first time! It would not be our last. We humped like proverbial rabbits for several weeks after. This extended into months as we discovered our early sexual compatibility worked on more advanced levels as well. 
 
    I introduced her to marijuana after a bit. She never liked to smoke the way Ethan and I did, but she loved to cook the weed into candies and brownies, consuming it that way. The dope fueled our already red-hot sexual desires. 
 
    Stacy discovered the great joy of pairing marijuana and sex. For me, it made orgasms more intense, seeming to last longer. For her, it was more the deeper sensations, finding the pulse of pleasure more focused within her body. A stoned Stacy would grind on my cock, moaning as I went in and out, finally cumming in an explosion of release. 
 
    Eventually, our pace of humping slowed, as it does for all couples, but the desire and depth of the feelings continued to grow. Three months after first meeting, we were engaged. Six months after that, married. We became official… Stan & Stacy. 
 
    The funny thing about marriage is that you never know the real person you are marrying until years have gone by. What a person seems like when young can be a quite different after life’s lessons place pressure on their character. I was a lucky one. Stacy turned out to be even better as an adult. 
 
    My mind wondered back to the current question. In all this discussing and complaining, a germ of an idea about Ethan grew. Would she be willing to be shared? 
 
   

 

 Stan 
 
    By the time the idea took root and grew, Stacy and I had been married for 14 years and had a couple of kids. 
 
    After this umpteenth conversation about his marital challenges, I wondered if a strength of our own could not help this lack in his relationship. In my erotic reading, I always enjoyed “wife sharing” stories… getting sexual pleasure from watching your wife making it with another man. Those stories never failed to deliver a solid boner. Would it be possible, I thought, for Ethan to be that guy to invite into our bed? I trusted him implicitly, after many years of experience, and genuinely loved him as a brother. He seemed the ideal candidate. 
 
    This is where my communication with Stacy came in. We talked a lot, and about sex, but I wasn’t sure if I could mention this directly since it was way outside our normal range of options. So I hit on a plan. 
 
    The build-up lasted a full six months. I started by talking about Ethan while we were stroking each other before making love. Not sexual per se, just brought him up in that situation. One time I spoke about a coming visit. Another time discussed his marital frustration. It did not really matter the topic. I just wanted to put him inside our sexual window. 
 
    The next step was mentioning him in a sexual context during our lovemaking. This happened several times. Stacy seemed to catch on quickly and played along. The first time must have been a shock to her, but Stacy was never much of a prude. Verbalizing during lovemaking was not new for me. The context, however, was quite exciting. 
 
    That first time, I brought it up as I was giving her a massage, drifting down from neck to toes. About halfway down, as I concentrated on her ass and inner thighs, I asked a simple question. 
 
    “Have you ever thought about sucking on someone while being fucked at the same time?” 
 
    “Why do you ask?” she choked, pushing herself up to look around at me. The look on her face was quizzical, though that look did not imply offense or even resistance. 
 
    “No reason, just wondered if that was a fantasy for you.” 
 
    “Haven’t thought of it much” was her only response, as she laid back down. By this time, I was concentrating my massage on her inner thigh, grazing her vertical smile with each pass. Curiously, after mentioning the fantasy, the ass I was massaging pushed up and her legs spread wider so I could have easier access. Maybe she thought it was just some of my sexual dirty talk, but her response was strong. 
 
    I carefully spread her vaginal lips and inserted a finger as I circled her clit. Engorged with moisture, she pushed herself at my fingers. 
 
    “You like to suck on me and you like making love. Why not both at the same time?” I said innocently. I pulled her ass up slightly, moving my leg across her backside, pushing my cock inside her essence in one push. Her grunt said it was a surprise, but her wetness showed her excitement with the dirty-talk. 
 
    With each push, I kept up the conversation. “Think of it, the pleasure of receiving at both ends.” She moaned as I pushed deeper. Her pussy’s grip on my cock was so strong it literally pulled the wad right out of me. She came moments later as she pushed herself into my forceful thrusts. I grabbed her ass cheeks, pulling them apart to give myself a better view. She always loved it when I did that. 
 
    After the pleasure waves settled down, I rolled down beside her and said, “I think you do like that fantasy, don’t you?” She did not respond, but her heavy breathing gave all the response I needed. 
 
    The next time we made love, I used Ethan as my example. “Remember our talking about sucking and fucking at the same time? Imagine it was someone like Ethan.” As we went through each step of the time together, I would keep up a constant stream of dirty-talk, much of it about a threesome. She really got into it. 
 
    One time, she was on her back. My love muscle firmly planted and feeling the love. I then pulled out a dildo I had purchased for the occasion. It was especially realistic, but not exceptionally large. I had hidden it within reach on the side of the bed and inserted it in her mouth. 
 
    She normally does not like artificial things inside her. Her hands came up immediately to pull it out, but then she saw the hungry look in my eyes, understood what I was doing, and played along. She sucked that cock as if it were real. My pounding into her became almost vicious as she went after the ‘other’ cock with abandon. We both came in some of the strongest orgasms we had ever experienced up to that time. 
 
    After that, we fantasized frequently about her sucking him while I humped away. Or while she was on top, impaled on me, grinding her pussy onto my pulsing rod while dirty-talk Ethan was standing above, thrusting into her mouth. She seemed to get extremely excited when we played this way. 
 
    Our sex life was satisfying before this, but like others in the middle marriage years, it had become less frequent and more routine. This playful fantasy pushed our stimulation to almost fevered peaks. Our love-making sessions became more potent and frequent.  
 
    Stacy always seemed to like it when I would talk during a session. Now she seemed to crave it. I had always groaned loudly and told her what I was doing with words. “Take that cock”, I would say, while thrusting or describing how I worshiped her breasts while fondling them. With the Ethan concept, this talking became focused. Like the erotica I loved, I would slowly describe a threesome as we stroked and caressed each other. Our orgasms, especially Stacy’s, became increasingly intense as the details became more explicit in my stories. 
 
    Eventually, she decided she wanted to try the real thing.

  

 
 
    CHAPTER 2:
Getting Started 
 
   



 

 Planning is the fun part 
 
    This brings us back to Stacy’s original acceptance. Yes, she wants to do it, she said, but the question remained: should we? This discussion pushed our actual attempt back several months. The fear of genuine life consequences was all too real. 
 
    We had known both Ethan and his wife for years at that point. If we asked him and he said no, it would put a strain on a relationship that had been one pillar of my life (and become one for Stacy). If he said yes, how would I manage watching another guy humping my wife, whom I deeply loved? What if I reacted in a negative emotional way? The strain would likely be irreversible. What if his wife found out? We would never be allowed in their home again and the news would probably lead to a divorce. Again, real world significance not to be taken lightly. 
 
    The risk of her doing this without me seemed my greatest concern. What if she really did like it? Or liked it so much she wanted to do it without me? Or behind my back? The thought of a cock penetrating her in front of me created such hardness that I knew that would not be a problem. But what if she went into his room and closed the door in front of me? Or they met together somewhere without me? 
 
    These thoughts stoked my insecurities. I did not think Ethan would do that. He was, in fact, a very emotional guy who had proven loyal to me over many years. I trusted Stacy as well. Her love had been unquestioning for a long time. Still, I also knew that once we let those proverbial dogs run free, the result would be difficult to control. My chest would tighten to nearly full-blown panic every time I thought of losing her to someone else, especially because of something that I put in motion. 
 
    None of these questions, and the associated risks, had straightforward answers. Stacy and I talked and talked and talked. 
 
    In the end, it was Ethan that unknowingly turned us around. On one of our visits together, he was more despondent than ever. Divorce seemed eminent without meaningful change. After discussing this with Stacy, we decided the family side was no longer a risk. Even if she found out, it was only going to be another reason for the divorce, not the only one. 
 
    During that conversation, I confessed my own insecurities about her transferring her affection from me to Ethan, and how the fear of that was gripping me. She looked at me and burst out laughing.  
 
    “I had the same thought,” she told me. “On my side, I thought you would not want me anymore. That you would only want these side games. That I would not be enough for you going forward.” 
 
    Her warm laughter settled my concern somewhat. “That would NEVER be the case,” I said. “I will always love you.” 
 
    “My beloved,” she said, “nothing going on here is going to change my opinion of you and us… I have no interest in going with Ethan… or anyone else. We are in this together… for our mutual pleasure… and his. Never think differently… I am with you to the end,” gently kissing me her reassurance. Her words took me over that last resistance. 
 
    As for the relationship with Ethan, he was becoming desperate. Our mutual love of him and knowledge of the frustration he had been experiencing drove our already strong openness to experimentation. We finally decided to bring it up with him on his next trip, which was planned a couple of months later. 
 
    Maybe the most enjoyable part of the threesome was planning for it. Stacy was a planner by nature, and she worked out every detail, from where to do it, how to start, what she should wear (or not wear!). The hours spent discussing the plan inevitably ended in robust lovemaking and powerful orgasms. 
 
    One detail remained unresolved: how to bring it up. Walking up to him and saying, “Hey, Ethan, want to go to bed with us?” just did not seem the right approach. We wrestled with how to do this for almost the entire two months until he arrived. We finally brought it up casually… 
 
   

 

 Gaining acceptance was key 
 
    “I am heading for the airport,” I told her, as I grabbed my car keys. Ethan was arriving in just another hour, and I had to hustle to get there. 
 
    “You ready for tonight?” I asked her, snuggling a kiss on her neck as I headed for the garage. “Let me check,” I said, as I stroked her pussy lips through her shorts. She playfully danced away from me, laughing. 
 
    “You’ll just have to wait and see,” she giggled. She lifted her top and gave me a glimpse of her rock-hard nipples as I rushed for the door. Oh yes, I thought to myself, she was ready! 
 
    Ethan was coming in for the weekend. We packed the kids off to friends in the area, telling them we had someone coming into town and wanted to show him around. He came in Thursday evening, and planned business meetings all day Friday. 
 
    For tonight, it would just be dinner and conversation. Stacy and I had agreed to keep it as “normal” as possible… with one exception. At dinner, Stacy wore something revealing but not out of the ordinary, a tight-knit top. The absence of a bra was the only giveaway. Ethan did not seem to notice, but I certainly did. Her nipples were on full ‘high beams’ for much of the dinner. 
 
    He was all excited about a new work project that was absorbing much of his time. It definitely sounded interesting, but neither of us could keep our minds on the object of the project. We had our own in mind. 
 
    Every few minutes, I would notice Stacy moving awkwardly in her seat. So clearly aroused, she needed to reposition herself to reduce the tickle down below. I kept looking at her, wondering whether she wore something black so the wetness in her crotch would not show! She would just return my look with one of her crooked smiles. It was clearly ‘subject understood’ as her eyes glistened. 
 
    Since it was late by this time, we went back to the house. Stacy set him up in the guest room and then we all went to bed. For Stacy, though, sleep was not on any agenda. We got into our bed, took our clothes off and she did something totally outside of previous experience with her. She pulled me onto the bed, spreading her legs wide, grabbed my hair and literally PUSHED my face into her sopping wet crotch. She needed serious release after all the pent-up sexual tension of the dinner. 
 
    As I positioned myself for providing the needed service, I noticed just how wet she had become. Her cream oozed out between her puffy lips. All that rubbing during dinner had given those lips a ragged, reddish glow.  
 
    “Put your tongue in me RIGHT NOW,” she whispered in a very firm manner, clearly not wanting Ethan to hear. My cock sprang to life as she buried my face in her divide. For me, it was like burying my tongue in a Boston Cream Pie. Her vaginal juices were so wet and thick. I stroked up a couple of quick angles with my tongue. The moan that came out of her mouth came from deep within. 
 
    I moved my hands up to provide needed help as my tongue drove as deep as it would go. My left thumb began a slow circle around her clit, but not touching. She hissed as the pressure continued to build. Finally, knowing she could not take it much longer, I began long sweeping tongue strokes up and down the sides of her engorged lips and my thumb went straight for her clit in an aggressive circular motion. 
 
    Stacy almost came off the bed. Her back arched as the climax simply took control of her. The waves of pleasure shook her entire body. Even her toes curled against the bedsheets. As she came down, her breath came in quick takes, trying to regain some level of composure. Oh, my God! I thought to myself. She is really going to LOVE this! 
 
    Then I made a decision which surprised me when I thought about it later. Despite my stiff meat protruding down below, I decided not to enter her. I wanted to let the fantasy of Ethan percolate deep inside her. The glassy eyes told me all I needed to know about where her mind was. For now, I wanted it to stay there. 
 
    I simply pulled the blanket over her beautiful body, got in the bed next to her and began slow gentle caresses. I snuggled her neck, kneaded her breasts softly and then held her in my arms until she fell asleep. 
 
    Yes, this was going to be a weekend to remember! 
 
