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FOREWORD


This volume collects three books originally published in the “My Hotwife, My Best Friend” series, but shortly after I’d committed to that title, I realized that this series was going to have something new for me.

I’ve written plenty of stories with more than one man, but as I wrote them more often, I realized that I was working overtime to avoid having the men…well, kiss. I was spending as much time keeping the guys from catching feelings for each other as I was letting everyone fall for the wife.

So, I decided to try something different with this series.

This time, I decided, swords would cross.

I hope you enjoy the series, and the happily little epilogue that comes afterwards.


HOTWIFE AT THE REUNION


[image: A beautiful woman in a red dress stretches her arms over her head]
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“Well holy shit.”

I turned in my chair to look at my husband. Owen was sitting at his desk in our shared office, looking at his computer screen. “What’s up?”

He gestured at the screen; I could see his email program open. “Our college’s fifteen-year reunion is going to be held in a few weeks. Doesn’t feel like it’s been that long.”

It really didn’t. Owen and I had met just after he graduated from his undergraduate program, and we’d married two years later. It was surreal to think we’d been together for so many years. Time flies when you’re having fun, or something like that. “Are you going to go?” Owen and I had moved a few times over the years, but we’d ended up just an hour away from the school. It wouldn’t be much of a trip, and he’d probably have a good time.

“I think we should,” he said. “It could be a fun chance to catch up with some of my old friends.”

I didn’t like that we. “I think you’d have a great time.” I tried not to emphasize that pronoun too much. I didn’t want to be mean about it, but Owen and I had run in very different circles when we were in school. I would have called his friends a bunch of nerds. Nerds were my type, conveniently, but in college, I’d had a lot of types, and I’d had a lot of fun. That was underselling it, probably; I’d been a happy slut, and my adventures had been the stuff of legends. And then I’d met Owen. He was sweet, and kind, and shockingly good in bed, and the three together had made me willing to give up my wild sex life and agree to make him my one and only.

I’d never wavered from my vows, but there were times when it had been more work than I really wanted to admit to. Owen knew my body inside and out, and he had made me feel ways that no one else ever had. But he was also...just the one guy. He wasn’t into everything, he didn’t fantasize about everything. And that was okay. But sometimes...my mind wandered.

“Toby will probably be there.”

And sometimes, my husband was a mind-reader. Toby had been his best friend for twenty years. He’d been the best man at our wedding. There had been one moment just after the wedding ceremony where I’d thought that my wedding night might become a group event. I’d been too nervy to get too turned on by it at the time, but if I were telling the absolute truth, I’d thought about it plenty of times since, often with my vibrator buried deep in me. It led to some of the best orgasms I’d had on my own. Something about how Owen said it pinged my internal radar. “That’d be fun,” I said, trying to keep my voice neutral. “You two haven’t seen each other in a long time. You’ll have fun together.” I let the moment linger while I decided exactly what I wanted to say next. “After all, if I went along, I’d probably just be in the way.”

Owen finally looked at me, and his gaze was full of heat. “You, Sabrina,” he said, standing and pulling me to my feet. “Have not ever in your life been in the way.” I wrapped my arms around his neck, leaning in to kiss him, but he stepped forward, pushing us back until my back was up against the wall. He pressed his big, bulky weight against me, and I suddenly realized how incredibly hard he was. I whimpered and ground myself against him, enjoying the feel of him. He ran his hands down my body, tracing my hips and ass. My body rushed with need, and I wanted to be fucked more than anything.

I wasn’t the only one. Owen was suddenly moving fast, his hands yanking my pants down around my ankles and freeing his cock. I wrapped a leg around his hips and pulled him into me. His thick cock notched against me perfectly, and he slammed into me with one harsh thrust. I cried out, gripping him tightly as he started to move in me. He knew just how to move, just how to twist his hips and nip at my neck and dig his fingers into my thighs hard enough to leave bruises. Every thrust drove his cock against the most sensitive parts of my body, leaving me gasping and writhing as I tried to keep up with his brutal pace.

“Come for me,” he snarled in my ear, and my body clenched hard. “Come on my cock and tell me that you love me.”

“More,” I gasped. “I need more.”

He made a vicious sound, grabbing my other leg and hoisting it so that both were wrapped around his waist. He had all the leverage he needed now, and he drilled into me even more deeply. I cried out with every thrust, feeling my body spiraling into a pinprick of pleasure. “Sabrina, fuck, baby—” He came with a heavy grunt, and the hot sensation of his cum pouring deep into my cunt was the last thing I needed to tip over the edge. I arched on his cock, spasming and crying out his name as he fucked me through his orgasm and mine. And then we were gasping, he was lowering me gently back onto my feet, and I was testing out how steady I was as his cum leaked down my thighs. He kissed me viciously, his mouth clashing on mine, and I groaned with delight.

“What’s gotten into you?” I softened the question with a laugh.

