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My Best Friend Moves In

Author's note: Anyone who's spent more than five minutes in the Loving Wives category knows that cuckolding/NTR is a polarizing genre. Reactions are often split between some variation of "Best story ever!" and "Didn't read. One star."

But even within the genre, preferences widely diverge. Some want stories that are fun with no permanent consequences. Others are fine with a heavier story, but only if it has a BTB or reconciliation-at-all-cost ending. And then there's the other variations: humiliation kinks, bisexual play, and so on.

My Best Friend Moves In is a cuckold story, but it doesn't fit any of these categories. To put it plainly: MBFMI is not low-stakes. It is not consequence-free. It is dark... but disheartening rather than thrilling or intense.

To put it simply: this story is not a fun little fantasy. It's about the POV's unwitting regression into the cuckold role.. and beyond. Please don't waste your time reading unless you're prepared for manipulation, frustrating choices, self-sabotage, bad people, and regret.

Again, for those who skip intros: This story does not have a happy or cathartic ending.

And the usual disclaimers: all characters are fictional, similarities to real-world people/events are purely coincidental, everyone involved is of legal consenting age, etc.

I never planned for any of this to happen. Some might call it a twist of cruel fate, but I think the answer is much closer to home: there's something broken in me.

I'd been given plenty of warnings, even from the very beginning, but I overlooked them all. Every chance I was given, I refused to take. What else could explain it other than brokenness?

For most of my life, my brokenness wasn't immediately clear. I'd led a happy life, met a wonderful woman, even married her. We built a life together, and although looking back, I only see foreshadowing of the tragedy to come, at the time I believed I was happy.

I don't know how my life would have turned out if Nathan hadn't come back into it. Would I have broken another way, another time? I used to think I wouldn't have broken at all, but now I'm not so sure.

But enough self-pity. Here's what happened:

Nathan Moore was my best friend from high school. He was a ladies' man even before he was truly a man, constantly flirting and making new conquests among our female classmates, yet rarely with a steady girlfriend. I couldn't have been more different: I was awkward and nerdy; book-smart but lacking in self-confidence. The two of us had almost nothing in common.

I'm still not sure why Nathan took me under his wing. Maybe he pitied me. Maybe he'd alienated the other popular guys with his relentless womanizing, and I was one of the few boys left that didn't feel threatened by him. Or maybe Nathan had a more selfish aim--using me to soften his own image, like a man adopting a puppy to attract chicks.

Regardless of his initial reasons, by the time we graduated, Nathan and I had become best friends. We spent many weekends at each other's houses, and even when he invited girls over (during one of his parents' frequent absences) he allowed me to stay, playing video games in the other room while he added another notch to his bedpost.

We went our separate ways after high school, keeping in touch at first but eventually drifting apart. Yet even then, Nathan's influence continued in my life: from the years I spent under his guidance, I'd managed to gain at least a veneer of confidence... which is how I landed a woman well out of my league in college.

Abby was my dream woman. She was very pretty, with blond hair and bright blue eyes, a heartwarming smile, and a welcoming demeanor that was simultaneously friendly and sexy. Her body was amazing too--she was petite with smaller breasts, but had curvy hips that didn't seem to fit the rest of her frame. As objectively mismatched as Abby's wide hips and slimmer legs were, though, it gave her the hottest thigh gap I'd ever seen. Generally, I prefer thick thighs on my women, but Abby's thigh gap was too perfect to lament. I couldn't stop imagining pushing myself into it... and eventually, I did.

Against the odds, I managed to secure a date with Abby. Then a second. And a third. Next thing I knew, we were dating regularly. By the time we graduated college, we were engaged.

We found a house just outside the city limits and moved in together. The next six years were some of the happiest of my life--even if it proved to be false happiness in the end. I lucked into an incredibly well-paying job, joining a startup business venture just before it took off. Abby kept working, but with my new means, we quickly decided that when the time came to have kids, it made the most sense to have her transition to be a stay-at-home mom. Just after Abby turned 27, we decided it was time to grow our family, and Abby stopped taking her birth control.

Our sex life was adequate, nothing exceptional. I liked sex just fine, but it was never a priority for me. Despite the confidence I'd gained in other areas of my life, sex remained a continuous source of uncertainty. Even with a woman as hot and loving as Abby, I felt that sex with me was a chore, not something to seek. Abby, of course, did her best to assuage my doubts, saying she enjoyed sex with me just fine, but this only worsened my insecurity. 'To damn with faint praise', and all that.