   

 

 The pitch 
 
    Ethan’s Friday business ended in late-afternoon. I took the day off, amazed how much Stacy accomplished around the house that day. She just could not sit still. Occasionally, she would come to my desk. She hugged and kissed me passionately while rubbing my cock. She kept saying how excited she was. No kidding, I laughingly said to myself. I could tell. 
 
    But so was I. The anticipation was killing me, especially after the blue balls of the previous evening. My cock was in a perpetual state of excitement throughout the day. All her incessant rubbing made that excitement more intense! 
 
    When his meetings finished, we prepared for a typical evening of drinks, conversation, music, and TV. Here is where all the planning paid off. Once Ethan and I settled down in front of the TV, Stacy came downstairs in a very revealing outfit we had picked out. She had a full length, silky nightgown that was not specifically sexual lingerie, but still nearly transparent. She wore nothing underneath. You could clearly see the outlines of her areolas and the dark patch of her trimmed bush. Her nipples betrayed her arousal. 
 
    This outfit certainly piqued his interest. Stacy, in her best acting job, pretended this was her normal dress around the house and sat on the love seat across from us, joining in the conversation, her hands demurely at her side. His eyes struggled to stay off her rigid nipples and dark patch down below. 
 
    Occasionally, she would spread her legs slightly, as if getting into a more comfortable position. Still completely covered by the gown, but this movement created a space where her just-visible bush shone like a beacon. Ethan did not miss any of this. His eyes could not control themselves as he strained to glimpse what was underneath the sheer material. 
 
    I could sense her sexual excitement and wondered whether she was growing wet enough to leak through the gown! As we had planned at this moment, I suggested Ethan and I run out to get something to eat. Stacy would stay home to get everything ready. 
 
    I did not plan to go for dining and the preparation for our return was NOT setting up the dinner table. I headed straight for an adult bookstore in town that rented adult films, putting on my best salesman cap for “the pitch”. 
 
    “Well, how did you like Stacy’s outfit?” I asked, in as matter-of-fact tone as I could muster. I thought he was going to drown as he almost spilled the bottle of water he was drinking from. 
 
    “What?” he asked.  
 
    “That robe Stacy was wearing. Very nice, didn’t you think? I noticed you could not keep your eyes off it.” 
 
    “Yes, very nice,” he stammered out. His eyes were pointed straight ahead as he tried to hide his embarrassment at being caught. “I’m sorry, Stan,” he stammered out. “I meant nothing by it. She just looked really nice in that outfit.” 
 
    “I bought it in Japan on one of my business trips,” I told him, going into a quick discussion of where I found it and how often she wore it now. I did not even address his discomfort.  
 
    I paused for a moment, then dropped the bombshell. “She wanted me to ask if you would like to see more,” just as I pulled into the adult bookstore parking lot. “She looks even better underneath.” 
 
    He quickly noticed where we were now and turned his full attention toward me. “Are you serious?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded my head affirmatively. After he got over the shock, “You are serious, aren’t you?” 
 
    “No,” I said. “WE are. Stacy is as interested as I am. She was the one that suggested it.” OK, this was a small white lie, but technically she approved it first! 
 
    “We would like to invite you to join us in our bed this evening, to see what might… well… come up!” I grinned. 
 
    Then I covered the important part of the conversation. “You need to understand that Stacy is completely aware of and supportive of the idea. She knows we are having this conversation right now. She wore that outfit to attract your attention. She wanted you focused for tonight!” I explained simply. 
 
    His imagination was heating up, and a distinct bulge appeared in his jeans. I suggested we go into the adult store and find something that might be appropriate. Stacy and I had already gone through the shelves the week before, so I led him directly to the section with MFM threesomes as our conversation progressed. 
 
    Yes, Stacy wanted this as much as I. No, we did not need birth control (she was on the pill), so yes, he could cum inside her. Yes, we were open to all his ideas, but each of us had veto power over all activities. Yes, she liked it when I was aggressive with her, but no, neither of us was interested in pushing too hard. When we pushed, it would be obvious she was going along because she chose to or everything stopped. We planned this to be a mutually shared and fun sexual activity. If any of us became uncomfortable, we would halt everything. If it stayed mutual and fun, we could do it as often as we liked that weekend. 
 
    “Holy shit,” he finally exclaimed. “How could I turn down an offer like that?” 
 
    “Glad you agree,” I said. 
 
    While in the bookstore, I said I needed to go to the bathroom, but my real purpose was to call Stacy to let her know Ethan had agreed. The positive screech at the other end was all I needed to hear. She was ready. 
 
    He agreed to all our basic rules and talked non-stop about what we might do as we picked out a couple of movies before leaving. His growing excitement was clear. He rubbed his cock as we moved closer to the action. My heart leaped with joy that he was so excited. I wondered how long since his last real sexual experience.

  

 
 
    CHAPTER 3:
Play Begins 
 
    Settling in 
 
    When we arrived, Stacy had completely altered the tone of the house… put candles around for soft lighting, turned down the bed and prepared snacks for after. She was sitting in the middle of the sofa when we walked in the door, casually watching TV. She had changed into another Japanese robe. This one not as transparent, but it only reached down to her upper thigh. She wore it loose in front so that we could clearly see she wore nothing underneath. The cleavage caught both our eyes and her nipples were protruding nicely. Her face flush with excitement. 
 
    As I went to put the adult disc on the player, Ethan walked up to the sofa. 
 
    “May I sit down next to you?” he asked Stacy. His almost formal manner made her chuckle. 
 
    “Of course,” she said, patting the cushion next to her. Once again, Stacy sat demurely, her hands at her side, as if this were the most normal thing that had ever happened. 
 
    “Do you really want this?” Ethan asked, his hardening cock showing clearly through his jeans. 
 
    She turned toward him and said only, “Yes,” as she gently squeezed his leg to offer more assurance. He placed his hand on hers. Their first intimate contact. 
 
    “Ethan has agreed to our ground rules and thinks it would be fun,” I said as I sat on her other side. My hand now stroking her leg, gently edging her robe further open; her breasts now clearly visible. “He said those ground rules were very reasonable, that he probably would have come up with those, anyway.” 
 
    Stacy then asked bluntly. “Ethan, are YOU sure? We kind of dropped this on you suddenly.” 
 
    He chuckled softly. “It was a shock. I will admit. But it would be a lie if I were to say it hadn’t crossed my mind before. You are a beautiful woman and I have always thought Stan was one of the luckiest men in the world. Sharing your bed will be a privilege. I just hope I am up to the task. It’s been awhile.” His voice trailed off. We knew what he meant. 
 
    While the movie progressed to the MFM action, Stacy turned to look at me, her eyes imploring: Well, what now? We had done no planning past this stage. 
 
    To get started, I reached my hand up to her face, turning her head to mine and began kissing her. My hand moved to caress her breast, purposefully tugging the robe completely open, exposing her body to us both. 
 
    Ethan took the cue and placed his hand on the other breast, rolling her nipple between thumb and forefinger. Stacy does not have sensitive nipples, but her chest pushed forward to give him the open invitation to continue. His other hand began stroking her leg. Those legs spread open with the contact. 
 
    When his hand reached to the top of her thigh, Stacy pushed her crotch against his fingers and let out a moan that was loud and deep. We all burst out laughing. Clearly, she was ready. While we were out talking, she had been home getting mentally ready. 
 
    I suggested we move upstairs to the bedroom. The movie could wait. They both agreed. 
 
    As Stacy got up from the sofa, I gently pulled her robe off. She walked naked ahead of us on the stairs, swaying her hips and poking her butt at us. We playfully grabbed at her ass as we chased her toward the bedroom. I did not catch the first glimpse. He was walking ahead of me, but Ethan’s eyes must have doubled in size as he walked into the bedroom. The carefully placed candles and turned down bed told an extraordinarily clear picture of who wanted what. Stacy was as excited about this as we were. I walked immediately to the stereo and pushed play. The initial tones of Bryan Ferry’s Boys & Girls added to the mood. 
 
    She dropped to the bed ahead of us; her legs spread for our viewing. We could see the dampness of her cleft. Her eyes looked at me with a questioning gaze. Do you really want to do this? They asked. I answered with a positive nod of my head and laid down beside her on one side while Ethan took the other. My hands started caressing her and Ethan’s followed the same pattern. 
 
    I leaned to her ear and whispered, “Let yourself go. Orgasm as you like, request what you like, do what you like. We are here for your pleasure and his. I will not be upset if you cum too often or if he cums inside you. That is why we are here.” 
 
    She shook her head, gently acknowledging my words, and simply let go. The tension of the last few days gave way to complete surrender to the feelings. You could almost see the pent-up desire explode as she leaned back, giving herself to the sensations of the hands actively caressing every part of her body. She spread her knees wider, making the obvious invitation. 
 
    Yet Ethan and I were still dressed. We got up to take our clothes off. While I removed mine on one side of the bed, I suggested Stacy help Ethan with his. She nodded agreement and my naked wife rose from the bed, her free breasts springing with motion. Her face and chest were red with desire. 
 
    She approached Ethan as he fumbled with buttons. What followed was one of the most erotic things I had ever seen. She slowly took his clothes off, but did it in such a way that her body never left contact with his. Her hands roamed freely above and below as she unbuttoned, unsnapped, and pulled off. 
 
    Ethan was clearly having an exciting time. His love muscle roared its wooden approval of her method. Mine was not far behind. This alone already exceeded every dream or expectation I had for the weekend! 
 
   

 

 The action 
 
    Once he was naked himself, Ethan gently pushed her back onto the bed, moving to position himself between her legs. She spread her knees wide to allow easy access. I was a little surprised. Ethan’s face was hard-focused on her crotch. He looked ready to drive his cock straight into her love tunnel. I was not upset, but it was too soon. I wanted him to take longer. 
 
    He did not do that, however. He leaned forward on the bed and buried his face. His tongue driving deep inside her snatch. The surprise on Stacy’s face was priceless as she laid back on the bed and gave herself to his eagerness. She waved her hand in my direction, encouraging me to take part as well. 
 
    I moved forward with my own hard cock, positioned myself above so she could suck on me while I squeezed and stroked her breasts. What an experience! Feeling her go to work on my own hard cock while feeling her breasts and watching Ethan eat away. It took every ounce of restraint I had to keep from popping my load right then! 
 
    Instead, I gently removed my cock from her mouth, pulling myself to the side. She looked like she was ready to cum and I wanted to feel that up-close. I sat on the bed next to her, softly stroking her breasts. I leaned down to kiss her, gently at first, but as I saw her excitement grow, I became more forceful, driving my tongue into her parted lips as her gasps became shorter, pinching and pulling her nipples. She began to actively moan as her hands rested softly on Ethan’s head. 
 
    Yes, she was saying with her hands. Take me wherever you want to go. Don’t stop. Don’t stop! 
 
    I laid down beside her, put my arms around her. All those years of making love had taught me when she was ready. 
 
    I whispered in her ear, “cum for us,” just as the wave of her orgasm swept through her. Ethan increased the pressure of his thumb around her clit and drove his tongue around and past her slit. Her whole body lost control on the bed, the waves coursing through her. 
 
    “Oh my God,” she cried out. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” She later described it as one of the strongest orgasms she had ever felt. 
 
    Ethan did not waste time after that. He crawled up the bed and buried his cock into her sopping wet pussy. She had barely recovered from the first one when his insistent driving pushed her into orgasm after orgasm. I lost count after three! Frankly amazed at how long he lasted, I just held her in my arms as she kept cumming, whispering in her ear how beautiful she was and how much I loved watching her cum. 
 
    He finally could not hold off any longer. His ferocious thrusts became even more intense and Stacy met each with her own hip thrusts to get him deeper and deeper. His cum erupted in thick spurts. I could not help but stare at the rhythmic power of his release. His balls twitched as they pushed each load out. His face had an almost painful look as his release pushed into Stacy. At that moment, I had a curious thought. Do I look like that when I cum, all crunched up like I was in pain? It made me laugh inside. Let’s face it. Who cares? It still feels great. 
 
    When he was spent, it was my turn. After watching all this, my cock was throbbing with need. Ethan rolled to the side. I got her up on her knees and pounded away doggy style. My cock easily went to full insertion as my balls slapped loudly against her ass. Ethan put his head underneath her torso, sucking on her nipples as I pushed my love muscle into her. 
 
    I maximized my movement to drive her excitement, moving up and down to touch every part of her pussy cavity. Ethan’s cream was like a warm blanket as I poured my contribution into her. She literally screamed as her orgasm tore through her. 
 
    She finally signaled, “enough, enough”, as my softening cock fell out. You could hear the plop of cream exiting from her and pooling on the bed. She collapsed on her side, panting as the after-shock swept through her. Ethan and I laid beside her to do the same. The spent sexual energy was thick in the room, so I said in as light a tone as I could, “Well, that was nice.” We all started laughing and finally relaxed on the bed. 
 
