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In hindsight, I probably shouldn’t have started asking Emma to dress so sexy when my friends came over each Sunday. I just really liked showing her off, though. We’ve always been super competitive with each other and, since I typically haven’t been great at paying up when I lose bets with them, they’ve stopped including me in friendly wagers. Having my lovely wife parade around in front of them in ever-increasingly skimpy outfits is my way of winning against them. That probably makes me petty, but it is what it is.

It’s been a running joke between Owen, Doug, and Brian that I must have a huge cock or secret wealth or something since Emma is way out of my league. I mean, she’s out of their leagues, too, but she is so far out of my league it’s like I’m striking out on a school playground and she’s MVP of the winningest MLB team in history.

“You sure this isn’t way over the top?” she asked me, turning around so I could take her in. “This is quite a departure from the usual yoga pants or short schoolgirl skirt.”

I just sat there, on the edge of our bed, in stunned silence. What I looked at took my breath away and I had trouble even answering her. She stood there, wearing a sheer, almost see-through robe that did a terrible job of covering her white, silk bra and panties. My friends had seen her wearing less a couple of times when they’d come over while she was sunbathing in her barely-there bikini, but knowing she’d be wearing lingerie around them while serving us drinks and snacks made my cock so hard I had to shift around on the bed.

She was right. It was way over the top. No man in their right mind would want their wife to dress the way she was in the presence of three very successful, very attractive, and (unless any of them had some big news they hadn’t shared with me yet) very single friends.

But it’s not like Emma would ever cheat on me. Despite her stunning good looks--tall and fit with wavy blond hair, plump lips, and piercing blue eyes--she had a notoriously low sex drive and always had. We had sex, of course, but not very often and she had trouble getting off. Many times she’d just go ahead and let me finish and then take care of herself with a toy. I don’t want to say she was cold in bed or bad at sex, but she just didn’t seem to enjoy it very much. I felt sorry for her, but she assured me it was fine and wasn’t my fault.

“Well?” Emma asked, snapping me out of my thoughts. “If it’s too much, you need to tell me because your buddies will be here any minute.”

“It’s perfect,” I said, standing up. I took her face in my hands and added, “You’re perfect.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Emma said, rolling her eyes. “Let’s see if your friends even take their eyes off the game long enough to notice me this time.”

“They always notice you,” I told her.

“They do?” she asked. “They sure don’t seem like it.”

I shrugged. “They’re not going to make it obvious. They’re not assholes.”

Emma raised an eyebrow. “Do they ever say anything about me?”

“Of course they do,” I said. “They just wait until you’re out of the room.”

“Well, what do they say?” Emma asked, but just then the doorbell rang.

“I’ll tell you later,” I said, kissing her forehead and heading downstairs to greet my friends.

I opened the door. Owen and Doug stood there, in the middle of a conversation about protein. Doug was a personal trainer at a local gym, and he’d been trying to get Owen, who runs a fairly successful tech startup, to start eating better and working out after Owen’s father passed from a heart attack at only 56 years old. Owen, who had a six-pack of non-alcoholic beer in his hand, reasoned that stopping his insane drinking habit--he’d been sober for almost a year now after years of binge drinking--was already doing wonders for his health.

“Hey, guys,” I said.

They stepped inside just as the black Caddilac of our friend Brian pulled up behind Doug’s ancient pickup truck. I watched our lawyer friend get out of his car and shook my head at his attire. Whereas Owen, Doug and I were all in t-shirts and jeans--you know, like normal men watching a football game--Brian wore a white button-up shirt and dress pants. All he needed was a tie and suit jacket and he’d be ready for the courtroom. For all I knew, he had those in his Caddy, ready to go to work at a moment’s notice.

“James,” Brian greeted me when he got to my doorstep, holding out his hand while towering over me. He had a good six inches on me.

“Brian,” I said, shaking his hand and trying not to wince at the big man’s handshake.

I closed the door and Brian and I joined Owen and Doug, who’d already made their way to my TV room. They already had the pregame show on the big screen TV mounted to the wall and were sitting on one of the two leather couches. Brian took a seat on the other couch while I opted for one of the big recliners.

“I ordered pizza for later,” I said. “Emma will bring in some chips and a cheese tray in a little bit.”

“I brought the ‘beer,’” Owen said, motioning toward the non-alcoholic six-pack on the coffee table in front of the couches. I thought I could actually hear the mocking quotes around the word “beer.” I’d thought he was happy in his sobriety but maybe he was having more trouble than I knew. I was glad our other friends had agreed not to drink around Owen because I doubted he could stay sober if the rest of us partook around him.