Owen arched an eyebrow at me. “Are you complaining?”

“Absolutely not.” I ran my finger down his chest, his belly, and his cock, which quickly hardened again at my touch. He thrust gently into my fist, his bulk pressing me against the wall again. “I just like to know if I’m doing something special. So I can do it again.”

“Come to bed,” he said. Which wasn’t really an answer, but with the look in his eyes, I wasn’t going to argue. I was going to get fucked until I was screaming tonight, and all I had to do was enjoy it. That was fine with me.
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Later, sticky and spent, Owen and I cuddled in bed. I was drifting in happy exhaustion, my body sore in all the right ways, when Owen’s voice brought me back into focus.

“You and Toby,” he said. His voice was careful. “You two had a lot of chemistry, back in the day.”

I went completely still. I didn’t know what was going to happen next, but my belly was suddenly doing flips. “Did we?” It was the most neutral thing I could think of with my brain still a little fuck drunk.

He chuckled and pulled me closer. “Sabrina, I think you were about five seconds away from dropping to your knees to blow my best friend in your wedding dress.”

My body flared with heat, and only half of it was embarrassment. Toby had looked so fucking hot in a tux, and there’d always been a bit of chemistry between us. When he pulled me in for a hug, the mild flicker had suddenly been a lightning bolt straight to my clit. I’d gasped a little, and even through the layers of my dress, I felt his response in how his hands tightened at the small of my back. I’d leaned back from him, trying to see his face—and seen Owen. I’d jumped back, sure that my brand new husband was going to be furious that his slutty wife was already looking for a way to get something other than him. It was only after I was a solid three feet away from Toby did I realize that Owen’s expression hadn’t been fear or upset.

It had been hunger. And Toby’s expression was just as nakedly needy. “What do you say, Owen?” Toby had said, his eyes fixed on me. I was suddenly aware of just how much the dress showed off my breasts, made my hourglass figure look stunning, and how prettily my hair curled around my face. “Do best friends share everything?”

I don’t know what would have happened if I hadn’t burst into nervous giggles. The truth was that, despite my many adventures, I’d never been with two men at once. And the idea of having that, and with my husband, just moments after we’d agreed to love only each other for the rest of our lives, it just struck me as funny. And the moment broke. Toby’s heated gaze shifted into a friendly smile, and I saw disappointment flash across Owen’s face for just a moment before he wiped it away. I hadn’t known what to do to bring any of it back, so I’d just let it go.

Before my wedding, Toby had been almost as much of a constant in my life as Owen was. After, I saw him less. Oh, he and Owen got together all the time, but whenever I tried to get the three of us together, it just didn’t happen. Toby had a last-minute emergency, or had to get some work done, or was too tired to make it. After a while, I’d decided he must be uncomfortable around me and dropped it. Then he’d moved to another city for work, and even he and Owen didn’t see each other often. They kept in touch, but we definitely didn’t all get together.

I dragged my brain back to the present moment. “I’m not sure...” I didn’t want to lie. If I hadn’t been playing the part of a blushing bride, what would have happened? If Owen had kept looking at me like that, if I’d recognized the sheer hunger in his eyes...it would be a lie to say that I wouldn’t have at least seen what happened next.

Owen kissed the top of my head. “It’s okay,” he said. “I knew you two were hot for each other. I also knew that neither of you would ever do anything to hurt me. I never had to worry.”

“I’m glad you know that,” I said. My voice was still careful. I didn’t know what was happening, what might happen next.

“Would you have done it? If I’d given you permission?”

“Yes,” I said. It felt wrong to say, and my cheeks felt like they were on fire, but it was the truth.

Owen snuggled me closer, and I could feel his cock stirring against my thigh. He was getting hard, and fast. He draped my leg over his hip and dragged the head of his cock over my clit again. I moaned and shifted, trying to pull him into me, but he dodged me. “Say it,” he said. “You wanted to blow my best friend.”

“I did,” I gasped. He teased his cock at the opening of my cunt, and I moaned. “I wanted to blow him. I would have done it, right there in front of you, and in my wedding dress.”

He groaned, dragging his cock over me again. I whimpered as I arched my hips, desperate for him to fill me. He moved away again, then shifted, flipping me over onto my stomach. He dragged me up so that my ass was in the air, and he pierced my cunt with his cock as I screamed. “Say it again,” he said. His voice was tight, and barely under control. His thrusts into me were sharp and short, but at this angle, every movement drove him deep. I worked my hand under us and found my clit, circling it fast and hard.

“I would,” I said. “I would have fucked him in my wedding dress, if you let me. Right up against the wall in the reception hall. While you watched.” My pleasure was tightening my body, my cunt clenching around his cock. He moaned at my words, his body picking up speed. He balanced himself with one hand on my back, and I had to dig my hands into the mattress as he railed into me.

“Sabrina.” I could feel his thighs bunching as he slammed into me, his hand clenching on my back. “Sabrina.”

