
        HotTub Threesome Chapter 1 - Initiation

        "Man, my hamstring is killing me," said John with a grimace, rocking back on the chair and grasping his knee to his chest.
I ignored him and poured more wine into Jane's glass. John seemed to injure some part of himself every damn week after soccer. He never rested or went for physical therapy, seeming to prefer complaining instead. We had lost yet again. I was frustrated beyond belief.
"That sucks, where does it hurt?" Jane was way nicer than me, appearing to actually care.
I ignored them and continued drinking. My plan was to get blasted and wake up with a monster headache; It was going well so far.
We continued drinking while John complained and fiddled with his leg. Irritated, I said, "If it hurts that much, you should probably get in the hot tub and soak it."
"Great idea," said Jane. "It will help the muscles relax." 
"But I don't have a swimsuit."
"Doesn't matter," I said, "the hot tub is a no-clothes zone."
"Go get him one of yours," Jane said, rolling her eyes and downing the contents of her glass. "And get me some more wine while you are at it."
I opened up another bottle of red-one of the cheap ones this time, as we were a few bottles in. I rummaged in my drawers and fished out a swimsuit that looked like it might fit John. Coming back outside, I tossed the shorts to him and poured another round of drinks, filling our glasses to the top. He went inside to get changed.
I wasn't certain what would happen next, but a feeling was starting to develop. Jane and I had fantasized many times during sex about bringing another guy into the bedroom, describing what we would do to each other and with him. Still, it had never gone beyond fantasy.
During those sessions, Jane would say, "Do whatever you want with me, pin me down, fuck my face and come all over me," and I always did. Jane didn't have a gag reflex and could easily get my entire length down her throat, fucking her mouth like I would a pussy.
We often discussed going to the Sapphire club-our local swingers joint-but something always held us back. Maybe it was the thought of a disgusting grimy damp club full of strangers and various sex juices blending together. Or perhaps it was trying to explain to the kids and babysitter where we were going and likely getting caught in a web of lies.
Jane shook me out of my reverie. "You boys sort out the hot tub; I'm going to get changed."
"Oh, you aren't going in naked?" I joked. Again, I was treated to a rolling of the eyes, but this time Jane flicked her tongue over her teeth and gently bit her lower lip. She knew I found that gesture super hot and it was usually reserved for our sexy times. 
Jane disappeared inside while John and I flipped off the tub lid. It was one of the foam ones-not fancy-but it did the job. Jane and I had spent a number of nights (sans clothes) staring up at the stars once the kids were in bed. I didn't think much stargazing would happen that night.
We both got in, and I started the bubbles out of some weird sense that it would make it less awkward if we couldn't see each other's lower bodies.
"Alexa, play Pink Floyd," I said and the orchestral sounds of the electric guitar started to wash over us. Jane was right; the warm jets felt great over my sore muscles.
She returned a few minutes later with towels and a weed pipe. "This could get interesting, I thought. I was the designated weed buyer in the house, although Jane used it more than me, always telling me to ask them for something wonderful for especially hot sex. I'd usually end up with some guy in his 60s serving me, and I'd stutter and end up blurting it out in a half-whisper, my face turning red like an embarrassed teenager.
I couldn't stop staring as she set the towels down on the outside table. Unfortunately, the bikini wasn't a thong but it looked gorgeous; a small black top which I knew was one long piece of fabric wrapped around her in a way no man would ever understand, and one of the smallest bottoms imaginable. Her tits were not big, filling my hand perfectly; her ass, firm and round was filling out the bikini perfectly.
She got into the rub, lifting first one leg and then the other over the side, giving us a clear view of her body as we both drank in the scene.
Jane submerged herself up to the neck, depriving us of the awesome view, but then realized she'd have to lean across me to get to the pipe. I could have easily gotten it myself, but I wanted to see her body again. I thought she'd be annoyed I'd made her get up unnecessarily, but instead, there was more of a look of amusement as the smooth skin of her stomach grazed my face. I could have been mistaken, but it appeared Jane also deliberately bent at the waist, giving John a great view from behind. He took his chance, staring directly at her body, immediately averting his gaze when I turned toward him. He was probably worried I'd be mad but quite the opposite; my dick felt so hard it could pound nails and was tenting the front of my shorts.
Jane filled the pipe and offered it to John, getting close enough so he could feel her breath on his skin. He took the pipe in his mouth, and she lit it up, staring directly into his eyes. John took a long puff and slowly let the smoke escape from his lips, which Jane inhaled seductively.
"Man, this feels great," said John.
I'd had a couple of 'sort-of' threesomes many years back but was far from an expert in the protocol of initiating them. Jane, however, figured it out quickly.
I heard a small "Ooops," and her bikini top was floating in the tub. There was no way it would have accidentally fallen off. If it were an accident, she wouldn't have drawn attention to herself but would have jumped out and covered herself with a towel
John looked up, "Is that…your bikini?" He asked, though it was apparent that's what it was.
Jane shrugged her shoulders and raised her hands apologetically, then sat up in the water, her nipples rock-hard, droplets of water glistening on her skin. It felt like I was going to burst through my shorts.
I kissed her, running my hand across her stomach. I could see John from the corner of my eye, not knowing what to do. He was probably wondering if he should look, join in, or bail out and leave us to it. Seeming to hedge his bets, he stayed on his side of the tub, his gaze locked on Jane's body. He was clearly eyeing tits and her bikini bottoms stretched tight over her sex, showing every fold.
I reached up to her chest, and grasped her flesh. Jane let out a small hiss and pressed her lips against mine, her eyes closed; lost in her thoughts. I could feel John still staring. I decided to up the ante. I worked my shorts off with one hand and they floated to the surface.I flung them out of the tub, leaving me naked.
 "Ooops, too," I said as my shorts hit the deck. I started kissing her again. Being naked felt so liberating. 
Jane grasped my dick, rubbing her hand on my shaft. I had always joked half the reason I liked her was that her small hands made me look bigger. Small though they were, the feeling was incredible.
After a couple of minutes, her legs dropped below the surface and her foot stretched out. I couldn't see  far through the water. I could only assume it was buried in John's crotch. It was like a bolt of lightning going through me. I had never felt so turned on in my entire life; I felt like I was going to explode.
"Are you…touching him?" I breathed into her ear. She loved the dirty talk.
"Yes," Jane said as I watched the rhythmic movement of her leg as she worked him under the water. He was leaning against the tub, looking like he was in heaven.
After a few minutes of this, Jane said, "John, you get naked too." He didn't need telling twice. His shorts were off and out of the tub before the words were out of her mouth.
Jane knelt before John and began stroking him with her hand this time. He released a huge sigh of appreciation. This was the first time she had touched another man since we were married ten years before; I couldn't tear myself away from the view, her delicate arm working up and down in the water.
"Are you…touching him again?" I asked, though it was obvious. I loved hearing the words and her response.
"Yes," Jane said hoarsely, biting her lip once more.
I planted my mouth on hers, pressing myself against her. It was an intense experience, kissing and feeling my wife while she was working on another guy. A huge rush of energy coursed through me.
After a while, Jane gently pushed me away. "Get up on the edge, I want to see you. Both of you." We sat on the tub's edge, facing her with her chest exposed to us. She began wanking us simultaneously, water streaming down her chest as her hand worked our cocks.
"Go on," I said, indicating, and John gently put his hand on her, kneading her flesh. 
"Harder," I whispered, and he increased the pressure, squeezing her nipple between his thumb and finger. At this point, all thought of modesty was gone, and John and I shuffled closer together, our hips and thighs touching. This was insane; I’d gone from grumpy at losing our game to having my wife half-naked in the hot tub, about to suck my friend and me at the same time. I was in heaven.
My curiosity got the better of me, and I looked down at John's cock. It was shorter than mine and not quite as thick around the base. It was weird seeing a circumcised cock in person. I'd seen plenty in porn, but this was the first time I'd been up close with one. It looked uncomfortable for him when Jane stroked him, but from John's sounds, he was enjoying it.
Jane rocked back on her heels, freeing our rock-hard dicks from her grasp and started adjusting her hair tie, making a ponytail. I knew what was coming next, and I couldn't wait.
"Are you going to suck him?"
"Should I?" She asked breathily.
"Yes," I said, gesturing, guests first, after all.
She stared up at me, slowly sinking her mouth onto him, taking his entire length in one go. I was stroking myself slowly as I watched her start to take him in deep, forcing him entirely down her throat before backing up slowly, so only the tip was inside. Her eyes were closed, enjoying the sensation of him sliding in and out as she ran her hands across his chest. 
 
 After a minute or so, Jane took hold of my cock. She was sucking him and stroking me. Having an extra man had been a huge fantasy of both of us for so long, and it was coming true. I had always wondered how I'd react in this situation. Would I be mad? Jealous? After all, if she had done this behind my back, I would have been devastated. Instead, I felt turned on and exhilarated, like we were tearing up some invisible rule book; my mind was on fire. Jane let go of me and planted her hands on John's thighs. I anticipated her next move since we did this all the time.
"Fuck her face," I said. John looked unsure, but Jane drew him to his feet, feeding his length back into her mouth. She took his hands and put them on the back of her skull. He pushed gently at first, but I shoved her down on him, jamming her lips into his pelvic bone. He started to get the hang of it, driving her up and down as she choked and gagged on him. Jane grabbed his ass and used it for leverage as he pounded her harder. 
I knew just how this felt; it was like fucking a pussy, but in some ways better, especially because Jane had zero gag reflex. The choking and gagging intensified as they worked each other harder. I loved when we did this, and I'm sure John did too.
Eventually, John could take no more and withdrew from her mouth, leaving her free to work on me. I kissed her hard, tasting the musky scent of him on her lips. Her face was covered with a sheen of sweat, pre-cum and saliva.
Reaching out to grasp her chest, I found John already there. He quickly withdrew, probably figuring I'd be mad, but I caught hold of his hand and put it back, cupping it with mine. Then I tightened my grip, both of us feeling and squeezing her in concert. 
Having her tits played with is one of Jane’s favorites. Once you get her going, she likes them bitten, pinched and slapped. I took one of her nipples and roughly twisted it. She hissed in pleasure and arched her back. We both started to maul her, roughly pinching her nipples and scratching at her flesh. Jane was writhing in a combination of pleasure and pain while I fucked her mouth hard. 
I loved that I could do whatever I wanted to her, which gave me a sense of power and control. John continued to grope her from behind, cupping her breasts and ravaging with her nipples as I pumped in and out of her mouth. After a while, I felt my release building. I wasn't ready for this to be over yet, and damned if I was going to be the first to finish.
"You'll make me blow if you keep going," I said, and Jane reluctantly sat, slowly jerking us as we caught our breath. I don't think we could believe we were doing this.
"Why don't you suck him again?" I said.
Before Jane went, I yanked her bikini bottoms off, and now all of us were naked. I took the chance to feel the soft skin of her pussy, briefly inserting two fingers, making her moan as John’s length filled her mouth again.
"Are you sucking another man?"
She loved the dirty talk.
"Yes," Jane replied huskily.
"Is it nice and big and hard?" I asked, pressing down on her G-spot, driving her into a frenzy. I only got a muffled rasp in response, as we were really working her hard. I was amazed John had lasted this long in her tight throat.
"I'm going to come," John forced out, "Where do you want it?"
Jane pulled off, continuing to wank him. 
"On my face," 
I almost died. I had figured she'd finish him with her hand or something, or maybe swallow, but not this.
Jane looked at me, with a look of absolute passion on her; I was living out one of my biggest fantasies. I loved that we were doing it together.
Coming on Jane's face was my number one way to finish, and I was fortunate to get to do it often. I loved coating her in a blanket of warm white jizz, striping it up the smooth skin, across her nose, cheeks and forehead.
At the beginning of our marriage, I would only finish in her or on her stomach. Then came kids, and our sex life dropped off for a few years. But one day, after the kids got older, Jane texted me and said I should come home early from work. When I got there, she was naked on the bed, working a dildo in and out of herself, using a vibrator on her clit.
"I need you to come on my face and then fuck me in the ass," I couldn't believe these words were coming out of my wife's mouth, but I didn't ask a second time and I ended up doing just that, shooting a huge load all over her in the shower after working her throat with my cock..