“Hey, guys,” my wife said, entering the room with a large round plate filled with tortilla chips and a bowl of salsa in the middle. I’d wondered if she’d had second thoughts about her outfit and changed while I’d been greeting my friends. Without turning around to look at her, I could tell by the looks on the other men’s faces that that wasn’t the case.

She walked over to the coffee table and set the plate down, bending over slightly as she did. I was treated to a view of her ass cheeks poking out from her white panties when her sheer robe rose up a little bit.

None of the guys had returned her greeting, so I said, “Thank you honey,” as they all sat there with their eyes glued on something that most assuredly was not the NFL pregame show.

“Your friends are quiet today, dear,” Emma said, coming over to sit on my lap. “What do you boys think of my outfit?”

My eyes widened. I couldn’t believe she just said that out loud. In the past, she and I just treated her sexy outfits matter-of-factly; she certainly never did anything to bring attention to them. And, like I’d mentioned earlier, the guys often made comments about how hot she was, but never around her. Maybe that was it, though. I’d told her they said stuff and now she was curious about what they said.

“It’s very nice,” Brian said, looking her up and down as she squirmed on my lap.

“I like all the white,” Owen said, nodding.

“Makes you look sweet and innocent,” Doug said. He actually licked his lips when he said it.

Emma giggled. “Why, Doug, are you implying I’m anything but?”

“Never,” Doug said, smiling.

“My husband tells me you boys like what I wear when you come over,” Emma said. “But you’ve never once complimented me. Why is that?”

My three friends shifted nervously where they sat, looking away from my wife and me.

“They’re probably afraid you’d think they were being impolite,” I suggested. “Assholes. Perverts.”

“Is that it?” Emma asked, and the three of them nodded. “I’m sorry if I’ve ever made you feel that way. You have my blanket permission to compliment me whenever you feel like it.”

Owen let out a sigh of relief. “Okay, then, Emma, you are hot as shit.”

Doug followed up with, “Yeah. We all think James is lucky to have you.”

“I think he knows that,” Emma said. “What about you, lawyer-man? Do you find my husband guilty of being lucky to have me?”

Brian laughed. “He certainly is. I rest my case.”

Emma continued to shift around on my lap. I was sure she could feel my erection, which had grown to painful levels. If I didn’t get her off of me I was going to have to take her upstairs and fuck her.

“Emma, honey, will you go grab us something to drink?” I asked.

“Sure,” she said. “Be right back, fellas.”

My friends all watched her walk out of the room. The game was going to be starting in a few minutes, but I wondered if they even remembered there was a game.

“Holy fuck, James,” Doug said, his Southern accent drawing out each one of his words. “How the fuck did you end up with that hot piece of ass?”

I laughed, noting that my erection was not going away despite not having my sexy wife on my lap.

“Can’t imagine what she’s like in the sack,” Owen said. He looked nervously at me as if he was surprised that he’d said something so scandalous.

“I bet she’s pretty wild,” Brian said. “Is she wild, James?”

I didn’t answer immediately, and Doug said, “I’m sure she wouldn’t mind if you’d tell us. The lady exudes sexuality. She probably can’t get enough.”

I laughed. If they only knew.

“What’s so funny, dear?” Emma asked, returning to the room with a tray of soda cans. When I didn’t answer, she turned to the guys and asked them what we’d been talking about.

“We were just talking about what an animal you must be in the bedroom,” Doug finally said when she asked a second time.

“Oh, really?” she said. Her face turned red and she squeezed her legs together. I knew I needed to change the subject before she got really uncomfortable.

“So, who do you guys think is gonna win today?” I asked.

“Why?” Owen asked. “You wanna start betting again?”

“Fuck that,” Brian said. “James never pays up.”

“What are they talking about, honey?” Emma asked.

“Nothing,” I said, sorry I’d brought it up.

“We used to wager on games,” Brian explained. “Nothing big. No more than $50 or $100 at a time.”

“And your husband hardly ever paid up when he lost,” Owen said.

“Even when he did, it took months to get our money,” Doug said.

“The three of us still do it,” Brian said. “But we cut James off a while back.”

“Lucky for him he never started gambling for real,” Owen said. “He might have gotten into some trouble with real bookies.”