   

 

 After glow 
 
    All the spent energy caught up with us. We fell asleep where we lay, entangled with Stacy. She reached over and whispered in my ear: “Thank you.” What could I say? The pleasure was literally all mine! I LOVED this. Holding her while she came may have been the most intense sexual pleasure of my life. I had experienced none of the jealousy or insecurity I had expected to feel. What I felt was pure joy! My only response to her was to kiss her lips good night and to hug her in my arms. 
 
    Later that night, I woke to the bed jiggling. My eyes opened at the sight of Ethan on his back. Stacy on top of him, her hand pushing his rigid tool into her dripping box. A little rest and she was ready for more, apparently. I guess Ethan was ‘forced’! 
 
    I did not move, just laid there watching. I did not feign sleep. Stacy clearly saw my movement, but I did not take part. She was taking Ethan to a place he may have never been before… a place where a woman desires you and tries to maximize your pleasure. I did not want to interfere. 
 
    Her hand trailed along my leg to acknowledge my presence, but soon, the pulses of pleasure were absorbing all her attention. She moved her hands to rest on Ethan’s chest, offering her breasts… if he wanted them, and controlled the movement. 
 
     She leaned forward as Ethan’s arms pulled her into his embrace. Her breasts pillowed across his chest as he kissed her with a fervor she had probably not seen from me in a while. I could see her jaw unlock as he pushed his tongue into her mouth, and she responded in kind. Ethan raised his hands to each side of her head to intensify the embrace. Her hips just kept up that constant motion, moving his cock around to maximize the stimulation. 
 
    I watched as the pressure built in them both. She broke the intense kissing, to move into a full sitting position, only to release a deep moan as the tight shivers of her first orgasm shook her body. She ground her pussy onto his stiff cock as each wave of pleasure pushed through her. 
 
    Frankly, this weekend was going to be an excellent education for me, I thought at that moment. I had never watched her cum before, without participating, that is. I could see the flush of her skin, the glassy eyes of her intensity, the almost frantic pushing as she ground her clit against him. 
 
    For Ethan, I suspect he was considering himself fortunate. He just stared at her as she gave over to the sexual release. I speculated at that moment that he had never had a woman literally use him for her own pleasure. 
 
    Her breathing settled down as she placed her hands back on his chest, supporting herself, but her hips did not stop moving. She wanted more. Gradually, she came out of the depth of her orgasm and signaled for me to get up. It was all her show now. She pointed for me to put my leg on the other side of Ethan’s head, essentially straddling him. My balls were only inches from his face, but my cock was at full attention.  
 
    As her hips ground onto his erection, maintaining that constant rhythm on her clit, she moved her mouth forward to swallow my rod whole! I mean, she took it fully to the back of her throat and then some. Her face touched my pubic hair as her eyes looked up at me. The concentration of her effort was amazing. She was fully engaged in bringing herself to another release while pushing us both over the edge. She was also controlling the pace, hoping we would all cum at the same time. 
 
    She moved all parts in concert. Her motion down below was taking Ethan to another place while she moved her mouth back and forth on my cock. Ethan was the first to go, grabbing Stacy’s hips and slamming himself into her. He grunted his release as she rose off the bed with each thrust. A couple times, he almost pushed her off my cock, but she maintained the connection. 
 
    She was next, with her second of the session, able to maintain the connection to my cock. But the motion was suddenly wobbly as the waves of pleasure pushed through her. 
 
    I was the last to get started, so it is not surprising I came last, but that was still not long. Her aggressive sucking did the trick. A few strokes later, I was pumping my spunk down her throat. She didn’t even try to move away, just took the load until a small bit leaked out of the corner of her lips. 
 
    This surprised me a little. Stacy was never one to enjoy swallowing jism. She liked to watch it shoot around the room, she always told me. This time, she was just too into the moment to care. 
 
    Apparently, this last round whet her appetite for cumming as she collapsed onto Ethan’s chest, his softening cock falling out of her. I helped her into the place on the bed between us and said, like a scolding father, “Now, you two. Time to sleep.” 
 
    I got out of bed to get a wet cloth for clean-up. “We have plenty of time for this over the next couple of days. I don’t want to wake up in the middle of the night again.” They both laughed that guilty chuckle. BUSTED! I returned with a washcloth, sitting down on the bed next to Stacy. I used the washcloth to wipe away the goop of her lovemaking. 
 
    Here I experienced a strange compulsion of wanting to lick the cum out of her snatch but resisted it. Too weird, I thought to myself. 
 
    After I finished the cleanup, I looked at Ethan. He was already asleep. I wasn’t sure how he would react to me washing him off, so gave the cloth to Stacy for a general wipe down. He was a mess. She reached over, using the washcloth to massage the same goop off his entire crotch area. 
 
    He didn’t even stir. Amazing, I thought to myself; she used no lubricant. We REALLY turned her on!

  

 
 
    CHAPTER 4:
A Full Day Indeed 
 
    Waking up late 
 
    The next morning, I was the first to wake up. I left the lovebirds in bed, getting up as quietly as I could, put on a pair of gym shorts and t-shirt, and went downstairs for water. I was very thirsty. Except for my odd impulse to lick his cum out of her, it had gone much better than even our wildest dreams. I had not seen Stacy so turned on, maybe ever! She was so full of lust, like a teenager who had just discovered sex. 
 
    As I sat there chugging my water, full of thoughts of last night, Stacy came down the stairs in the same Japanese short robe she had worn just before we went upstairs. This time, with the tie securely fastened. She looked at me with this sheepish, almost guilty look. I had to burst out laughing.  
 
    “Enjoyed yourself, did you?” My laughing response seemed to put her at ease, somewhat, but there was something else there. Why would she think it would upset me? I thought to myself. This was exactly what we wanted. 
 
    “Yes, I did,” she replied, genuine emotion in her voice. “Though… a bit concerned you would think… my starting late last night, you know… when you were still asleep… without you being involved… was over some kind of boundary line… you had those concerns.” She was doubtful. “You didn’t think our late session was too much?” 
 
    I almost broke into another round of laughter. Instead, I pulled her onto my lap, kissed her with as fully an ‘I love you’ kiss as I had, looked straight into her eyes and told her, “No, my dear. I am not even remotely upset. If you had gone into his room by himself without me… closing the door, let’s say… that might have been a problem, but that’s not what happened. In fact, I was sitting down here, just now, thinking about how great last night was. Better even than I had dreamed it would be. You were really turned on, weren’t you?” 
 
    Again, the sheepish grin. As she talked, the words came out in a rush. The relief was obvious on her face. “After the first-round last night… I don’t know what happened… my pussy was on fire! I had experienced nothing like that before. I just couldn’t get enough of it. Eventually, the pressure woke me up in the middle of the night. I tried to finish myself with my own fingers… that would not work. I needed… I needed… cock. I needed COCK!” 
 
    Her face was a mixture of remembered pleasure and concern. “I initially tried to fondle you… you were dead to the world… no way that was going to happen. So I turned to Ethan, playing with his cock & balls… you know, the way I know you like it… that woke him up. The funny part was that his look was amazing. He couldn’t believe I WANTED to start again. I felt so sorry for him… what that meant about his sex life… his cock had no issues, though.” She winked at me. “He was quickly hard and ready to go. I mounted him when you woke up. Is there something wrong with me? Why has my desire pushed so high? Maybe I’m just a slut!” By the end, she was almost in tears, her face hanging down at those last words. 
 
    “Oh, my beloved.” I looked at her with the genuine concern built over our long years together. I could see she was distressed and told her the truth. “Stacy,” I pulled her head into my hands, forcing her to look at me, “we have always had a great sex life, full of interesting twists and turns, but, truthfully, I often felt like you were left hanging in our lovemaking. Like you did not get enough to satisfy you. It was not your being frigid or didn’t cum, just not enough stimulation. You had so much more capacity than I could deliver. It felt like you needed more. I kind of thought up this threesome idea to give you the satisfaction you deserve. And it worked.” She put her arms around me, head on my shoulder. I could feel the relief coming out if her. 
 
    “My dear,” I said, “you ARE a slut, no doubt about that. You really love sex. But I LOVE that about you. We’re not in high school anymore. Nobody is going to taunt you in front of your friends at the school cafeteria. I love you, and if you like sex, who’s going to complain about that? Certainly not me.” 
 
    My tone changed then, and she sat up, looking at me. “Truth is,” I said, “and I mean this. I would not like it if you felt you needed to go elsewhere for satisfaction. That would really hurt. I don’t even want you to go to his room without me. That would create a separation I do not want.” 
 
    She protested she would never… 
 
    “No, no.” I cut her off. “I understand. We are having fun here, but we both know there are limits. True emotional limits. After this is over, we still have to sleep together and accept one another. Therefore, the threesome seemed such a great idea. I thought of it to let out your ‘inner slut’ in a controlled environment, allowing it to go full blast… for a bit. Like riding a roller coaster. Falling 100 feet over a cliff would not be fun, but a coaster just gives a thrill. Think of this as a roller coaster designed especially for you.” 
 
    Her expression cascaded from worry to confusion to understanding and finally to acceptance. 
 
    “My dear,” I went on. “I love you and want what is best for you. If that means getting for you an occasional humping on the side, well, I’m good with that, as long as I get to watch. Conveniently, we have a friend that needs just that situation! This weekend, you have my open permission to get fucked as often as we can get it up. I want your inner slut to run free. What you want to do, you tell us. We’ll do it. You are in charge. You know that I have no limits. I will literally do whatever you ask. Ethan, maybe not so flexible, but I am sure he will consider whatever you ask of him.” 
 
    She broke into the giggle I love. “I love you, Stan,” she said, kissing me affectionately on the lips. She got up to begin the preparation for breakfast. Then turned around to look at me, “It really was fun last night, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “So much, I cannot describe it,” I agreed. “The look on his face when he saw you in that robe, half open with nothing underneath! That was worth the whole prep alone.” 
 
    “What look?” We both suddenly turned as Ethan came down the stairs. He was disheveled, looking almost hung over. He had on loose-fitting pajama bottoms and a t-shirt. “You said I had a look last night.” 
 
    “I was telling her one of my fondest memories from last night… of your seeing Stacy for the first time with that Japanese robe on, completely open in the front, her tits so obviously on display. It made me think of that cartoon wolf character whose eyes bug out and jaw drops when he sees a dame! It was priceless.” 
 
    “That was a glorious moment,” Ethan chuckled. “We had the talk in the car…” he stared at me for a moment, then shrugged. “Truth is, I didn’t really believe you. Surely, she would not do that with us, would she? When we got to your place and saw her like that… the house all candled up… the truth struck me. You really wanted me to sleep with you.” 
 
    “Well,” I leered in his direction, “Not exactly sleep.” That brought laughter all around. 
 
    Ethan walked up to Stacy, put his arms around her, giving her a bear hug. “How are you doing this morning, Stace? Still happy about last night’s events?” 
 
    “I am now,” was her response, looking at me with a twinkle in her eye. “Maybe we can try again today. See… what… comes up…” Her attempt to imitate my leering glare brought us all to laughing fits. Ethan sat down next to me at the breakfast table. She passed around the bagels and cream cheese, offered to get juice or water if we wanted. Ethan asked for water and we sat down to eat.  
 
    Indeed, it was a great night. Now what to do today? I thought to myself. 
 
    “I have been thinking about today,” I said, using my best professorial tone. “There are several options. The first, of course, is whatever Stacy wants. I promised her this morning that we would do whatever she asked us to do. That work for you, Ethan?” He didn’t even speak, his mouth full of bagel, just gave two thumbs up. 
 
    “The second option is that we really should leave the house during the weekend. Neighbors will talk if we don’t,” I joked. “I was thinking late lunch at Granzano’s. Work for you, Stace?” She was having fun playing with us, tried her best to imitate the same two thumbs up Ethan had used. I knew she really liked that place. “Last, I think we should crown the evening with a large blunt and see if dope enhances our pleasure at all. You two have any other ideas?” 
 
    “We should probably watch one of those adult movies,” Ethan suggested. “We paid for them. Might as well see if they have any ideas for us. At the very least, we have to return them.” Stacy and I both agreed. 
 
    Moments later, I glanced at Stacy. Her face was full of thought. I have seen ‘gears turning’ like that many times in the past. She suddenly stood up, shrugging her robe off her shoulders. She stood, totally naked. The look on our faces must have been of total shock. “I have decided to stay naked… whenever we are in the house this weekend,” she asserted. “Just wanted you both to know… Stan said you will do whatever I wanted… well… my nakedness will be my signal to you that the reverse is also true. If you want to pinch my nipples… or have me bend over so you can quickie fuck me… or pull my head over to suck on a cock… I am giving you permission. I will do whatever you ask as well.” 
 
    Giving the same silly ‘two thumbs up’ signal that was now likely to become our hidden reminder of the weekend, Ethan and I enthusiastically endorsed her plan. Just to let her know we meant it, I reached across the table, pulled her nipple strong enough to force her around to the other side, moving her between us. She just followed the path I led, her face grimacing at the pain. The nipple went quickly into my mouth while Ethan did the same to the other one. I used the middle finger of the other hand to explore her crotch. To no one’s surprise, she was already moist. She must have been thinking about this all morning. 
 
