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I was drunk, and I was saying way too much.

"Can I tell you, baby?  Can I tell you my biggest fantasy?  My biggest sexual fantasy?"  The emphasis only needed to be added in my drunken mind.  Paul had understood exactly what I was talking about.

I was clinging to his body - not much taller than mine, and not much thicker, but certainly strong and masculine in its own way - as he walked me from the taxi to our front door.  It was usually a short trip up a small yard, but with the way my legs were currently wobbling, we had ended up weaving through the dewy grass far more than necessary.  He had finally gotten me pressed up against the door, pressing his body against mine to keep me in place while he tried to get the key into the hole just right of my hip.  I was hoping he would have better aim when we made it to the bedroom.

The taxi driver was still there, watching probably out of amusement at the drunk couple going from one of the most expensive restaurants in town to barely able to enter their own home.  Even though I could feel his eyes on me, I couldn't stop myself.  I was horny in a way I hadn't been in years.  I wrapped one leg around my husband's hip and slid my arms around his neck.  I kissed him wherever my lips could reach, concentrating around his neck.  I could feel his hardness pressing against my thigh, and if he had taken it out then and fucked me against the front door, I wouldn't have protested at all.

"Tell me," he ordered just as he slid the key into the hole with a metallic zip.  He turned it and wrapped a supportive arm around my back so that I didn't fall back when he opened the door.  As soon as we were in, he took the opportunity to return the attack, kissing all along my exposed neck.  He pressed me against the closet door while he used his foot to close the front door.  "Tell me your darkest sexual secret."

His hands slid under my dress and pulled down my soaking wet panties as far as my knees.  Gravity did the rest as he hefted me up against the wall and pressed his dick inside me.  He began to pump into me hard, holding my head in place with a hand against my cheek so his blue eyes could peer into mine.  He was fucking the truth out of me, and it was working.

"I've dreamed about it - ever since I met you," I said as my legs quivered.  His cock was hitting me in just the right places.  "In college.  Since then I've - ahh - I've fantasized about you and your college buddies.  All of them - all three of them - fucking my brains out!"

The last few words came out nearly as a scream as Paul slammed into me harder.  The thrill of confession pushed me over the edge, and I found myself coming already.  I held onto him and shuddered, moaning out in pleasure as he continued to pound into me.

"You dirty girl," Paul said as he pulled me off the wall.  The grin on his face was strange.  In our years of being married, I had never seen one quite like it.  It haunted my thoughts as he slumped my body ass-up over the arm of the couch.  He entered me again while rubbing two worshiping hands over my round ass.  I braced myself against the pillows, crying out in pleasure as he fucked me to completion and came.

I stayed in that position for a long time, unable to make my body work.  We hadn't had an encounter that intense in years, not since we were very first dating, and I wanted to bask in that moment for just a bit longer.

As Paul helped me up and out of my dress, then into bed, the cold realization didn't hit me.  I was too drunk and happy to realize that I had just told my husband that I had always wanted to fuck his best friends.  That shocking embarrassment wouldn't come until morning.


I had never felt so lucky.  It seemed that in our drunken stupor, Paul hadn't remembered my ridiculous confession about him and his friends.  I had spent the entire Sunday after our date mortified and dreading the moment he finally brought the subject up, but somehow it never came.  Paul was upbeat the next morning after sleeping the alcohol off for a good ten hours.  He walked around the house whistling a happy tune, he kissed me with more sweet kisses than I had gotten in a long time, and we then spent the entire day in bed, doing little more than talking and watching a few movies to pass the day in bliss.

Something about our date night had sparked something in Paul, and it couldn't have been my confession of wanting to fuck his friends.  I decided to simply be glad that our romance had been rekindled after far too many months of it burning low and cool.

The rest of the week went on better than normal with both of us working long days and spending all night together.  We had sex four times that week, each time with Paul taking the time to worship me like he had never done before.  I faced each day with a grin, and nobody was none the wiser about what had gotten me in such a great mood.  When this newfound fervor leaked over into a whole month of sweet pleasure, I had never been happier.  All thoughts of that one night, that one silly confession, fell from my mind as I enjoyed this new normal.

"Next week is a three-day weekend, right?" Paul said from his place on the couch.  I looked up from my phone and gave it some thought.

"Yeah, I have Monday off.  You do too?" I asked.  I didn't think much of it.  I would be glad for a day off of work, but I didn't have anything planned for it.

"I'm off, too," Paul said with a strange smile.  He gave a few noises while he considered his thoughts.  I went back to looking at my phone, though I had almost forgotten what I was even doing.

"I was thinking," Paul continued, drawing my attention up once more.  I put down my phone to listen without any distractions.  "Maybe we should go to my home town?  It's not far off, and we haven't been in years."

"Feeling nostalgic?" I asked with a smile before I tried to think through why he would want to go there.

"Kind of.  I want to take you to my favorite restaurant back there.  It's right next to Pioneer Park.  That place is beautiful at night."

"That’s where you want to have our anniversary date?" I asked.  Though we had been together for years, it would be only our first marriage anniversary.

"It'll be a very special date," he said.  "I've got a few surprises in store for you."

I thought about what they could be.  Both of his parents had retired and moved down to Arizona just a few months ago, so I knew he didn't want to go and visit them.  Other than that, I wasn't sure what he had left behind in the town he had spent the first twenty five years of his life in.  I decided to go along with it and wait for the surprise to come.  After all the fun we had been having in the past few weeks, I thought maybe this would be another opportunity for that.

"Sure," I said.  "That sounds like fun.  Let's plan for that."

Paul's smile was huge, and I narrowed my eyes on him.  I could tell he was up to something.  The only other time I had seen him like this was when he had been planning my proposal a couple years earlier.  Excitement bubbled inside my stomach.  A week would be a long time to wait, but I was beginning to suspect it would be worth it.