It was around this time that Nathan reached out to me. We hadn't spoken in years by this point, but when I got his 'hey, man! What's up?' text, I responded immediately. We caught up for a bit--I told Nathan about my fancy new job, nice house, and hot wife--before Nathan hit me with the text that changed everything.

"Sound great, man! Super jealous. But hey--you cool if I crash with you for a bit? I'm between apartments, and you're not far from me."

If I'd been single, I would have agreed in a heartbeat. I knew a lot of my current success was due to Nathan and how he'd molded me during my developmental years. Now I had a chance to repay the favor. But I didn't want to impose on Abby.

I texted back: "That's probably fine, but let me clear it with the wife first."

Abby was surprisingly okay with the arrangement, especially after I explained that I credited Nathan with gaining the courage to ask her out in the first place. "Yeah, Joey, that's fine if he stays with us until his new apartment opens up. We'll just let him stay in the guest bed. I know you want to help out your best friend."

Not long after, Nathan arrived at my house.

He didn't bring much in the way of possessions, just a laptop and a duffel bag stuffed with clothes and other essentials. The rest of his stuff was in storage, he explained, while he waited for his new apartment to be available.

I invited Nathan inside; it was then that he met Abby for the first time. They exchanged introductions, and true to form, Nathan was unable to resist his flirtatious nature.

"Damn, Joseph! You told me your wife was hot, but you didn't tell me she was this hot! Good job, man! I didn't think you had it in you!" Nathan said, patting me approvingly on my back.

Abby blushed, momentarily thrown off-guard by Nathan's forwardness, but she recovered well. "I've still got that post-marriage glow, being married to a wonderful man like Joey."

"Joey, eh?" Nathan said, looking at me with curious amusement. "You really have changed, huh, Joseph?"

I shrugged, flattered by Nathan's approval. "Guess we've all grown since high school."

"Yeah, maybe so. Maybe so," Nathan said, a thoughtful look in his eye. But then it was gone. "So, don't let me keep us standing here awkwardly. Where should I put my stuff down?"

"Here, let me show you the guest room," I said, leading Nathan up the stairs, Abby following behind.

As we walked, Nathan whistled approvingly at the house. "Nice big house too, man. You weren't lying about your fancy job. You must be making the big bucks."

"Yeah, I do all right," I said, trying to be modest.

"What do you do, Nathan?" Abby asked politely.

"A bit of everything really," Nathan shrugged. "Right now, I'm working with a company that services medical equipment for hospitals and doctor's offices. It pays well enough, but not as much as whatever the hell Joseph is doing."

"Oh, you left that HVAC company behind?" I asked, surprised.

"Yeah, I did," Nathan responded with a sad shake of his head. "Turns out they weren't very good people to work with."

"Oh, I'm sorry to hear that," Abby said, sincere concern on her face as we stopped in front of the guest room.

"It worked out for the best," Nathan shrugged. "Because it eventually led me here, back to my best friend and his gorgeous lady. Is this my room then?"

"Yep, this is it, dude!" I said, pushing the door open for him. "Make yourself at home."

"Thanks, man. I will." Nathan grinned.

***

"He's very flirty," Abby observed.

It was nighttime by then, my wife and I relaxing in our king-sized bed as we unwound from the day.

"Yeah, he's been that way as long as I've known him. Don't read too much into it though, that's just how Nathan is. I don't think he could stop being flirty, even with a gun to his head," I explained.

"Just so long as he remembers whose woman I am, I guess I can put up with it," Abby said, kissing me on the cheek.

"I think that ring on your finger is a pretty good indicator," I teased back. It was a smaller ring, purchased back when I was still a student; its sentimental value greatly exceeded its financial worth. I hadn't told Abby yet, but I'd been saving up to buy her a newer, larger ring now that we could afford it.

"That's a fair point," Abby agreed. "But you know what else would make it clear whose woman I am?"

"What?" I asked.

"A baby," Abby said, giving me a playfully seductive look.

I turned my full attention towards her. "Well, let's see if we can make that happen."

As we made love, I forgot entirely about the extra guest in our house.

But he hadn't forgotten us.

***

"Sounded like you had fun last night," Nathan teased, pouring himself some coffee.

"What?" I asked, confused by Nathan's words.