I moaned, past words. I could imagine it, imagine the white dress puffing up around me as I dragged Toby’s cock into my mouth. I could imagine the sounds Owen would make, how much he would have loved seeing it. Maybe I could have had them both, bobbing from cock to cock like a slut in a porn film⁠—

The orgasm hit me like a freight train, making me scream as my body clenched hard and fast. Owen followed me over the edge immediately, slamming into my body in heavy, harsh strokes. I could feel his hot cum releasing in thick ropes deep in me, splashing over me, covering me. Painting me bright white. 

He rocked into my body slowly, taking every small movement as my cunt milked him for every drop of his cum. And then we sagged together again. He kissed my hair and stroked it back from my forehead.

“It’s only a fantasy,” I managed to say. Fear was curling up in my belly. It was obvious that Owen didn’t mind me saying it, but I desperately needed him to know I would never dream of cheating on him.

“It’s fine, Sabrina,” he said. “But I’m going to tell you something now, and I really want you to believe me.”

That fear tightened up again.

“If you get the chance again, and you want to say yes to him?” Another light kiss pressed against my hair. “If you want to. Do it. Just tell me about it after. All the filthy details.”

I went completely still for a moment, then rolled over so that I was facing my husband. “Wait, are you serious?”

His face made it clear that that was a silly question. “Obviously. That would be a dumb thing to lie about.”

“I wouldn’t ever cheat on you.” I needed him to hear the words.

He rolled his eyes, kissing me on the forehead. “Of course you wouldn’t, baby. I know that. And this wouldn’t be that.” He nuzzled into me, and I could feel his cock twitch against my thigh again. My body flared with heat in another wave. At this point, I wasn’t going to get any sleep, and I didn’t care at all. “This would be sharing. After all, he was right.” Owen leaned down and pulled my heavy breast into his mouth, dragging his teeth over the nipple in a way that made me shriek with delighted pain. “Best friends always share.”

We fucked until we were completely exhausted and tumbled into sleep.
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In the morning, though, I didn’t entirely know what to do with myself. It was all well and good to say that I had permission to sleep with Toby if I wanted to...but what did that really mean? And how could I possibly ask?

Owen decided to make that part easy. He came downstairs while I was making coffee and wrapped his arms around me, pulling me tight against him. “I texted Toby this morning. He was planning on coming into town for the reunion. He was going to stay at a hotel, but I convinced him that he could crash in our guest room.”

A wave of need ran through me, and I tamped it down. “Oh? And did you tell him about our conversation last night?”

Owen’s voice was carefully neutral. “I did.”

My cunt gushed with need, and I felt wetness spreading between my thighs. I was going to need to change my panties if I didn’t get my mind under control. “And what did he have to say about it?”

Owen dragged his teeth over the skin just below my ear and I groaned, reaching back to wrap my arm around his neck and arch against him. “That he said it sounded like a very intriguing idea, and he would think it over.”

The words were like a lightning bolt directly to my clit. “Any thoughts on what he’s thinking about?”

“None,” Owen said. His hands ran down my body and gripped my breasts, rolling my nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. “I’m sure he’ll want to see both of us first. Make sure that we...know what we’re inviting him to.”

I groaned, arching into his hands, desperate and eager. “And do we?”

Owen laughed, one hand dragging down my front to dip into my panties. “I guess we’ll find out.”
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The time between then and the reunion seemed to both crawl and fly by. Every time the topic of Toby, the reunion, or anything even remotely connected came up, Owen and I ended up fucking like bunnies. Whenever I was alone, I found myself imagining that moment again, my pretty white wedding dress, and Toby in his tux.

I thought about reaching out to Toby, maybe letting him know that I was absolutely into this idea, and in fact very much wanted it to happen. But I couldn’t quite bring myself to do it. I wasn’t nervous about it, exactly, but I also wanted Owen to be the go-between on this. I couldn’t shake the worry that we’d let some kind of genie out of a bottle, and that putting it back would be difficult—if not impossible. I’d admitted that the idea of fucking Toby sounded incredibly hot. Owen certainly hadn’t seemed threatened, but at the same time...what if he changed his mind? Or what if he didn’t, but was afraid to tell me? What if everything worked out and Toby and I did sleep together—and it drove a wedge between Owen and me? Hell, what if, after all of this, Toby wanted nothing to do with this, and his friendship with Owen was ruined over it.

There were just too many possibilities, and the more I thought about them, the more anxious I got. So, ultimately, I left it up to Owen. I promised myself that I would be okay with whatever happened. After all, no matter what went down, my marriage was the most important thing. I would make sure to keep that safe.

Two days before the reunion, Owen let me know that he’d been in touch with Toby. “I invited him to stay with us,” he said. “Seems ridiculous for him to shell out for a hotel when we have a perfectly good spare room right here.”

My belly did a little somersault. “Did he mention anything else about...the other thing?”