"Here we are," Paul said with a grin.  "The Hotel Chaleur.  The best hotel in all of Lordsburg." 

We both giggled at the small town feel of the place.  The hotel wasn't big, and it was only family owned, but it was quite nice.  The owner's son worked the front desk and recognized Paul from school.  They caught up a bit before the man would hand over our room key.

"That's kind of embarrassing," Paul said as we made our way to our room.  "I didn't expect Jack to be working here now."

I laughed as we got to our door.  "Embarrassing?  That you're spending a night with your wife in his hotel?"

Paul gave only a sheepish laugh and a shrug in response.  I didn't pay much attention to his silly qualms about old friends.  We had entered our room, and I was busy scoping it out.  It wasn't often that we traveled, even though I loved it so much, so I was already looking around the room and admiring all the details.

"This place is great," I said.  It had none of the bland, inoffensive furniture and art that chain hotels tended to have.  Instead, the room had a personality all its own, with unique art hung on the walls and interesting pieces of furniture throughout it.  I could tell that everything had been picked with love and an eye for design by a real human being.

"It's my first time staying here," Paul said, standing beside me to look at it all.  "But you're right.  It's really nice."

Paul was rubbing his hands together in the way he always did when he was nervous and wanted to talk about something.  I ignored the excitement of sleeping in a new place for a few moments so I could pull him by the arm to sit on the bed.

"What's going on, Paul?  I haven't seen you acting like this since the night you proposed to me," I said, remembering his nervous - and very obvious - mannerisms with fondness.

"I have a bit of a confession to make," he answered, though he looked to be afraid I was going to jump on him and attack him for it.

"A confession?" I repeated.  I was more curious than anything.  I knew he wouldn't have done anything malicious or duplicitous.  The chances of him cheating on me were nonexistent, and so I couldn't begin to think about what the truth of it might be.  I had the suspicion that it would be something good for me, however.

"The reason for bringing you here," Paul said.  "It's not to go on a nostalgic tour of my hometown, even though that's what we did today.  That wasn't why I wanted to come here.  In fact, that was just to buy us some time."

I laughed from the excitement of anticipation.  My mind was going crazy trying to figure out what had gotten Paul so worked up.

"Okay, then why are we here?" I asked. My heart was pounding.

"I went to college here, you know," he said, his words coming out in a nervous trickle.  I nodded, having known what college he had gone to.  I just couldn't understand how it was relevant just yet.  "So I have a lot of ties here.  A few people."

After a few moments of me giving him a blank and confused look, he continued.

"What I'm trying to say is that my college buddies all live here or around here."

The words meant nothing at first, as I settled in to a place on the bed.  However, soon they sunk in.  College buddies.  That night over a month earlier came rushing back to me, hitting me in the face and leaving me red and hot all over.  He was trying to bring up what I said to him.  I decided to play it cool, even though I was feeling the complete opposite of that.

"Your college buddies?" I said.  My voice shook, but I hoped he didn't catch it.  "Yeah, that makes sense.  Your college is around here, so they all stuck around in the same area after graduation."  I tried to hide my nerves, but it was impossible.  Especially with the way Paul was looking at me with such intense study.

"Would you like to see them tonight?" Paul asked.

His voice was odd, and I wasn't sure what to make of the tone.  The possibilities flowed through my mind in a chaotic whirlwind of fear and regret.  Was he trying to corner me here, to make me confess yet again that I wanted to have sex with his college friends.  Had he brought me here to pull out the truth and shame me for it?  Or was this something better?  Something sexual in nature that I wanted to pursue?  I couldn't tell by just his tone, so I had to continue and play along.

"Meet them?  Tonight?  It's a little late, isn't it?" I said.

"No, I don't think that would be a problem," Paul said. 

The tone that I had first interpreted as being cold and accusing quickly presented itself as being simply nervous.  He was feeling the same way that I was.  We were both dancing around a fact that we both knew and clearly remembered, both waiting for the other to acknowledge it.  Being the one closest to being in trouble, I decided not to acknowledge it just yet.  I wanted Paul to put the idea out there and make it real.

"Are you sure?" I asked.  I could barely hear my own words over the sound of my heart pounding.

Paul came to the bed and sat next to me.  I braced myself for a talk.  I looked at him, feeling the way my eyes had grown wide.  I must have looked absolutely terrified, and Paul had finally recognized that.  "Katie, we can't just go on ignoring what you told me that night.  I mean, I've been waiting a month for you to bring it up again.  I finally decided that if you really wanted it, I should just....go for it."

"Go for it?" I repeated with a shaky laugh.  "What exactly are we going for?"

"You don't have to pretend," Paul said.  "I remember your words.  I was drunk, but I'll remember the way I felt when you told me you wanted to fuck my friends for the rest of my life.  I think you will too, based on how hard you came that night."

My mouth fell open.  I hadn't expected for the subject to be brought up in this way.  I was frozen in shock and unable to formulate an answer in my scrambled mind.  I knew I should have been apologizing for my unfaithful words, but Paul didn't seem all that bothered by them.  I was stuck in a whirlwind of confusion for a few moments.

"It's okay, Katie," he said, taking my hands in his.  "I'm not mad, obviously.  In fact, hearing you say that and feeling you come so hard from that confession was one of the hottest moments of my life.  After that night, I feel like a new man.  I want you so bad now, and I want to please you and make you feel good."

My cheeks were burning red, but a grin had come across my face.  I was relieved at not having ruined my marriage with my drunken words, and now I was even more excited by the fact that Paul was turned on by it instead of angry.  Everything was going far from expected once again.

"I mean, it's just a fantasy, right?" I managed to say.  "I'm sure you have your own.  Thank you for understanding, Paul."  I thought about the possibility of him having a similar fantasy.  The idea of him wanting to fuck all my friends didn't have quite the same ring to it.  I wouldn't be turned on by it in the least, and I would have been angry at the thought.  Paul wasn't quite the typical man, I was quickly beginning to discover.