My face was now redder than my wife’s when Doug said she must be an animal in the bedroom. Not paying my debts wasn’t something I was proud of, but I frequently made the wrong choices and got in over my head. Then, when it came time to pay up, it was tough to part with the money. Not telling Emma about the wagers in the first place didn’t help; I was always worried she’d question the missing money.

“That’s not a nice thing to do to your friends, James,” Emma said. She walked over to the couch that Owen and Doug shared and nodded to the space between them. “Can I sit here?”

I squinted my eyes, wondering why she didn’t sit in the other recliner or even on the couch where Brian was, which had a lot more space. Owen and Doug nodded to her, and she sat down between them. There was barely enough room for her, and each of her bare legs was pressed against one of theirs. It couldn’t have been comfortable for any of them, but none of them made an effort to make more room.

“So, why do you guys think I’d be crazy in bed?” Emma asked, surprising me once again with her boldness.

“I mean…” Doug started.

“Look at you,” Owen finished.

Emma laughed. “What does that even mean?”

“Because,” Brian said from the other couch, his eyes on the television, where the game was starting, but his mind obviously on something else, “it would be a waste if you weren’t.”

“Excuse me?” she asked. “A ‘waste?’”

“I didn’t mean anything bad by that,” Brian said. “You’re gorgeous, you’ve got a killer body, you’re smart and funny and have an easygoing nature, and it’d be a shame if all of those great attributes weren’t… utilized in the bedroom.”

Emma stood up and walked over to Brian. She leaned toward him, putting her hands on his knees to hold herself up. “You think I’ve got a killer body?”

I didn’t like the way that Brian, normally quiet and laid back, looked up at my wife. I’d never seen his eyes like that before, like they were full of hunger and… let’s face it, lust. I laughed nervously. “He said you were smart and funny and that’s what you’re focusing on?”

They both ignored me. After an uncomfortable amount of silence, Brian finally answered her. “I do.”

“We all do,” Owen said, and Doug muttered his agreement.

“Yeah, honey,” I said, feeling awkward to be complimenting my own wife. “We all do.”

Emma turned around and sat next to Brian, her bare leg pressing against his the way she’d been pressing against Owen and Doug even though there was plenty of room on the couch.

“Why is it surprising we might think you’re crazy in bed?” Owen asked after a minute.

“Because she’s not,” I blurted out. I fought the urge to slap my hand over my mouth, since it’s not like I could unspeak my awful words anyway. I couldn’t help it, though. I wanted to shut down whatever was happening. Having my sexy wife flaunt her body to my friends was one thing; having them practically salivate over a discussion of her in bed was quite another.

My three friends all expressed shock that I’d say such a thing, so much so that I couldn’t even make out what any of them were saying. They looked from me to Emma and back again as if they all wished they’d never started down this path.

“He’s right,” Emma said, her voice dripping with scorn as she looked at me with something like hurt in her eyes. “I haven’t really enjoyed sex since we got married.”

“Ouch,” me and my three friends all said at the same time.

“It’s not his fault, though,” Emma quickly followed up. “I didn’t mean to imply that.”

“Sucks that you don’t enjoy it,” Brian said, putting his big hand on my wife’s naked knee. “Regardless of the reason.”

“Why do you think you don’t like it?” Owen asked. He said it matter-of-factly, in a clinical way. Curiosity, nothing more. I still didn’t like him asking the question.

On the screen, one of the teams scored a touchdown. “Look at that!” I exclaimed, but they all ignored me, and the TV.

Emma shrugged. “I have trouble… finishing.”

I coughed, trying to make it clear to my wife I didn’t like this line of thought being spoken aloud, but once again I was ignored.

“Like… all the time?” Doug asked. “A lot of women--I’ve found--have trouble climaxing from intercourse, but I bet you get off when he goes down on you, right?”

She shook her head. “Not that he tries very often, but no.”

“Emma!” I exclaimed.

Ignored again.

Owen held up a hand and wiggled his fingers. “Surely a finger on your clit does it, though, right? That’s what I’ve found works well.”

Emma laughed. “I’m not sure he’s ever found my clit.”

My three friends, suddenly remembering I was in the room, all turned to me with shocked expressions on their faces.

“Can we stop talking about this?” I asked, shifting around in my seat. To my surprise, I noticed I still had an erection, despite the attack on my dignity.

“I think we need to talk more about it,” Brian said, now rubbing my wife’s knee.

“Yeah,” Owen agreed.

“Sounds like you guys need some help,” Doug said. “I mean, unless Emma just can’t… climax.”