    “Yes,” I said, “she is definitely ready for another round. Why don’t I go turn the TV on and setup the disc for play? Stacy, you can sit between us and see what might come up.” 
 
   

 

 A surprising submissive side 
 
    We moved over to the sofa. Ethan and I sat on opposite ends. Before coming over, Stacy went to the linen closet to get a towel. One problem with a woman in the nude is leakage, especially when we are watching and playing the way we are. She decided a little protection would be a good idea. I then hit play on the disc player. It did not take long for us to remember we had stopped last night just when the action escalated. 
 
    The screen lit up with cocks extended to their full glory and a woman having them inserted in all kinds of fresh holes. The sex was a bit rough. Cocks were not paying any attention to the needs of the woman. I wondered how Stacy would handle this. At first, we just watched, but Stacy soon answered my question when she squirmed in her seat… looked to me like her “pussy on fire” problem had returned. 
 
    One scene showed the woman on her hands and knees, enraged cocks in both her mouth and pussy. Stacy squirmed more. I leaned over and started a gentle rubbing of her clit, a slow circular motion with my thumb. She spread her legs to allow access. Ethan just sat back and watched the TV. 
 
    The next scene had the woman in bed, with both cocks in full double penetration mode. When she figured out what was going on, Stacy jerked straight up, away from my thumb, turning around to look at both of us. “No… just no!” she said with some commitment. “We will NOT be doing that. A finger I might take, but neither of you is sticking those cocks in my poopshoot. Understand?” 
 
    She looked accusingly, her head moving back and forth between us, a finger pointed to provide emphasis. We both raised our hands in absolute surrender. “We got it,” I laughed. “Designated limit, duly noted.” When she sat back down, Ethan looked at me behind her head. His look said it all. Where did that come from? I answered with a shrug. I did not know. But it intrigued me anyway. 
 
    When she sat back down, she spread her legs the way they were before. She reached over, pulling my hand to her crotch. Let’s start over, she was clearly saying. My thumb restarted the slow circular motion on her clit. 
 
    The last scene showed more guys joining the party. Now, the actress’s every hole filled, plus both hands, Stacy squirmed for real. My cock was at full extension. A glance over at Ethan told me he was in the same shape, so I played along with the movie. Let’s do a little rough role-play. 
 
    I pulled my cock out of my gym shorts, grabbed Stacy’s head by the hair, and forcefully pushed her mouth down on my erection. She resisted at first, a little confused about what I was doing. “Suck my cock, slut!” I bellowed. The command, said in just the way they had done in the movie, told her what I was doing. She suddenly went fully submissive, playing her role as willing supplicant to our desires. 
 
    My rod penetrated her lips as she sucked with abandon. Ethan, a bit shocked at first, quickly caught on, pulling his shorts down. He reached over, jerking Stacy’s hips into the air. Her knees now on the sofa with her rear facing Ethan. As she eagerly sucked on my cock, Ethan went to town with his tongue, pushing her lips apart and licking her clit with his tongue. 
 
    Stacy started panting as the pressure on both ends put her slut-fire into full gear. Ethan pumped one finger into her pussy, followed by another, then another. His tongue now dedicated to her clit. She had trouble maintaining her sucking motion as the pleasure waves built. 
 
    Ethan placed his thumb inside her lips to soak up some moisture, then pushed gently on her back bud. Stacy tensed up, but moaned deeply when his thumb penetrated to his first knuckle. The combination of finger penetration, tongue on her clit and thumb in her back hole was getting her close. Ethan saw how far she would go. He pushed harder on her rear opening, twisting and pushing until he buried his thumb to the hilt.  
 
    Her moans now became frantic as he pushed his tongue against her clit, side to side. 
 
    “Me think she likes it!” I said, trying to imitate whatever movie character used to say that line. 
 
    The climax started at her toes and exploded up her body. She let go of my cock and screamed her release. Her whole body shaking as the waves pushed out in every direction. I had never seen her climax explode like that, so sudden, so fierce! 
 
    Before she had recovered from her first orgasm, Ethan was on his feet, plunging his enraged member deep into her snatch. He left his thumb buried in her ass. She did not expect the sudden insertion of his cock… collapsing on her elbows as the sensations flooded through her. Ethan plunged roughly into her, sawing his thumb in and out of her ass. Stacy could not seem to get enough. She reached around to grab the arm gripping her hips, pulling him closer. He got the signal and rammed into her, giving her ass a solid smack. 
 
    “Fuck me. Fuck me harder,” she screamed as Ethan became a machine, viciously driving his cock into her, pulling her hips back to meet him. He alternated driving his cock with increasingly hard smacks on each cheek with his free hand. 
 
    She had dropped her head to the sofa, off my lap, and just let the waves wash over her. For the first time, I wondered if I had made a miscalculation here. Allowing her inner-slut to flourish was one thing, but would I ever be able to get that slut-genie back in the bottle when the weekend was over? Would our normal sex life ever be acceptable again?  
 
    “You love that cock, don’t you, my little slut?” I said, a little angry edge in my voice. She did not even respond, just continued moaning and whimpering with each thrust. “Say it,” I demanded. “Tell me you want that cock!” 
 
    “Yes, Yes. I love it. Use me, fuck me. I love it. I love it!” 
 
    That was all it took. Stacy’s eyes fluttered, her body shaking. I reached down to grab her hair just as he started to cum. I wanted to see her eyes. The glassy, unfocused stare told me all I needed to know. She did not even seem to care about the pain of the hair pull. 
 
    The pulsing of Ethan’s slamming cock overwhelmed her. I released her hair, allowing her head to sink down into my lap. I was now just a spectator, trying to keep her from falling off the sofa. Her climax came in another sudden full-body surge just as Ethan came himself. 
 
    I could see his cock swell as the balls tightened. He emptied into her without slowing his pace. Her head kept bouncing against my already hard cock as each thrust brought another push to her climax. She loved being taken. Was she submissive? I asked myself. 
 
    Finally, Ethan pulled out, collapsed back onto the sofa. Stacy was still shaking, coming down from her second powerful orgasm. She then turned toward me with a look that drove me wild. She had given herself completely to the feelings. Her normal glassy stare of excitement replaced with a look that said, plainly, what are you going to do now, Big Guy? The implied challenge sent a surge through my loins that was almost painful. I do not know what happened, but my reaction was immediate. 
 
    I grabbed her legs, threw them over the back of the sofa. Her exposed crotch openly on display as her legs hung over the edge, ass in the air. She jerked in surprise while trying to reposition her arms to support herself. The shock on Ethan’s face was almost comical. I ran around the back of the sofa, aggressively pushed her legs apart with my knees, and slammed my cock into her. I had never been an aggressive lover in our time together, but her reaction to the movie and Ethan’s pounding had opened something in my chest. I NEEDED to fuck her, to see her moan, to fuck her as hard as she could take. If she wanted it rough, I could do that. 
 
    My first thrust was so hard the sofa inched forward. She gasped as I penetrated. Ethan put his leg down to hold the sofa in place. I just went to work, pounding into her as hard and aggressively as I could. Thrust after thrust after thrust. I could see the grimace on her face reflected on the TV screen as she moaned again. 
 
    “Fuck me, Stan. Fuck me hard. I need your cock,” she cried out. As if my violent pushing wasn’t enough already, I grunted loudly and slammed my hips into her even harder. She gasped again, pushing back on me. “Oh my God. Take me, Stan. Take me!” 
 
    Ethan just stared at us. What have we gotten into? Written all over his face. But he would not be left out. 
 
    He stood up, moved directly in front of Stacy’s mouth, and started slapping her face with his cock, still coated with her own cream and his jism. “Lick it clean,” he demanded. 
 
    She struggled to concentrate enough to get it in her mouth while I was pounding from behind, so she just opened wide to allow Ethan to push it in. The moaning now was louder as she sucked on his sloppy tool. The smell of their combined spunk permeated the room. Stacy did not have to struggle with breathing, since he was only half hard. Instead, she just sucked to the rhythm of my thrusting. Pretty soon, the three of us got into a cadence of my pushing and her sucking. 
 
    It did not take long after that. I erupted into her snatch, my grunt exploding out of me. 
 
    “I love your cunt,” I yelled. “Take that cock. Yes! Take it. You want cock, here it is.” 
 
    Her own eruption began just as my spunk splashed into her canal. The waves of pleasure seized her body as it shook. I worried she was going to snap Ethan’s cock off. She was shaking so much. He must have agreed, because he yanked back and let her head fall to the sofa. Her wail of release simply blasted out of her core. My grunts permeated the room. 
 
    My thrusting finally slowed as I softened and held her hips to support her on the sofa. Her breathing was ragged as soft whimpers continued to come out of her. 
 
    I pulled myself out, intending to go around to the front, but her pussy lips caught my eye. The combination of two eruptions was causing a large dollop of white cream to leak out. There was that tickle again. The desire to lick that white cream was overwhelming. This time, I gave in. I went down on my knees and spooned our dual cum loads with my tongue. It was my first taste of male ejaculate. The taste was a little bitter, almost sour. 
 
    The surprise was the reaction from Stacy. She simply went wild, pushing her crotch into my face, her body bucking. I almost had trouble keeping my face in her crotch. 
 
    “Eat it. Use your tongue in me. Oh, my fucking God.” She screamed. While my tongue tried to go as deep as possible, I used my finger to rub her clit. That was all it took. The sudden, sharp climax seemed stronger than any she had experienced so far. Wave after wave. Her body literally shaking from the pressure of the orgasm. I used my arm to hold her on the back of the sofa, but continued rubbing the clit and scooping with my tongue. The shaking subsided while I stared at her pussy lips, throbbing and pulsing on their own. 
 
    I finally pulled myself away, moved around to the front, helping her to get back into her seat, then held her in my arms. Her face blazed red with desire and repeated cumming. Her eyes unfocused. My heart was thumping, threatening to break out of my chest. What have I done? Have I gone too far? My arms caressed her as she came down. Her body was still shaking as the after-shocks moved through her. 
 
    After a moment, she came down from the high and looked up at me. The pussy-fire receding. I reached down to kiss her, the acidic taste of our stewed spunk all over my lips. It was a gentle kiss, a loving embrace. Come back to me, my Love, it said. I still want you. She returned the kiss with equal passion, let out a sigh, lying back on the sofa. Her breathing still ragged and coarse, but she was back with us. 
 
    We just sat there for minutes to let the impact soak in. My mind was racing ahead. Will she ever want just me again after glimpsing this? Our plain vanilla sex is now going to seem stale and old. What have I done? 
 
    Once her breathing had finally slowed to normal, she reached her hand out to me, insecurity written all over her face. 
 
    “Was that too much?” she asked groggily. Her look of fear was plain. “I had always wanted to try being submissive. To let you ‘take’ me any way you wanted. But both of you together? I did not know it would go so deep inside me. I could not control the hunger. I think there could have been a line of guys there. I would have taken them all.” Tears ran down her face. “Now that I have a moment to think about it, it was kind of scary. Like I was a different person.” 
 
    I took her back in my arms, signaled for Ethan to come over and hold her as well. We sandwiched her in a warm embrace. 
 
    While I caressed her hair as Ethan held her in his arms, I said, “I have been told that submissives call that ‘subspace’, where you become the submission, gives over completely to the feelings. For them, that is considered the goal. Maybe your first experience going into subspace shouldn’t have been with two guys so violently. I must apologize as well. Seeing you like that just got me so fucking horny, I needed to slam myself into you.” 
 
    Ethan joined in, “It sure was hot though, didn’t you think?” His two thumbs-up easing the tension and made us all chuckle. 
 
    “Yes, it was intense,” I said. “But you wanted it, even needed it. I lost count of how many orgasms you had.” 
 
    I turned her head up to me, letting my eyes tell her how much I still loved her and wanted her. “You are a great lover, my dear. Open and honest with your feelings. I love that about you and Ethan does too. Nothing about your reaction here has changed any opinions we have of you. In fact, maybe this is a side of you we should explore more. You really seemed to like it. What do you think, Ethan?” 
 
    “Absolutely” was all he could get out. 
 
    “We might want to discuss that at Granzano’s,” I went on. “Now, I think we all need a shower.” The taste of all that spunk on my lips was a reminder we have been at this for almost 12 hours. “Cleaning up appears to be needed. A certain someone I know just might need a little TLC. What do you guys think?” Heads nodded all around. 
 
    On the way up the stairs, Stacy looked at me. “I can’t believe you licked all the cum out of me. Did you like that?” 
 
    “Well, not really,” I said. “The taste was quite unpleasant, but YOU sure did!” 
 
    “I can’t explain,” she said. “The sensation just sent a violent shudder through me. I fell headfirst into that orgasm, like I couldn’t stop it! Wow! We will have to try that again.” 
 