He grinned. “No. I haven’t pressed him on it, and he hasn’t volunteered anything.” 

I bounced a little, trying to keep my anxiety contained. “Is he going to stay here at least?”

Owen nodded. “But he’s not coming over before the reunion. He’s only flying in that afternoon, so he’s renting a car and will meet us at the event.”

I gave Owen a long look. “If I die from horny anticipation and nerves, the two of you will be to blame.”

He laughed and pulled me into his lap, his hands reaching into my panties as I threw my head back, already soaked and eager for him. “The horny part I can help with at least,” he murmured into my neck.

He didn’t stop until I was screaming his name.
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I stopped asking about Toby after that. I couldn’t stand not knowing, and if he hadn’t told Owen anything by that point, I doubted that he would. The thing that kept me going was that I remembered him as a pretty direct guy. If he intended to turn us down or felt like this was absolutely something he didn’t want, he would have said that, not dodged around it.

The reunion was on a Saturday. There were a few networking events that Owen was going to attend on his own in the afternoon to catch up with people, then pick me up at home so we could go to the big formal event in the evening. Owen got his suit cleaned—I spent plenty of time admiring him in it, and assuring him that it fit just fine, and showing him just how much I appreciated how good he looked in it—and I spent time shopping for just the right dress. I definitely had things I could have worn, but this had the potential to be a big night. I wanted to look like a bombshell.

It took a few shopping trips, but I found just the right dress. Bright red, sparkly, cut low in back, and slit all the way up my thigh. It made my ass look incredible and, with a very intense undergarment situation, made my breasts look incredible. My red heels were sky high. I let my hair and makeup be a little more natural, with my red curls spilling down my back and just enough makeup to highlight my eyes. And mouth.

I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about what Toby had looked like in that tux. I obviously wasn’t going to wear another wedding dress, but I could absolutely look like the most delightful piece of walking sex he’d seen. I wanted to be irresistible. Just in case.

When Owen walked in the door, his eyes went wide. “Holy shit, Sabrina. You look like sex on a stick.”

I would have given a little twirl, but the dress was just a little too narrow to spin like that. I struck a pose instead, letting my thigh peak out of that high slit. “Do you like it?”

“Yes,” he said. “And Toby will. And I think you know that.”

I blushed. “Do you think so?”

Owen wrapped his arms around me, his hands splayed over my bare lower back. “I think you remember that red is his favorite color.” He pulled me in close, and I could feel his erection, rock hard in his pants. I reached for him, but he dodged me. “You’re Toby’s tonight.”

I bit my lip. “Did you see him this afternoon?”

His fingers toyed at the fabric directly above my ass, teasing at the sensitive flesh. “Don’t worry about it,” he said. “All you need to do tonight is enjoy yourself.”

“But what if he⁠—”

Owen put his finger over my lips, and I went quiet. “This is up to you from here. Anything you want to do with him, you can. But you don’t have to do anything. It’s your choice.”

A surge of heat ran through my body, settling deep in my belly. “Are you saying...”

He grinned. “After these past few weeks? Don’t play coy, Sabrina.” He leaned close and nipped at my neck, making me whimper and reach for him again. “You know damn well that if you want to fuck him, all you have to do is tell me about it.”

I moaned at the words. There was no doubt or concern in his voice. He wanted this. He wanted me to have this. It made my cunt gush, and I was suddenly aware that this dress had allowed very little in the way of panties to avoid having a panty line visible, and my pussy was almost entirely bare. I was hyperaware of the slim ribbon of fabric that was theoretically covering me. And how little would need to be moved to fuck me in this dress.

A dark look passed through Owen’s eyes, and I knew he was thinking about it too. He dug his fingers into my hip hard, for just a moment, then pulled back. “Time to go,” he said.
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The formal event was being held in the ballroom at one of the fancier hotels in town. When we walked in, Owen was immediately inundated by people. He’d been a popular guy in college, and a lot of his friends had stayed in the area, but schedules had kept people from getting together. It sounded like they’d all had fun this afternoon, but now they were done pretending to be professional. I left him to it. I couldn’t focus on what anyone was saying; all I could do was try to be subtle as I scanned the crowd, looking for Toby. This many people had never attended my college reunions, and I would have been entertained about Owen’s friends’ school spirit if I wasn’t so frazzled. Owen had kept his hand on my thigh the entire drive to the hotel, and I’d been losing my mind at the contact.

Eventually, I excused myself from Owen and his friends and headed to the bar for a glass of wine. I needed something to take just the slightest edge off my nerves. I stepped up to the bar, but before I’d even managed to get the bartender’s attention, I heard a familiar voice in my ear. “Red is my favorite color.”

The sound electrified my body, and I had to take a deep breath before I turned to look at Toby. “So I hear. How’re you doing?” I took a long moment to take him in. Owen was built like a bear and always had been, but Toby had a swimmer’s body. He had broad shoulders and a narrow waist, and he looked like he’d kept himself in shape. And still had his suits well-tailored. He looked absolutely delectable.