“Oh, I can climax,” Emma said. “I just have to use my vibrator to do it.”

“Well, that might not be so bad,” Owen said. “I’ve heard some guys need toys to help their partners get off. No shame in that.”

“Well, he can’t do it then, either,” she said. “With my toys, I mean.”

“What?” Doug asked.

Emma nodded. “I have to finish myself off with my vibrator. When he’s done.”

They looked at me again.

“So let me get this straight,” Doug said. “You can have an orgasm, but he can’t give you one? Not with fingers, tongue, or toys?”

“Or cock?” Brian asked. “I’m guessing?”

“That’s right,” Emma said.

“Unbelievable,” Owen said.

I sighed, growing more angry by the second. “I bet you guys couldn’t do any better.” This time, I did slap my hand over my mouth.

“I bet we could,” Brian said, squeezing Emma’s knee.

“Definitely,” Doug said. “I’ve not met a woman who didn’t come after a few minutes with my mouth between her legs.”

“And dude,” Owen said, “you can’t find her clit? You’ve been married, what? Four years?”

“Five,” Emma said.

“Sounds like James wants to get back into some friendly wagers,” Brian said.

“No,” I said. “I did not say that.”

“Your exact words were, and I quote, ‘I bet you guys couldn’t do any better.’”

“He’s right, James,” Emma said. “You did say that.”

“What are you saying?” I asked. “You want these guys, to, what? Get you off?”

“Someone should,” Owen said, and they all laughed at that, especially my wife.

“Doesn’t matter,” I snapped. “As we’ve already established, you guys don’t want to bet with me anymore.”

“Well, not if money is at stake,” Owen said.

“Yeah,” Doug said. “It’d have to be for something else.”

“What else could it be?” Emma asked, seeming more excited than I’d like.

“Whoever makes you come gets to fuck you,” Brian said.

“Brian, what the fuck?” I said.

“Wow,” Emma said, and at this point I thought she was going to let them have it. I thought she was going to put her foot down and stop this whole insane conversation, and maybe go upstairs and put some clothes on. But my hopes were dashed almost immediately as she continued, “I… I kind of like the sound of that.”

“Emma, what the fuck?” I said.

“You made the bet, James,” Brian said.

“He’s right, honey,” Emma said. “You did.”

“I was joking,” I said. “Clearly. Besides, I was always terrible at paying off my debts when it was just money. You think I’m gonna be any more willing to do it with your body?”

“Well,” Emma said, “it’s my body, so I should have some say in whether it’s offered up or not.”

“What are you so worried about, James?” Doug asked. “You apparently don’t think we’ll be any more successful than you. So, from what you’re saying, none of us will get to fuck her anyway.”

“Doesn’t mean I want you seeing, you know, her…” I started.

“Seeing my what, James?” Emma asked. “You’ve been pushing me to wear less and less every time these guys come over. I’d think you wouldn’t mind them seeing what little bit they haven’t already. In fact… here!”

With that, she slid aside the top of her robe and pulled down the left part of her bra, exposing one breast to the room. A series of whoops, “oh my gods,” and gasps escaped from my friends’ mouths.

“If she’s okay with it, I say we give it a shot,” Brian said, putting his arm around my wife. I was pretty sure his hand brushed her bare tit, but I figured there was no point in complaining about that of all things. “Using nothing but our own… talents, we’ll try to make Emma come.”

I groaned. I hated the very idea of what Brian proposed, and yet my cock seemed to grow even longer and stiffer than it had been. “No penetration!” I said, trying to get the shakiness out of my voice.

“Unless we’re successful,” Brian said, raising his finger.

“Which you won’t be,” I insisted. I tried to say it with the same level of authority I knew Brian displayed during closing arguments in the courtroom, but I’m pretty sure I failed.

---

The pizza came as Emma went into our bedroom, but no one ate pizza that day. I really didn’t want them to do things on our bed, but Emma insisted that’s where she’d be the most comfortable. So, just like everything else that had happened so far today, I lost that argument. I was sure, though, that no matter how unpleasant it was going to be watching Brian, Owen, and Doug try to make Emma come, I wouldn’t lose the argument that mattered.

Sure, they were all going to see her in all her glory. They were going to get to touch her in places that she’d only been touched by me for most of the last decade. They were undoubtedly going to have the time of their lives trying to get her to come.

But.

None of them would get to fuck her, so I’d still have that.