    Ethan just looked at me with one meaning on his shaking head: You crazy, man! 
 
    “Let’s get upstairs and shower,” gently slapping Stacy’s rear to get her moving. She laughed, playfully pushing my hand away, starting up the steps. Once she started, I noticed her cheeks. She actually had Ethan’s pink handprint on her ass. He must have really hit her hard! Mmm, I thought to myself. Does she like that stuff? Maybe she likes the pain side of submission as much as the action. Should we explore that more? Interesting… 
 
   

 

 Cleaning up 
 
    Stacy and I had always showered together ever since we met. The daily shower had become a solid reminder of our intimacy. When we moved into our new home, the Master Bath was the first thing we remodeled. A shower curtain tub would not meet our daily needs. We wanted something bigger. I had not originally conceived of a threesome when we worked out the design, but it was certainly big enough. 
 
    True to her word, Stacy did not pick up a robe or wrap a towel around her nude body. She just walked upstairs like this was always how she dressed around the house. Ethan followed us up, ran to the guest room for his toiletry kit, and I walked into our bathroom to turn on the water. 
 
    The shower was very large, with glass all along the front. The nozzle was a “rainfall” type that allowed the water just to flow over your body. Stacy and I loved this shower. I was certain, at least for what I had in mind, that Ethan would like it to. 
 
    We all washed our faces, brushed our teeth, took care of the typical daily maintenance we all do. Stacy and I also trimmed our pubic hair. She has a tightly trimmed bush and I like mine short as well. 
 
    When finished, the warm water beckoned. “Stacy, I want you to go into the middle of the shower. You are to do nothing. Stand ready to be serviced. When we are ready, you will spread arms and legs into an X position. Ethan and I will then give you a nice scrubbing. Ethan, you go in the front. I will take the back. We can have her turnaround along the way. Work for everyone?” 
 
    Ethan stepped in first, Stacy followed with me bringing up the rear. Ethan’s eyes could not avoid staring at her breasts as the water glistened over them. Stacy immediately went to the middle, throwing her arms and legs into an exaggerated X. Her joking intent was clear. Service me! 
 
    Ethan softly slapped her breasts upward, watching them jiggle. “This is a great position for you,” he laughed. “Maybe we should get some ropes!” She protested as I tickled from behind. Soon Ethan and I were both tickling her, and the laughter was roaring through the shower. 
 
    I had purchased some exfoliating shower gloves just for this occasion. They had a rough surface that felt great with shower gel. Once the tickling died down, I reached around Ethan, pulling the gloves off the shelf, handed one to him, and put the other on my right hand. “Put the glove on one hand, leaving the other as smooth.” I reached for the shower gel and turned it upside down. “Use the gel for the scrubbing. The glove is a little rough on the skin, the other hand silky smooth. It is a magnificent combination for a shower massage, don’t you think, my Dear.” 
 
    “Maybe,” she coyly replied. “It depends on how well you coordinate efforts.” Ethan and I locked eyes and burst out laughing. Oh yes, I thought to myself. This is going to be fun. 
 
    I showed Ethan how to spread the gel and how to alternate rough hand with smooth. “Ok, Stace, back to the full spread. Let’s start at top and work our way down to the toes. Pretty simple.” She extended her arms and widened her legs, this time showing how ready she was for the pleasure. 
 
    I dumped some gel on the glove hand, beginning on her fingertips. Ethan started at the opposite place from the front. We spread the gel and worked our way to the center. It’s funny. I have done this multiple times with Stacy, so many times I cannot count. We frequently take showers together before making love, and I almost always use the rough/smooth technique to massage her. There is something very sexy about doing it while someone else does the same thing on the other side. 
 
    Stacy got quiet suddenly, closing her eyes for the scrub. We each took one arm, gradually made our way down to the core. The alternating motions of smooth and rough with alternate hands made me chuckle to myself. In my mind, I kept saying, Wax on, Wax off, Daniel-san! Soon, though, the sheer pleasure of the motion as I crawled over her soft skin eliminated silly movie quotes in my head. I concentrated on her pleasure. A quick glance at Ethan told me he had gone through the same process. There was almost no sound in the shower except for falling water. 
 
    I moved down her arm, finally making it to her back, and began the massage for real. Alternating rough & smooth with thumb-driven massage movements on her back, neck, and shoulders. Ethan did the same on her front, slowly working his way down to her breasts. 
 
    Her nipples told the entire story. She was really enjoying this. He used the rough glove to scrub her breasts, then used the smoothness to caress them, both hands extending and fondling each breast. He moved down to her abdomen, keeping up the rough/smooth rotation across her whole trunk. I followed downward on the back. 
 
    Before we got down below, I refreshed the gel for each of us, then started on her ass. The handprints had already faded. I put especially loving emphasis on massaging her ass cheeks with both rough & smooth, pushing my hand deep into her crack, gently washing up and down. 
 
    Ethan got to her mons and went through a similar process. He washed her thoroughly, alternating rough and smooth. He used his smooth hand to part her lips, gently scrubbing her sex. I did the same with her asshole, lightly inserting my smooth finger in her rectum, cleansing all around. As we did both the lips and her ass, Stacy’s stoic position gave way to a soft whimper. 
 
    I refreshed our gel again and then got down on my knees. Ethan followed me lower. We then started the process on her legs, rough/smooth rotations down to her feet. As we neared the bottom, I intentionally tickled the bottom of her foot and she jumped out of the way, Ethan reaching up to pinch her nipples. 
 
    We pushed her under the rainfall for rinsing, now using our bare hands to rub the gel away as sensually as possible. I turned her around to gain some access to her breasts, softly rinsing them with my palms. 
 
    Once that was over, I told Ethan to shampoo his hair. I took a measure from Stacy’s shampoo bottle and began rubbing it into her skull. This was one of my favorite parts of the sensual shower… not one I am sharing with anyone! As the tips of my fingers began the massage, Stacy reached up to soak her hands in the suds, scrubbing our crotches with long strokes, with especially close attention paid to the shafts. 
 
    This never failed to get me hard (this time was no exception), but I did not want to take it any further. We were going to play a lot over the next 24 hours. I wanted to save up. I let her complete the cleaning, but did not go any further. I pushed her head back under the rainfall, rinsing her thoroughly. 
 
    “Stacy, why don’t you show Ethan how you rub me down using the same method. I will just soap over here and watch.” 
 
    She nodded approval, picking up another glove. She spilled gel on his back and started the same process of rough/smooth for him. You could tell he was not used to this kind of treatment. His cock was rigid in front as she made her way down to scrub his ass, reaching around to complete the treatment of his cock. If he had asked, I’m sure she would have beat him off in the shower, but he was probably also thinking ahead, declining to pursue that option. 
 
    I washed my hair, rinsed myself off and got out first. The cool air outside the hot shower was always a pleasure for me. I liked the brisk cool feel against my skin. 
 
    I handed the towels to Stacy & Ethan. While I dried off outside the shower, Ethan took the towel and dried Stacy. I noticed he paid close attention to make sure her breasts were dry! 
 
    “Who’s hungry?” I asked. 
 
   

 

 An early dinner 
 
    The trip to Granzano’s was surprisingly quiet. Ethan and I spoke of the latest political scandal, how the markets are moving, where our favorite sports teams were expected to place. Nothing of consequence. Stacy just sat quietly, listening. Her mind was clearly somewhere else. I occasionally glanced over at her. She just smiled and continued listening, her head against the car seat. 
 
    The restaurant was its usual boisterous self, though with our late afternoon visit, the main room was only half full. Mr. Granzano had built a cozy northern Italian eatery, with a Romanesque decor that he had collected over his 40 years of travel back and forth. He always acted as host. Stacy and I often wondered if he ever left the store! He greeted us warmly and set us in a quiet corner. I was grateful for that because our conversation was likely to become very graphic before the evening was over. We ordered drinks, discussed popular menu choices and then settled down to discussion after ordering. 
 
    I looked at Stacy with a concerned look. “How are you doing, babe? You seem to have turned a little internal on our way over.” 
 
    “It’s nothing,” she said.  
 
    I knew that reply after 14 years of marriage… short, sharp-edged. It WAS something. 
 
    “Come on, Stace. We can’t deal with it if you don’t tell us.” 
 
    She stared at me, then at Ethan. “Ok, I might as well get this out in the open. After that session this morning where I went so deep… what did you call it… subspace? That scared me a little. No, it scared me a lot. I utterly lost myself in the feelings. It was great… don’t get me wrong… the pleasure was almost indescribable. I enjoyed every minute, but when I came up after that last orgasm, I was very disoriented. It was like I did not know where I was… really lost.” 
 
    “This has been an unfamiliar experience for all,” I started. 
 
    “Let me finish,” she cut me off. I raised my hands in surrender and sat back in the chair to listen. 
 
    “Here’s what really scares me more than anything else. I want to do it again… I loved it… yearn for it. We have awakened something in me. A need! My God, I keep wanting to get down on my knees under the table to suck you guys off. It’s like I can’t get enough sex. That’s scary, don’t you think?” 
 
    She looked directly at me. “What’s going to happen tomorrow when Ethan leaves and I still have these hungers? Are you going to accept it when I feel the need for more cock?” My face suddenly went blank. No, it said, plain as day. “I didn’t think so,” she half-laughed. “How is this going to work, then? It’s like the stories I have read of addicts going on cocaine benders and then suddenly faced with no product. Can I continue to feed this monster inside me and then go back to normal? I am truly scared,” as tears formed in her eyes. 
 
    I reached my hand across the table, covering hers. “We will do nothing… ever… we will do nothing without your open and absolute consent. I know I speak for Ethan on this as well.” Ethan shook his head in agreement. “I was completely out of character in my role-playing this morning… being as aggressive as I was… you seemed so into it. I just got carried away. I am sorry about that. We can stop immediately!” 
 
    “I agree, Stan,” Ethan interrupted. “Your offer of a threesome surprised me, even flattered, but none of this is worth a single tear for you, Stace. We both love you too much. A quick fling will not change that. We will stop right now and I will not think any differently about you. Or of us. We can write it off as a passing fancy and go back to the way we were. No question. I will have no problem with that. Two thumbs up may never mean quite the same thing, however,” he added to lighten the mood. 
 
    Stacy chuckled. “I know all that… I love you both as well… It’s not about the relationship. I am comfortable with you both… even walking around nude in front of the two of you… surprisingly… does not bother me.” She collected her thoughts. “How can I explain this? Stan, this morning, you mentioned the threesome was your way of allowing me to release my inner-slut in a controlled environment. You somehow knew it was a part of my personality. 
 
    “Well, it turns out you were right. I AM a hopeless slut. My fear is that… unlike your roller coaster… can I experience the thrill for a few days… my God… will I ever be able to get off the coaster and go home again? Can I?” By this time, tears were flowing down her face. I was at a loss for words, so just gripped her hand for support. No one at the table had an answer to her questions. 
 
    Luckily, the meals arrived at about this time. We allowed the eating to occupy the open space. Granzano’s has the best Risotto alla Milanese I have ever eaten. Stacy always gets the Sicilian Arancini. I worriedly glanced her way, hoping the rice dish she loves will help her work through the life choices we had made. At first, she just picked at the food. Ethan and I exchanged glances. What are we going to do? Nothing but more questions fed our growing anxiety. 
 
    My brain was pounding away at itself as we ate. How could I have been so selfish? Why do I always have to meddle? Will we ever be the same again? Have I risked the love of my life for some sexual thrills? What a bastard I am! The self-incrimination went on and on. 
 
    After Ethan and I finished our dishes, Stacy’s appetite seemed to pick up. She stabbed the rice balls with vigor, almost moaning with each bite. Finally, Stacy looked up, an unusual calm on her face. She pointed her fork at each of us, back and forth. 
 
    “I am sometimes such an idiot.” She put the fork down onto the plate. “Truth is… this THING we have done is so new that I don’t think I had time to think through the implications… these feelings and desires are so intense, they clouded my ability to think. While you soaped me in the shower and over the last couple hours, I have been considering what this means… for me… for Stan… for you, Ethan… for us together. The answer was right in front of us. It doesn’t mean shit!” 
 
    Ethan and I burst into laughter with this final exclamation. My brain almost exploded with joy! I was getting my Stacy back. 
 
    “You are right, Ethan,” she continued, “we could go back to the way we were, but why should we? It is simply too much fun. Will I have these cravings later? Probably… I crave a large helping of ice cream every day,” shaking her head, “but seldom eat it. Why would this be any different? When the craving gets too strong, Stan has promised to find a suitable outlet for my need. I trust you completely, my dear. I know you will take care of me. My craving is so powerful right now, there is no way I am letting these two cocks out of my weekend without having them inside me multiple more times.” 
 
    A grin spread across her face, as if she had lifted a tremendous burden from her heart. “I really am a slut. And you know what? I like that about me.” She asserted this last like an affirmation of her life, a final decision for the future. 
 