He had clearly been taking me in as well, and the grin he wore made it perfectly clear that he liked what he was seeing. “Doing okay. It’s been a while since we got a chance to talk. Alone.”

“Not since my wedding, I think.” I let the words linger. His nostrils flared just a little in response. I couldn’t figure out how to say “do me, baby, do me” without actually screaming that. And while the thought of touching him had my nipples tightening under my sparkling red dress, I also was not up for going down on my knees to blow him with an audience of a few hundred people. 

He ran his hands through his hair, ruffling it in a way that I’d always found adorable before. Now, it sent a pulse of desire directly to my aching body. “That was on purpose, you know?”

I tilted my head slightly. “No, I didn’t.”

Toby raised his eyebrows. “Really? I thought it would have been clear that I was absolutely into you, and that I was worried that it would make Owen uncomfortable. I didn’t want him to worry.” He grinned. “Apparently, though, he had as many regrets about that day as I did.”

“What do you mean?” I was suddenly nervous again. Toby placed his hand on my forearm, though, and the tingling contact made my head go a little fuzzy.

“Nothing in particular,” he said. “You can ask him for more detail later. The important thing to know, I suppose, is that I’ve never stopped thinking about the way you looked in that wedding dress, and that I’ve always regretted letting Owen think it was a joke that I wanted to know if we could share you.”

My heart hammered in my chest. “Me too.” The music playing in the room was suddenly far too loud. I wasn’t sure if Toby would be able to hear me, but his lips quirked upward at the corners. He must have made me out well enough.

He reached out and traced his fingers down my bare arm. I shivered, leaning into the touch. My nipples were pebbled hard, the satin of my bra suddenly feeling rough against them. The bra necessary to hold this dress together was firm and stiff on the front, but the cups were barely scraps of cloth. I didn’t know how visible my nipples were, but something in that area was definitely catching Toby’s interest.

“Come with me,” he said. He hooked his hand around my elbow and tugged me very gently. I looked back into the crowd and saw Owen watching us. I couldn’t read his expression from this far away. I would just need to trust his words.

I followed Toby out of the ballroom. 
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We walked down a short hall. There was an open door; he guided me through it into a brightly lit room that had a few chairs, a sofa, and a table with a mirror. I recognized it after a moment. Owen and I had our wedding reception at a different hotel ballroom, but the idea of the room was the same. A place for a woman to spend a moment prepping herself before walking in to greet everyone.

It had been in a room just like this, right before Owen and I had walked into a room where all our friends greeted us as a married couple for the first time, that I’d realized just how much Toby turned me on.

I turned in a slow circle before looking at him. The heat in his gaze went straight to my core. “Did you want this all this time?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said. “Since Owen met you. You were his, and I’d never do anything to hurt him, so I never said anything about it. But then you were glowing so brightly that day, and you looked at me, and I was so overwhelmed by how much I wanted you.” He paused for a moment, drawing a deep breath. “Do you know what you would have done? If the moment hadn’t shifted?”

I hadn’t been able to think of anything else for days. “Yes.”

The heat in his gaze intensified. My breath sped up; my cunt was gushing, and the heavy heat was increasing. “Do you want to do it now?”

I kept my gaze locked on his as I stepped close to him. I wrapped my arms around his neck. Even in my high heels, I had to go up on my tip toes to get close to him. I pulled his face down close to mine and paused with just a breath between our lips. “Yes,” I whispered.

He moved faster than I’d dreamed. One hand was digging into my waist, pulling me tight against him, while the other was buried in my hair. He crushed my mouth against his. I could feel his erection digging into my low belly, and I could tell that he was rock hard—and bigger than i might have guessed. I moaned, and when my mouth opened against his, his tongue swept into my mouth, plundering me. I could imagine his tongue in so many other places—wrapped around a nipple, plunging into my cunt—that it overwhelmed me. I let out a little cry, and it sent him wilder. His fingers ran down, splaying over my ass and lifting me so that I was even tighter against him.

He pulled back just enough to see my face. “Like what you feel?” He rocked his hips against me, driving his hard cock against me and making me whimper.

“Yes.”

“Is this what you would have done? Kiss me?”

I bit my lip and made myself tell the truth. “I would have done something different.”

His gaze flared. His voice was almost a snarl. “Show me.”

I stepped back from him just a little. I held his gaze as I caught the front of my dress in my hands, pulling it up enough that it didn’t get caught under me as I dropped to my knees. His eyes went wide, and he let out a low curse. “Fuck, Sabrina.” He stroked my hair, and I leaned into the caress like a kitten.

“This is what I wanted to do,” I said. I leaned forward and pressed my lips against his hard cock through the fabric of his pants. He moaned a little, his hand tightening in my hair.

“Just that?”