And I was going to fuck her, once this was over with. Once they’d left. My cock was rock hard and raring to go, so once I had her alone I was going to fuck her harder than she’d ever been fucked before.

I followed her into the bedroom and closed the door behind us. She stood facing our bed, looking down at it, perhaps considering calling the whole thing off. Or so I hoped.

“You don’t have to do this,” I pleaded. “I was just joking in the first place, you know that. You don’t seriously want to… to expose yourself to my friends, do you?”

She sighed. “James… I love you. I do. And I know this is crazy. I can’t explain it, but I feel… like I’m about to burst. Like something is inside of me and wants out. I’m excited. Nervous. But I’m also scared. And I know I don’t have to do this.”

“Okay,” I said.

“But I want to.”

She shrugged off her robe and made quick work of losing her bra and panties. I looked at her naked back, at her perfect ass, at her long, toned legs, and felt like crying.

She turned around and her nipples, hard and pointy enough to cut glass, pointed out at me from her big, natural boobs. She smiled at me and said, “I’m ready for your friends.”

She got into the bed, on top of the sheets, not bothering to cover herself up. I went to open the door and found my friends standing on the other side, chomping at the bit.

“Goddamn,” Doug said, drawing the word out as he looked at my wife, lying naked on our bed.

Emma giggled. “Who’s first?”

“You pick,” Brian said.

“Hmmm,” Emma said thoughtfully. “Doug mentioned his oral skills, Owen seems to think he has magic fingers… Brian, what’s your specialty? I don’t think you said.”

“I didn’t,” Brian said. “Guess you’ll have to wait and see.”

“We should establish a time limit,” I said. “How long should each of you get before you give up?”

“I ain’t got anything better to do all day,” Doug said, eliciting laughter from everyone in the room but me.

“How long does it normally take a woman to come with someone else?” Emma asked. “I feel like I should know that, but it’s been so long I’m not sure.”

“Ouch,” I said, although by this point, my failures had been well-established.

“Let’s see,” Brian said, looking at his phone. “According to this thread on Reddit, there’s a pretty wide range. Anywhere from 5 to 30 minutes with a partner who, uh, knows what they’re doing. But it could also depend on whether or not she’s… revved up beforehand.”

“Oh, trust me, I am revved up,” Emma said.

They all laughed about that.

“Let’s say 15 minutes then,” Emma suggested. “I doubt Tongue Boy there could keep going that long without getting tired, anyway.”

“I bet you’re wrong,” Doug said. “Not that it’s ever taken me anywhere near that long. Fifteen minutes is fine by me.”

“What happens if one of you makes her come?” I asked. “And… and fucks her?” I had trouble getting the words out. “That’s it, right? Game over?”

“I don’t think so,” Owen said. “I think we should all get a turn to try.”

“I concur,” Brian said. “As long as that’s agreeable to you, Emma.”

“It is very agreeable to me,” my wife said. “I gotta say, guys, the confidence you have that you’re going to be able to satisfy me is incredible. I am soooooo turned on already.”

“We can tell,” Doug said, laughing. “I can see how wet you are from here. I can’t imagine how good you must taste.”

“Oh, yeah?” Emma said playfully. She spread her legs and opened her pussy lips for them. I thought I was going to pass out. “Why don’t you get over here and taste me, then?”

Doug pulled his t-shirt up over his head and started unbuttoning his jeans.

“What the fuck are you doing?” I asked. “No penetration!”

“Yet,” Doug said, discarding his pants and underwear. I tried not to look at his cock, which was hard and pointing toward my wife. “This is just more of that confidence your wife seems to like so much.”

Emma was definitely not trying to look away from Doug’s cock. She licked her lips as if she was there to get him off and not the other way around.

Doug climbed onto the bed and got between my wife’s legs. I looked away from the spectacle for a moment to see Brian and Owen staring at our friend getting into position. A long, loud moan from Emma snapped my attention back to her and Doug.

Doug had his face between her legs now, licking at her outer lips in long, broad strokes. With both hands, he spread her cunt open, working his thumbs into her slick folds as his tongue continued its work. My wife squirmed below him, gently raising and lowering her hips.

“Holy fuck,” she whimpered. “You are good at that!”

I watched in horror as my friend’s mouth had its way with my wife’s pussy. He ate her out with more gusto than I ever have, much to my chagrin. He plunged his tongue inside her, as if he was intent on tasting every part of her. He pulled back the top of her lips and pressed his tongue hard against her there.