From then, it had always been what I asked for, though I knew she mostly did it to make me happy. At first, it was only on 'special occasions' in case I got 'bored,' but I assured her I would never get bored of her painted face, and I never did. Eventually, I was allowed to do it more often, sometimes a couple of times in a single session. The one problem of it all though was the immediate letdown of my orgasm which prevented me from thoroughly enjoying the experience. Another man finishing on her before I did would still leave me turned on and ready to go, fulfilling my ultimate fantasy.
"Yes," I hissed. "Cover her for me."
"Are you sure?" John asked huskily.
"Yes, coat me with your juice while my husband watches." She looked back at me for one final confirmation, and I nodded eagerly.
She got on her knees. "Tell me when." And she started sucking.
I moved as close to her as I could, our bodies pressed together. The sights and sounds were fantastic; he drove into her with a frenzy as Jane sucked and slurped. I started kissing her cheek and stroking her skin. I had sucked a man once many years ago, and it had been incredible. I was hoping one day, I'd get to do it again. I could feel the warmth of John's hard dick as it went in and out. I longed to wrap my lips around it.
"Ready," John croaked and withdrew. Jane stayed on her knees, looking up at him as he stroked himself.
"Open up," I said to her. I always wanted Jane to keep her mouth open to receive my come, but she often ended up recoiling and closing it at the last minute. Not this time; this was my fantasy made real, and I was going to get it. 
Jane opened wide and reached her hand up to massage John's balls. That sent him past the point of no return. 
"I'm cummming," he roared, and a jet of thick white liquid erupted out of his cock, splattering along her nose.
Jane flinched but then kept still to take the rest. John let out another huge blast which painted her left eye closed, then one on her right. The following two covered her left cheek, one final jet landing on her chin and tongue. I felt her throat muscles clench as she swallowed, then gently took him into her mouth, cleaning him off. When he was done, Jane was covered; both eyes were plastered shut. She hadn't moved an inch. 
"How do I look?"
"Absolutely beautiful," And I meant it. This was better than I had hoped. John collapsed back into the tub, spent.
Most times, when I finished on her, Jane wanted to wipe it off quickly. But this was part of my fantasy and she went along with it, leaving herself  covered with John's seed. 
I couldn't wait any longer. If I didn't get to suck him, I would get the next best thing. I grabbed her chin and kissed her deeply. The taste of another man's juice on her lips was intense and musky; I loved it. I was rock-hard and infinitely turned on as I kissed her forehead and cheek, spreading the thick liquid with my tongue. I used my hand to spread it over her cheeks, forehead and into her hair making my cock harder, if that was possible. Seeing John’s come in her hair and on her face was incredible. I felt invincible.  
Jane started to suck me again and I knew I was close; there was no way to stop the orgasm welling in me, nor did I want to.
"I'm going to cover you," I said, pulling out. 
"Yes, do it; shoot it all over me."
I blasted out an enormous load of come. The first jet went onto her forehead and hair, dripping down her nose. Then two more onto her left eye before moving to the right, shooting wherever I wanted. Three smaller jets covered her chin before my final shot hit her tongue. I slid my dick back into her mouth, giving her the last of it.
I stood back and admired her. Absolutely stunning; her face and hair were plastered with sticky white liquid, which was now starting to drip down her chin and onto her chest. I had never seen anything so hot in my life.
Then she did one of the raunchiest things I have ever seen and reached up and used her hands to smear the sticky liquid all over her forehead, chin and cheeks. She rubbed more of it into her hair. Then, she put her hands to her mouth and licked what was left from her fingers. The feeling was indescribable.
"How was that?"
"You are unbelievable," I said. "I love you so much." Then I was on her, kissing her cheeks and lips, tasting the mixture of our come, saliva and sweat, driving my tongue between her lips, and pulling on her tits. I couldn't get close enough to her, jamming my body against her.
At some point during this, John decided it was best to take his leave, and he must have slipped out; he was gone when I looked up.
The water had started to cool, so we got out, covering ourselves with towels.
"Are you okay with what we did?" Jane asked.
"It was fantastic," I said. "Can we do it again next week?"
A grin set in. "Definitely. You guys didn't get to fuck me yet." She kissed me deeply.
Jane went to sleep with our combined juices on her body that night. The next morning, I got to feel the crusted remains that had dried on her giving me an instant erection.
We had incredible sex, and at the end, Jane begged me to finish on her face again, which I happily did, adding a third load to the two already there. Usually, I could only do this when she was drunk, so getting to do it in the light of day was another new thrill. I played with the cum on her until I was satisfied, finally letting her get up and shower.



    
        HotTub Threesome Chapter 2 - Penetration

        The next week, we lost even worse than before—our worst loss of the season. John bowed out at halftime—yet another hamstring injury. He watched the remainder of the game from the sidelines, unable to leave since we had carpooled to the game. “Carpooling” with John meant we had to drive every week, as he was too cheap to put gas in his car or pay the $1.00 parking fee. Jane didn’t seem to mind, but week after week, it irked me.
This time, though, I wasn’t mad that we had lost; I was expecting it by now. I was intensely curious to see if we’d continue on from the events of the past week. The threesome had been organic, although somewhat perpetrated by Jane “accidentally” losing her bikini top. If anything happened this week, it would be premeditated. I still had a mixture of jealousy and excitement flowing through me, with the excitement winning out. This was something we’d always wanted, and the last week had been the hottest sex we’d ever had. We’d fucked every night in ever-crazier positions, our passions fueled by thoughts of our threesome.
However, Jane had only given us oral, no penetration. Was I going to be OK with another guy—John—fucking her? What if he was better than me? Unlikely, especially given that his cock was skinnier—Jane always said she loved my girth. What if she made different sounds, or he made her cum on his cock? How was I going to feel?
I could see Jane was nervous too, gulping half her wine in one go (good thing I’d started out with the cheap stuff this time). She took out the weed pipe and sucked in a huge amount of smoke before offering it to us.
“Hot tub again?” she said, exhaling and gesturing to John’s injured leg.
“Sure,” he said, sheepish.
“I’ll go get changed. You boys get comfortable.”
I gave John a look, and an understanding passed between us. This was going to happen. As long as she was game. This time, we made no pretense with the suits, tossing our clothes over the table and climbing in naked. Jane came back a few minutes later with shot glasses and a bottle of vodka. She was dressed in one of the coverups she uses for the beach. Black and partly see-through, it accentuated her shape perfectly.
“I figured we could use something to cut the tension,” she said, clinking the bottle and glasses down. She reached down to the sash across her waist, loosening the knot. I was expecting one of her tiny bikinis beneath, but instead she was naked.
“What?” she said, climbing into the tub. “It’s not like you haven’t both seen it before.” She had a point; both of us had gotten a much better view than we had anticipated the previous week.
She didn’t sit at first, bending over to fill the shot glasses with vodka. We both got a full-on view of her ass and smoothly waxed pussy under the soft lights of the tub.
Jane handed out the glasses, filled to the brim. “Cheers,” she said, raising hers, “to good times.” We all drank, downing the fiery liquid in a single swallow. The heat of the vodka only served to increase my arousal. We were doing this. My nerves were on fire, and a bolt of anxiety and lust was building deep within me.
“Last week was fun, huh?” Jane said, refilling our glasses and slipping down into the tub. In doing so, she got closer to John than was necessary, dangling her boobs directly in his face.
We both nodded, afraid to break the spell that was in the air. She downed her second shot. We followed and set our glasses down on the edge of the tub. I looked over at John and gave him a quick nod. The previous week had been almost exclusively for our pleasure, as we shared her between us. We needed to put that right. In concert, we both moved closer to her. I reached down and pulled her legs up, floating her on the surface of the water. Her tits were perfect, small, and tight against her chest; the smoothness of her mons vivid in the low light.
“Let us take care of you this time,” I said, moving in for a kiss. She didn’t complain but leaned toward me, sealing her lips on mine.
I reached down for her tits, starting off firm but gentle. She loved rough play, but it was something that had to be built up to. I glanced over, and John had moved between her legs, reaching out gently to stroke the smooth skin above her clit. Jane let out a sigh. Sometimes she had a hard time relaxing and receiving pleasure during sex, but the shots combined with the atmosphere of arousal seemed to be doing the trick. I was determined that tonight she would get her pleasure before us.
“Alexa, play chill-out radio,” I said between mouthfuls of Jane’s nipples. The silence had started to get to me, and I needed something to keep the mood going. The soothing tunes of Sunlounger started to fill the air. Jane was breathing hard into my mouth as I kissed her deeply, kneading the flesh of her tits, trying not to favor one over the other. John had reached down between her legs now. Was he fingering her? Feeling the soft insides of her pussy? The thought of his fingers inside her sent conflicting thoughts through my head. On the one hand, it was an incredible turn-on; on the other, it sent a pang of jealousy through me; another man was feeling my wife’s delicate insides.
I put the negative thoughts to the side. It wasn’t like she was going to leave me for him or that he would—or could—take something from me. She’d still be there after this night and all the others.
I squeezed one nipple harder, gauging her reaction. Jane took a breath. She knew what was coming. The combination of my nibbling and John’s fingers was getting her worked up enough to take some more intense stimulation. I bit deeply into her nipple, causing her to jerk back. She let out a moan, and I knew she would be wet with her juices.
"Use your mouth,” I whispered to John. “She loves that.” A look of concern flitted across his face, but I waved him on, getting back to my nipple-biting.
Slowly, I raised the tempo, increasing the pressure of my bites and squeezes, before... I bit down hard on the flesh of her left tit. Jane let out a sharp sound, but I knew she loved it. It was going to form a bruise the next day, a lingering pain that would resonate through her, reminding her of this night as she worked out at the gym.
Why did I like to hurt her? She’d ask of me often. Not in a negative way, but truly wanting to know. She didn’t know why she liked it either. For me, it was simple. Posession: the knowledge that she would let me do anything I wanted to her. It made me want to consume her, to bite and claw at her flesh, proving I was the one she wanted. Which was especially ironic given I was currently sharing her with another man.
John’s face was embedded deep between her thighs, and it looked like he was backing his oral action up with a couple of fingers inside her. Good, I thought. I hoped she was loving this, and by her body’s reactions, I was confident she was.
“Nibble her clit,” I said, raising my head. “She loves a little pain with her pleasure.” Part of me couldn’t believe I was giving another guy advice on how to get my wife off, but she needed this. I needed this; needed to make her feel good. I could tell John was following my instructions as I felt Jane’s body arch into me, demanding my mouth again. I don’t know what came over me, but in a lust-filled moment, I lowered my mouth and bit her stomach–hard. I was so turned on, I wanted to consume her body as a starving man gobbles food. That was definitely going to leave a mark.
“Yesssss,” she hissed, “bite me, hurt me, make me cum.” Then her body started to convulse, her legs were shaking, and her breath was ragged. “Keep going,” she let out. There was no way we were going to stop now. I reached out for her nipples, twisting them cruelly between my thumb and finger as her body trembled and shook. After what felt like minutes, her body stilled, her convulsions over.
“That was a-mazing,” she let out, still floating on her back. “I needed that.” I couldn’t have agreed more.
“You OK?” I said as she continued to float.
“Never better.”
Me and John retreated to our respective sides of the tub, letting her float for a while and allowing her body to come down from the climax we’d given her. I was impressed with ourselves. Usually she needed a toy to have a super intense orgasm, but this one appeared to be one of her best.
Eventually she came back to earth, dropping to her knees in the tub. “Man,” she said, “you really worked me over; I’m gonna be sore tomorrow. But…it’s not tomorrow yet.” She crawled over to John on her knees. “Pour me another shot,” she called out over her shoulder.
I poured shots for all three of us. It appeared we were going to need them. I didn’t hand them out, but I sat back and watched Jane work on John's cock. He had moved to sit on the edge of the tub, and she was taking him into her mouth, giving me a great view of her pussy and ass.
“I need you to both fuck me tonight,” she said, reaching for her shot. “I’m so fucking turned on. I need it.” And who were we to argue? I still felt a slight vein of jealousy within me, but it was far overshadowed by the pleasure I knew we were about to give each other. Me and John threw back our drinks, watching her body in the soft evening light.
Surprisingly, I enjoyed watching her sucking on John. Her lips sealed around his crown as she slid slowly down his length, eyes locked on his, before rising up and twisting her hand along his shaft. It’s one thing to enjoy and fantasize about doing things with other people, but you never truly know until you try it. You have to hope it doesn’t break something within you. I had been worried the reality would repulse me, but quite the opposite. I was happy to sit and watch them together for now. How would I feel when they fucked, I wondered? Seeing him split her lips when he slid deep inside her? I left the thought for later.