    “Me, too,” I interjected softly. “And me,” said Ethan. We all laughed at that last, Ethan and I doing a ‘two thumbs up’. 
 
    “Now,” she said, “enough of this depressing Debbie Downer. What’s on for the rest of the weekend?” She looked at me, the purported ring-leader, for guidance. 
 
    I had to scramble for a recovery. My thoughts wrenched abruptly from trying to save my marriage to what sexual adventures were next. A tough transition, but I was game. 
 
    “We might want to consider this newfound submissive side someday, but we’ll hold that for another time. I was thinking we could just have fun tonight. We talked about trying a joint later… then how about playing a game?” They both looked at me with a ‘what game?’ look. “I bought one dedicated to sex play a few weeks ago… ordered it on-line… after we decided to invite Ethan to our bed. Might be fun.” 
 
    She looked me in the eye, her own sparkling with the new freedom she had just given herself. “I’m game!” 
 
    Ethan stared at her with an almost comical look. “That works for me,” he said.

  

 
 
    CHAPTER 5:
Having Fun 
 
    Too late for games? 
 
    The trip home was full of jokes about what kind of game I had found. ‘My lips were sealed,’ I repeatedly asserted. What they didn’t know was that I found a game focusing on threesome play on an adult toy website. You throw dice-like shapes with instructions on each side. The game players then have to perform the actions shown. It sounded like a fun way to break the ice of a new threesome, but we were way past that now. We fully melted our ice in the last 24 hours. I just thought the game might spark some ideas and get us going again. 
 
    Once we got in the house, Stacy disappeared into the laundry room near the garage door entrance. True to her word, she emerged moments later completely naked. I swear I will never tire of seeing her naked while Ethan and I are dressed. That is SO sexy! 
 
    I came up behind her, a close hug, my hands closing around her breasts. “I love you, Stacy. I want you to have fun tonight. We will do whatever you want. Right, Ethan?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” Ethan laughed. “I’m game!” His hands came up in our two thumbs up. “This has been amazing, so far. Let’s play and see what happens.” 
 
    We all walked upstairs. I followed Stacy up, massaging her round ass as we made our way to the bedroom. She did not resist my touch, even pushed herself back at me to allow better access. Ethan went into his room to change his clothes. I went straight for my dresser to find the game I had hidden in the back of a drawer. Stacy went to the bed and arranged the sheets to allow effortless movement. 
 
    As she leaned over to make the adjustments, my eye kept looking at her gorgeous figure. The care she was taking showed how much interest she had. The moisture that leaked from her pussy was already trailing down her leg. She really loves this, I thought to myself. Suddenly, the game seemed a waste of time. Stacy was already hot for this. 
 
    I gave Ethan a spare robe while I put mine around me. Stacy was the only one that would remain totally nude. We walked downstairs through our back door. We had a great backyard with this house. Lots of privacy, with a tall privacy fence around the entire yard and a stand of trees in back to cover the houses on the other side. 
 
    The brisk night air made me shiver slightly. A soft breeze put Stacy’s nipples at full erection. Ethan and I stood apart, with the naked Stacy standing in-between. I pulled out a joint and lit it up. We all started smoking, wanting to get the buzz started so play can begin. 
 
    Once the buzz had settled in, we walked back up the stairs. Stacy eliminated any doubts I might have had about her being ready. She moved straight to the end of the bed, jumping up on her knees, sitting down on her feet, her knees spread wide. She was leaning back on her hands, her chest pushed out proudly, giving us a great visual treat of her exposed pussy. She just sat there like that, watching us get ready. Ethan and I still had our robes on. 
 
    “Why don’t you help us get ready, Stace?” I said. 
 
    She got off the bed, came up to me, pealing the robe off my shoulder, her breasts touching me at every move. My cock was already half-hard as she gripped the shaft. Ethan was now her focus, repeating the same process. I watched as she aggressively touched and stroked him as she pealed the robe away. He was clearly ready to go, his shaft now rigid, poking straight out. Mine wasn’t far behind. 
 
    With no words, she went down on her knees between us, gripping our cocks in each hand while pulling us closer together. Our rods were solid wood as she stroked us. She leaned toward Ethan and buried his cock deep in her throat, her guttural moan betraying the pleasure of the sucking. 
 
    This was just a warm-up for Stacy. She hurried to my cock, sticking her tongue out to welcome me. I rammed it as deep as it would go. She adjusted the angle to allow me to push until her nose touched my pubic hair. I could see the bulge in her upper throat as I pushed into her mouth. Her eyes widened sharply at the intrusion, but she did not pull back, hungrily sucking my rod. 
 
    Then she moved back to Ethan, took a few deep breaths, then buried him deep in her throat. She kept repeating this back and forth until we were both on the edge of cumming. The glassy stare of her eyes told how we really turned her on. Servicing her two cocks was bringing joy that radiated deep inside. The marijuana amplified the already undiluted pleasure. I finally had to pull away to prevent spewing all over her face. 
 
    I reached down to her chin, pulling lightly upward so she would come up to me. She stood up, our eyes connecting. The lust reflected there deep pools of hunger. Our mouths met in a greedy kiss. My arms embracing her completely, our tongues dancing for the joy of touching. 
 
    Ethan came up behind her, moving his hands around to her front, rolling her nipples between his fingers. Her gasp told me he was pinching hard enough to maintain an edge between pleasure and pain. Her tongue became even more aggressive as her body trembled. 
 
    Ethan positioned himself so his cock was spearing between her ass cheeks. I knew Stacy loved to kiss. Breaking our embrace, I gently pushed her shoulders toward Ethan. He immediately pulled her to him, and the kissing started again. 
 
    Her face was now flush red with desire. I moved beside her, my hands searching for the slit down below. All I had to do was follow the scent. Her arousal dripping desire down her leg. I rubbed her pussy lips, grazing her clit with each pass, then pushed two fingers in as far as they would go. 
 
    She jerked her head backward, ‘fuck’ escaping her lips, as a soft orgasm flew through her core. I could see the pleasure waves coursing taking her. 
 
    Her breath was coming now in quick gasps, shallow, whimpering, but she did not give up on Ethan. Her lips went right back to him as a third finger joined the party. She pushed her pussy back against my thrusting digits, deeper and deeper. She was demanding, while Ethan’s tongue continued its assault on her mouth. 
 
    She was sucking on that tongue like the greedy slut she was, as my thumb, soaking up moisture from her dripping love tunnel, pushed into her ass as far as it would go. I reached my other hand around to the front, her clit the aim. 
 
    I then began pumping three fingers and a thumb into her available holes as my middle finger attacked her clit. Her orgasm came on stronger this time, her pussy contracting on my fingers. Her back arched as she gave herself to the blast. She screamed as the pleasure took her; the waves shaking her body. 
 
    Ethan had to wrap his arms around her to keep her from collapsing. The power astonished me. She had simply given herself over to the pleasure; another scream escaped her lips as the orgasmic flame consumed her. 
 
    I suggested Ethan lay her on the bed. He easily picked her limp frame off her feet and gently laid her on the bed as I pulled my fingers out of her. She was still struggling to regain her normal breathing. I walked to wash my hands off, returning to massage her stomach as I moved up to her chest, paying especially close attention to her breasts. Ethan took my cue and performed the same action on her other side. 
 
    Eventually, her eyes opened, and she looked at me. “Thank you” was all she said. 
 
    I pushed her disheveled hair away from her face. God, I love this woman, I thought, the love pushing me near to tears. I laid down on one side, Ethan on the other. 
 
    While we stroked her soft skin in long caresses, I asked, “How would you like something to drink, my Love?” She nodded her assent. I told Ethan to continue his caressing and walked downstairs. I needed time to think. My thoughts were so full of joy for Stacy, I had difficulty concentrating on the task at hand. I fixed scotches for Ethan and me, a fireball cocktail for Stacy. 
 
    By the time I got upstairs, Stacy was sitting crossed-legged at the head of the bed, Ethan stroking her legs and back. Her orgasms had not sated the lustful look in her eyes. She wanted more. 
 
   

 

 The climax 
 
    The fireball was not a potent drink, but Stacy loved the flavor combination of her favorite soda and cinnamon. While we sipped our drinks, I reached over on the table and pulled out the game cubes, explaining the rules. There were three cubes. Someone solidly built all, larger than a normal pair of dice. Clearly made to be rolled on a bed. One had only numbers… 1 / 2 / 1&2. This represented player 1, player 2 or both together. 
 
    The second cube had a unique position on each face… woman on hands & knees (cocks both ends), missionary style, man coming in from behind/woman’s face on the bed. You get the idea. Six variations. The third cube represented places to do it… bedroom, kitchen, living room, garage, etc. Since we were only doing the bedroom this round, I sat that cube aside. 
 
    With each roll, only 10 thrusts were allowed before the next player took a roll. The concept was to keep the cubes nearby, so there was only a minimal gap between the last thrust and the next position. 
 
    They both looked at the cubes, admiring the workmanship. Stacy’s eyes, however, kept darting to our still semi-hard cocks, trying to do it without being caught. 
 
    I almost laughed out loud. Why would she feel like she needed to hide it, after all we had done? Her pussy-fire must be aflame after those early orgasms! She was hungry for more and knew just what was going to provide relief. Maybe she was still dragging around resistance to her inner-slut. Let’s see if we can move her a little closer to releasing those inhibitions, I thought. 
 
    I picked up the two cubes as we each moved closer to Stacy on the bed. She reached out to stroke our cocks. Neither of us had cum yet, but the downtime had caused our ‘enthusiasm’ to wane. It took little encouragement before we were both back to full wood! We agreed Ethan would be 1 and I would be 2. 
 
    I gave the position cube to Ethan. He rolled the cube through his fingers with a nervous energy. He was ready. The number cube I held for myself. I blew on the cube as if I was doing the throw at a Vegas roulette table, then let it rip. 
 
    No. 1 was first up. Ethan’s toss had the woman, ass in the air, face on the bed. In an almost comical manner, Stacy moved rapidly so her ass was fully in the air, pointed straight at Ethan. Her legs spread, arms straight in front, her back arched to get the ass as high as it would go. 
 
    Ethan took a couple swipes of his cock head across her pussy lips for moisture, then plunged. Stacy’s moan told the story of how much she had wanted this. 
 
    Ethan took his 10 strokes slowly, using full hip movements to give as much stimulation as he could with each thrust. Stacy pushed back with each plunge. Just as Stacy felt the growing pressure, Ethan pulled out. He was the only one counting. 
 
    Reaching down for another round, I rolled 1&2, Ethan rolled woman on back/eating/sucking. Again, a rapid transition. Stacy rolled onto her back. Ethan moved to the top, and I buried my face in her pussy. 
 
    My tongue traced her inner lips, then attacked her clit aggressively. Ethan was slick with her own juices, but he drove his cock into her mouth, anyway. Stacy did not seem to notice, as I found her clit already swollen with desire. 
 
    I rubbed hard with my tongue, shifting to stab her love tunnel before returning to that bundle of nerves at her clit. Ethan, true to the game, plunged his cock into her mouth, counting out loud with each slam deep into her throat. She took it all the way to the base, her throat bulging as he pushed it deeper.  
 
    Stacy was moaning deeply with this cascade of sensation, but then it halted suddenly as Ethan hit 10. She gasped noticeably as we both stopped. Her breath came deep as she recovered from both the blockage in her throat and the frustration of building pressure suddenly halted. Her knees quivered with the frustration. 
 
    We went quickly back to the cubes. This time, ‘1&2’ came up again with ‘woman in doggy style’. Stacy moved into position. I slammed into her from behind as Ethan pushed back in from the front. 
 
    Her body shook with each thrust into both ends. She was getting into a rhythm of pushing back and sucking. Her orgasm building to release. When Ethan yelled 10, I pulled out, and she growled “NO”, grabbing Ethan’s shaft to pull it back into her mouth. Ethan and I exchanged glances. So much for the game. 
 
    I slammed my rod back into her as Ethan did the same to her mouth. She couldn’t say much with her mouth full of cock, but moans emanated from her very core as she gave herself fully to her body’s demands. 
 
    She seemed to like the forceful style this morning, so I kept pounding into her, grabbing her hips to go deeper. I tried to imitate Ethan’s swirling movement. She liked that. Her response was electric, whimpering and mewling as she buried Ethan down her throat. 
 
    Again, we developed a rhythm of pushing into her at the same time. We were so hot from the earlier session that Ethan did not last long. Exploding into her throat. I could hear Stacy struggling to swallow it all, as her throat rippled with the effort. A little spunk dripped down her face. 
 
    Ethan pulled his cock out of her mouth, but did not go far. She held on to his softening rod as I increased the pressure of my pounding. 
 
    I could not help but admire my little slut. She arched her back to improve the angle of my penetration. A light sweat had formed in the small of her back, her hip motion giving her a solid workout. Her skin simply glowed with the sheen of her effort; her moans now increasing as I pile-drove her cunt. 
 