She screamed in pleasure, her stomach rising and lowering with her breathing, which grew harder and faster. Her moans turned higher pitch, as if she was desperate. She closed her thighs around Doug’s face and started grinding against my friend.

After a few moments of that, she spread her legs again and stopped moving, clenching the bed sheets into both of her fists. The side of Doug’s face that I could see was glistening with her juices. He lapped at her pussy like he was thirsty and it was the only source of moisture left on Earth.

Suddenly, Emma’s body shuddered and she screamed again, this time a longer cry more akin to a wail. If I’d just heard it from a distance and hadn’t witnessed what I just did, I would’ve thought she was in pain.

It couldn’t have taken more than five minutes.

Doug kept on licking as my wife came down from her peak, slowing down bit by bit until he finally pulled back away from her. A long, thin line of her juices connected them for a moment, going from her pussy to his chin.

Emma shivered on the bed. “Oh my God,” she said. “It’s been so long…”

Nice one, Emma. Just shove that knife into my gut a bit deeper, why don’t you?

“That okay?” Doug asked quietly, sitting up on his knees, still between her legs. He looked down at her glistening pussy lips with a hunger in his eyes that apparently hadn’t been satiated by his mouth on her.

“So much more than okay, my God,” she said. “I’m sorry, honey, but Doug won the bet and we have to pay up.”

“You don’t have to,” Doug said. “I had fun regardless.”

“Like I told my husband before you guys came in here, I know I don’t have to,” Emma said. “But I want to. So c’mere.”

Doug smiled and said, “Yes, ma’am.”

I wanted to look away, I really did, but I couldn’t. Time seemed to slow down and I was frozen in place. I watched, with my other two friends, as Doug positioned his cock, already dripping with precum, at the entrance to my wife’s cunt.

He took himself in his hand and rubbed against my wife’s pussy lips, making circular motions around the outside before moving himself up and down in the center. Then, slowly, painfully so, he worked the head of his cock into her, slipping into her opening. I watched as, inch by inch, he disappeared inside her.

Emma looked me in the eye as my friend filled her up. I tried to discern what she was feeling but couldn’t. She seemed aroused, sure, but also scared. Like she knew a line had been crossed, a line that she’d wanted to cross but wasn’t sure she should have.

But then, she closed her eyes, pressed her head back into her pillow, and moaned as Doug began fucking her. It was too late to worry about crossed lines now and we both knew it.

We hadn’t talked about condoms, about being safe, and by the time I thought about it, that was something else that was too late to worry about. Doug’s breathing grew more and more labored, as did my wife’s. Incredibly, it seemed like she was on the verge of another orgasm, this one a vaginal one.

One like she’d always assured me she’d never, ever had.

Just when I thought she might come again, Doug growled, holding himself in place as he exploded inside my wife’s pussy. She wrapped her legs around him and grinded herself into him, as if trying to catch the orgasm that she’d almost had.

Finally, she let him go, releasing her legs from around him, and he pulled out of her. His cum dribbled out of her pussy, which was now red and swollen.

Doug stumbled off the bed and picked up his clothes. He got dressed as my wife squirmed on the bed, a white, sticky mess forming under her ass.

“Who’s… who’s next?” she whispered. Again, sounding desperate.

“I’ll go,” Owen said, taking off his clothes. I thought about trying to stop him the way I had Doug, but figured that, just like with Doug, the point was moot.

My only hope now was that I knew that, as hard as it was for Emma to have one orgasm, it was even more difficult for her to have multiple climaxes in one session. There was simply no way Owen and his fingers could make her come so quickly after Doug.

Owen got into bed and lay down next to my wife. She looked up at him and smiled and then down, at where his cock came to rest on her bare leg.

“Oh, my,” she whispered to him, barely loud enough to hear. She ran her fingers slowly along the length of his shaft. I didn’t have it in me to tell her that wasn’t allowed and, just like with condoms, it’s not something we discussed anyway. “You got something there for me?”

“Here’s hoping,” he said.

“I’m sorry if I’m a little messy down there,” she said, giggling.

“Don’t be,” Owen said. “I don’t mind a little extra lube.”

She giggled again and then moaned as he stroked the side of her face. He leaned down and kissed her, which sent a shockwave of fresh revulsion through me. I’m not sure why seeing my friend kiss her seemed to be just as bad--maybe worse!--as Doug fucking her, but it was.

And yet it seemed to make my cock, which had been rock hard this whole time, twitch against the inside of my jeans. I’m not sure why that happened, either.