Jane was working him hard now, and I could see him reach down and grab the back of her head, forcing her onto his cock. He was learning. The sounds coming from her mouth were guttural, gagging, and spitting as he worked ever deeper into her. His length must be half-way down her throat.
“I need you now,” she said, pulling off him and waving me over.
“Let me taste him on you first,” I said, pulling her close. This was something that had never come up in fantasy, and if I’d been asked a week ago, it would have been a hard no. However, tasting another man's cock on my wife’s mouth was fast becoming a favorite of mine. The musky, tangy flavor was like nothing I’d ever experienced. This time her face was flush with her own spit, which, mixed with his own pre-cum, drove me to mash my lips harder into her.
Turning, she began to suck him again, and I lined myself up with her pussy. I was going to get my wish and spit-roast my wife. This was the stuff of dreams. We’d talked about it endlessly, but never once before last week had I imagined I’d get to do it in real life. I pushed slowly, knowing the hot tub water would have washed away much of her natural lubrication. She paused on John's cock, allowing me to slide slowly inside her, forcing her open as my thick cock penetrated her. She let out a sigh and went back to working on John. 
 
 It was awkward at first, as my thrusting would push her off of John. After a minute or so, we got into a rhythm. She would take John deep, then raise up, letting the head of his cock rest in her mouth as I thrust forward, causing her to dive down deep again. The view was perfect; the low light was reflecting off our wet bodies, which were beaded with drops of water. The view of my wife’s upturned ass, merging into the curve of her lower back, was incredible.
If I leaned to the side, I was just able to see John’s cock going in and out of her mouth. I had never seen anything so hot before. Jane’s pussy was slick with her juice, allowing me to drive into her deep and hard. I reached around, grabbing her already-mauled tits, and squeezed, eliciting a slight yelp of pleasure from her.
After a few minutes, she pulled away from John and turned to me. “You know what I want now,” she said, and I knew she wanted to fuck him. Take his cock deep inside her, where for the past ten years, only mine had been. This was the moment from which there was no return.
“Is that OK?” she said, sensing doubt in my expression. But it was more than OK. Especially as she was going to suck me at the same time.
“What about protection?” I said. I didn’t think John was getting much action (except in our hot tub, apparently), but it was hard to be sure.
“Pocket,” came the muffled reply as she dove down deep on John again. Initially confused, I hopped out of the tub and picked up her coverup. Sure enough, there in the pocket was a packet of condoms—latex-free. Ever thoughtful, my wife never ceases to amaze me. I wasn’t sure if I should be upset or impressed. I pulled a condom out and tossed it to John. He looked up at me, questioning, and I nodded. This was it.
John ripped open the foil and rolled the condom down his length, pinching the end to make sure the cum wouldn’t explode out of it when the time came. Jane kneeled facing away from him, presenting him with her pussy.
“What’s he going to do?” I asked, knowing the dirty talk would turn her on.
“He’s going to fuck me,” she said, her breath tight.
“Where’s he going to fuck you?”
“In my…in my…pussy.”
“Yes,” I let out as she lined him up and slowly backed onto him.
“He’s going to put his hard, hard dock deep in your warm pussy.” She moaned and arched her back toward John, inviting him into her warmth. Then she pushed back, taking his length slowly into her. I could see when he bottomed out, her ass fully against his crotch. She sighed. John was significantly longer than me, and I knew he was touching parts of her I could never reach.
“Does that feel good?” I asked, not needing a response. She began to thrust back and forth, taking him deep before letting his cock go almost all the way out. Another man was fucking my wife. Things would never be the same. Surprisingly, I was OK with it. I loved seeing her reaction and her pleasure, and this served to turn me on more. She had her eyes closed as she moved. I reached down, caressing the smooth skin of her stomach and finding her clit. She gasped in pleasure as I gently flicked my finger across it. I could feel John as they fucked, his cock brushing against my fingers as I continued stroking her. I had never been so turned on in my life; it felt as if my entire skin was on fire.
Jane reached out to touch me, jacking me back and forth, splitting her focus. I stood, took my cock, and put it to her lips. Without hesitation, she opened her mouth and took as much of me in as she could. Since I was thicker than John, she couldn’t take me all at once but had to back off and slowly inch her way down until her nose was embedded in my crotch. The scene before me was incredible. I was deep down my wife’s throat as my friend pounded her from behind. It was the stuff of dreams.
I reached down for her tits, finding John’s hand already there. Good man, I thought. Maybe we could make her cum a second time? It was incredibly rare for her to cum from penetration, but she was so worked up that I thought it might be possible. I wasn’t sure yet how comfortable I was with her orgasming on another man's cock, but in that moment, all I wanted was her pleasure.
“Cum for me,” I whispered to her. “Let yourself go; let it all out.” John must have heard me because he started to pound harder and harder.
“Spank her,’ I said to John. He reached out and swatted her gently on the butt. That was never going to do it.
“Harder, do it harder; she wants it, needs it.” He hit her harder this time, but still nowhere close. I reached out, moved his hand off her ass, and, whack, I slapped her as hard as I could manage. She reacted like she’d been shot, jerking her body upwards, away from the stinging. “Like that,” I said, and John got the idea.
John started landing blows on her ass, first one cheek, then the other, the slaps sounding out in the night. I couldn’t see her skin reddening, but I knew it was happening, and at the rate he was hitting her, it would still be plenty red the next morning. This started to do the trick; she pulled off of me, no longer able to coordinate her movements, and began to breathe raggedly.
I felt her core start to shake; she pushed back harder into John, and then she was cumming on his cock, her whole body convulsing with pleasure as her orgasm washed over her. Her spasms were so intense, she shot John clear out of her pussy as she continued to arch her back. I reached down and kissed her deeply.
“I hope that was as good for you as it looked,” I said as her body stilled. She didn’t speak but took me in her arms, holding me tight, and I knew we had made her feel good, our efforts rewarding her with the pleasure she deserved.
We all stopped to catch our breath. Sweat was sheening off my back, and my knees were kiling me. I was going to pay for this in the morning.
When we had all recovered, Jane said, “That was amazing; I’ve never felt so good. Thank you both for making this happen, but now it’s your turn.” We weren’t dumb enough to pretend we didn’t also want to get off, although I think both of us would have been OK with anything by then. However, one thing about my wife is that she gets pleasure out of making her guy cum, and once again, she was going to have two of us.
“Do you want to fuck me again?” she asked John.
“Don’t need asking twice,” he replied. I flipped him another condom, which he quickly rolled down his length. “I’m not going to last long after all this,” he said.
“Don’t even worry,” said Jane. I’m yours for your pleasure now; use me however you want. I need you to get off.” Hearing those words made my cock stiffer, if that was possible.
“What do you want?” she said, looking up at me, but it was a rhetorical question. She knew exactly. This time she sat facing John, reaching down to line himself up with her. This was far more intimate than doggy had been, and to my surprise, it turned me on more. What was wrong with me? I wondered. Why was I turned on by her increasing levels of intimate contact with my friend? No answers were forthcoming, and then she turned and gestured for me to fuck her mouth, and all thought was lost.
“Do you want to cum in me?” she asked John as she rode him. From the way he was breathing, it didn’t seem like he was going to last long. I was fine with him cumming inside her as long as it was in a condom, but John had other ideas. He pushed himself up, whipping the condom off and pushing her to her knees. She took him in her mouth, and he drove deep. I could see his cock pulsing as he came down her throat, his seed jetting into her stomach. It must have been a big load, as she coughed and spluttered, choking it down.
Once he was still, she motioned to me and reached out for a kiss. I’d tasted my own fluids on her lips many times before after she swallowed me, but this was better. I hadn’t orgasmed yet, so I was still turned on and horny. The mildly bitter taste of John on her lips drove me wild.
Then, “I know what you want,” she said, starting to stroke me. I was so predictable. While I loved cumming in her pussy and mouth, given the choice, I’d pick face every time.
“Get your camera,” she said to John, and I could see him scanning his face into his cell phone. This was interesting. I’d often wanted to film our escapades, but she was always reluctant, worrying about the fallout should her intimate pictures leak out for all to see. The passion of our night had obviously overridden that. I saw John had the camera in place and began to stroke myself. One thing I’d learned with facials is to never let the woman finish you off; men have better aim.
I felt like I had a gallon of cum built up in me by this point. I’d abstained for a few days prior, trying to build up a big enough load. I felt it start, and Jane reached out to cup my balls, knowing that would set me off.
I let out a massive rope of cum, which caught her in the right eye, with the second jetting across her forehead. I hoped John was getting all this, but it wasn’t as if I could stop to let him re-focus.
My final jets covered her nose and lips, blanketing her face. When I was done, she took me back into her mouth, cleaning me off. I reached down for my now-customary cum kiss, tasting our combined fluids on her breath.
“And... that's a wrap,” I heard behind me as John put the camera down.
“You better not share that damned video with anyone, ever,” said Jane, and from the tone of her voice, we knew she meant it. However, she didn’t say John couldn't; keep a copy, and I knew he would.
We were done by that point, exhausted from the heat and from our passion. John toweled off and dressed as I covered the tub. Jane got out, going inside the house after giving him one final kiss.
“Are you sure you are OK with this?” John said before he left, “That was intense.”
“More than sure,” I said, “this has been a fantasy of ours forever.”
Jane was asleep by the time I got up to bed; my cum drying on her body. John's was deep in her stomach, the thought of which filled my dreams that night. I curled up next to her, falling into a deep sleep.
The next day, we fucked as soon as we awoke, desperate to reconnect. We watched the video of us in the tub, using it to increase our arousal and pleasure. This time I came deep within her, my load scalding hot against the walls of her pussy. Then we used her toy and my fingers to bring her to one final orgasm. Don’t you feel so naughty with another man's cum in your belly and mine all over you? I whispered as I drove into her.
“Yessss,” she replied, and that was enough to drive her over the edge, her body convulsing in orgasm.
Sated, we lay back.
“Are you OK?” She asked, “How do you feel about last night? Are you mad? Jealous?”
“At first, I was a little jealous,” I admitted, but I can’t wait to do this again. Hopefully, we lose again next week.



    
        Hot Tub Threesome Chapter 3 - The Double

        After our previous encounter, Jane somehow awoke in time for her regular gym session. I had no idea how she got up so early every Saturday morning, especially given our usual heavy nights on Fridays. However, this time was different. In addition to carrying my load in her pussy, she had another man’s cum in her belly. The thought of this made me as hard as a rock.
The marks on her boobs I knew she could hide beneath her sports bra. The one on her belly could not be so easily concealed. The heat in the gym would make it unbearable for her to wear a shirt, forcing her to reveal her bruised midriff. The thought of her pumping weights and using the rowing machine while everyone wondered what she had been up to was a huge turn-on for me, causing my cock to bulge in my shorts. When she got back later that morning, she mounted me, her body covered in a sweet sheen of sweat and my cum still leaking from her.
“Did you feel it dripping out of you all morning into your thong?”
“Oh yesss,” she replied, sliding her slick pussy down my length. “I could feel your marks on me all morning as my boobs bounced and rubbed against my bra. It felt so naughty. I was full of two men's cum, and no one else had any clue. I was wondering if it would leave a wet spot on my leggings. I wore light-colored ones to make it easier to see. What would they think if they knew I was such a dirty little slut?” This sent her over the edge, her legs shaking as she came on my cock. That gave me the go-ahead to push toward my release, and I pumped harder and faster, pistoning in and out of her slick tunnel. Then I was coming, pulsing as I erupted inside her, pulling her close, desperate to feel her skin on mine.
The following week was the final game of the season, and somehow we managed to squeak out a win—five to four—with both of us men scoring two goals each. It may have helped that before the kickoff, Jane had whispered in both our ears, “You know, the rule is that if you score on the field, you score in bed.” I think we both intended to score in more than one way that night.
After Jane's whisper, we’d both had to walk out to the field with half-erections, trying to disguise them under our thin shorts. Overall, the other team played well, managing to hang on almost until the final whistle blew, with John scoring the winner in the 89th minute. He thrust his arm high in a well-deserved celebration, but I knew what else was on his mind.
Back at the house—which seemed to be assumed by this point—Jane said, “Let’s skip the hottub part tonight." She had no dissenters. Then she whispered in my ear, “Let’s get freaky.” Who was I to argue with that?