"Yes," Paul said, and once again he was overcome with nervous tension.  "But what if it wasn't just a fantasy?"

I stared at him for a long few moments.  I licked my lips and rubbed my hands together.  "What do you mean?"

"I mean, what if I called my friends over here tonight?  Right now."

I narrowed my eyes and looked around the hotel room.  I couldn't quite believe that Paul was offering such a thing.  Part of me still wondered if this was a trap.  He squeezed my hands and ran his thumbs over the back of them to draw my attention back to him.

"I'm serious, Katie.  I love you and I want to make you happy.  I want to make you feel good and make your dreams come true.  I know I'm kind of springing this on you, and if you're not ready, that's totally fine.  But if you were serious about that fantasy and you really want to try it out, now's your chance.  I promise you I won't be mad after this."

I let out a shaky breath and nodded.  I had been ready for a romantic night with my husband, but I had never anticipated his friends actually being involved.  I knew that this had the potential to ruin us, but I couldn't stop myself from leaning in to kiss Paul's cheek.

"You're amazing," I said.  I wanted to hug him and kiss him all over.  I knew I was the luckiest woman alive.

"So you're in?" he asked with a big smile.  "Do you want to talk about it beforehand?"

I couldn't help but laugh.  All of this was so overwhelming.  "You're serious?" I asked again, must to Paul's exasperation.

"I'm serious," he said, pulling me in to kiss me.  "When I married you, my goal was always to make you the happiest woman on earth, just like you make me that happiest man.  So I want to do this for you."

I let out another nervous laugh.  "Do your friends know about this, then?" I asked.  "Did you tell them what I said?"

"I didn't tell them what you said," he answered with a smile.  "But I did make them the offer and talk it through with them.  Do you want to see my message history?"

I hesitated as I thought it through.  Did I want to know?

"How about I read you the important points?" he offered.  I gave a nod and watched him maneuver to his group chat.  Then, he began.

"'I want to surprise my wife for our anniversary.  One of her greatest fantasies is a gang bang, but there aren't many people we could trust for that kind of thing.  You guys are an exception, of course.  Would any of you be interested in helping out my wife?'"  Paul read the words with a smile on his face.

"Wow," I said, amazed at my husband's willingness to put it all out there in front of his friends.  I would have feared backlash and humiliation, but Paul had written to them with such confidence and lack of fear.  "What did they say?"

"Honestly, there was a long pause before any answers.  I got a few asking if I was serious. Caleb asked if this was a trap.  I told them all that it was very real, it was really me, and we really wanted to do this."

"Who agreed to it, then?" I asked with nervous hesitation.  I didn't want him to think I was too eager, but I had to know.  I wanted to cross my fingers and pray for his best friend Noah, but I felt far too guilty for wanting him specifically.

"Everyone I asked except for Tony said yes.  I guess he's got a pretty serious girl in his life now.”

"Who all did you ask?"

"Caleb, Sam, Mikey, Tony," he said, listing them off.  He gave me a strange smile and finished off with "Oh, and Noah."

I smiled, but the butterflies in my stomach were almost making me sick.  "Why do you say it like that?" I asked.

"I know you like Noah the most.  Every girl does."

I looked him over, struck by a tinge of guilt.  He didn't speak with any bitterness or sadness about his friend.  He made the statement as if it was simple fact.  I felt the need to defend him.  "Well, you know, I chose you."

Paul's smile was huge.  "I know.  I still don't know if I'll ever understand why, but I'm so happy you did."

We shared a kiss and a few moments of silence as we thought through what was happening.

"You're really fine if we do this?" I asked once again. 

"I'm totally fine if we do this, and I'm fine if we don't.  It's completely your decision, Katie."

I smiled at him.  We had had our rough patches in our relationship - especially when it came to sex - but I had a renewed sense of hope and energy for our marriage now that I saw what Paul was doing for me.  I felt a warmth in my chest like I hadn't felt since our honeymoon period, and I hadn't realized just how much I had missed feeling that with him.

"Okay, Paul," I said.  "Let's do this."

He smiled and closed the gap between us again.  He kissed me hard with all the emotions he was feeling.  I felt like every part of me was shaking with nervous anticipation - even my lips as I tried to keep up with Paul's enthusiasm.

"I'm gonna text them now," he said, breaking the kiss and standing up as if he needed the distance from me.  "I told them to be ready, so it shouldn't be too much longer."

I sat up straight like I was already being examined by his friends.  My stomach was swirling with nerves.  "Are they coming?"

Paul looked at me and chuckled.  "Give them time to answer, babe."

We both smiled.  I hadn't felt like this in a long time - or possibly ever.  This was going to be the biggest risk I had ever taken in my life.  The thoughts in my mind were beginning to fight, to flop back and forth on whether this was a good idea or not, and I was already driving myself crazy before anything had even happened.  I had to stop myself a dozen times from asking Paul if he was really certain about this.

The first ding of a notification rang out in the tense silence.  Paul dove for the phone on the bed to read it.  "Caleb's coming.  Oh, and Mikey.  They're together at a bar down the street, but they're heading here now."

He looked at me, and as soon as our eyes met, we realized this was really happening.  At least two of his friends were on their way so that they could come to a hotel and fuck their best friend's wife.  So that they could fuck me.  I wasn't sure if I was ever going to really get used to that thought until it was actually happening. 

I rocked back and forth on the bed.  To distract myself from asking about Noah's answer, I said instead, "Do you think I should strip down before they get here?  Should I change into something else?  Just this?"

I had planned on wearing a nicer dress when we went out for dinner, so I had worn just a simple, loose sun dress.