I giggled a little. “Of course not.” I ran my mouth against him, letting him feel the heat of my breath as I worked his belt. He helped me unzip his fly, and then free his cock from his boxer briefs. Jesus, he was big. A pang of regret hit me. Could I have had this cock all those years ago? God. He was going to stretch me so well. Owen was big, but Toby made my mouth go dry with anticipation.

I forced myself to slow down, just a little. I didn’t want to assume what would be okay. What he would want. Maybe we would do this, and realize that it was a terrible idea, and we should never do anything like it again.

But Toby’s cock was rock hard, thick and veiny, and the tip was already shiny with his arousal. There was no question; he was absolutely enjoying himself. His hand was light, but it was still in my hair. I was very aware of how delicate he could be...or not be. Remembering that was another bolt of heat through me, this time centering directly on my clit. Owen was an amazing lover. Kind. Considerate. But sometimes...sometimes a girl wanted to be tossed around a little.

I knew, just from the pressure of Toby’s hand on my hair, that he would happily toss me around a little, if given the opportunity.

And then I pushed all the other thoughts out of my head so I could focus on what I was going to do next. The thing I’d been fantasizing about for weeks. Years.

I opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around the head of Toby’s cock.
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He felt incredible. He was heavy and thick, and he tasted like warm heat. I wrapped my tongue around him, licking up that salty bit of wetness, before pushing myself further down his shaft. He groaned and cursed. His hand was shaking just a little on the back of my head, and I could feel how tight his body was. He wanted so much more than I was giving him. So far.

“Fuck, Sabrina,” he murmured. The sound of my name in his mouth, the way he dragged out the vowels, tore a moan from me. His hand tightened on my hair, and I pushed myself down further. He was big, really big, and I had to open wide to take him, pushing past my gag reflex until he was touching the back of my throat. And I still wasn’t all the way down his shaft. I used my hand to make up the difference, stroking him slowly as I worked him over nice and soft, glancing up at him. His eyes were closed, his entire body still and taut. I knew he was focused on just enjoying himself. Loving every movement. It drove me further, faster. Small sounds escaped him every time I bobbed on his cock, pulling him further into me.

“Look at me, Sabrina,” he said. His voice was strained. I looked up, and saw his phone pointed down at me. My eyes went wide. “I think we should show your husband what kind of slut he married. What do you think?”

Part of me was suddenly terrified. Had this whole thing been some weird, elaborate ploy to prove that I would cheat on Owen? Would he really have done that?

No. No, he absolutely wouldn’t. Which meant that Toby wasn’t going to do anything that I didn’t want him to do. And that he didn’t think Owen would want. I remembered how Owen had looked when he’d seen Toby and I after the wedding, poised on the edge of something. He hadn’t looked upset.

He’d looked hungry.

That fear turned into heat in my stomach. I pulled off Toby’s cock just enough to speak. “Do it.” And then I went to work again, keeping my eyes up so that Toby could catch a good picture of Owen’s slutty wife sucking off his best friend. I heard the phone make a shutter sound, and then watched Toby force himself to focus as he tapped a few options on the phone. I didn’t make it easy on him. I worked him as hard and fast as I knew how, sucking at the head of his cock and letting it out with a loud pop, stroking his shaft hard, and then burying my face on him again. He tossed his phone aside, and his hand wasn’t soft on my head anymore. His fingers tangled in my curls, pushing me down as he thrust into my mouth, forcing the rhythm he wanted. I balanced myself on his thighs and let him take my mouth.

The door opened. I didn’t stop. I knew it was Owen. I wanted him to see. See what a slut he’d married. How much I wanted his best friend.

“I just got a text,” he said, his voice a low rumble. “With a very pretty picture.”

“Does she look this good?” Toby’s voice was tight. He’d barely slowed his furious pace into my mouth. “When she’s got your cock in her throat?”

Owen chuckled. I heard the sound of a zipper, and my body went even hotter. “I don’t know,” Owen said. “I guess we should check.”
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Owen stood next to Toby, his cock out. He was painfully hard, the tip weeping precum. Toby let me up, and a string of saliva trailed from my lip to the head of his cock. Owen’s eyes went wide. I kept stroking Toby with one hand and wrapped the other around Owen’s. “Hello, husband.”

“Fuck, Sabrina,” he murmured, his eyes locked on me. From this angle, they could both see directly down my dress. I wondered what was visible from that angle. My cleavage? The dark circles around my nipples? My nipples, hard enough to cut glass?

“That’s what your friend keeps saying.” I let myself pout just a little, just for show. “But so far, all he wants to do is stick his cock down my throat.”

Owen’s eyes rolled back in his head for a moment.

“No more talking, slut,” Toby said. “Time to put that mouth of yours to work. I want to see what you look like sucking your husband’s cock.”

