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 As long as I’ve known my husband John, I’ve also known his best friend, Brett. John and Brett have been best friends since kindergarten and appear to have been practically inseparable ever since. Brett is a great guy and I immediately liked him when John first introduced us early in John and I’s relationship. Basically being another John, with the same affable sense of humour and natural confidence that comes with a good looking man I could see how the two had become friends, as close as brothers, always helping and supporting each other through thick and thin.







 But for the past few months Brett has been a shadow of his normally indefatigable self, becoming sad and unenthused about life. He’s still a great guy and always has a smile for John and I, but having known him so long as we have, we can see the pain beneath his surface, bubbling away and revealing itself in his eyes sometimes when he lets his guard down.







 A few months ago Brett got divorced from the love of his life. Although technically the paperwork is still slowly going through the courts, his ex, Karen, had made no secret on the day of handing over the papers to him that it was over, kicking him out of his house and draining their joint account before he knew what was happening. John and I had never liked Karen, but Brett saw something in her and was happy, and so we were happy for him. Not wanting her to be homeless, he had gone along with the eviction and hadn’t put up a fight as she took all his money, hoping that it was just a momentary thing. But since then the only times she has uttered a word to him it has been through a lawyer and even then only to request more of Brett’s belongings. Currently she’s trying to get his car in the settlement, even though he had already happily let her keep her own, which he’d paid for entirely. Like I said, John and I never liked her.







 And so, under this cloud of moroseness Brett now existed. He’s in no way a lazy man and soon found himself an apartment to move into, paid for with his work, but often spends his off time here, hanging out with John and I. At night in bed, John has admitted that he’s worried about Brett and if I mind him convincing Brett to spend as much time here with us as possible, not wanting him to be alone in his apartment too much with nothing but his thoughts.







 “Of course.” I reply, “I love Brett too, I hate seeing him like this. He always bent over backwards to make Karen happy and this is his reward. It’s not fair.”







 “It’s strange seeing him get so turned around by a woman, Michelle. Back in college he was very popular with the ladies, and was practically turning them down he had such a full calendar.” John tells me.







 “Not just him, John. I’ve heard a few of the stories about you in college as well when you two reminisce, quite the little playboys, the both of you, haha.” I answer, knowing that my handsome husband had had quite a few conquests before I ‘tamed’ him.







 “Haha, guilty as charged. I never told you, but as it was well before we met: Brett and I used to go tag team a few times back then too.” John admits to me, a faraway look crossing over him as he remembers.







 “Really?” I say, a little surprised. I knew John and Brett had gotten about as young men but I hadn’t realised they’d done it together, so to speak, “Isn’t that a little weird? Like, you’re kissing a chick and then another guys hand brushes yours or something? You’ve always been about as hetero a guy as I can imagine, haha.”







 “Nah, it wasn’t weird,” John answers with a smile, “Maybe if it was some random guy the chick knew it would’ve been, but it was always Brett I did it with.”







 “How did it happen? Did you sit down and discuss both wanting to do it with one particular girl one time or something?” I ask, being a little naive to threesomes and all that. While I had had my share of men as a young woman, it had always been pretty vanilla. The idea of John and Brett, at either end of a woman, filling her at the same time and maybe, what? High fiving each other? Was a new but exciting thought.







 “It was all by accident really. There was me, Brett and this chick, and she’d slept with me earlier that semester, but she’d also slept with Brett that semester. We could tell she was as horny as us this night, but it became obvious that she didn’t want to choose and hurt the other guy’s feelings so we were
 both
 about to not get laid. So I said something like
 ‘well we know you like me, and we know you like Brett, so how good would it be to have both of us?’
 and she really liked the idea of having two guys pleasuring her at the same time, and we were down because sharing sex is better than not getting any. So yeah, we all ended up having a great night.” John finishes, his smile growing broader as the night in question plays through in his head.







 “And after that?” I ask.







 “After that we got a little bit of a reputation for being the guys to see if you were interested in having two guys at once. We were always respectful, didn’t treat them like shit or anything like that. So word went around we were fun to experiment with and we were happy because more women were knocking on our door.”







 I smile as I imagine a younger John and Brett having their way with a woman at the same time. In truth, if I had known of two hunks back in college who were offering themselves at once I would’ve been pretty keen to try it out. As it was, it was more the sleazy guys that would get you drunk with their friends and all take turns on you that I saw during my time and I had had no intention of being one of their conquests. But two handsome young men like John and Brett, treating the woman like she was a princess and they were her loving sex slaves? That would have made me pretty wet. Squirming a little, I realise that not only
 would
 it have made me wet, it
 has
 made me wet right now.