"Wear that," Paul said.  "You look amazing in it.  So tempting."

"In this?  Seriously?" I asked, looking down at my dress.  To my eyes, it was nothing special at all.

"Seriously," Paul said.  When he noticed my confused look, he elaborated.  "The way it hugs your curves and hits you just above the knee...the skin it shows off and the body that it hides.  It's just great.  I love you in that dress, and I know my friends will too."

I gave him a grin.  I didn't know he paid that much attention to the things that I wore.  However, his description of my dress made me feel confident in a way I hadn't felt in a long time.  "Okay, I'll wear this."  I sat on the bed and tried to keep myself from being too nervous.

A few more notifications charmed on his phone.  I squirmed on the unfamiliar mattress for a few moments while Paul texted furiously.

"What are they saying?" I asked.

"They're on their way now.  Mikey and Caleb.  I told them the hotel and room number and warned them about Jack working at the front desk.”

"Great," I said with a smile.  I was so nervous I couldn’t even make small talk.  I didn't know what else to do while I waited.  I had never found simply sitting and waiting to be so excruciating.  I wanted them to just be here already.

"Are you nervous?"

I looked up at Paul, struck by his tender tone.  I gave him a smile. I had to be honest.  "Yes, a little bit.  But I'm more excited than anything else to be honest."

"I am too," he said.

He sat next to me and leaned in to kiss me, but just then his phone dinged again.  He glanced at the screen and then pulled the phone up to give it his full attention.

"Noah responded," he said, his tone oddly nervous and excited. 

"And?" I asked before he could finish.

"He's coming now.  From home."

I nodded and took a nervous breath.  Noah was coming.  As much as I didn't want my husband to feel inferior to his best friend, I couldn't deny the truth - I had had a crush on Noah for even longer than I had for Paul.  In fact, I wouldn't have ever met Paul if it hadn't been for me following around Noah like a sad puppy hoping for some attention.  I had never gotten that attention - few were lucky enough to attract Noah's attention, after all - but in the process, I had met Paul and settled for the much nicer and far more stable best friend.  I never regretted that decision, but the desire for Noah still lingered somewhere inside of me.

I got up and went to the bathroom to freshen up.  I made sure my lipstick still looked okay and that my eyeliner was still in place.  I reapplied some mascara and evened up my eye shadow - mostly just for something to keep my hands busy while we waited.  From the bathroom with the door ajar, I could hear a knock on the door.  I held my breath and listened at the door.  It was Caleb and Mikey entering.  Despite the strange circumstances, they greeted my husband normally, exchanging some small talk before asking where I was.  I took a step back from the door for fear of being seen just yet.  I needed more time before I could go out and face them.  I stared at myself in the mirror, feeling oddly like the blue eyes staring back at me belonged to a stranger.  I wondered for a moment if I was dreaming, and then I realized I had to step back from the mirror and focus on the situation happening around me instead of getting stuck in my own head.

I stepped out into the main room of the hotel, and three pairs of men’s' eyes were on me.  I had wanted to seem confident and sexy, but as soon as the slightest amount of scrutiny was shone upon me, I became shy as a virgin.  And considering Paul was my one and only man, that wasn't too far off from the truth. 

Luckily, Paul had a warm group of friends.  Caleb and Mikey greeted me, treating me just as they usually did.  They asked about our trip back to Paul's hometown, about life back home, and soon, I was focused on the conversation instead of the pressure of what was to come soon enough.

"Is Noah coming too?' Caleb asked.  He glanced at me knowingly, but he said nothing more.

"He'll be here soon," Paul answered.  "He's coming in from his house.  He lives out on Robledo Drive now, right?"

"Out in the middle of nowhere," Caleb answered with a nod.  "He wanted to live somewhere private.  You know, since he has his studio and all that."

"Right," Paul said.  "I'm going to have to go out and see it.  I still haven't.  It's been awhile since I've been back home."

Caleb and Mikey joked with him about how long it had been while I fantasized about what Noah's studio must have been like.  He was a successful musician, known by nearly everyone locally, and even having a few viral hits online.  I had spent years watching friends share videos of him playing his acoustic guitar, or the professionally shot music videos of him and his band, and I had longed to see him again.  Although he was Paul's best friend, I hadn't seen Noah since our wedding a year earlier.

A silence drew on, one that was awkward with anticipation and hesitation.  None of us were sure how to proceed just yet.  Luckily, Paul was willing to take charge.

"Should we wait for Noah?  Or should we get started now?"

"Well, it is Noah," Caleb said.  "He's probably gonna take an hour to pick and outfit and do his hair.  We could be waiting all night."

The men shared a laugh.  They never missed an opportunity to call Noah a pretty boy, or poke fun at him for caring about his appearance.  Of course, as a woman, I didn't mind him looking good.  At least I was going to appreciate it, even if the boys couldn't.

"Katie?  Do you want to get started?" Paul asked me in a gentle tone.

I gave it some thought.  Did I want to get started without Noah?  I decided it was best to do so, or else I might be completely overwhelmed with nerves.

"Yeah," I said.  "Let's do this."

"How do you want this to happen?" Mikey asked.  The blond gave a nervous glance to me while he spoke.  I had long known that Mikey had a crush on me about as much as I had a crush on Noah, and so I was excited to see how that might unfold.  He seemed the most eager to start, and I could tell that he had done his hair and dressed up in nicer clothes than usual for the occasion.  I found it very sweet.

Paul looked me over.  I stood there nervously, not sure how to answer that question.  This had been sprung on me as a surprise - one that I very much appreciated - but I hadn't had time to think it out.  Luckily, Paul had been thinking this through since the beginning.

"Katie is kind of shy," he said with a smile.  "She'll want you guys to take control, I'm sure.  Is that right?"