“I’ll start the shower; you bring up some wine,” she said, taking John by the hand. A thrill ran through me. The thought of them both in the shower, rubbing each other's bodies while I was getting drinks, excited me, although I didn’t know why.
I heard the water start and took my time selecting an expensive bottle, opening it, and letting it swirl into a decanter, watching the blood-red liquid slowly swirl from the bottle. As I waited for the last of the wine to gurgle down, my mind went to the upstairs shower. What were they doing there? Was John soaping my wife’s body, running his hands over her tits and stomach? Had she taken him in her hand, cleaning him off, their slick skin rubbing together as the water fell from the showerhead above them? My cock was hard, busting out of my shorts. This was the biggest turn-on ever. I didn’t think they’d be fucking. For some reason, that felt like a step too far without me there, but other things were fair game.
The wine had been still in the decanter for some time when I decided it was time to join them. In our room, there was a trail of discarded clothes leading toward the bathroom: shirts, followed by shorts, shin guards, and then John’s boxers and Jane’s black athletic thong. For some reason, it excited me that she always wore a thong for soccer, even though neither I nor anyone else would ever get the visual benefit.
Steam was billowing from the shower as I approached. I could barely make out two pink blobs moving back and forth. It appeared that one of them was on their knees. I plunked down the wine glasses and started to strip off my own clothes, hooking my boxers down over my erection. I felt like I’d had a perpetual hard-on for the past three weeks.
I slid the shower door back, and there was Jane on her knees with John's cock in her mouth. As I entered, she looked up at me with a sheepish grin.
“Sorry, we kinda got started without you,” she said.
“I see that, and I was hoping you would,” I said, gesturing them to continue. John looked relieved that I was not upset.
I started to soap myself, ridding my body of the sweat and mud from the field. Jane continued working John, taking his length deep into her mouth. I moved in, and she took me in her hand, continuing to suck him. Her touch felt incredible, made more erotic by the steam and our proximity in the shower. It was big enough for three, but barely, and I felt John’s body press against me as Jane worked both of us. I had an initial moment of squeamishness, but the sensations were so overpowering that I soon got comfortable with the unfamiliar feel of a man’s leg rubbing on mine.
Jane swapped for a minute, taking me in her mouth and using her hand on John, who let out a moan. She gagged as my thickness met her throat—in contrast to John’s slender length—but soon she had me all the way down, just as I liked, her lips meeting the base of my cock.
“That feels incredible,” I said, reaching down to touch her slick, soapy breasts, which were just within my grasp. John moved behind her and kneeled, pushing his body against hers. I knew his cock would be sliding along the soapy skin of her back. He reached around, grabbing her tits and covering my hands with his. We slid against each other, sucking and touching; our three bodies merged into a single, slippery whole.
“Your turn,” I said to Jane as we stood and sandwiched her body. I leant in for a deep kiss as John continued to massage her slippery tits, his stomch and groin grinding into her from behind as their bodies slipped over each other.
I got to my knees. John continued to grind against her ass and lower back. Jane’s pussy was perfect. Waxed smooth, her tiny clit perched above her outer lips. She always complained that her clit was too small, hiding away almost inside her body, but to me, it was perfect. Her outer folds were smooth, obscuring her neat inner lips and tight entrance.
I kissed her smooth mons, teasing her. She leaned back into John, who started pinching her nipples hard. I kissed where her thighs met her body, nuzzling into her, not yet touching her pussy, teasing. She thrust against me, begging for more contact. I pulled back, breathing warm air over her clit, teasing her as John continued to maul at her.
“Please,” she said, “don’t tease me.” I gave her pussy a lick from bottom to top, opening her lips wide as the flat of my tongue slipped up her warm center. I made sure to avoid her clit the first time, eliciting another moan from her. Then I inserted a finger, reaching for her G-spot as I gently tongued her clit. She was bucking against me, rubbing her ass against John's long, slender erection. She let out a hiss.
“Yessssss.”
I inserted a second finger and applied more pressure to her clit. “Pinch her nipples,” I said. I could tell from the increased intensity of her moans that he was doing so. Then I said, “Spank her. Spank her ass.” John stepped back. “Whack!” He began gently, and given the amplifying effect of the water, that was probably a good thing.
“More,” she moaned, pushing against me. John hit her again and again; I could feel him alternating the cheeks of her ass as he spanked her. Jane’s moans were getting more and more frantic, and I knew she was close.
I started moving my fingers faster and faster, massaging her G-spot. I saw her legs start to shake and tremble.
“Keep going,” I urged John. Then it happened. She'd never been a squirter before, saying it felt like she had to pee and was embarrassed to wet the bed. In recent months, however, she had been "practicing" with a toy and some videos she had found online, and she had been able to make it happen a couple of times, although so far not with me. She kept trembling, and I could see her stomach start to contract.
"Steve," she blurted out, "stop; I'm going to—" but that was precisely the point. She let me come on her face; now it was my turn to reciprocate. With a wail, she let go and came, a huge spurt of her cum erupting from her pussy.
The first blast hit me right in the face, coating my chin. I quickly moved down, catching the next blast on my nose and in my mouth. I clamped my mouth over her, feeling the rest of her squirt jet into my throat. I was in heaven; the combination of the shower and John’s ministrations had broken through her self-imposed barriers of shame, and she had really let go. Her squirt and juices covered my face and mouth, and I loved it. I mashed my face into her as she fully let go, draining herself. Eventually, she stopped shaking and collapsed back into John.
I stood, leaned over, and kissed her deeply, letting her taste both of her combined juices on my tongue.
“That was amazing,” I said, holding her tight and letting her come down slowly from her peak.
At that point, the shower was over; the lack of condoms and space was limiting our actions. After cleaning our bodies, we sipped wine while the water washed the suds away.
Jane got out first, tossing us both towels, and we made our way into the bedroom. There was no attempt at modesty tonight; all of us discarded our towels on the floor and made our way to the bed. A part of me wondered whether this was something we should do in the marital bed. Wasn’t that supposed to be sacred? A haven we both retreated to where we could worship each other body and mind? I had to admit, though, that something about it turned me on—bringing another man into our haven and all of us ravishing our bodies in the bed that was meant just for the two of us felt deliciously naughty and taboo.
I took one look at my wife, naked, sitting on the bed, her perfect little tits proud on her chest, her body tight yet smooth. I couldn’t believe I was lucky enough to be sharing these moments with her. I flipped on the sexy red light we used for our sessions, and on a whim, I switched on the video camera I kept pointed at the bed. After the video episode in the hottub, I figured we’d all be OK with it, and we could always erase it if someone wasn’t cool.
She retrieved the weed pipe from where we had strategically kept it, behind the bed. She put in some green and lit it, her naked body shining with the light of the moon and the soft glow of the red light. John hovered close to her, exchanging puffs of smoke. I was enjoying the continued intimacy between them, their lips brushing together as they inhaled the pungent smoke. This was something I’d never thought I would like. The act of sex and fucking was one thing, but I was surprised by how much their intimate movements were affecting me. The closer they got, holding hands and kissing, the hotter I got—my erection was raging.
I went to our “special” drawer while they embraced on the bed and retrieved lube, condoms, our favorite vibrator, and a pair of velcro handcuffs. Full BDSM wasn't our thing, but Jane liked being tied up and told what to do. She made so many decisions in her day-to-day life that she loved not having to make any in the bedroom, which was fine with me.
Jane saw the handcuffs, and there was a gleam in her eye. “Oh, are you going to tie me up? Then have your way with me,” she said. "Both of you big, strong boys." That was definitely the plan. John did not seem to object.
John rolled off of her, and I clamped the cuffs to her wrists. I love tying her up, but the problem was that it limited the positions we could do; her hands sometimes jammed uncomfortably between herself and the bed as I pounded her from above. I tossed John the box of condoms and spun Jane around so that her head was dangling from the bed. I stood by the side of the bed and offered her my cock. Since she had no use of her hands, she had to try to maneuver it in place with her mouth, which she almost managed to do, licking and slobbering at the sides of my shaft. 
 
 “Fuck her,” I said to John, and he slipped on a condom and slowly inserted himself into her. He was so long that it looked like half his length was still protruding from her. Despite the dimness of the red light, this was the best view so far I’d had of him penetrating her, and I loved the sight of his cock pushing her lips wide as he penetrated her depths. I helped Jane out by lining myself up with her mouth fully and feeding her my cock. She was filled from both ends. She let out a sigh as John pushed fully inside her, stretching out her pussy.
“So, then,” I said, backing out of her throat, “what were these new freaky things you wanted to try out?” My mind and body were tingling and ablaze. We had talked about many things during our sex sessions, fantasizing about what we’d do with a third, and I was curious to know how far she was willing to go. Spit roast was one thing, but there were plenty more I had in mind.
“Oh, I don’t know,” she said as I removed myself fully from her mouth. “I’m sure you will think of something. After all, I’m all tied up and helpless. I’m at your mercy; both of you.” The last was said with a wave of her bound wrists toward me. I had no problem with that. While I loved spit-roasting her, there were far more raunchy things I could think of. The only question was how far she would let us go. I moved onto the bed. I'd been doing some reading on swinging and group sex during the week, and I knew one thing people hated was the husband-director who tries to choreograph the entire evening. I didn’t want to be that person, but for now, there was no way around it.
“Get on top of him,” I said, motioning to the head of the bed. I had no idea if this was going to work or not, but there was only one way to find out. “Let me know if this is too uncomfortable,” I whispered to her as she shuffled her head to the headboard, looking somewhat comical with her hands bound. Jane and I had done anal before, but not often, and I was worried that this would be too much too soon. However, there was something else I had in mind. I hoped John was OK with a little male-on-male contact.
John helped Jane mount him, reaching down to slip his cock back inside her. Jane reached down to kiss him, dangling her breasts in John’s face, her bound wrists forced into the headboard. When their lips touched, a bolt of energy shot through me. I knew some couples had a “no kissing on the lips” rule, but for me, that just added to the experience. I let them fuck for a few minutes, sitting back and taking in the view.
I took the bottle of lube and generously coated my cock. I knew Jane was already wet, but since we’d never done this before, I wanted to be extra cautious. My cock felt like it was twice its normal size. 
“Hopefully this is OK with you.” I gently pushed her down, so she was lying chest-to-chest with John, her bound wrists behind his head. Given the handcuffs, she had no choice but to be face-to-face with him.
I was getting a great view of their conjoined bodies by now, her pussy stuffed full of John’s condom-covered pole and her puckered asshole, which I planned to service later if we were successful here.
Taking a breath, I lay my erection on top of John's, pointed not at her ass but instead at her pussy. I felt John’s body stiffen, but he didn’t complain. She looked back at me apprehensively, but I kissed her gently. “Let me know if it’s uncomfortable.”
I’d done my reading and knew having the longer cock on the bottom was the most likely way to make this work. I spread John's legs and pressed down. I hoped I didn’t hurt her or him. It took a second, but I felt her give as we split her ever wider. A small gap opened, and I pushed in a little. She gasped, now fully aware of my intentions. I felt her stiffen, but then she took a deep breath, and her body relaxed.
I found the sensation of mine and John’s legs touching slightly uncomfortable. I was far more accustomed to the smooth, silky legs of women than the rough hairs of men, which threatened to bring me out of the moment. Obviously, this wasn’t going to make either of us gay. I focused my mind and let the feeling of Jane's pussy override my discomfort.
I pushed gently but firmly, and the head of my cock popped into her, followed by an inch or so of my length. Everyone seemed OK. I slowly pushed forward, rocking back and forth within her until, after a minute or so, both of us were filling her tight warmth. I’d never felt anything like it; it was so tight, so full, and so amazingly naughty and forbidden. John let out a sigh and started to thrust, but it quickly became obvious that we were both going to be pushed out if we moved together, so we took turns sawing in and out of her, first one, then the other.
Jane was moaning and pushing back against me as we filled her pussy. The pressure was intense, and I could only imagine what Jane was feeling inside. I felt John’s length rubbing against me, both of us inside her tight, wet pussy. I'd been apprehensive about attempting this position, as I'd never had my cock touch another guy, even if it was through a condom, but this was incredible.
We were all perfectly in sync now. I’d pull out halfway, feeling John thrust into her, then she’d push back onto me as he withdrew and I pushed deeper inside her. I wished this feeling would never stop, but I knew it had to come to an end. I didn’t want either guy to cum yet, and I knew at some point it was likely to get uncomfortable for Jane. Reluctantly, I backed out, leaving John’s cock still embedded in her pussy.