 “Lucky girls, sounds like they all had a pretty good time.” I sigh.







 “Haha, you almost sound a little jealous Babe.”







 “I think I might be, a little,” I admit, “I never did anything like that. Part of me likes the idea of being taken by two men at once.”







 Rolling onto his side to face me better, John looks at me closely. “Really?” He asks.







 “Sorry John, that’s not really something a wife should be telling her husband isn’t it? I was just imagining a younger me, not me now, I love you.”







 “No need to apologise, Babe. Love you too,” He answers, wrapping an arm around me and pulling me closer to plant a kiss on my forehead. His hand snakes down and goes under my underwear, the only thing I’m wearing. Exploring my sex, his fingers discover just how wet I am, “Woah, someone’s more than a little turned on right now, haha.”







 Pulling him closer and grinding against his hand, we make out and soon are in the throws of passionate sex before dozing off into contented sleep.







* * *







 A few days later when I get home from work, I find John and Brett in the backyard, having a drink and shooting the breeze.







 “Hi Brett,” I say, planting a kiss on John as I grab a drink from the cooler, “How are you?”







 “Great, Michelle,” He answers, smiling his cheeky smile and hiding his inner turmoil as always, “Long day?”







 “Long enough,” I answer, “Glad to be home, that’s for sure.”







 “Sounds like you’ve got some tension in those shoulders, Babe. Want a massage?” John asks, glancing over at Brett as he does so.







 “Sounds great,” I answer, leaning forward a little in my seat to make it easier for John to rub my shoulders. But instead of John getting up from his seat, Brett does, and walks around behind me, cracking his knuckles theatrically. I look over at John and he simply smiles back at me.







 Grabbing my shoulders gently with his broad hands, Brett begins to give me an actually pretty decent rub and I feel myself relaxing and turning to putty, his hands melting all the stress of the day out of me. Putting on an exaggerated Swedish accent, Brett talks like a professional masseuse about my knots and tension centers, his confident and humorous manner relaxing me even more so. His hands explore my back a little further and I feel myself heating up a little, I think I might know where the boys are going with this but part of me can’t believe John would be ok with that, letting another man fuck me. Deciding to enjoy the ride, I let his massage coerce my body into more and more of a jello state.







 “Babe, your blouse is in the way, you should take it off so Brett can do a better job.” John says, his bright eyes twinkling at me.







 “Mmm, fair enough,” I murmur, enjoying the massage, “Take it off if you want, Brett.”







 Reaching down, Brett grabs the blouse and lifts it off me, exposing my back to him. Putting the blouse on the table, he goes back to rubbing me, his large fingers kneading my flesh with just the perfect amount of force and pressure. He’s genuinely good at it and I’m honestly loving every second.







 A few minutes later and I feel Brett’s fingers working as he unclasps my bra, letting its straps slide down my arms. For a moment I go to cover myself with my hands but they remain flopped in my lap, his massage putting me on cloud 9. His hands roving ever further afield, I feel him rub my sides and a few times his fingers graze my side boob. The first contact with my breasts by any man other than John in a long time, I gasp a little, unable to help myself. Butterflies have entered my stomach and I can’t help but notice that John has a fat erection in his pants from where I’m sitting and I immediately wonder if Brett has one too, throbbing away just behind me. A blush of warmth blossoms through me and I feel my sex start to leak as it gets wetter and wetter, the idea of two men having erections because of me driving me wild.







 Brett’s hands go back to my shoulders, and looking at John, I put my hands over Brett’s and guide them down my front, until he is cupping my large boobs. John smiles and I hear Brett take in a long, deep breath as his hands reverentially explore my breasts, circling the nipple and stroking the sensitive undersides of each boob.







 John stands up and yes, he has quite the erection now, his fat cock straining against his pants. Stepping in front of me and looking down with a smile, he strokes my cheek lovingly before unzipping his pants and releasing his cock. The thought of sucking his big dick while Brett watches dirtier than anything I’d done until now, I lean in and kiss his manhood before licking his shaft and balls and then sucking his length. Brett’s hands on my chest getting more and more needy as the display turns him on further too.







 One hand playing with John’s balls, I reach behind myself and pull Brett, wanting him to stand in front of me too. Letting my boobs go, he comes to stand next to John, his own proud bulge prominent in his pants. Looking up at him from John’s dick, I start unzipping his pants and he takes my lead, getting them undone and dropping them, revealing his cock to me for the first time. It’s about an inch shorter than John’s but thicker, with a big fat knob on the end, glistening with his pre-come.