I brought my palms together nervously in front of me.  I nodded.  "Yeah," I said.  "That would be the dream.  Just me laying back while you guys..." I trailed off, not sure how to talk dirty in front of my husband's best friends.  It still felt so weird.

"Pleasure the hell out of her?" Paul finished for me.  "I'll sit back and watch it happen.  You boys better make my wife the happiest woman on earth tonight."

The two men grinned at me from where they stood, still a few feet away and not yet approaching me.  I stood and waited nervously, but no one made that first move.  Paul got to his seat and looked over all of us.

"Well?" he asked.  "Have at her.  I said she's shy, so you better take her."

Caleb, the bolder of the friends, stepped forward to do just as Paul had asked.  He took me by the hips and swung me around so that I was closer to the bed.  Then he tossed me back onto it in his rather strong arms.  I fell back onto it with my hair and dress splayed out around me.  I took a few deep breaths to fight off the nerves and watched Caleb follow after me with cocky steps forward.  I let out a nervous giggle.  I had never been stalked like that before, and I was already appreciating it.

I laid back when Caleb climbed over me to attack my neck with hungry kisses.  I gasped at the foreign feeling.  Caleb wasn't shy at all - unlike Mikey, who had hung back and was now fretting slightly about what to do.  Caleb knew what he wanted to do, and he wasn't afraid to do it.  He ran his free hand - the one that wasn't supporting his body above mine - all over my body.  He enjoyed the smoothness of my legs before running his hand over my belly and waist.  I had thought I might be embarrassed about my body - it certainly wasn't that of a model - but with the ravenous way that Caleb touched me and Mikey watched, I didn't feel a touch of shame.  Never before had I felt so much like a goddess from a fantasy novel.

I felt the bed sink down as Mikey sat down beside us.  His nervous hand went to my dress.  "How about we get this thing off of her?" he asked.

In the time that Caleb spent lifting his head, I took the time to look over at Paul.  He had pulled up a chair next to the bed and was drinking the bottle of champagne we had brought along and chilled.  Quite a different celebration was happening than the one I had been expecting, but Paul was celebrating just the same.  I grinned at him before I was being lifted up to get my dress off.  I helped them by lifting my arms above my head.

All eyes were on me, and instead of feeling humiliated, I felt sexier than ever.  I was wearing my best lingerie - and even though it was just a simple thing barely more than a bra and panties with an extra length of lace down to my waist, I felt great in it.  The two men staring at me seemed to approve of it, as well. 

After a few moments of looking me over, Caleb went back to kissing every surface of my body - or at least I thought that was his goal.  His lips were placing light lines of kisses in little rows, not missing a single spot of skin.  It was relaxing me into a puddle of contentment, and all of it was so much calmer than I had expected it to be.  Mikey still seemed in awe over my body, and so he spent most of his time placing light strokes with the backs of his knuckles, going in and out of the curves of my chest and legs like he was an explorer.  I let out soft mewls from time to time, and eventually my mind seemed to rest completely as I gave into the feelings and sensations.

I was vaguely aware that more clothes were coming off, though I could no longer keep track of what was mine and what was Caleb or Mikey's.  I breathed a sigh of relief as my bra came off, and then I felt the brush of fabric of a shirt against my leg and the rush of something being tossed away.  With my breasts free, the men became more ravenous, attacking my sensitive nipples with an increased hunger.  I looked down with glazed vision as each of them claimed a nipple for themselves.  Caleb was rougher, sucking hard and brushing the flat of his tongue firmly over the hardened flesh while Mikey gave the other one soft licks with the tip of his tongue.

I was so lulled into a state of happiness that I didn't even hear the door open or Paul talking with another man until Caleb and Mikey were taking a break from pleasuring me.  When the endless sensations at my nipples suddenly ceased, my mind jolted back awake and I opened my eyes.  I looked around in confusion for a moment before freezing when dark eyes met with mind.  Noah.

Somehow, despite at least a year passing since I had last seen him, he looked even more handsome than the fantasy man I had in my head whenever I thought about him.  He had gotten older, but age still hadn't seemed to touch him like many of his thirty-year-old peers.  His hair seemed somehow thicker and darker, and the way he had it cut flattered him.  His eyes were dark and clear, and his skin was perfect and smooth.  He wore a pair of perfectly fitted jeans and a brown leather jacket that he had owned since before I had met him.  Noah was like a dream man come to life, and I couldn't stop staring despite knowing that everyone else in the room knew exactly what was going through my mind.

"Hey there, Katie," he said, and a mischievous smile came to his face. 

I breathed faster, and my arms instinctively went up to cover my breasts.  All the confidence I'd had with the other two disappeared now with someone like Noah.  In my mind, there was no way that I was worthy of someone like him. 

"Hey," I answered back, and surprised myself with how husky my voice had become.  I sounded like a sexy, confident woman when I felt the opposite.  I didn't mind it, though.  Although my mind had gone into embarrassed shock, at least my body was still relaxed and normal.

I watched as he shrugged off his jacket and chatted with his three friends.  Somehow the entire time, his eyes never seemed to leave me, and that mysterious smile stayed on his face.  I was embarrassed by how much just a look by him could affect me. 

"I see you guys have gotten started without me," he said, though he didn't sound mad.  Caleb and Mikey seemed to have shrunk down in Noah's presence and lost the abundant confidence they had been showing off just before he came in.  I wasn't shocked by this.  Noah just had an aura about him that attracted everyone and made most others look far less bright by comparison when he was around.

"Hope you don't mind," Paul answered.  He was the only person I had ever met who didn't shy away around Noah.  He had his own warm glow that could never be threatened, it seemed.  "I know how you are with being punctual and all that."

Noah chuckled.  "I wouldn't be late for this," he said.  "I came over as soon as I could."  I blushed at the comment.