Owen’s hand traveled from my wife’s face slowly down her body. He caressed her neck and then kissed her there, too, while his hand made its way down to her breasts. He spent some time circling her nipples, causing her to arch her back toward him.

I looked at my watch. A couple of minutes had already passed; if he didn’t hurry he wouldn’t have much time to try to finger her to another orgasm.

Not that I was in any hurry to remind him of that.

His hand went from her breasts to her stomach, and she moaned for him as he rubbed her there, as if her tummy was as much of an erogenous zone as her boobs. Finally, his fingers made their way to the thin patch of pubic hair above his target. She whimpered at his touch there, as if he was already fingering her.

“You are so fucking beautiful,” he said to her, making her moan so loudly I had to look to see if he’d started on the main event. He hadn’t. The way she was acting, the bastard was going to make her come without even touching her pussy!

Owen moved his hand a little lower, so his fingers were barely caressing the uppermost part of Emma’s pussy lips. He moved around and around, teasingly, and there were moments when it looked like he wasn’t touching her at all. Emma squirmed and raised her hips.

“What Brian said earlier was true,” Owen said, beginning to massage her pussy with a little more force.

“What… do… you… mean…” she said, struggling to get each word out.

“He said you have a killer body,” Owen said, his fingers working their way through Doug’s cum and into Emma’s folds.

Emma gasped.

“And you’re so fucking smart,” Owen said.

Emma gasped again, squirming against his hand. “And… funny?” she asked.

“Fucking hilarious,” Owen said, shoving one and then another finger inside her.

“Oooooh,” Emma exclaimed.

“You’re the whole package,” Owen said softly.

“Fuuuuuccckkkkkk,” Emma said, part speech and part moan, as Owen pressed his fingertip onto what I knew had to be her clit.

Even if I had, apparently, never fucking found it myself.

“Don’t stop,” Emma said. “Please.”

“How much time do I have left?” Owen asked no one in particular.

“I don’t care!” Emma said. “Don’t you fucking stop.”

Owen laughed. “You got it, sexy lady.”

Owen circled her clit with one finger while another journeyed deeper inside her. Emma’s breathing grew more labored and I knew what was about to happen.

My wife came against my friend’s hand in an orgasm that put the one she had with Doug to shame. She convulsed on the bed, shouting obscenities. The show was so spectacular that Doug and Brian actually clapped.

Owen didn’t hesitate the way Doug had when it was over. Instead, he climbed on top of her, shoved his cock into her well-lubed pussy, and fucked her hard into our bed.

---

“Your turn,” Owen said, patting Brian on the shoulder after he was dressed.

“Hmmm,” Brian muttered, looking at my wife, two fresh loads of cum seeping out of her pussy and onto my bed.

Could he be hesitant about fucking my wife in front of me?

Apparently not, I thought, as he started unbuttoning his shirt. He’d quickly dealth with whatever had caused him pause and undressed. His pecs and arm muscles were more impressive than Doug, the personal trainer. I didn’t know how in the world he found time to work out between his court cases. His muscles weren’t the most impressive thing we’d all see that afternoon, though. When he dropped his pants, we all saw the biggest cock any of us had seen outside of porn.

“Holy shit,” my wife and I said at the exact same time.

Brian moved slowly, deliberately, toward my wife on the bed. She looked at his giant cock and then up to his face.

“I hope you make me come,” she told him, “because if you don’t I’m really gonna have to break some rules.”

With the slightest of smiles turning up the corners of his lips, Brian got onto the bed and between my wife’s legs. With one motion he put his hands on her knees and spread her legs as wide as he could. He looked down at her swollen, cum-filled pussy and took a deep breath.

“You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to do this,” he said, his voice deep and quiet.

“Yeah?” my wife said sweetly.

“Yeah,” he said, moving closer to her. His cock was only an inch or two away from her center.

When he moved even closer, I took a step toward the bed and said, “No penetration!”

“Relax,” Brian said, continuing to move closer to my wife. He took the monster he’d been blessed with in his hand and moved it to Emma, brushing her dripping pussy lips with it.

“Fuck,” Emma said, gasping. “Fuck me, Brian.”

“Not yet, you needy little slut,” Brian said.

I raised an eyebrow. Granted, Emma had just fucked two of our friends, which might cause some to label her a slut, but I knew she wouldn’t take kindly to that language. I stifled a laugh, knowing she was probably about to tell him off right then and there.