“That was intense,” she said, collapsing onto him. I reached up and removed her handcuffs, allowing her the freedom to move. Jane got the weed pipe out again, and we all took a toke, the echoing sounds of "Tear Drop" by Massive Attack providing the perfect backdrop to our thoughts
“Yeah, absolutely amazing,” he said, and I echoed the thought. My body and nerves felt like they were on fire with the stimulation. Jane moved away from John to recover and drink more wine. We were definitely fulfilling our fantasies tonight.
“How do we all feel?” I said, “Are we going too far, too much male-to-male contact?” But no one complained. Whether it was the wine, the environment, or our growing comfort, we were all just enjoying the freedom to experiment.
I wanted to go further but knew we needed to work up to it. I got the vibrator out and covered it with lube. I pulled Jane’s hips toward me, putting her in doggy style. I slipped the vibrator slowly inside her until it was fully embedded deep within her. Then I coated my cock with a generous layer of lube and moved it above her pussy, to her other hole. She was tense, and the last thing I wanted to do was hurt her.
“Breathe.” I whispered to her, stroking her back, and I felt the tension lessen. I lined myself up at the entrance to her ass. We’d sometimes do this on our own, a toy in her pussy and me in her ass. It took a while to get her comfortable, but once both were fully inside of her, she loved it, bucking back and forth on me with the toy on level 7 embedded inside her. I pushed slowly and felt her let out a whoosh of air as the head of my cock pushed firmly into her. I paused for a few seconds, letting her adjust and applying more lube. I pulled back, allowing the lube to coat me as I thrust forward, the first inch or so embedded in her. My cock was quite thick—significantly thicker than John's—and for a brief moment, the idea crossed my mind that it would be more comfortable if he was in her ass and I was in her mouth or pussy. However, I wasn't sure if I was ready for another man to be in her ass—yet.
To make it easier, I flipped the vibrator to a lower level and felt her body start to relax even more. She started pushing back on me, and I was about halfway inside her ass. My cock isn’t super long, maybe five and a half inches—the girth was what was causing her the difficulty. I increased the vibrator's speed and pushed again, bottoming out in her ass. We paused for a second to let her get her breath, then I slowly pulled back half-way and forward again
“Yessss,” she hissed, and I knew the initial pain had subsided and she was getting into it. I signaled to John that he should move closer to her face. He had a look of awe on him; he'd been sitting, watching, and masturbating. Jane reached out and took John by the hand, pulling him toward her. She took his length deep in her mouth, and for the first time, my pretty, amazing, and beautiful wife was completely airtight. I couldn't believe it. Her pussy and ass were both filled, and her throat was full of him. John put his hands on the back of her head and pulled himself deep. I timed my thrusts to be opposite of his again. When he went in, I’d pull out, and we’d swap. With each thrust, John went deeper and deeper. His cock was so long, I half expected it to meet mine inside her ass.
Jane was moaning and wailing now, all her holes filled, a guy pounding her from each end, and a vibrator deep in her pussy. I could feel the toy through the thin membrane that separated her ass from her pussy, unyielding and plastic. I reached down and turned it on full as I twisted it, pulling it an inch or so out and back in. This position was tiring for everyone, and I knew it couldn’t last, but I wanted to see if we could get her to come.
“Pinch her nipples,” I said to John, who happily obliged. Then I started to spank her ass. I’d had a custom paddle made for her for her (my?) birthday. It had the words “Cum on me” etched into it, which would leave imprints of the text on her delicate flesh. I swatted her ass, first the left cheek, then the right, the obscene phrase appearing in white across her skin. Cum…on…me. I certainly intended to do just that. Her ass and lower back reddened, and she pushed back on me harder as John fucked her mouth and mauled her tits. Then I felt it deep within her. I’d never been in her ass before when she came, but now it was happening. Her ass was pumping rhythmically, warning me of her impending orgasm. Her legs started to wobble, and her moans became more frantic.
“Come for me,” I whispered, and that was enough to set her off. She pulled off of John and rammed herself back toward me, humping me and the vibrator simultaneously. Another gush of liquid spurted from her, covering my groin. Her breath was ragged, coming in spurts as she let go and embraced a huge whole-body orgasm. This was too much for John, who had been stroking his cock. He pointed it at her, and his orgasm was upon him, with jets of cum spewing from his cock. The first spurt shot right over her head and onto her hair and back, painting her white. I couldn’t see the rest, but I knew he was coating her face with his juice.
That was enough to set me off, too. I erupted in her tight ass, spraying her insides with my scalding cum. It felt like I came forever, spurred on by the contractions of her ass around my cock. I filled her full, spurt after spurt spewing into her tight, warm tunnel.
And then it was over. We all collapsed on the bed, a gaggle of limbs covered in sweat and other bodily fluids. A hand rested on me, but I couldn't tell whose it was, and I didn't care. It didn’t feel like Jane's, but I embraced it. I leaned over and kissed her cum-covered face, reveling in John’s salty taste. Her face was almost completely covered with a white film of his cum; strands of her hair matted together.
"That was…unbelievable…" I was finally able to say, exhausted and coming down from my orgasm. 
“Wow,” said Jane, “I never thought—" John was silent, lost in his post-orgasmic thoughts. The red light continued to blink on the camera, and I caught Jane looking at it. She smiled at me, knowing that we’d be watching this over and over during our one-on-one sex sessions.
After a minute or two, John spoke. 
“Amazing,” he said. "Shame, it’s going to be the off-season next week.”
“Jane laughed. Well, I don’t see why that should stop us; we still need at least one more guy to make me properly airtight.” I’m not sure either of us could believe what she was saying, but we definitely weren’t about to complain.
I started to become erect at her words, but only halfway. I was spent, as were we all. We fell asleep in each other's arms, a mass of limbs in our king-size bed. I don’t usually dream, but that night my thoughts were full of my wife taking on three cocks at once, filling all her holes, pounding away, and covering her with our cum. I wasn’t sure how, but I knew we needed to make it happen.



    
        Hot Tub Threesome Chapter 4 - The Third

        Jane was right; if we wanted to do a true airtight, we were going to need an extra cock, but where to find one? The hookup apps were the obvious solution. I searched for the apps people were using for dating these days: Tinder, Feeld, and a few of the swinger apps: XLX, SDC, and Kasidie. Were we swingers? Was Jane a hotwife, and John was her bull? The names, terms, and definitions came at me thick and fast, and I felt overwhelmed.
I turned to Reddit, but that was a cesspool of desperation, flakes, and broken promises. The swinging apps looked promising. But was this something Jane truly wanted? Because he was out of town on business, John wasn't available that coming weekend, so I had some time to prepare.
I approached her that week, waiting for the highs and lows of our experience to settle down. I suggested a relaxing midweek hot tub session.
“So?” I poured her a glass of wine. I figured one or two was fine, but I wanted her of sound mind.
“So,” she responded; she knew I had something to say and was waiting for me to spit it out.
“I’ve really enjoyed the experiences with John so far.”
“And you want to stop?” she said,
“No—not at all,” I said, sipping my wine. “Unless you do?” Do you?”
“Haha, only if you do,” she said. So there we were, both doing it, both willing to stop if the other desired.
“I was wondering how serious it was." I said, “I mean, are we doing this every week? Only with John? What are the rules?”
“Honestly, I hadn’t thought about it,” she said, reaching out to touch my foot with hers, letting me know she was close. “The first time, it sort of happened, and then we fell into it. It looked like we were both enjoying it, so I kept going with it. But you’re right, we definitely need some parameters here.”
“I agree,” I said. “Were you serious about finding a third guy, or was that only in the heat of the moment?”
“I think I was serious. I meant it at the time, but sometimes the next day I feel guilty, wondering what my mom would think if she knew what we were doing. Are we even supposed to be doing this?”
I knew what she meant and imagined it must be more difficult for her than for me. Women were far more often labeled as a slut or loose, whereas men were much more likely to get the “stud” or attaboy treatment for the same behavior.
“I think, ‘Why should we feel guilty’?” She said, “We aren’t hurting anyone; everyone is consenting, but sometimes I can’t shake it.” 
“I know what you mean,” I said, moving in for a hug. “We can totally stop if you want.”
“Stop?” She said, “I don’t want that, but lets keep talking. I don’t want to build up resentment or damage our relationship.”
"Neither do I, but the worst thing that could happen is if we ruin us."
“We won’t,” she said.
“Pinky promise.”
“Pinky promise.” And we pinkied on it.
"So, that other dude then?" I asked, making her laugh. “Would you do it if I could find someone?"
“What about a chick for you?” She said, “So far, I’m having all the fun here."
“Honestly, I’m having a ton of fun.” I said, "I've always fantasized about sharing you, but I've never known how to bring it up." I wasn’t sure when you first went to touch John, but once we started, I knew this was something I wanted and something I was going to love. For now, let’s explore this until we aren’t having fun anymore. Deal?”
“Deal, but where do we find another person?”
I explained the minimal research I had done, bringing up some of the apps on my phone. She wasn’t too keen on the random hookup apps like Tinder and Feeld, so we decided to make an account on XLX. We picked a few basic photos of ourselves and then added a few screencaps from the videos we'd made, taking care that no one's face was in them, and you couldn't see more than an arm or a leg of John, so there was no way to identify him.
"What should we include in the 'what we are looking for' section?" I said, When we got to that part.
“Let’s be honest,” she said, not knowing what that was going to get us into.
“So you mean like ‘looking for a guy to make my wife airtight?’” I said, and she nodded.
“Sure” We filled out all the details—our ages, preferences, and who we were looking for—and I hit submit before closing my phone. We sat back in the tub, relaxing with each other, unaware of the maelstrom we had set off.
The next morning, I opened my email—327 unread messages. What the hell? I checked, and almost all were from XLX. I opened the site with a sense of dread, only to find a wall of messages, 99% of which were of the form "'Sup?" or "Want to fuck?" It seemed like every monosyllabic guy within a fifty-mile radius (and some a good deal further away) wanted to fuck my wife. We had those “in town for business” who definitely weren’t married, people who were willing to fly from Alaska, and one guy who wanted us to meet him in Barcelona.
This was useless; how was I going to dig through this crap?
I decided to reverse things. If it won't come to us, maybe I can come to it? I thought and started searching (after turning off the option for ‘single men’ to contact us).
It took me a while, but I found a few candidates. Their profiles had more than the minimum; their photos weren't 90% dick-pics; and they had at least some basic command of the English language. One mentioned he was a masseuse by day, which opened up some intriguing opportunities.
I wrote each one a short message, introducing ourselves and what we were looking for, and logged off, traumatized.
The next day was much better; there were only two new emails from XLX. I logged in. One guy had not responded, one ruled himself out immediately as his message consisted of a full-frame photo of a not-very-impressive dick, but the third—the masseuse—had written an intelligible reply and had included a face pic of himself.
I showed Jane his profile, and she reluctantly agreed to meet. I shot him a mail asking if he was free on Friday around 8 p.m., and he agreed to meet us at The Well—our local dive bar—to see if there was a match. 
We were both nervous as hell that day, fussing around the house, pretending to clean. There was a pit in my stomach. Spur-of-the-moment experiences with a friend were one thing, but now we were going to a bar with the express intention of finding a guy to fuck my wife. Was I OK with that? Was I insane? I didn’t know the answer to either question, but I wasn’t going to back out now.
Jane dressed in a low-cut top and short skirt. Going to give him a look at the good before he committed, I thought. I dressed more conservatively in jeans and a polo shirt. We found a seat at the back of the bar and texted him to let him know where we were. I was a wreck, a ball of nerves. Did this make me less of a man? A cuck?—another new term I’d learned in my research. I didn’t know. Would he show up? According to Reddit boards, at least 90% of people ghosted the first meetup online.
A voice interrupted my reverie. He said, "Jim," and there he was, standing before us. I stood, feeling like a prize idiot; I hadn’t noticed him enter the bar.
“Steve,” I said, shaking the proffered hand, feeling my face flush, “and this is Jane.” He hugged Jane, and I was glad to see he looked like his photos. Maybe a few pounds heavier, maybe a few years older, but close enough. He had actually showed up too, which was a bonus. Jim had had the sense to bring his drink to our table, removing the awkwardness of me having to offer to go get him one. He sat across from us, standing around 5'10, just like his profile said. Taller than me, but not tall enough to make me feel dwarfed.