There was an awkward pause that filled the air for a moment when no one moved.  Noah was the first to try and break it.  "Sorry, did I ruin the rhythm of the night?"

"Not at all," I said, eager to smooth things over as quickly as possible so I could have the attention of all the men on me again.  "I needed a little break anyway."

"These two treating you right?" Noah asked, looking over Caleb and Mikey, who were shyly sitting up at the edge of the bed in various states of undress.

"Oh, of course," I answered, giving them a smile.  I didn't want it to end.  I wanted them to hurry up and continue with what they started.  If a few sexy looks and some praise was all it took, I'd happily give that to them.

"Great," Noah said.  "Wouldn't want you having a bad time."

Mikey and Caleb parted ways and sat at the edge of the bed as Noah approached.  I didn't question it, as they seemed to know the hierarchy and group dynamic by heart.  I spared another look towards my husband, and he had a gentle smile on his face for me.  Nothing seemed to be off.

Noah got on the bed between my legs and pulled up his shirt over his head in one quick swoop.  My eyes roamed over the expanse of his chest, and I didn't bother to hide my hunger.

"Thanks for coming," I said in my lusty tone, and I grew embarrassed by how earnest I sounded.  I wanted Noah, and I wasn't doing much to hide that desire now.  Before tonight, I'd always been careful to avoid staring and avoid flirting, but now I was able to go wild.  I still wasn't quite used to it yet.

"I wouldn't miss it for anything."

Luckily, Noah was the type of person who never felt insecure about anything.  I envied him for his permanent confidence, but tonight, I was hoping to borrow some from him.  I gave him my most smoldering look to assure him that it was okay to continue as he pleased.  Of course, he understood my silent plea immediately and began a soft assault on my neck.  It forced me to tilt my head enough to make eye contact with Paul, who was watching with wide eyes.  I wondered if he was jealous now, seeing the man I'd had a crush on for so long making his way down my body with his lips.  I didn't have much time to be seriously worried, however, as Noah began sucking on one of my sensitive nipples that had hardened from his touch.  I stared down, amazed to see the way he lavished my breasts with attention, being gentle but doing whatever he wanted to my pliant body.  I was a canvass for him to paint as he pleased, and he started his masterful work by sucking at my nipples in just the right way.

I was becoming a wonderful mess under Noah's lips.  My stomach popped up with goosebumps as his lips traveled down my belly and stopped above the band of my panties.  He didn't waste any time in pulling them off my legs, pulling the garters and stocking along with them so that I was totally naked underneath him.  I splayed my arms and legs out, ready to be taken in front of the audience.  Noah, however, was going to take it long and slow.  I buried my fingers into this thick hair as he began to place soft kisses between my thighs.

Much to my happiness, my audience ceased to be just bystanders.  Caleb and Mikey moved in again, with one going to my neck and the other returning to lick at my nipples, spending great time on each one in turn.  I gasped at all the sensations around my body, not sure exactly where to focus at first.  However, Noah's mouth fought for my attention and won almost immediately.

Noah's tongue darted out against my sex, testing and tasting to see my reaction.  I hissed with pleasure, and I wanted to roll around and writhe from it all, but I was held in place by two other men so intent on bringing me the greatest amount of pleasure possible.  I wondered what Paul might think of me, making these unfamiliar sounds from deep in my throat and writhing like a madwoman all of a sudden.  The more that Noah pressed deeper into me, sliding his tongue more quickly and freely, the wilder I became.

He held my legs wide open, preventing me from closing them and pushing him away from the overabundance of amazing sensations.  Noah's attention went to teasing around my clit with the tip of his tongue, and it was driving me crazy.  As soon as he slid a finger into me, I knew that I would be done for soon.  I grabbed onto Mikey's arm, fearing that if I didn't have some support, I might fly away from the intensity of my orgasm.  He didn't seem to mind, and in fact, he began to suck on my swollen nipple with even more fervor.  I looked down between Mikey and Caleb to make eye contact with Noah as his tongue slid through my folds and his finger pressed in and out of me at a stead rhythm.  My heartbeat picked up, and with a shrill cry of release, I came hard until my whole body was shaking.

The three men backed off of me, giving me the space and air to breathe again.  I was panting for breath like I'd just sprinted a mile, and I realized then that I had been holding my breath during the most intense moments of Noah going down on me.  I was a mess, and I had never been more satisfied in my life.  If it had all just ended there, I would have been happy.  Of course, Noah wasn't going to let it all just end there.  He had much more in mind to do with me.

I watched with great interest as Noah stood up once more at the end of the bed and unbuttoned his jeans.  He maintained eye contact with me as he slid them down his legs, along with his black boxer briefs.  Finally, he was nude, and there was nothing standing in between our bodies touching.

"You ready for us to get on with this?" Noah asked Paul as he got on his knees between my legs.  One last moment of asking permission before this was really going to happen.

"Of course," Paul said.  "It's her night, so you should be asking her."

I looked over at Paul and gave him my most appreciative smile.  I had no idea how I was blessed with the most amazing husband in the world, but I was going to be thankful for it every day.  I looked to Noah and gave him a nod.  The two men on either side of me had stopped pleasuring my body, sensing that there was a moment coming up.  The room fell silent as Noah moved himself up and lifted my hips to meet his.  He leaned over me to give me a long kiss, one that I reveled in, before the tip of his cock pressed against my entrance.  I wrapped my legs around his hips and urged him forward, ready for his amazing cock to finally be inside of me. 

So many years of fantasizing and dreaming about what it might be like, and it was finally happening.  My mind was in a state of shock as he entered me in one slow grind.  I was so wet from everything that happened that we fit together without issue - despite the size that I wasn't used to.  I took a few moments to adjust myself to the feeling of this new, bigger cock, and Noah gave me the time while he kissed soft trails across my neck and chest.  When my hips began to move, he understood the message and began moving his own hips, thrusting into me at a painfully slow pace, pulling his cock almost all the way out before delving it all the way back inside of me.  It was clear that he knew exactly what it was doing to me, and I was loving every moment of it.  I had never imagined being with anyone quite so in control and skilled as Noah, and his confidence was blooming in front of me.