“Oh my God, Brian,” she said. “I am needy. Sooooo needy. And I need you inside me right now.”

I swallowed hard. That’s certainly not the reaction I was expecting.

“Soon,” Brian said. “Soon we can both get what we want. Like I said, I’ve been wanting to do this for a long time.”

“Really?” she asked as he slid the head of his cock around the outside of her cunt.

“Really,” he said. “Since I laid eyes on you years ago. Before you and James got married.”

Emma scooted herself downward, trying to get Brian’s big cock inside her. He moved back slightly to stop himself from going inside her.

“Why… why didn’t you say something?” she asked.

There it was again, that metaphorical knife she may not even know she was shoving through my gut. Her question was laced with an unmistakable sense of missed opportunity. With knowing she might have missed out on the handsome, extremely successful lawyer with the big cock and instead ended up with the okay-looking, noticeably smaller-dicked, moderately successful architect.

“I wanted to,” Brian said, pressing his cock against the top of her opening--against where I knew her clit must be. He stopped moving it up and down and instead concentrated on that spot, making small, circular movements. “It kills me that he gets to fuck you and I don’t.”

I didn’t have time to be offended at that, as my attention was drawn to Emma moaning and raising her hips, causing Brian’s cock head to slip just past the opening of her pussy. He made no effort to remove himself from her and instead kept moving his cock around and around where it was at.

“You’re so beautiful, Emma,” Brian said softly. “You’re beautiful even with so much cum leaking out of you, maybe even more beautiful because of it.”

“Oh God,” Emma whimpered.

“I’d love to add mine to it,” Brian said.

“I’d like that, too,” Emma said. “C’mon, Brian… fuck me already.”

“Can’t get ahead of ourselves,” Brian said. “You need to come for me.”

“Okay…”

“Can you come for me, Emma?” Brian asked, moving his cock faster and faster now. I’d like to think he wasn’t aware of just how much of his shaft was inside her--it had to be a couple of inches by this point--but of course he had to be.

“I’m close, Brian,” my wife said, “so fucking--ooooooohhhh…”

As soon as she was climaxing, Brian slowly slipped all the way inside her, filling her up and stretching her out like she’d never been before. He gave her a moment to get used to his size and then slowly started fucking her.

Emma wrapped her arms around Brian and dug her nails into his back as he worked himself in and out of her. He began picking up speed, going faster and faster until they were bouncing on the bed. Sweat formed on his back and started running down his sides, dripping onto the bed sheets below.

“I’m close again,” Emma cried out, causing my eyes to widen. “Can you…”

“Hold out a little longer?” Brian finished her question. “For as long as you need.”

“Not… going… to… need… much…” and then she screamed through yet another climax.

“Good now?” Brian asked after she stopped shaking.

“Oh, my, yes,” she said, sounding out of breath.

And then he grunted loudly, filling her up with her third load of cum for the day.

---

I saw my friends out afterwards. The bastards actually thanked me and shook my hand. Brian even said it had been a pleasure.

Well, of course it had been.

For him.

For them.

And also Emma.

And, I suppose I’ll have to admit sooner or later, to myself. As I walked back to the bedroom, my cock was still hard, still needing attention. I walked in to see Emma absent-mindedly playing with herself, rubbing the cum of my three friends into and around her well-used pussy.

“Hi,” she said when she saw me. She started giggling.

“Hi,” I replied, sitting on the edge of the bed.

“That was crazy, right?” she said, still playing with herself.

“That’s… one word for it, yeah,” I said.

“Do you hate me?” she asked.

“I could never,” I said. “I just wish I’d known this was possible, you know? That I needed to, I don’t know, try harder to get you off.”

We stayed like that, in silence, for a couple of minutes, until she said, “Well… do you want to try now?”

I looked at her, from her face to her breasts, to her cum-filled pussy. Brian was right. She was so fucking beautiful, despite all the cum dripping out of her.

Maybe especially because of that.

“If it’s okay,” I said.

Emma glanced at my crotch. “He certainly looks like he wants to try,” she said, massaging my cock through my jeans.

“Yeah,” I said. “He’s a fucking pervert or something.”

“Fuck me, James,” Emma said, lying back and spreading her legs. “Fuck me while you tell me what you think is going to happen when your friends come back next weekend.”

“Next weekend?” I asked.

She smiled as I got undressed. “Next weekend, and every weekend after that…”

We discussed future plans, and I got my first and only orgasm of the day just as Emma had her fifth.

---
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