    “Oh, fuck… Yes… Yes… fuck me… fuck me… Oh my God,” she cried out. 
 
    We explode almost at the same time. Her groan of release pushed the orgasm through her tunnel, gripping my cock with waves of force. She literally pulled the cum out of me! I kept thrusting, filling her with my seed. 
 
    “Take that cock, my little slut.” I groaned with release. “Yes,” stab… “feel it in you,” thrust… “use it!” She pushed against me with all the force she could, working that last taste of pleasure, then collapsed on the bed. Her flesh was still seeking that last wave with each squeeze, her ass still in the air. 
 
    Ethan sat back on the bed, stroking his cock, still dripping with her saliva. Stacy’s hands were on his thighs, supporting herself until her whimpering and quick breaths settled into the steady rhythm of satisfaction. 
 
    Then I had a sudden moment of inspiration. I moved around, my back on the bed, legs dangling over the side, my head now underneath her dripping lips.  
 
    “Sit on my face.” I ordered. 
 
    She jerked from the sudden tone in my voice, but pushed herself up on her arms, moving her legs forward. I watched the gaping hole of her cunt, cum dripping out, descend on my face. One lap of my tongue on her clit was all it took. 
 
    She suddenly arched her back and simply erupted as my tongue drove deep inside, scooping cum in quick strokes. She ground her clit against my nose as her body shook with the sudden orgasm. 
 
    Ethan leaned forward to support her as her arms struggled to maintain her position. She screamed with the wave of pleasure, then collapsed in Ethan’s arms. Her breath came in gasps, trying to regain control. 
 
    Oh, I thought to myself. She really likes that. And I do too. Let’s do that again after Ethan cums in her. Oh, yes… 
 
    At that moment, I wondered whether we were through for the night. Ethan and I had only cum once, but Stacy looked wrung out like a wet dishrag, her hair damp with sweat. She had moved up on her side to cuddle in between Ethan’s legs. 
 
    I sat up at the end of the bed, doing my own cuddling while entwined around her legs. The look on her face was of sheer exhaustion. Blissful exhaustion, maybe. Done, nonetheless. 
 
    For a bit, at least. While she did not fall asleep, the glassy stare of her eyes told me her mind was reliving orgasms and waves of pleasure. She just laid there as if she had passed out. Occasionally, she would reach down and touch her clit, shuddering with remembered passion. 
 
   

 

 A brief interlude 
 
    Ethan was stroking her skin, slowly up her arm, down her body, grazing her side breast, moving her hair away from her face. I was doing the same on her legs. The affection of those movements caused Stacy to stir from her trance. She stretched herself, seeming to move closer to both of us, her head now wedged on Ethan’s thigh. 
 
    “Hey, guys,” she said, her tone almost in a whisper. She was breathing slowly. Her eyes looking at me. I loved her so much at that moment that I thought my heart would burst. 
 
    “How are you doing, Babe?” 
 
    “I’m good,” she said, strength returning to her eyes. “Why do the orgasms seem to get more intense each time?” The quizzical look on her face forced a grin on mine. Ethan chuckled, pushing her hair back another time. 
 
    “Maybe your inner-slut is coming closer to the surface, fighting for release. You may give yourself over to the pleasure more easily now,” I suggested, as if I had a clue. My shoulders shrugging to show I did not know. 
 
    “Maybe…” Ethan proposed, a wry smile on his face, “Maybe you are just a really naughty girl who is finally getting the cock she needs.” The full-throated laugh that followed implied he meant it as a joke.  
 
    I thought he may have hit the right take. My wife really was a great lover, had always liked sex. I joked with Stacy earlier in the day about my plan to release her ‘inner-slut’. In fact, I had gotten into this whole concept of the threesome because I sensed she had such a high capacity for pleasure that she was not being fully satisfied by our vanilla sex. That has certainly proven to be true so far. 
 
    Her gentle laughter at his joke told me she was thinking the same as I. Her eyes were looking at me intensely. 
 
    Her orgasms had been deeper, touching her passion more completely. She really was a slut and was getting more comfortable with that reality. Ethan and I certainly enjoyed her taking so much pleasure from us. And she was taking immense joy from our obvious delight in her desire. The message from us was clear. We liked her as a slut and would continue liking her as a person long after the sex was over, slut or no. Her enormous capacity for orgasms was simply a bonus on top of the rest. 
 
    “I think you may be right, Ethan,” I laughed, taking her gaze openly. “Stace, your ability to have so many orgasms has been a real eye-opener. I love they get stronger as you experience more. I am so looking forward to the next one. It is going to be fantastic!” My own obvious delight showing on my face. 
 
    She seemed to lay back more onto Ethan, reached above her head to jiggle his soft cock. “Are you up for another round, little fella? Willing to become a Big Fella again?” Giving him some more lured strokes. This brought us all to laughing again. 
 
    “Well,” I said. “I think we are up for the challenge. Ethan?” He just signaled his now standard two-thumbs up. “Tell me, Stace, is there anything you want to do that we have not done yet?” 
 
    The look on her face was almost nervous, like she had something, but was afraid to tell us. 
 
    “It’s ok, Stace,” I said. “There is nothing you can ask that would upset us. We just want you to have a good time.” 
 
    Her voice stammered, a slight tremble in her tone. “Remember… remember in the video today, how I got so upset when they were both in her at the same time?” She crunched her lip in her teeth, still uncertain about what she was going to say. We both encouraged her with strokes and whispers of agreement. “When you had your fingers inside me… your thumb up my poopshoot… I came so hard. All I could think about was that scene. I know what I said… then…” she shirked a little. “I think… no, I know… I would like to try that for real. Not sure if I can handle… you know… your cocks up there… inside me… but want to try that.” Her eyes went glassy again, remembering my thumb pushing up her ass while my fingers pushed into her and rubbed her clit. “Yes,” she shivered a little, “I would like that.” 
 
    Ethan and I looked at each other, smiles growing larger. Who knew? We were definitely game. 
 
   

 

 We all get dirty 
 
    We all agreed a refresher toke on our joint might increase the pleasure for this round. Ethan and I put on our robes. Stacy, of course, remained naked. We walked to the backyard and fired it up. Ethan kept glancing down at Stacy’s breasts, her nipples as hard as pebbles from both the cool night air and the anticipation of what was to come. 
 
    As the buzz grew, Ethan asked, “Are you ready for this, Stacy? It might get a lot more painful from here.” 
 
    “I think so,” she said tentatively. “I am a little nervous, but I am so hungry for cock. My pussy is tingling like I have never felt. How about you guys? Can you do this?” The look in Ethan’s eyes made it clear the answer was a definite yes! 
 
    Then she stared up at me. There was a tension in her eyes that startled me, a naked need. It was just like that What are you gonna do now, Big Guy look from this morning. She wanted me to take control. 
 
    The sexual eagerness was there for all to see, but for me, she wanted something more. She wanted to be taken. I could see her need, her desire to give in, to submit to us. My cock throbbed with that need as well. I smiled down at her and simply nodded. We exchanged no words. Yes, my dearest love, I will do this for you. I will make you submit to our desires. Her grin, with her eyes now turned toward the ground, told me how much she wanted this. How much she needed this! 
 
    Was she submissive? I thought once again. How did I miss THAT over the last 14 years? 
 
    I looked at Stacy, trying to create my best ‘Master’ voice. “Go upstairs to the bedroom, get the lube out of the drawer. Lay it at the foot of the bed. Then, I want you to place yourself in the middle of the bed, on your knees. Your ass facing the door. I want your chest as close to those knees as possible, your head on the bed, leaving your ass as high as it will go. When you hear us walking up the stairs, I want you to reach up to your ass and spread yourself for our visual pleasure. I want a clear view of your asshole. Understood?” 
 
    She looked up at me, the tension in her eyes breaking apart right in front of me. It was astonishing. I had never seen that before in all our years together. It was a look of total submission, and the joy she felt at going there. 
 
    “Yes, my Love,” was her only reply. The grin on her face made my heart sing. She was really enjoying this. 
 
    “Ethan,” I added, “do you have anything you want to add?” 
 
    “No, I am ready.” He clapped his hands together, rubbing vigorously. “I have been ready for this for many years!” We all laughed in agreement on that one. 
 
    “Ok, Stace. Up you go.” I said as I gave her a hard slap on the rear. She started toward the door, rubbing the hand print I had left there. Her head was shaking. I wonder what I am getting into, it seemed to say. She did not slow her pace, however, practically running up the steps. 
 
    Ethan turned to follow her up. I touched his hand to stay. “We want to give her some mental time. I think that position will focus her on what’s coming. I want her to simmer in her own imagination for a bit.” 
 
    “Are you sure you haven’t done this before?” he asked me with what seemed like admiration. “You seem to know a lot about it.” 
 
    “No, never have. I do like to read erotica, however. BDSM stories never fail to get me hard as stone. Before you leave, I will give you a couple of good examples. Stacy seems to need to submit. I could sense it in her looks just now. We will not tie her up, at least not tonight. The goal is to focus the mind, to create that subspace she remembers from this morning. I’ll be frank, Ethan. I did not know she was like this. I have been racking my brain the last couple of days trying to remember a sign I might have missed, but there’s nothing. We are playing all this by ear. For all I know, she may scream for us to stop before we even get inside her!” 
 
    “I sure hope not,” Ethan said, with obvious regret. “I have really worked myself up to do this!” 
 
    “Me, too,” I told him. “Let’s agree that I will take responsibility for entering her ass. We have never done that, so I will be very deliberate about that. They say it can be quite painful the first time. You will be responsible for the pleasure… fucking her, sucking tits, kissing.” 
 
    I slapped him gently on the back, leading him back into the house. “Let’s go up. Her pussy-fire should be fully ignited by now.” 
 
    We walked into the room together, our robes open. Stacy was quiet, in her ass-up position on the bed. Her hands were spreading her ass cheeks, so we got a clear view of her opening. I could see her breasts pillowed across the bed; her nipples rigid as I have ever seen them. I walked up behind her and roughly stuck my middle finger between her pussy lips. 
 
    She let out a whimper, driving her ass back onto my finger, trying to drive it deeper. I slapped her ass extremely hard, a full arm strike, almost knocked her out of position. Ethan shrieked at the surprise move! 
 
    “You do not move without permission,” I barked in the most Masterly voice I could muster. “When we want you to move, we will tell you. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Sir?” Her voice shaking from the shock. Her eyes were still pointing down. After that blow, she did not dare lift them. The tentativeness of the Sir told me she was not sure how to respond from here but thought that might be correct.  
 
    “I think you should pleasure Ethan, don’t you, Ethan?” I quietly signaled Ethan to peal the robe off and put his cock right in front of her face. “Do not move your hands from your ass. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Sir.” I could see the question mark on her face. 
 
    While I spoke, Ethan was pulling on his rod while positioning himself in front of Stacy. Her face came up and stared straight into Ethan’s cock, so close to her lips. It was almost comical to watch her try to get the cock in her mouth with no hands, but it was worth it. You could tell she wanted it badly. 
 
    His cock was already 3/4 stiff. He also wanted it badly, but he did not help her get it in her mouth. Just waited. After some struggle, she could swallow it. I saw the veins on his shaft pulse as she drove her mouth down onto the cock. She bobbed her head, licked up and down the shaft, sucked each ball into her mouth after lavishing them with tongue attention. Soon, he was hard as stone. I could see the head throbbing an angry purple each time she pulled back to drive again. This was really hot, I thought. So fucking hot! 
 
    I did not want him to come. I touched his arm, and he yanked his love muscle out of her mouth. She gasped in frustration. 
 
    “I think she’s ready, Ethan,” I said, leaning down toward her head. “Twine your fingers together behind your neck and make no further movements.” She pulled them off her ass and moved them together. 
 
    Ethan, behind her on his knees, slammed his cock home. The war going on inside played out across her face, the joy as Ethan fucked her hard, matched by the difficulty in maintaining that position. Her cry of release was amazing and so quick I almost burst out laughing. All this mental build-up really works! 
 
    Her core shook as the thrusts pushed the orgasm through her body. She twisted on the bed while pushing back as best she could. Watching this all happen was fucking hot! She was already dropping into subspace and we had barely started. My cock was harder than I could ever remember.  
 
    I touched Ethan’s arm. Don’t cum, it said. The look of frustration was there, but he yanked his cock out of her. He was about ready! Stacy gasped at the sudden withdrawal. 
 
    She kept pushing her ass back at Ethan. “Don’t stop, don’t stop,” she whimpered, crying out at the loss of contact. I signaled for Ethan to lie down next to her. Her body was actually shaking as her frustration grew. She needed more.  
 
    “I think we should take it to the next level, don’t you?” I said, signaling for Ethan to pull his legs together. 
 
    “Oh, I so do!” she said. Her face was red with desire. 
 