“We’re new at this,” I blurted out, but I think that was probably obvious. That earned me a chuckle.
“Don’t worry,” he said. “I’ve done this a few times. Not enough to make me an expert, but enough to help us feel our way through it. We’re just here to get to know each other. That's all. No expectations, no commitment.” I liked the sound of that. I asked him about himself. He was 47—older than us, with two college-age kids. He’d gone through a nasty divorce a few years back and was now starting to live his best life with no obligations.
Me and Jane gave him the basics about us without giving too much away, and then we started to get into the reason we were looking for a third.
“I liked your message,” said Jim, taking a sip of his beer. “I like a man who knows what he wants.” 
“I tried the other way first,” I admitted to him. “Put out a post that we were looking for men.”
“Ah,” he said with a knowing smirk, “got the low-life of the entire surrounding area in your inbox, huh?” I chuckled in agreement. By this point, we were low on drinks. Me and Jane had agreed on an emergency signal of her squeezing my thigh three times if she felt uncomfortable and once if she was OK (again, courtesy of my extensive swinger/hotwife research). I felt a gentle squeeze on my leg and waited for more, but they didn’t come.
“Looks like we need more drinks,” I said, gesturing to his almost-empty glass. “How about I go to the bar and you two get better acquainted?” I caught Jane’s eye to make sure she was OK with it, and she winked back.
“What are you drinking?”
“Fat Tire.” I made my way to the bar, making sure I had a line of sight. My stomach was churning. Was I a huge idiot? Was I foolish to allow a man we hardly knew to spend time alone with my wife? I felt like a prize fool, but I stuck it out. I ordered another round, closing out the tab, figuring if we hadn’t made up our minds by the time these drinks were done, we never would.
Then, as I picked up the drinks and started back for the table, I looked up—they were kissing right there at the table. A wave of jealousy mixed with excitement shot through me. My wife was kissing another man in public. Chances were low that someone who knew us was going to see, but it was like a bolt of electricity had hit me. I’d never been so turned on before. I stalled, pretending I had to re-adjust the drinks, but really I wanted to watch them and see what happened next. I watched for maybe 30 seconds, and then he dove in to cup a breast. The warm feeling in my stomach continued; it was super hot, and the turn-on far outweighed the feelings of jealousy and weakness.
I couldn’t delay any more and made my way back to the table. They were still mid-kiss. Jane looked up guiltily. “He asked if he could kiss me,” she said. “I almost said no, but then I thought you’d most likely be OK with it.” She looked nervous, like she’d broken a rule.
“I’m totally OK with it,” I said, putting the drinks down and leaning in to kiss her, getting a small whiff of his cologne in the process—peppery and distinctly male. By now, anyone with a view of our table would be totally confused as to who was with whom; those were definitely not brother-type pecks on the cheek.
“I guess we’re getting acquainted then,” I said, sitting. Jim moved closer to Jane, joining her on the bench seat.
“Don’t let me stop you,” I said, and Jim leaned in for another kiss. This was better than seeing them from across the bar; this was close up and personal. Jane moved her hand to his chest, running it up and down over his shirt, before reaching underneath to contact his bare flesh. I was mesmerized and massively turned on watching my wife make out with a total stranger. My cock was painfully erect in my pants, and my nerves electrified. 
After a minute or so, they separated.
“So, what now?” I said. We’d made a deal not to do anything beyond a meet and greet the first time, and so far this had gone way faster than I had anticipated. I was within a whisker of breaking our rule, but Jane did it for me. 
“We’d love to continue the night,” she said, speaking for me. Jim looked at me and must have noticed my hesitation.
“Look,” he said. I totally get it’s scary to invite a stranger back. Here’s my driver's license. Why don’t you folks take a photo of it? I’ll go out to my car, and you chat for the next ten or so minutes. If I don’t have a text by then, no harm done; we can meet again if you want or not. If you do text me, then I promise I’ll be respectful and follow whatever rules you have in place.” 
 
 With that, he downed the last of his beer and left.
“What are we doing?” I said, “Are we really inviting a stranger back?” The thought both scared and excited me. 
“He seems nice,” Jane said, “and we know who he is.” I was on the fence but decided to take a chance.
"OK, I said, let’s do this. I had no idea if I was making a good or a bad decision, but the die was cast. I texted him our address and asked him to park down the street a ways so the neighbors wouldn’t see.
We passed his car on the way in, and he’d done exactly as asked. Jane shrugged off her jacket, and I texted him “coast clear." I was on tenterhooks; this was way beyond what I had expected, and my stomach was roiling and churning. Jane said she was going upstairs to get “more comfortable,” and I waited downstairs.
Less than a minute later, there was a knock at the door, and I showed him upstairs. The bathroom light was on, and it was just us, guys, trying not to feel awkward, though we knew the likelihood was that we'd both be fucking my wife before the night was over. I wasn’t sure what to do next, but Jim fixed that for me, stripping off his shirt, jeans, and socks. He was way more built than me, even if his belly obscured some of the underlying muscle. I noticed a good-sized bulge in his shorts. How big is this guy? I wondered.
Before I could wonder too much, the bathroom door opened, and out came Jane. We both sucked in a breath. She looked amazing. She had on high heels, hold-up stockings, and a black lace thong topped with a half-bustier. 
Jim immediately went to her, taking her in his arms and kissing her full on the lips. She leaned into him, her hand running up and down his back, pulling him toward her. I was standing to the side when I saw Jim reach down, taking her tits in his large hands and massaging her through the thin bra. She let out a moan as he reached her nipples.
Then Jane dropped to her knees; she looked magnificent with her toned legs splayed out behind her. She took Jim’s shorts by the hand and dragged them down over his cock. It was big, but not as massive as I had feared. Maybe my same girth and as long as John. Still, it was nothing to sniff at. As his thick member appeared, Jane let out a gasp. He looked like he was only half-hard. I had no idea how much bigger it was going to get, but it threatened to make our airtight plans interesting, to say the least.
Jane was undeterred, though, taking its length in her hand. It looked preposterous, his large member in such a tiny hand. Tentatively, she gave it a lick, then put the head in her mouth. Jim let out a groan, and I took the opportunity to drop my shorts, revealing my much closer-to-average cock. I was curious as to how much Jane could handle. Jim reached down and gently placed his hand on the back of her head, not applying much pressure but making his intent known. She opened wider, her jaw at its limit, and pushed forward. Around a third disappeared into her mouth. I had no idea how she was going to deal with the rest.
She pulled back, his glistening head appearing from her mouth, a small strand of her saliva connecting her mouth to him. I took a moment to revel in the almost absurd situation. Here I was, a married man, standing in my own bedroom naked while my wife was doing her best to sword-swallow a huge cock not three feet from me. Jane took him in her mouth again, this time getting around halfway down.
“Good girl,” he said, then began to apply a little pressure to the back of her head. Jane made a gagging noise but kept going, getting around three-quarters of him in. Finally, he allowed her to pull back. She settled back on her haunches.
“I don’t think I’m going to get that monster all the way down.”
“You will, before the end of the night,” said Jim, and I believed him.
Jane then turned her attention to me, standing up to kiss me. I tasted the musky, tart flavor of him on her lips. My cock swelled more, and she dropped to her knees and easily consumed my length, her lips connecting with the base of my cock. It felt incredible—her warm mouth and tight throat squeezing my cock. She bobbed up and down, using her hand and her mouth. It was all I could do to not cum immediately.
“Let’s move this to the bed,” said Jim, reaching out to Jane from behind. I had no complaints; I was dying to see her take that monster inside of her. As Jane stood, I reached out and unclipped her bra, revealing her pert tits. Jane’s tits are one of my favorite features, sitting proud on her chest. She always complains that she wants them bigger, but I think they are perfect the way they are. Jane lay back on the bed, and Jim moved between her legs, running his hands up her stomach and over her tits.
Then he took his fingers in the straps of her thong and pulled it slowly down over her hips. He let out a moan as her smooth, wet pussy came fully into view. He then spread her legs, getting a prime view of her warm center, and buried his face there, licking up her slit and across her clit. Jane reached out for me, taking me by the cock and pulled me into her. The view was incredible. My length was fully consumed by Jane’s mouth. Jim continued to work between her legs.
After a couple of minutes, I said, “I want to see you fuck her.” I reached for the box of condoms but realized the futility. There was no way any of ours were going to come close to fitting him. I made a mental note to stock up on some larger sizes. 
Fortunately, he had come prepared. I suspected this was not the first time this had happened to him. He pulled a box of magnum XXL from a small bag he’d brought with him and rolled one down his phallus. This was it—what I’d been waiting for. He was going to fuck her, stuffing his huge cock in my wife's tiny pussy. I pulled out of her mouth and moved closer, wanting a front-row seat.
“Lube,” she said, and she was right; there was no way this was going inside her without lube. I reached down for the bottle, and I don’t know what came over me, but I squirted it on him and then found myself reaching out to rub it in. I had the good sense to look him in the eye first, and he gave me a silent assent. I’d never touched another man’s cock before and definitely don’t consider myself gay. Maybe it's bisexual now, or bi-curious (another term I'd discovered in my research)? His cock was harder than I thought, yet still pliable and much warmer—it felt alive under my touch. I was fascinated, but this was not the time to explore further. I reached down and lined him up with Jane’s pussy, which looked far too small to accept him.
Then he was pushing forward, his cock's head splitting her smooth lips apart. She gasped as the initial stretch reached her, her tunnel widening to embrace him. Jim pulled back, and I squirted some more lube where their bodies were joined. He pushed back in around halfway. I had no idea how she was going to get any more in, but to my surprise, she started pushing and grinding against him, all the time moaning with desire. Millimeter by millimeter, his length disappeared inside of her until she was about three-quarters of the way. Then she stopped, and I realized that was as much as she was going to get inside. Jim paused for a brief second before beginning to saw in and out of her, his dick pulsing as it moved in and out of her.
Mesmerized, I watched it go in and out, parting the walls of her flesh. I had never seen anything like it. Instinctively, I reached down on his outstroke with my tongue and licked her clit. Jim thrust again, and I felt his cock against my forehead and nose. I had expected to be repulsed, but that was not the case; it felt good, moving up and down along my skin. I had the desire to try and take him in my mouth, but that would have to wait for later, after the fucking was over. I continued to lick Jane’s clit as Jim pumped and pumped, and within minutes she was gasping and contracting, her legs wobbling as she rose to a massive orgasm. Right as she started cumming, I reached back and took a nipple between my fingers, squeezing tight. This sent her over the edge, and her entire body started to convulse. She orgasmed for what felt like forever before her body stilled, and she was done.
Jim pulled out gently and ripped the condom off of his cock. It was obvious that Jane needed a break; her breathing became ragged as she recovered. I found myself reaching out once again, this time contacting the bare flesh of his cock. I moved my hand up and down, fascinated by how the skin moved along his shaft. He groaned in appreciation.
“Is this OK?” I asked.
"Yeah, man,” he said, “that feels great.”
Then I opened my mouth and took the head of his cock in my mouth. Even with my larger mouth, it filled me completely. I couldn't figure out how Jane managed to get it down her throat. Thankfully, the condom had been latex-free because the taste was not unpleasant. I could barely get any of him in my mouth and nothing in my throat, so I used my hand to pump him up and down, feeling his flesh move under my hand as I did.
I’m getting close, he said after a few minutes of this. I was relieved as my jaw had begun to ache. How do women do this? 
“What’s the cumming ettiqute?” He asked—yet another sentence I never thought I’d hear from another guy.
“Cum on my face while he fucks me,” said Jane, “that’s Steve's favorite.”
"OK," said Jim, why don’t you turn over? He flipped her over like she didn’t exist, pulling her head to the edge of the bed. I thought back to his comment about Jane taking him all, and excitement coursed through me. Jane opened her mouth wide, and Jim thrust his cock firmly into her mouth. He got around halfway on the first go, and I could see her throat expand obscenely as his length moved within her. It was fascinating to watch as he sawed back and forth. Jane was gagging and spitting, and I knew she was determined to consume him down to the base.
I reached down and lined my more modest length up with her entrance, penetrating her gently, and now she was being spit-roast again. 