The sweet friction was starting to build up something deep inside my belly.  I took in deep, calming breaths this time, trying to stay in the moment and enjoy every sensation.  The bedding was plush underneath my back, and all around me were warm limbs.  The spicy scent of men’s cologne had mixed between the three, creating an intoxicating air that I breathed in deeply.  Caleb and Mikey had taken the back seat completely, letting Noah have his way with me for now.  I didn't need any interference from them, anyway.  It let me focus on the man I'd been dreaming of since college.

Noah's hips began to move, and the dreamy state I had been in while watching him began to disappear.  There was no more time to fantasize about how long I'd been wanting this, or how it had been so much better than my dreams.  I was brought fully into the moment, and things were starting to really heat up.  I took in a deep breath of air and held on as the spell was broken and the carnal desires flooded in.

Something in the energy of the room seemed to change.  While everyone before had been breathlessly watching me and Noah, they seemed to have also snapped out of their reveries.  Caleb's hands went to my nipples to tweak them.  Mikey's hand slid down my belly, making my writhe when he started to rub small circles against my clit.  I gasped as all the sensations converged on me once again.  It was going to be too much.  Noah's cock was hammering into me now, moving faster and faster the more time went on.  His eyes were glazed over, staring at me like I was the most gorgeous sight he'd ever seen.  I reached out to take hold of his shoulders, amazed that I was feeling so close to orgasm again already.  I had never come more than once in a session, but tonight was special, and if anyone could make it happen for me, it was Noah, along with some support from his friends.

The pressure built up to an impossible peak, and then there was a pause of pure pleasure, like I was floating in air.  I had come again, and Noah had sensed it, though he was still pounding into me with everything he had.  I let out a deep moan as all of it came crashing down.  My body writhed and my mind was a blank white fuzz.

There were soft kisses being placed all over my chest, bringing me back down to earth.  Only then did I realize that Noah had come as well, finishing inside me.  My heart pounded as he pulled his cock out of me, and I felt the warm cum there.  This was a special night indeed - I never let my husband come inside of me without any protection, but I had done it for Noah without even a thought.  There was a tinge of guilt in my mind, but mostly, I was just turned on by the idea of Noah's cum inside me.  I looked over to Paul, and realized his face had changed.  He still didn't have an ounce of anger or jealousy there, but the smile on his face was gone, replaced with something more serious and dark.  He was somehow enjoying this almost as much as I was.

"Ready for another?" Caleb asked, giving my leg a stroke. 

Noah was still between my legs, leaning back and taking in deep breaths with his lean, muscled chest.  He looked down at me with a twinkling smile before stepping aside for others to have their own turns.  I reached out for him, not wanting him to get too far away, and so he came to sit next to me and stroke my hair while he came down from his own climax.

"I'm ready," I said, though I wasn't sure if I really was.  I was already tired from coming twice in a night, but there was a small hunger deep inside of me that wanted to see how far I could go.

Caleb lifted up my hips and flipped me over onto my stomach.  I giggled in surprise, not realizing he wanted a change of position.  I was too weak to do anything as he lifted up my ass into the air to meet his hips and then pressed his thick cock into my pussy.  I hissed in appreciation of being filled once again.

Knowing that I was already warmed up and ready to go, Caleb wasted no time in having at me.  I braced myself against the bed with my forearms while he plowed into me.  This was normally the kind of sex that many women found distasteful, being used from behind and pounded into like a piece of meat while he gave my ass a few smacks.  However, I was so used to Paul's sweet and gentle love making that this was a welcome change for me.  I wanted to be fucked like an animal, and I found myself giving into my more animalistic nature as I regained my ability to think.  I moved my hips back against Caleb's calling out like a lioness in heat.  I made eye contact with my husband as this was happening, and even he seemed to be shocked at how well I was taking it.  Something inside of me had been unlocked, and I was letting it out without a fight. 

I grabbed onto Mikey's hand, desperate for him to come closer so I could have some way to occupy my hungry mouth.  I wrapped my lips around his cock as soon as he was close enough and began to suck like it was the most delicious treat I'd ever tasted in my life.  I looked up to make eye contact with Mikey, and I was pleased to see the way his eyes were wide and his mouth open.  His cheeks had reddened, though I wasn't sure if it was a blush of embarrassment or a flush of excitement.  I knew that he thought of me in the way that I thought of Noah, and so this must have been one of the most exciting moments of his sexual life.  I made a big show of taking his cock as far into my mouth as I could and moaning in appreciation.  I knew he would have come then and there after just a few more moments of that, but I was forced to stop as my body was being jerked back harder and faster.  I threw a look back over my shoulder at Caleb, and his jaw was set in place.  He was staring back at me, but I knew he wasn't seeing anything.  He was ready to blow.

With one last hard, fast thrust, he buried his cock into me and came hard with a bear-like growl.  I cried out in surprise, amazed at the feeling of this thick cock twitching inside of me and the warm feeling of his cum gushing into my pussy.  Once again, I was letting someone who wasn't my husband come inside of me, and it was making me even more horny.

"You really are amazing," Noah said from beside me, petting my hair and giving me a lazy grin.  I giggled, amazed that I was actually feeling amazing after that hard fucking from Caleb.  He pulled out of me, and with nothing to hold me up any longer, I collapsed onto my belly. 

Mikey was on top of me faster than I could even reorient myself.  He rolled me over onto my back, and I was flashed with his brilliant smile.  I couldn't help but feel a warm glow fill me up at the sight of it.  Mikey was the sweetest of all of Paul's friends, and I didn't mind him being the last to have sex with me.  I was tired but still horny, and so I lazily pulled him closer and positioned him above me.  I wrapped my legs around him and splayed my arms above my head, unable to do much else with them.