    “Stacy, I want you to lower yourself on Ethan’s cock.” She positioned herself over his cock, moving her legs on each side, as he provided some ‘hands-on’ guidance. She moaned deeply as he entered her, hands dropping to his chest. She impaled herself, immediately trying to create friction on her clit. The need of her pussy-fire all-consuming. 
 
    Without giving her time to create any momentum, I lubed my index finger and worked it into her tight nub. This pushed her over onto Ethan’s chest. She did not react negatively. Just moaned as the stimulation above and below took hold. 
 
    After a little while, I pushed a second finger in, rotating them to increase the opening. This time she reacted with a mewl of pleasure as she pushed her ass back onto my fingers. Ethan grabbed her hips, trying to slow her down. He did not want to cum until I was fully inside her ass. 
 
    Now, a third finger. She gasped with almost a grunt; her head pulling back, eyes closed, as she absorbed the new sensations. Again, I rotated the fingers to make her more comfortable for my invasion of her virgin ass. 
 
    By this time, my raging love muscle had not released since this morning, despite all the action I had witnessed. I was ready for this. I kneeled behind her. I’m not sure if she knew what was coming, but she did not stop me. My lubed cock began pushing against her back bud, breaking through as she pushed against me. 
 
    My God, she was tight! Her back arched as my cock head broke through into her opening. A light scream coming from deep inside her. I slowly pushed forward, with alternating pullbacks to allow smooth strokes to go deeper. It took me several attempts before I could get all the way in. Once I buried to the hilt, Ethan and I developed a rhythm with Stacy as our dance partner. I pushed in as he pulled back. Stacy laid on Ethan’s chest and let us take her, aggressively squeezing our cocks with all her lower muscles. 
 
    “I am so full,” she said. “I can feel the two of you rubbing inside me.” That was all she could get out as she gave herself over to the pleasure. An orgasm built inside her, coming on strong. She simply gave herself to the motion, swaying back and forth with our alternating rhythm, as she laid on Ethan’s chest. My weight pressed from above. 
 
    She had become a true love sandwich for our pleasure. And her own. I chuckled to myself. I could feel the approaching climax as she gripped fiercely with all her lower muscles. The feeling was incredible. I could sense the full power of her climax approaching while we were both still inside. 
 
    She was gasping for air, still squeezing as hard as she could. When I felt like she was ready again, I humped for real, driving myself into her virgin hole, watching her reaction. 
 
    “Fuck… fuck… oh my God.” The flow of language poured out of her as we took her holes together. 
 
    The overload of stimulation pushed her quickly over the edge for a third time this session. Her body shuddered as the orgasm ripped through her, a mild storm giving way to a hurricane. 
 
    From behind, I could see the waves of pleasure flow through her, intensifying as Ethan and I continued to impale her holes. I came at the same time with one of the hardest orgasms I ever experienced, my jism shooting deep inside her anal cavity. Ethan wasn’t far behind. He came moments later. 
 
    Stacy was in another world, whimpering as we slowed our pace. Ethan held her in his arms. I massaged her back and legs, allowing her to return to us. The sound coming out of her was a cross between moaning and whimpering. Her breath was still raspy and short as the after-shocks of climax left her limp and unable to move. 
 
    I popped out, ran to the bathroom to wash myself off, gently laid her on the bed next to Ethan, washing her clean with a warm cloth. I crawled in beside her, pulled up the blanket, and we all passed out. This time, we were too tired to wake for any midnight repeats.

  

 
 
    CHAPTER 6:
A Good Weekend 
 
    Good morning 
 
    Stacy and I seemed to wake up about the same time. I leaned up to see my alarm clock. It was already late Sunday morning. Ethan’s plane left at 5:30, so we had time to enjoy ourselves. She rolled over on the bed, laying her arm across me. I stroked her hair. Ethan was snoring softly, his leg over hers. 
 
    “Hey there, how are you doing?” I asked gently, pushing her hair away from her face. 
 
    “My back is a little sore,” she said. “We have certainly done a lot of humping this weekend.” The smile on her face told me all I needed to know. She stretched her legs out, trying to get the kinks out. 
 
    I chuckled. “Yes, we have. I did not know I could still get it up this often.” 
 
    “Ethan had no trouble either. He clearly had a lot of supply built up,” she said, laying her head on my chest. “We had quite a weekend, didn’t we? Worked out even better than we had planned.” 
 
    “Yes, it did. Going to be kind of hard to go back to vanilla sex after this, don’t you think?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said, clearly challenging whether that was true. Her face took on a more serious tone. “I have thought about that a lot this weekend. I have discovered… I think… that limitations are just a part of life. We broke through quite a few this weekend. You’d think we broke through so many none would be left. Well, I’ve discovered that this is not quite true. 
 
    “I love you very much and have no interest in pursuing these activities outside your presence. This is MY limit, not one imposed on me. I do it because I love you and our family. I will do nothing that would put them at risk. I don’t mind the vanilla sex we have. It’s very good vanilla. 
 
    “If we have time to play like this again, we will have to reflect on how it fits into our lives. The depth I seem to drop into subspace scared me a little. If we decide to explore those activities further, it will always be with you at my side. I could never go deep like that without you being there to bring me back.” 
 
    “I’ll be there, too,” Ethan joked as he rolled over. He apparently caught the last of our conversation as he awoke. He put his arm across the both of us, scooting over to trap Stacy between us. “If you two ever want to do this again, I would definitely be willing. It has been both a pleasurable and eye-opening experience.” 
 
    We both chuckled at that too-true statement. 
 
    “I’m serious,” Stacy protested. “This has been fun, but we need to keep it in perspective. I will not run around the neighborhood sucking every cock that will let me, just to experience that feeling again. I want you, Stan, to help me find an outlet for these feelings. I am sure I will do whatever you ask me, but there is no chance I will do it on my own.” 
 
    Ethan started laughing. “Me, too,” he said, as if he had not heard the last part of her statement. “I will never forget you wedged between us last night. That was a powerful orgasm for all of us. Stan?” 
 
    “Agreed. It was incredible,” I said. “But I do not want you to go out and do this without me. Whenever you are feeling the need, you just tell me. I will figure out what to do.” Stacy shook her head. The pact between us was made. 
 
    Ethan moved his hand to the side of Stacy’s breast, gently massaging the underside. She rolled on her back to give him better access. He leaned his head down and started suckling the nipple, his hand fully encasing the breast to pull the nipple up to an extended point. Stacy moaned, reaching for me to do the other nipple. I gladly obliged, grasping her similarly, sucking on her hard pebble. 
 
    Ethan turned her head toward him and kissed her. There would be none of the rough stuff for this go-round. This was about the love we all felt for each other. He kissed her passionately, his hand continuing to stroke her breast. Their necking became very intense, so I went the other route. I dislodged myself from her side, positioning myself between her legs. I pushed at her clit with my tongue, making my way south to ply her nether reaches. Her moisture was already flowing. 
 
    I buried my tongue deeper. She reached her hand down to encourage me to hold my head in place. My eyes trailed up her body to watch them embrace. For the first time this weekend, I felt a twinge of jealousy. This was not fucking. They were making love. I could see her returning his kiss with equal passion. 
 
    What they had shared this weekend had built the friendship-love of many years into something much deeper. I wonder how I am going to feel about that over time; I thought to myself. Still, I did not interfere. I kept eating her pussy, watching them. She finally broke off the kiss, putting her head back on the pillow. Both hands came down on my head as she ground herself into me, her increasingly frantic breathing telling the story of her approaching release. 
 
    I pulled my head back, moved up her torso, gently pushing my rod into her. She moaned deeply as her arms went to my sides, welcoming me in. I held myself above her as Ethan began actively stimulating her nipples below me, and the kissing started again. That jealousy suddenly took on a warm glow inside me, a willingness to share. We had done something very special this weekend. That he would feel love as a result was as much expected as wanted. She returned the love to Ethan with equal passion. 
 
    I never felt the need to drive to a powerful release. I just kept up a steady pace until she screamed her climax and my cum pushed out almost calmly. It may have been my quietest cum ever! 
 
    I rolled over, touching Ethan to welcome him to move over. He did, rolling on top, gently inserting himself into her. I did not touch them as they made love, just laid beside them and watched. She reached her legs around him, welcoming each thrust, her mouth and his tightly secured together. Her arms welcomed him with her embrace. 
 
    After all the stuff we had done this weekend, I almost laughed at myself. This was probably the hottest thing I saw all weekend. This was genuine passion on display. 
 
    It did not take long for either of them. Ethan grunted his final surrender, pushing his cock as deep as it would go. Stacy did not cum this time, just held him in her arms as he released. She was waiting for something else. 
 
    As he rolled off, she looked in my direction. Her finger pointed toward her snatch, with an unmistakable message… Eat me! Now! I positioned myself above her pussy lips, teasingly not entering her. The frustration on her face was almost comical. 
 
    She grabbed the side of my head with both hands and jammed me into her. I plunged my tongue deep into her canal, diving deep to scoop two loads of cum, my nose pressing onto her clit. Stacy went off like a roman candle, shaking violently as I drove my tongue deeper for scoop after scoop. Ethan held her body as she quivered, a scream of passion permeating the room. After she stopped shaking, I wiped my face off with the sheet, moving up to lie right next to her. Ethan did the same. We both stroked her torso, feeling the moment. 
 
    We had spent a fun weekend together. This seemed like a fitting way to end our play… full of love, yet still a little kinky. I loved that! 
 
   

 

 Sending him home 
 
    We fell asleep again after this last session. I awakened to the frantic noise coming from Ethan’s room as he was shoving things into his bag. I walked in, asking what was going on. 
 
    “We fell asleep. My plane leaves in 2 hours,” he said, continuing his frenzied packing. We had apparently slept into the afternoon. 
 
    I rushed upstairs to grab a quick shower, only to find Stacy right behind me. The water was already running. 
 
    Once we were thoroughly soaked, she wrapped her arms around me in a very warm embrace. 
 
    “Thank you for allowing me that last session. I know it must have been hard for you to watch me making love to him that way, but I wanted to thank him for what he did to make this weekend such a win for me, and for us.” 
 
    She was right. Jealousy had reared its ugly presence for the first time this morning, I told her. It was hard watching her make such passionate love to him. I was uncomfortable for a moment. Oddly, I went on. That jealousy took on a warm glow inside me as it continued. Truth is, I told her. I enjoyed sharing her with my best friend, who had now become one of her best friends. We had done something special this weekend. I liked that he would feel such unembarrassed affection in front of me.  
 
    She hugged me again before we rushed through the remaining shower to get Ethan to the airport, which was a good 45 minutes away. On the way, we talked about what had happened, recounting some of the best parts, the greatest of this and worst of that. It was a fun conversation to have after such an incredible time together. 
 
    This exchange highlighted one thing that I reviewed in my thoughts on the way to the airport. There are an infinite variety of sexual ideas in this world, I thought. What turns me on may have no appeal to someone else. 
 
    But there are two things that are critical to every individual for a healthy sex life. First is the desire. A hunger for physical contact is critical. How this desire expresses itself is the second key. You need the right partner to allow this desire to find full expression. It takes two to tango, the saying goes. For my life, the desire was always in me. Finding Stacy completed the circle. She was the right person to be both my life and sexual partner. She was open to innovative ideas and found her own sexual satisfaction in similar ways. 
 
    As our lives changed to include another person, we found an alternative path. Finding the right partner is the key to almost every aspect of life, not just sex. Stacy was clearly the right person for me. 
 
    Yet, my internal dialog warned, threesomes are inherently unstable. The commonality of interest and emotional stability needed are difficult to maintain for even the most well-matched partners. People often try them and fail miserably. The relationship with Ethan was so new, it was hard to see how it would turn out. 
 
    I knew, though, that if we continued down this path, there would be rocky roads ahead. The mix of personalities, desires and focus gave us the chance to find incredible sexual pleasure this weekend. Yet I also saw the pain of jealousy that hit me while watching them make love. We were walking a very curvy and difficult route through this minefield. For this one time, though, our threesome provided us genuine ecstasy! 
 
    As we approached the airport, I looked back at Ethan in the mirror. “You know this is just the beginning, not the end, right? We will invite you into our bed again if you are willing.” 
 
    Stacy shook her head in agreement. “We loved having you join us in our adventures. Still willing for the future?” 
 
    Ethan looked at both of us. “I am your willing partner. You came to me when I really needed it. Even going back to the cold fish doesn’t seem so daunting now, when I have this kind of thrill to imagine.” 
 
    Indeed, maybe the old rock song is right. In moderation, at least, sex, drugs and rock ’n’ roll can be very good indeed! The amazing pleasure provided by the merger of these three elements was both intense and very memorable for all of us. The flashback of listening to Bryan Ferry while stoned and having sex with Ethan and Stacy is a memory that will stay with me forever. 
 
    As Ethan got out of the car at Departures, we all hugged. Stacy was crying soft regret. He then flashed us his two thumbs-up sign. For sure, that old thumbs-up gesture will never be quite the same to any of us. 
 
      
 
      
 
    THE END
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