“Good girl,” said Jim again. It sounded odd, like a father encouraging a kid, but I let it go. He was three-quarters the way in now as he pushed in and out of Jane’s mouth. No way, I thought; there is no way she’s going to take it. Then he reached down, grabbed her tits, and, using her body as leverage, pushed his cock forward until her lips met it’s base. Jane's throat bulged obscenely as she took him in. I pounded harder and harder, nearing my own climax.
Then Jim roared, “I’m cumming,” and pulled his thick tool out of her mouth. He held it above her head, and Jane opened her mouth wide. Jim stroked himself once, twice, then a third time, and erupted. His load was huge. I wondered if he always came that much or if he’d been deliberately building it up. His first spurt landed on her chest, striping her chin, mouth, nose, and forehead. He then directed his flow to her right cheek, then to her left, before his final spurts covered her forehead and dripped into her hair.
Exhausted, he pulled back, dribbling the last couple of drops into her mouth. That was enough for me. I withdrew from her pussy and added my load to his. I tried to aim for the parts he missed, to see if between us we could cover her entire face. By the time I released seven or so more spurts, I had completely covered her face, leaving her plastered. Her forehead was covered, there was cum in her hair, and both eyes were glued shut.
“You look so beautiful,” I said as I reached down to kiss her, tasting the saltiness of our combined juices on her lips. Jim moved forward, and we both cleaned his cock as he moved it between our lips, licking the last drops from it.
“Man, I said, sitting back; that was incredible. “Do you think he’ll do?”
“Jane laughed, reaching up to wipe some of the cum off of her face.” “Oh yeah, but we may have to wait a while; I’m going to be sore for a week.”
I went to get towels, dousing them with warm water, and began to gently clean Jane’s face, wiping our combined fluid from her face and tits. I didn’t try with the hair; that was going to need washing. Jim must have let himself out halfway through, because when I looked up, it was just the two of us, embracing on our bed.
I looked down at my phone, and there was a message from him.
“Thanks for the amazing time; I hope we can do it again.”
I hoped so too, but now we had to figure out how to introduce him to John.



    
        Hot Tub Threesome Chapter 5 - Airtight

        The next day, I texted John.
“Remember what Jane said about being airtight? I think we found someone.”
I was pretty sure he’d be in—I mean, how often do you get to fuck another man’s wife with no recriminations or obligations? So I wasn’t surprised that his response came within minutes.
“Are you serious? I’m down; when and where?”
The where was easy—we’d do it at our place, in our marital bed. Not only was it simple to setup, but it added a certain forbidden naughtiness. The when was trickier. I had no idea of Jim’s schedule, but given he was currently single, I hoped he’d be open.
“This weekend, at our place? I think we need to practice first though.”
“Practice?”
“Well, we didn’t do a full DP last time; it was just a toy. Jim’s cock is pretty big, so he gets her mouth or pussy, but I figured we should have one more go with the three of us to make sure we’re comfortable. How about Wednesday at ours, then Saturday at eight for the real thing?”
I don't think John took time to read my text through before responding.
“Deal,” came back.
I shot a text to Jim asking if he was open on Saturday and told him not to bring his swimsuit.
Later, when Jane came back from the gym, her usual beautiful sweat-sheened self, I couldn’t resist pulling her close and running my hands up her stomach. As I pulled her top up and off, I began explaining the plan, cupping her tits as I went. I sensed relief in her body language as I told her about the “practice session” with John I’d planned for Wednesday. Demanding a third cock was probably more of a comfortable feeling when you were in the middle of a threesome and a few drinks in than sober in the plain light of day.
“Well, that gives me an idea then,” she said, “hold that thought and let me go shower.” That made me grumpy—I was used to our late morning reconnection sex right after her gym session, where we would recount the events of the previous night and cast some of the video to the TV in our bedroom.
She took longer in the shower than usual, and I was lying back on the bed watching our videos when she came out of the bathroom, wrapped in a towel.
“I’ve got a surprise for you, grumpyhead,” she said, dropping the towel. Obviously, I was not as good as I thought at concealing my feelings.
She looked briefly at the TV as she made her way to the bed. “Oh yeah, I like this one—it’s hot. I loved it when both of you guys painted my face.
I let it roll as she mounted me, her beautiful tits pressing into my chest as she leaned in to kiss me.
“So what’s thus surprise, then?” I said, my hands finding her nipples. I hoped it was more than just her showering for sex—I was perfectly happy fucking her with the sweet sheen of sweat, mixed in with the faint smell of another man we had been with the night before. That served to increase the naughtiness of what we were doing.
In response, she took my hand from her breast and moved it down. At first, I thought she was going to put it on her pussy, but she kept going, and I felt something hard—she was wearing a butt plug. Did that mean?
“I figured we might need an additional practice session,” she said, reaching in for a kiss, “just the two of us.”
My cock leapt up what felt like another two inches, standing proud from my body. I felt like I was ten years younger—and had been feeling that way since we started fucking John.
"Well, in that case,” I said, grabbing the TV remote. I flipped over to Pornhub and keyed in “Amateur DP.” The usual screenful of somewhat dubious videos came up, but right at the bottom was one where the actors looked like amateurs with decent bodies. It was eleven minutes long—perfect. I pressed play and maximized the view. The couple came into view, and the guy was starting to undress the girl, flipping her top off, leaving her in a black bra and thong.
“Yessss,” said Jane, “this is hot,” and she started grinding her smooth pussy on my crotch, running my length between her lips but not allowing me to penetrate her. This continued for a minute or so, and now the girl on screen was on all fours, blowing the guy and giving us a fantastic view of her thong-clad ass.
“Warm me up first,” said Jane, flipping to her back. I pulled her vibrator from the drawer and coated it with a thin layer of lube. I turned it on low and ran it along her pussy and up over her clit.
“Yes,” she said as I slowly pushed it into her, twisting it back and forth. When it was fully in, I increased the speed and started to lick her clit, timing my tongue with the back and forth of the toy. She was grinding against my mouth and the vibrator, but every time she did so, I pulled back a little, teasing her. After the third time or so, she hissed.
“Please, please let me cum.”
“Not yet,” I said. I want to feel you cum on my cock; feel your ass pulse as I’m inside you. Reaching down, I slowly removed the butt plug from her, delighting in the sight of her gaping hole as I pulled the hard metal. I liberally coated her ass with lube, gently inserting a finger to make sure she was ready. She pushed into me, desperate for relief. I added lube and slid down, lining myself up.
“Ready?”
“Do it. But go slow.” I pushed gently, my head disappearing into her ass. I stopped, letting her get used to it as I twisted the vibrator inside her. I could feel the rigid plastic through the wall of her ass, pushing against my cock.
“More,” she breathed, and I pushed forward, around half my length sinking into her. To slow me down, she reached her hands up to my chest, and I waited again for her to absorb my girth. Then, with a gentle tug, she pulled me in, my cock paralleling the vibrator inside her pussy. It felt so…full, so tight, and so warm. I loved fucking Jane in the ass—maybe we’d have to do it more. I pulled back, adding some more lube.
Push it all the way in,” she said, and I thrust forward, bottoming out in her. The feeling was incredible. Not tighter than her pussy, but different. Warmer, softer, maybe—definitely naughtier. Taking her cue, I began to pump in and out more vigorously, feeling her body push against me. It wasn’t even two minutes when I felt the cum boiling in me.
“I’m gonna-” I said, feeling bad, like I’d let her down by coming so early after all the prep she had done.
“Do it,” she said, “come in my ass, honey. I want to feel your seed splattering against my walls; feel it drip out into my panties all day long.” That sent me over the edge; I pumped faster, and as I started to erupt, I felt her cumming, her ass pulsing as an orgasm washed over her. My come shot out, coating her insides as I pumped my load. Then I lay on top of her, done. I pulled the vibrator from her and turned it off, my softening cock still embedded within her.
Slowly, my cock slipped out as it deflated, her tightness forcing me out. A small dribble of cum ran down her butt, collecting on the sheets.
“Well, I think that went well,” I said, rolling onto my back.
"Yeah," she said. “We should definitely do that more often.” There was no argument from me on that point.
As we were cleaning up, my phone dinged with a text—it was from Jim.
“I’ll be there,” it said.
I took special delight when we went to dinner with friends that night, knowing that she would have cum dripping slowly from her ass into her panties. I bet her friends would be shocked if they knew what we’d been up to.
***************
“So, how is this going to work?” John asked as he slipped into the hottub. I handed him a glass of wine. So far, it was just us—Jane was stuck at work, and we had a few minutes to chat alone.
“You mean tonight?” I said, “We’re going to have a few drinks in the hottub, smoke some weed, and then give Jane a DP, so we’re prepared when we have to do this with three of us.” It sounded simple, yet I couldn’t believe the words were coming from my mouth. Normal people didn’t sit around discussing stuff like this, right?
Then, on Saturday, we take this to the next level. The only limit is I get Jane’s ass. I don’t know why, but that’s off limits—maybe it’s too intimate. You and Jim can trade off for her mouth and pussy.”
“Sounds good,” said John; the words were surreal. It was like we were discussing how to spend a day hiking or something.
A few minutes later, Jane arrived home from work and walked out onto the deck, stripping off her skirt, blouse, bra, and thong as she went. We both watched her walk naked from the house, not even attempting to cover up.
“What a day,” she said. “I need a drink. ASAP.” I wordlessly handed her a glass of wine and moved behind her to rub her shoulders. She leaned back into me, letting out a sigh as John moved to her feet, exposing the small mounds of her breasts as he lay her back in the water.
“That feels fabulous,” she said as we worked on her, “I could get used to this.” We all let out a chuckle—in a few short weeks, we’d normalized something I never thought I would find myself doing even a single time.
We worked for ten or so minutes, gradually releasing the day's stress from her body and letting her relax back into us. Then I reached down and cupped her tits, squeezing around her nipples. John noticed me and started working his way up to her pussy, smooth in the half-light of the tub. She let out a sigh as he reached her warm center, spreading her legs for him as he lowered his mouth to her pussy.
“Yesssss,” she uttered as we began to work on both ends of her. "God, this feels amazing after the day I’ve had.” It wasn’t more than five or so minutes when she said.
“Oh, god, I’m cumming,” and started to spasm as I pinched her nipples, twisting them, reaching the limit of her pain tolerance as John inserted his fingers into her pussy, stroking her to an orgasm.
“Wow, that happened fast,” I said.
“I think it’s the excitement of what we’re doing. My whole body feels on fire all the time now.” I couldn’t agree more; it was like my skin was hypersensitive—every small breeze or touch stimulating my entire body.
“Let’s take this inside,” I said, and we made our way into the bedroom, toweling off on our way.
“OK,” I said, taking the director role again. “John, you lie down; Jane will mount you, and I’ll come in from behind. John didn’t need telling twice, laying back on the bed. Jane rolled a condom down his slim length and sat, taking him all the way. Perfect. I lubed up her ass and my cock, approaching from behind as she sank down on John’s chest. His legs were in the way, so I spread them out, but I couldn’t reach. Frustrated, I pushed his legs together and spread mine out. This was a little better, but I could still barely reach her.
“It’s not going to work,” I said, I’m not long enough; there are too many sets of legs. For some reason, Jane and John found this amusing and started giggling.
“This isn’t funny,” I said. “Jim’s gonna be here Saturday, and I really want to make this work.” It looked so easy in the movies we watched; why wasn’t this working?
“Sorry,” said Jane, trying to stifle her giggles. “You know, there is something we can try. Remember back when we did DVP and we had to play around with which cock went were to make it work? Well, what if we changed it up? Maybe that would help, putting the longer one back there to give more room.”
Her meaning slowly dawned on me. That would mean... John would have to go in her ass. This was something I’d never contemplated allowing. Jane and I enjoyed anal sex, but not often, and I figured it was the one sacred thing we had left between us. My research had shown that many new swinging couples had a no kissing rule, believing that was an intimate act reserved for themselves. I’d never agreed with that. But her ass? It felt like John was taking something from me. Something I’d never get back.
“Are you OK?” she said, dismounting, sensing my discomfort.
“Yeah,” I said. “I figured the butt was something only for me. I feel like this might be going a step too far.”
“Well, let’s stop for now, watch some porn and think about it,” she said. “It’s not like the world is going to end if I don’t take three cocks this weekend.” That was a fantastic idea. I moved next to her, leaving John on the other side. Jane took the remote and typed in “Amateur Airtight." She picked a video of three men surrounding a small-titted blonde—cocks out—and pressed play.