"You and that hot wife of yours. The whole house was shaking it seemed like," Nathan explained, his eyes glinting mischievously.

I felt my cheeks burn. "Oh yeah. Shit, my bad dude. I didn't mean to disturb you. I kinda forgot you were here."

"No worries, man," Nathan said evenly. "Is she as good in bed as she sounded?"

"She's pretty good," I agreed, slightly uncomfortable to be discussing my wife so crudely, but Nathan being blunt about sex was nothing new. Lord knew I'd heard plenty about his earlier conquests.

"How does she like it? Is she a love-making woman or someone who likes it a bit rough? Lady-on-the-streets-but-freak-in-the-sheets kinda thing?" Nathan pressed, grinning impishly.

I considered. "I don't think Abby's into roughness much. But when she gets going, she definitely gets going. Although I guess you heard that for yourself."

"Yeah, I sure did," Nathan agreed. "Hey, I don't suppose you have any pictures of her you'd like to share with me, do you?"

"Jesus, man," I said laughing. "That's my wife you're talking about. Even if I did have pictures like that, they're my-eyes-only."

Nathan stared at me silently for a bit, then winked. "I got you, dude. You really thought I was serious."

"You asshole," I said, flipping Nathan the bird right as Abby joined us in the kitchen.

"What are you guys talking about so bright and early?" she asked cheerfully.

"Photography," Nathan replied instantly.

***

Nathan spent the next week with us, even as Abby and I continued our usual routine of work and relaxing at home. As far as I could tell, Nathan didn't leave the house at all during that time, which struck me as odd, but I didn't understand how his job worked either. Parts of it seemed to be on-demand, and I wondered if it was partly remote too. That would explain the laptop.

As predicted, Nathan's flirting with Abby didn't stop. If anything, it seemed to increase the longer that he was around her. I could tell it made Abby uncomfortable, but Nathan never crossed any serious lines. Still, Abby did ask me if I could have Nathan at least tone it down. I promised to try but admitted I didn't have high expectations for success. Abby looked slightly annoyed by my response, pointing out simply that we were the ones doing him a favor.

The second week, things escalated further.

"Joey, you have to talk with Nathan," Abby said, closing our bedroom door behind her, newly acquired drinking glass in-hand.

"About what?" I said from the bed, setting my book down.

"I just went to get some water, and Nathan was down in the kitchen in nothing but a towel," Abby explained.

"Well, we did tell him to make himself at home," I shrugged.

"Yeah, but he's still our guest. He should understand that he can't prance around our house half-naked like that. Especially not with me around. And that's not the worst of it. Once he saw me in the kitchen too, he brushed against part of his towel, causing it to unravel. I didn't see anything I shouldn't have, and Nathan claimed it was an accident, but I don't think it was."

"What are you saying?" I said, somewhat defensively.

Abby sighed. "Nothing. I just want you to talk to Nathan and ask him to stay decent around the house."

"I mean I can, but if anything, he's probably more embarrassed than you."

***

"Sorry man, I'm so embarrassed," Nathan apologized. "I can never get those stupid towels to stay on right. They always come undone at the worst time."

"Hey, it's fine dude. Just... do me a favor and keep yourself presentable? At least when Abby's home. I know you're just used to the single-life and didn't mean anything by it, but it would save me a lot of headache."

"Yeah, sure man. Not a problem," Nathan agreed. "Your house, your rules."

***

One week of Nathan staying with us turned into two. I still hadn't seen him go to work, but he did help out around the house, doing small chores like taking out the trash and vacuuming the floors. I enjoyed hanging out with him when I was off, and I found myself reliving our old high school days... just now with Abby too.

Despite my efforts, Abby's discomfort around Nathan persisted. There were no more towel incidents, but the flirting continued unabated. And Nathan began to get touchy with Abby... nothing inappropriate, but brushes across the arm, a quick hand-to-hand grasp, casual touches on her shoulder... that sort of thing.

Abby again had asked me to intervene, but I equivocated, explaining that it wasn't fair to ask Nathan to change his entire personality just for our temporary comfort. This truly made Abby mad, and we fought. Abby threatened to kick Nathan out herself if he didn't straighten up... and then she wondered... how much longer before his apartment was ready anyway?