His grip on my hair tightened, and he pushed me toward Owen. All I could do was open my mouth and take him. Owen let out a low, strangled cry the moment my mouth closed over him. He didn’t pause, didn’t wait. He put his hand over Toby’s and started pumping into my mouth. I groaned at the sensation, at the glorious familiarity of my husband’s cock. I knew just how to move, just how to take him, just how to give him what he wanted. I let him have me.

“Oh, that is pretty,” Toby said. “I like that. But I think I like this better.” He pulled me off and led me back to his cock. Owen’s hand stayed where it was, and I was back to choking on Toby’s huge length. “I like her working hard.”

“She can’t take all of you,” Owen said. His voice was quiet, wondrous. I could hear how hot he was. “Let me help.”

And then Owen’s hand was there, his fingers wrapped around the base of Toby’s cock, stroking him up to meet my lips as I tried desperately to keep up with Toby’s urgent thrusts. I looked up at them. Both of them looked locked in sheer ecstasy, and it filled me with hot need. I wanted something between my legs, something to fill me. I wanted to come so badly. But Toby’s movements were so harsh, so fast and eager that I couldn’t have gotten my fingers between my folds and kept my balance.

Toby tore himself out of my mouth with a grunt. Drool trailed from his tip to my lips, and I followed him for a moment, eager for his salty heat. For a moment, Owen’s big fist wrapped around Toby’s cock, and Toby thrust into him eagerly, his eyes closing, before he pulled free. “You two are fucking torturing me,” he said, laughing just a little. “I want to come in your wife’s cunt. You okay with that?”

Owen’s eyes went wide, and I could see his cock twitch. “Lady’s choice,” he said.

“Oh fuck, yes,” I said. “I want both of you.”

There was a moment of electric chemistry between Owen and Toby, and my body flared in response. I didn’t know entirely what was happening now, if this was something new between them, or something old that was roaring back to life. Either way, they were both hungry for something, and I was here for it.

Toby put his hands on my shoulders and shoved me down so I was on my hands and knees. I tried to reach around to show him where the zipper was on the dress, but he didn’t bother. The thigh slit made the dress loose enough that he could shove it up to my hips, and my panties were nothing but a scrap of fabric. He didn’t even bother taking them off, just shoved them to the side. He teased at my opening with the head of his cock, and I moaned with need. It was like I’d never been filled, never taken a cock, never had anything. I needed him. I needed Owen. I needed everything.

“Such a pretty little slut,” he murmured, stroking his hand down my spine. I shivered. His fingers dragged through my folds, swirling my wetness around. “You’ve been hungry and wet for this for hours, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I managed to say. “Fuck, yes.”

“Good,” he said. “That’ll make it easier for you to take this fat cock.”

I had a moment of delicious nervousness as he swirled the head of his cock through my arousal. He was huge, and I wasn’t entirely sure I’d ever had anyone bigger. I loved being stretched, loved the feel of my cunt being forced to take something, and knowing what was coming made me desperate. I worked my hips backward, trying to take him into me, but he didn’t let me move enough for it.

“She wants you too, Owen,” Toby said. “Come down here.”

And then Owen was kneeling in front of me, his cock in my face. I moved forward eagerly, rolling my tongue around his tip and drawing him in. “Oh fuck, yes,” he murmured, his eyes closing just a little. He steadied himself on my shoulder and started to move, working me down on his shaft.

I was so focused on my husband’s cock in my mouth, on taking him as well as I could, that the feeling of Toby’s cock pressing into me caught me off guard. I cried out as his thick head spread me open. I tried to pull back, to breathe, but Owen’s fingers tightened in my hair, holding me down on his cock. Not enough to hurt, but enough to choke off any sounds I might make. “You wanted this,” he said. His voice was firm, but not cruel. “Unless you tap out, you’re taking what you’re given. You good?”

I managed to choke out a “yes”, even though it was garbled around his cock.

“Good,” he said. “Because we both know that you’re incapable of being quiet while you’re being fucked, and my friend is about to fuck you very, very well. I want you to feel it. And this way, you don’t need to worry about being loud.” His hand stroked my hair. “We’ve got you.”

Toby thrust into me, shoving me open, and I cried out. The push drove me farther down on Owen’s cock. He cursed and thrust into my mouth. It shoved me backward, forcing Toby deeper into my cunt. Toby drove forward again, working himself deeper into me, and Owen shoved back, moving until he was kissing the back of my throat with the tip of his cock. One more thick thrust from Toby, and I felt him buried all the way inside of me, his hips tight against my ass. I moaned. I was so completely full, so swollen with need and with men. I’d never had this. I’d always wanted this. I had it.

They started to move together, one of them fucking forward and driving me back on the other, over and over. My breasts tipped forward, almost out of my dress. Tears were streaming down my face at the sharp stretching sensation every time Toby thrust into me, and I didn’t care. It felt incredible. It felt amazing. Toby was driving directly into the sensitive spots deep in my cunt that tipped me over into a screaming orgasm, my cunt pulsing around Toby’s cock as Owen’s garbled the sound. Both of them let out low moans, eager and harsh at the same time. I knew they were both close, I knew they were both desperate for me. 