I watched in fascination as the scene unfolded. One of the guys had an almost unnaturally long cock. When it was time for the anal to start, it was him who took the girls ass. I couldn’t help but get aroused, my erection filling with blood as it stood up straight, protruding from my body like a flagpole. Jane noticed and reached out to slowly stroke me, doing the same to John with her left hand. It still took a lot of juggling of legs, but finally the two guys on-screen got settled into the girl's ass and pussy, the third moving into place and filling her mouth.
Jane whispered, "So hot," as the three men filled her three holes while she bucked and thrust herself into them.
It was hot. My cock swelled, getting ever harder. As Jane continued to slowly stroke me, I pushed aside my reservations. 
 
 “Fuck it,” I said. “Get out the lube, John; let’s do this.
“Really?” said John. He looked excited that he'd be able to fuck my wife's tight ass.
"Really,” said Jane, squeezing my cock hard. “Are you sure? We don’t have to do this.
"I'm sure," I said, "that looks hot." As long as we record it.
Jane reached up to position the camera, flipping it to record.
This time, I lay on the bed, and Jane plopped down on me, guiding me into her pussy. I saw John roll a condom onto his thin member and coat it with lube. This was happening; another guy was going to fuck my wife’s ass. I hoped I’d be OK with it. I felt Jane tense as he moved between my legs, positioning himself at her entrance. My legs were spread wide, but I could still feel his rubbing against me. The feel of his prickly hair still unnerved me, but I put the discomfort in the back of my mind.
Jane sucked in a breath as John started to push. I couldn’t see anything back there, so I hoped the camera was getting all the action. This was working way better than me trying to go in the back door. I felt a pressure, and then there he was, our cocks separated only by the thin membrane between Jane’s ass and pussy.
“Oh man, that feels so good,” I said as his cock ran the length of mine. Jane was moaning and kissing me, mashing her lips against mine.
"Oh, so tight,” John muttered, and I felt him pull back, leaving just my cock in her—a feeling of emptiness. Then he thrust again, and the pressure returned, squeezing my cock, forcing my erection even harder.
I pulled half way out, and we soon had a rhythm going where we’d alternate strokes, like when we had DVP’d her. Our cocks were sawing at her, one after the other, penetrating both her holes.
“Yes!” Jane exclaimed, "God, I wish there was a third cock here, filling my mouth with his hard man meat.” I did too, but this was only the warmup; we’d experience it for real at the weekend if all went well. I could see the TV screen over Jane’s shoulder. The three of them had finished fucking the girl, and it was obvious they were about to attempt a synchronized facial scene, all coating her face simultaneously. I added this to my mental notes for the weekend. For now, I reveled in the tight warmth of my wife’s pussy as our friend pounded her ass.
“I’m close,” John said after a few minutes. I knew the feeling.
“Cum inside me,” Jan said, grinding against me ever harder. “I want to feel both of you shoot your cum inside me.” That was hot. I usually preferred cumming on her face during our nightly rituals before filling her pussy the next day, but I found myself ready to explode. Of course poor John was only going to fill the end of the condom, but he couldn’t have it all his own way.
As I felt myself erupt, there was a splash of liquid on my crotch. Jane came and squirted, unleashing her juices in one torrid fountain. That finished me off, my cum pumping into her as she slumped on top of me. John made a few more thrusts and then came, exclaiming as he filled the condom. The scene on the TV was over; it faded to black, and we both pulled out of Jane, John reaching down to discard the condom.
“Wow,” I said, “I never knew it was going to feel that good.”
“No?” Said Jane, coming from behind to spoon me, "Well, imagine how good it’s going to feel with another cock in my mouth.” Then I felt another presence; John had come up behind her, pushing his body into hers. We fell asleep like this: three bodies pressed against each other. It was the first time I’d slept in a bed with more than one other person since I was a kid.
The morning wasn’t at all awkward. We awoke with the sun and the sound of birds chirping through the open patio window. I fucked Jane bareback, cumming inside her warm pussy while John held her, and then she let him take her from behind as I kissed her and squeezed her tits. She managed one shivering orgasm, and then we all cleaned up in the shower, which thankfully was big enough for three, soaping each other’s bodies.
********
I was a nervous wreck waiting for the weekend. My mind kept going back to Jane sharing her ass with John. Part of me found it a huge turn-on, so naughty and dirty—the feeling of John’s cock sliding against mine as he fucked her. However, a persistent doubt lingered, reminding me that I had given up on something I could never regain. Deep down, I knew this was silly, especially since it was Jane’s ass and not mine, and it’s not like John was getting to do something I’d never done before. Intellectually, I knew nothing had changed, but it was difficult to shake the feeling. On Saturday morning, Jane noticed my nerves and sat me down.
“Are you OK?” She asked, “We don’t have to do this if you don’t want to. It’s supposed to be a fun thing we share together, not something that upsets you.”
“I’m OK," I said. “Just jittery and nervous, I think. And I was OK. Going into that evening, I knew John would be getting her ass again, and I was going to have to find a way to be right with it.
********
Because Jim didn't know John, we started in the hot tub on Saturday. I think Jim was surprised at our comfort level getting naked with each other, but true to what I had asked him, he hadn’t brought a swimsuit and was soon naked in the tub with us. It was a small tub, and the four of us made it feel smaller, our legs and shoulders brushing against each other. This served to heighten the mood, stimulating our senses as a leg, shoulder, or boob brushed against us. While John and Jim didn’t need to be best friends, we did want everyone to be comfortable, so Jane shared out glasses of wine and a tequila shot each, leaning over John and Jim, feeding them the shot as she dangled her tits in their faces, rubbing her body against theirs.
When it was my turn, she lowered herself slowly onto me, sliding me into her. Then she gestured to the other two to sit behind me on the rim of the tub. They compiled, both sporting full erections. Jane ground up and down on as she stroked—a guy in each hand. It was her first experience with three cocks. Jane then took Jim in her mouth, getting as much of him down her throat as she could. She continued to stroke John, then alternated sucking and stroking as she moved her mouth back and forth between each man.
After five or so minutes, I felt myself getting close.
“Why don’t we take this inside?” I said there were no objections.
With four of us, the bed was starting to get crowded, so I stood back to capture some video. I thought it was best to work up to having all three of us, so I suggested Jim fuck Jane while she sucked John. Jim produced another of his oversized condoms, and Jane slowly unfurled it down his length. Then she lay back, allowing Jim to penetrate her pussy. It went in easier this time, and in a few strokes he was deep inside of her.
Jane then gestured to John, who straddled her, feeding her his cock and fucking her face. This was so hot, I barely knew where to direct the camera. I started with a wide shot, then zoomed into the place where Jane and Jim’s bodies joined, his huge cock splitting her smooth pussy lips as he slowly stroked himself in and out.
Then I moved to Jane's face, capturing a stunning shot of John pounding her mouth with the same fervor he would a pussy. As he gave her his entire length, she was gagging and choking. Given how long his cock is, I had no idea where it was all going. After a while, they switched, with John taking her in doggy while Jim stood next to the bed fucking her mouth. Jim reached down and grasped the back of her head, pulling her firmly toward him as she continued bobbing up and down. Then Jane somehow opened her mouth even wider, and the last two inches disappeared, her lips bumping up against his stomach. Given their combined length, I was amazed they didn’t meet somewhere in the middle.
“Man, this is amazing,” said Jim, “her throat is so tight.” By now I had put the camera back on the tripod and joined the fun, running my hand over Jane’s ass and leaning over to grab her tits and squeeze her nipples. Then an idea struck me, and I lay on my back, lining my head up with her pussy. On John’s next outstroke, I reached up and licked her clit, withdrawing as John thrust inside of her. Jane reached down and began stroking me, bringing us all together in another delightfully sinful act of pure sex. This went on for a few minutes before I again felt myself getting close. It was now or never; my wife was going to be airtight.
I decided, as the host, I’d start with Jane’s mouth and let the guys start inside her. As I rolled another condom onto Jim, I noticed John's eyebrows rise as I savored the thick length in my hand. It was hard to believe this could fit in Jane’s tiny pussy Jim then lay down on the bed, his huge cock towering over his body, moving like it had a life of its own. I squirted some lube on, then Jane climbed on top and reached down to insert him slowly into her.
John, meanwhile, had donned another condom—for some reason I had no desire to touch him. Something to do with strangers and friends, perhaps? I liberally lubed Jane’s ass and handed John the bottle so he could apply it to his cock. Then came the moment. My wife was going to get a DP, and I wasn't going to be one of the cocks. Feelings of jealousy and missing out washed over me, so I distracted myself by picking up the camera and zooming in on the area where they would conjoin. As soon as John finished arranging his legs and positioning himself against Jane's backdoor, I achieved the perfect framing. She reached out for my hand as he began to push, which caused her to let out a moan.
John paused to let her adapt.
“Holy shit, this is tight,” said Jim, obviously enjoying himself. John rocked back and forth a couple of times, applying more lube as he pulled out, taking care not to hurt Jane. Then he was fully inside Jane, both her holes stuffed full. They began establishing their rhythm as I stood on the bed—awkwardly bracing myself with the ceiling fan. Jane looked up at me, her eyes locking onto mine. Then she opened her mouth, taking me deep inside. I relished the warmth and tightness of her mouth. Based on the length of my cock, I’m never sure whether I’m long enough to make it into her throat like Jim and John, but I like to think so. She closed her lips around my length, and then my beautiful, amazing wife was airtight, all her holes filled. Below me, the other two continued to pound in and out as Jane worked me. From time to time, there was so much going on below her that instead of working with me, she just held me and closed her eyes, drinking in the feelings as the guys pounded away.
This was something I definitely wanted in on, so after a while I called, “Switch.” 
Both men withdrew, taking off their condoms and tossing them aside.
“Are you OK?” I asked Jane. 
"Never better," she said as she drew me in deep. "That was fantastic. Your turn?”
“You bet.”
Thankfully, I didn’t need a condom, so Jane got on top of me, taking me deep inside her. She was wet—really wet—and I slid in easily, our bodies meeting as she took me in. Then John, with a new condom on, lined himself up and began to push. By now, Jane had grown accustomed to this, and he effortlessly slid in, his cock nestling next to mine in her nether tunnel. I’d forgotten how wonderful this felt; our cocks separated by only a thin layer of flesh. Then I felt Jane's body tense, and I looked up. Jim was thrusting into her mouth, her lips obscenely wide as she took his entire length down her throat. I sure hoped the camera was catching all of this.
We pounded away for what felt like forever but could only have been minutes, and then I felt her legs shake, the muscles of her stomach start to contract, and I knew she was coming.
She said, "Ugh, keep going," and then she squirted warm liquid onto my crotch as she came. I redoubled my efforts, pistoning into her as she let go and embraced her orgasm.
She collapsed onto me, her body limp. We all withdrew, and the feelings of jealousy threatened to rise in me again. I really wished I’d been able to go in her ass while Jim fucked her pussy, but it was not to be.
Jane positioned herself on the floor between us, taking me in her mouth while she stroked John and Jim. She continued this, alternating which cock was in her mouth.
“I’m going to cum,” said Jim.
“Me too,” said John. I could have gone longer, but the fantasy of us all cumming simultaneously override that. Jim jerked his cock, pointing it squarely at her face. His first blast shot over her head, landing on my leg. Rather than being grossed out, it was a turn-on. Then he coated her forehead, hair, and nose as he let out spurt after spurt. Right after he started, John exploded, coating the left side of her face, cheek, and neck, and then I was coming too. Jane reached down to her clit and began working herself while I unloaded onto her right cheek and mouth. She began shuddering and trembling in yet another orgasm.
“Yes-yes-yes-yes,” she panted as we painted her with our seed, her body convulsing the entire time. Then we were done, our orgasms over. Jane’s face was covered. Cum was splattered in her hair, on her forehead, and covering the rest of her face. I’d never seen her look so beautiful. I grabbed the camera and took some stills to capture the moment, then reached for a towel, lovingly wiping her clean.
“That was awesome,” said Jim. “Truly, thank you for inviting me, and I hope we can do it again.” Then he began to get dressed while I lavished Jane's face with kisses, inhaling the subtle aroma and flavor of three loads of cum. John let himself out too, though he was welcome to stay.
We slept that night arm in arm, bonded over an unforgettable experience, waking late in the morning before Jane let me take her ass once more, unloading into her as she screamed out in one final orgasm.
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