When I asked Nathan about that later, he turned sheepish. "Hey, man. I didn't want to say anything, because I've burdened you enough as it is. But I was recently let go by the medical company, so my apartment complex deferred my application until I can show proof of employment. I know it's a lot to ask, but can I keep crashing here until I get that straightened out?"

"Of course," I'd responded immediately. "You're my best friend."

"Thanks. And don't tell Abby yet. I don't think she likes me very much right now."

"I won't," I reassured him. "Your secret is safe with me."

***

By the end of the first month of Nathan living with us, Abby was at her wit's end. She seemed to think I was prioritizing this random guy over her, becoming increasingly resentful over my good deed. But Nathan wasn't just some random guy, he was my best friend--and besides, like I'd explained to her before, without him, I wouldn't have had the confidence to ask her out in the first place. In a way, he was half the reason we ended up married at all. I wanted the house back to ourselves, too, but I wasn't going to leave Nathan out in the cold either.

That was the atmosphere in the house when the first major incident occurred.

It was late Saturday night. The three of us were watching TV downstairs, relaxing and drinking ourselves into a healthy stupor. The alcohol did its work, leaving us all happily buzzed; Abby even seemed to temporarily forget her dislike of Nathan, laughing along with several of his jokes. Inhibitions were down; for now, there was peace.

But the moment didn't last. Eventually, Nathan announced he'd had enough fun and headed up to his room. Once he was gone, I felt my arousal, already simmered by the alcohol, begin to boil. Despite our fights, Abby and I were still trying for a baby... and so, I made my move.

I turned towards my wife, kissing her softly on the cheek... my intentions clear.

"Not here, Joey," Abby said, pushing me away slightly with a giggle. "What if Nathan comes back down?"

"He won't," I said reassuringly, returning to my kisses.

Abby froze, and for a second, I thought she'd deny me again, but instead she shook her head. "Fine. You know what? Fuck it. If you're so unconcerned about your best friend maybe walking in on us, Joey, then I don't care either. In fact, I hope he does. Maybe that way you'll finally understand how much you've let him get away with."

I grinned at her. "You're hot when you're mad."

"I'm glad you're enjoying yourself," Abby said, sounding annoyed, but eventually she met my kisses. Soon, we were making out heavily.

It wasn't long before our clothes were flying off, Abby's annoyance transforming into an intensity of desire I'd never seen from her before. By the time I'd pulled myself on top of her, both of us now fully naked, she was already grabbing for my cock, trying to force it inside.

Only after I'd entered her did I realize that we were no longer alone.

Sure enough, as if manifested by Abby's words, Nathan stood at the bottom of the stairs, looking directly at us. Abby couldn't see him from beneath me, but he was directly in my view, dressed in pajama bottoms and nothing else. We made eye contact and Nathan grinned, making a 'shhh' gesture with his fingers and then pointing down at Abby. His message was clear: let me watch.

If I wasn't mid-fuck, I might have had the sense to shoo Nathan away. But in that moment, my only concern was getting off. So, I just gave a single nod to Nathan: okay.

Unfortunately, Abby noticed my signal. "What's wrong, Joey?" she asked, her voice a mix of lust and concern.

The words escaped me before I realized what I was saying. "Nathan's watching."

"What? What the fuck?" Abby said, straightening and attempting to turn, but with my weight on her, all she did was move her pussy satisfyingly along my cock.

"Shh, it's okay," I said. "He's already headed back upstairs."

That last sentence was a complete fib, and Nathan looked at me frowning, head cocked: 'I'm not going anywhere', his expression said.

Unwilling to break-off mid-sex to force the issue, I tried to forget about Nathan, returning my full attention back to Abby.

"Well, I told you this would happen," Abby said, sounding annoyed again. "You ready to admit I was right, yet?"

"Hey, it's fine. We're alone again," I lied. "Let's just keep going. We were on to something good."

To emphasize my point, I started to slide myself in and out of Abby again.

"Okay," Abby conceded. "But we're gonna talk about this later."

"That's fine," I agreed, but I would have agreed to anything at that point, as long as it allowed me to keep my cock moving.

We restarted our fuck, moving past the temporary interruption. I did my best to forget about Nathan, but I couldn't shake the weight of his gaze settling over me. After I'd been thrusting inside Abby for a minute or two, I risked a glance back up towards the stairs. As I'd suspected, Nathan was still there, staring boldly at us... but now his cock was out too. It towered stiffly out of his pajamas, his hand steadily stroking along its shaft.