 I take my mouth off John’s dick and start stroking him instead, before my mouth dives hungrily onto Brett’s manhood, the extra thickness stretching my mouth as I work his length over my tongue and into my throat. Brett moans deeply and bucks into me, fucking my mouth. His pleasure obvious from the look of distant bliss on his face.







 Revelling in how bad I’m being, I take my mouth off Brett’s dick and go back to John’s, before swapping again, the fact that I’ve got a cock in each hand amazing me, jerking off both of these handsome men and looking at their faces, filled with lust for me, wanting me, having me, right now. While I watch I see Brett’s balls lift and I can tell he wants to come soon so I start stroking the boys faster, telling them how much I want their come on my face and in my mouth. Pumping their dicks, I open my mouth invitingly just as Brett grunts and a thick rope of his come erupts from his fat cock and splashes on my face, his next two spurts landing true in my mouth and coating my tongue. Still jerking him as the rest of his come splashes onto my tits I see John watching me get pasted with another man’s come and it drives him over the edge, his hips bucking as he comes, plastering my face with his seed, his spurts mixing with Brett’s in my mouth, my eager hands jerking off both boys as they finish on me.







 Sitting there with their semen dribbling down my body, I look at the boys with a smile and make a show of swallowing their come, licking my lips afterwards. Brett tasted different to John, and their semen mixed together made another, third taste. My throat coated with their thick come I relish the aftertaste, both men having tasty, healthy seed. They both stand there, their cocks slowly going down, their faces watching my display with a smile.







 John takes off his top and gives it to me to wipe off the come from my tits and face while Brett takes off the rest of his clothes. Then, without a word, Brett picks me up carries me inside, John close behind. Coming to John and I’s room, Brett places me on the bed before pulling off my work skirt, revealing my red panties, then he peels them off too, my sex revealed to him. I’m so wet and I can feel crotch is slippery as Brett opens my legs with a smile, before he gets on his knees on the floor in front of me and pulls my body to him, bringing my pussy to his face, my legs resting on his back.







 John comes and sits next to me, naked, and starts playing with my boobs, leaning down to kiss me as Brett’s mouth makes first contact with my burning sex. Sucking hard on my clit he fills me with a tight pleasure, making my thighs clench and my toes curl as this different mouth than I am used to explores my most private of areas. Swirling his tongue around my engorged bud, he slides 2 thick fingers into my yearning pussy and starts to finger fuck me, my hands grasping his head and guiding him to suck my clit harder, eagerly he does so.







 Lying next to me but further up the bed, John brings his cock close to my face and I gladly wrap my lips around it. Sucking his now soft dick hard, feeling it refill with each passing second, loving the shift from soft to hard as it happens in my mouth.







 Brett stops eating me out for a moment and gets me to roll over, putting me on all fours. John sits in front of me and I resume sucking his hard cock while Brett buries his face into my pussy from behind, fucking me with his tongue. I’ve never been eaten out from this position before but it feels great and I push back against him, grinding my dripping sex against his face, my mouth stuffed with John.







 An orgasm starting to well inside me, the hotness of having two men on me at once making me quiver, I feel a pressure against my asshole as Brett starts to toy with it with his thumb, his mouth still feverishly lapping away at my pussy. Working his thumb inside me, he fingers my ass while he eats me out, John grunting with pleasure as I play with his balls and he fucks my mouth.







 Sucking my clit, filling it with more sensation than I can handle, I start coming on Bretts face, my hips bucking wildly as my climax takes over. My moans of pleasure garbled on John’s manhood as Brett continues his tongue assault on my clit, the waves of pleasure making my legs weak and my elbows buckle.







 Mission accomplished, I feel Brett pull his face away from my pussy, before he pushes me further up the bed so that he can get behind me. Excited at what’s coming, I look up at John, my mouth still stuffed with his cock and he smiles back at me, stroking my hair as he fucks my lips.







 I feel a hot knob push against my slick sex and two strong hands grabbing my hips. Pushing back, I let out a cry of pleasure around John’s cock as Brett’s thick shaft enters me, my orgasm’s juices letting him in, hugging his cock as he fills me, his balls slapping against my mons. His cock feels very intense inside my pussy after so many years of getting used to John’s exact dimensions, my pussy walls stretching further and squeezing his shaft, milking him.