Before he put his cock in me, Mikey spent some time worshiping my body like he had been wanting to for years.  I laid back and enjoyed it.  It gave me a rest after the pounding I had just taken, while still keeping me in the mood and getting me excited for more.  He kissed across my chest and traced the curves of my body with his open hands.  I giggled at being treated like a goddess by Mikey.  I was amazed at how each of these men were able to give me a unique experience, making me feel all different ways about each one of them.

Finally, Mikey couldn't take it anymore.  He made a growl like I'd never heard from him before and lifted his head.  His eyes were changed.  He lined up our hips and pressed his cock into me with one swift motion.  I hissed with satisfaction as his cock entered me.  I had a grin on my face as I looked up at him holding himself above me.  He matched my smile as he began to rock his hips into me.

I stretched, lazing back happily as he began to fuck me with increased speed.  I let out a few mewls at first, feeling that fire growing inside my belly once again.  I grabbed on tighter with my legs, making sure that his body didn't go anywhere and continued that sweet pumping into me that was beginning to drive me wild.  Noah touched a slow trail up my belly to grab onto my breast.  He pinched at my nipple, grinning mischievously as he teased me in that way.  I looked back at him with a gasp and a smile on my face.  Of course, after that, Caleb decided to join in on teasing me as well.  From the other side of me, he began to tweak at my other nipple, pinching and pulling it in such a sweet way that was causing me to moan with pleasure. 

I could feel the orgasm building up inside of my core.  The third one in just the span of an hour.  As Noah's hand traveled down to play with my clit, I could feel it coming that much quicker.  My silly, lazy break time was over, and I was back to panting and moaning like wild.  I looked over at Paul, who was still diligently sitting off to the side, letting all of this just happen to me.  I locked eyes with him despite having three men around me, doing their best to pleasure me and make me come.

Mikey's hips were going wild against mine.  Noah was touching me in just the right way, like he somehow already knew what I loved.  Caleb had taken over pleasuring my sensitive nipples.  And Paul looked at me with such an intense pleasure that all of this combined was too much for me.  I came then, harder even than the previous two times.  I was lost again under the waves of pleasure that filled my mind and body like energy radiating from my core.  I let out a few weak moans, exhausted by the time my third orgasm was rolling over me.  It hit me hard, and by the time it passed, I was an exhausted puddle on the bed.

There was a strange feeling hanging in the air after all of it was finished.  I had pleased three men with my body, and in return, I had had three orgasms, all while my husband watched from nearby.  Despite my currently tired state, I looked over at him.  I realized that I had been so overcome with lust that I hadn't stopped at all during the entire night to consider his feelings on how everything was going.  I had just hungrily taken his friends, letting them all come inside of me one after the other.  There was the flicker of shame that made my cheeks burn, but as soon as I made eye contact with Paul, I knew that there was no reason for it.  The previous intensity that had been evident on his face was gone.  The only thing left now was a cathartic calm to his smile.  I looked him over and gave him a smile, and finally, he came over to me.

"How was that?" he asked, crawling onto the bed above me.  He stroked my hair, and Noah gave us the space for him to do so.

"It was amazing," I said honestly, though not quite gushing about it as much as I wanted to.  It was more than amazing.  When Paul gave me an expectant look, though, I couldn't stop myself any longer.  "It was the best experience of my life.  I've never felt this way.  It's like I've discovered something about myself, something that was always there but just buried deep inside of me.  It was like meeting my true self for the first time.  I loved it, Paul.  Thank you so much for giving this night to me."

Paul chuckled at my inarticulate words that came rushing out faster than my mind could even form them.  He pressed a soft kiss to my forehead.  "Of course," he said.  "Thank you for making me the happiest man in the world.  I owe you so much more than this, but I'm glad I could at least start to give you the happiness that you make me feel every day."

I smiled at my husband's sweet words, spoken without an ounce of shame in front of his closest friends.  I pulled him down so that I could give him a kiss on the lips.  I felt the bed shifting around me, but I didn't break the kiss until I was good and ready.

"I think we better head out now and give you some space," Caleb said, pulling Mikey along with him.

Paul looked up at them with a lazy grin.  "You don't have to run off so fast," he said, though his tone put little pressure on them.

"You should have time alone with your wife," Caleb said with a wink.  "Thanks for everything.  Enjoy the rest of the night.  Katie, you were amazing."

I laughed, though I had lost that sudden burst of confidence.  I couldn't say anything back that was sexy or interesting, and so I just laid there and soaked it all in.  The two left, but Noah stayed exactly where he was, laying right beside me and never stopping the soft, sweet touches on my body.  Paul laid on the other side of me without any fuss.  He wrapped an arm loosely around my waist and kissed my cheek.

"Get some rest, baby," he said.  "You deserve it."

He must have noticed me fighting off the sleep.  I gave him a sleepy grin and a nod.  "Thank you.  This was the best anniversary gift that I could ever imagine."

I fell asleep soon after, laying in the arms of two men as the day of my one year marriage anniversary came to a close.  I couldn't picture a better note for the night to end on.
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It took a miracle for a guy like Matt to get a woman like Samantha. 


On their three year anniversary, Matt takes his beautiful wife to a Colorado ski resort, and he's determined to treat her like the queen she is. However, Matt gets more than he bargains for when three young, hunky professional snowboarders flirt with Samantha. Matt is surprised to find that instead of jealousy, he only feels arousal at the situation - and he can tell Samantha is loving the attention.


Matt is ready to give up his wife to these men for one night of unimaginable pleasure, but will he be ready to see his wife living her dirtiest fantasies with three sexy young men? 
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