 Thrusting into me I close my eyes and enjoy the pleasure, a fat cock inside my pussy and another one down my throat. Both of the men grunting and groaning in pleasure as my body attempts to drain them of their seed. The utter sexiness of the situation makes my head swim and I start to have another orgasm, just from penetration which is unusual for me. Bucking and wailing in pleasure, I shake and squirm as this unexpected orgasm rocks through me, my toes pointing and my fists clenching as I’m unable to do anything else but ride it out, both boys pumping into me as I continue to come. John is making some very appreciative noises as he is also surprised by my orgasm and encourages me on, telling me how sexy I am as I come on his best friend’s fat cock.







 Pulling out of me, Brett lays on the bed and invites me to straddle him. Glad to no longer have to hold myself up in doggystyle after feeling so spent, I place a leg on either side of him before lowering down slowly, watching John watch me as I impale myself on Brett’s meaty cock. Fully embedded, Brett pulls me down and kisses me, with me bobbing up and down on his shaft while he holds my head and kisses me deeper still, his tongue giving me a taste of my own sex, driving me wild.







 I feel movement and then John is behind me, leaning over me, getting into position. It takes me a moment to realise what’s happening but then I feel John’s familiar knob pressing against my asshole and I understand that I’m going to be fucked in the pussy and ass at the same time. Turned on beyond belief, I stop kissing Brett long enough to beg John to fuck my ass, to fill my asshole with his cock while Brett fills my pussy. I want them both inside me, I want them to fill me with their dicks and then their come, and I tell them so.







 Working his cock inside me with a series of thrusts and grunts, soon I am filled in both holes with dick and my head is spinning, I literally feel giddy in the best way possible. I’ve never felt so satisfied before in my life, sandwiched between these two beautiful boys, hearing their grunts of lust and passion as they fuck me together. They fuck me at the same time, both thrusting inward together, the fullness making me cry out, their hands all over me, their mouths kissing and biting and sucking at me as I am rocked back and forth between these two men.







 I feel another orgasm building and I’m almost scared as I’m not sure if I’m going to be able to handle this one, I’ve never felt this good before and I don't know what this climax is going to do to me. Starting to shake, I see spots before my eyes as the boys pound me in unison, my body feeling more filled than it ever has. With a cry I start to come again, my pussy and asshole clenching around the invading cocks, milking them with my body as I squirm between them, barely holding onto consciousness as I buck on top of Brett and beneath John. My entire being shudders and I turn into putty, except for my inviting holes which are getting tighter and tighter.







 My pussy squeezing his dick into submission, Brett starts bucking as I feel his cock pulse inside me, releasing his load deep in my pussy, at the same time, my asshole milks John’s cock and he erupts within me, his twitching cock spraying my insides with come. Both boys pant and grunt as they thrust, emptying themselves inside me, filling me with their hot jizz.







 John extracts his cock from my ass and collapses on the bed, panting, while I lay on top of Brett, trying to get my breath back and waiting for the light headedness to go away, a faraway smile on my face, my body tingling. My asshole still feels full from John’s attack, and I can feel Bretts thick cock slowly softening inside me, his come trickling out as we lay there.







 Slowly sitting up on Brett, I rub my face, still unable to believe the depth of the climaxes I just had. I pat Brett’s chest and look at John and laugh, giddy with post coital pleasure. John smiles back, happy to see me so completed.







 “What do you think, Brett?” John asks, “Just like the old days?”







 “Haha, even better, I’d say. We never had anyone as good as Michelle back then.” Brett answers, looking at John and myself with a smile.







 Eventually peeling myself of Brett, we have a shower and get cleaned up. Afterwards, Brett looks more genuinely happy than he’s been in months. With a happy smile and a wave, he heads back to his apartment later that evening and John and I sit in the living room, enjoying a drink.







 “Perhaps that’s all he needed, to be reminded that there’s more women than just that bitch Karen in the world out there. Maybe we gave him back his mojo?” I say at one point to John.







 “Yeah I agree, but I don’t think Brett was the only one got something out of today Babe. I’ve never seen you come so hard before.” John replies with a smile.







 Smiling, I admit that yes, this was a pretty nice surprise for me too.







 “If you want, we can do it again,” John tells me, “I know Brett would love the idea.”







 And so, every few weeks for the next year or so, John, Brett and I would have a little get together to blow off some steam. Brett has a new girlfriend, one that John and I genuinely like, and we’re hoping that she’s keen on the idea of playing with us. Now that I’ve been shared with another man, I’d like to try it out with a couple…







END
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