Then there was a sharp sound, a sudden change in angle. I managed to roll my eyes up and saw something that tipped me into another screaming orgasm. Owen had his hand tight on Toby’s neck, and they were kissing violently, mouths clashing and tongues tangling. They were both moaning, thrusting viciously into me as they plundered each other’s mouths. I came like a freight train, my body spasming with need over and over. I felt the sudden swelling of Owen’s cock and had a moment to breathe before he came harder than he ever had, spurting ropes of cum down my throat as he fucked my mouth and thrust his tongue into Toby’s. I could feel Toby’s thighs like iron as he pumped into me, keeping his balance on my hips as he kept up with Owen. I desperately swallowed at Owen’s cum, struggling to keep up with his pulsing body. Some ran down my chin, dripping onto the floor. I whimpered as he pulled free from me, his kisses slowing down with Toby. “Oh fuck.” My body was tensing, primed. I needed Toby to come, needed him to fill me. “Oh please. Please.”

I didn’t have to ask. Owen fell back a little, his cock softening. He reached forward and pulled my breasts all the way free from my dress. He found my nipples and rolled them between his thumbs and forefingers, dragging another sharp cry from me. “You’re going to need to be quiet now, Sabrina.” His voice was firm, and I wanted desperately to listen. “Toby?”

“Yeah.” Toby’s voice was tight, strained. Hungry. He was trembling behind me. His hand tangled in my hair, drawing my head back until my back was arched, my body balanced on my fingertips.

“Fuck my wife and make her cum.”

Toby didn’t answer with words. He snarled. I didn’t think he could have driven into my body harder, faster, but he found a way, slamming into my cunt with harsh, heavy strokes. My body was soaring, desperate, so needy, and the sensation of Owen’s fingers on my nipples drove me higher. I needed something more, some tiny thing. One last thing to make me let go.

Toby pulled my hair harder, dragging me up. Owen balanced my shoulders, and I let myself go completely. Toby found just the right angle and cursed. His thick cock drove against that sensitive spot deep in my cunt, and I felt my body tighten, my vision narrowing to a tiny pinprick of light. “Come for me, you silly slut,” he snarled.

It was what I needed. My body exploded, and Owen covered my mouth with his as I screamed, my body shattering on Toby’s cock. He came with a roar, shooting thick cum into my hungry cunt over and over. My body pulsed around him, milking his cock as he moved in me, fucking me through his orgasm and the aftershocks of mine. And then, slowly, we all collapsed together. Owen gathered me up to his chest while Toby stroked my hair. They very carefully made sure that my dress wasn’t going to get stained with cum as they petted me.

“That was maybe the best thing ever,” I said, entirely fuck-drunk. And then felt a rush of nerves. How was Owen going to feel about that?

“Same,” he said. He looked almost shy now, but he reached out and ran his thick thumb over Toby’s lower lip. Toby kissed it, sucking it gently into his mouth before releasing it with a pop. I didn’t know what had gone on between them before, but I absolutely wanted to find out.

But later. Right now, I wanted to float on the clouds of this moment, wrapped up by two men who were completely delighted with my body. And with theirs.

And then I remembered. I needed to make sure of something. “Toby’s staying at our house. Right?”

The world paused for a moment. “Absolutely,” Owen said. “Right?”

Toby laughed gently. “As if I’d give up the chance to do all of this again.” I whimpered as he pressed up against my back, wrapping his arms around both me and Owen. “I’m entirely yours.”

“And I’m yours,” I said. The words went towards both of them, but my gaze was on Owen. “My husband.”

“My wife,” he said. He pressed his lips to mine. “You’re wonderful.”

I snuggled into him, letting Toby wrap himself around us more tightly. “Thank you for giving me this,” I said.

He chuckled. “It was clearly my pleasure.” He stroked my hair, and I felt a tilt of his head. I was quite sure he’d pressed his lips against Toby’s just a little. “Let’s head home.”

They cleaned me up just enough to not ruin my dress. We slipped out of the party. Owen had done all the networking he’d planned on, and besides. We’d found what we’d come for. I put my hands in both of theirs as we walked out the door. Owen and I headed towards our car, and Toby got in his rental to follow us home.


THE HOTWIFE CRAVES MORE
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I sat in my husband Owen’s car, trying to comprehend what we had just done. We were on our way home from Owen’s 15-year college reunion, where a steamy encounter between me and his best friend, Toby, had turned into the two of them locking tongues while they used me until we were all screaming with pleasure. My body was still aching from the things they had done to me, and Owen and I were driving home in our car while Toby followed us in a rental.

I was eager for what was coming next, but as I came down from my orgasm-induced high, a little curl of nerves was building up in my stomach. Owen hadn’t given me any sign that he didn’t absolutely love what we’d just done. But I’d also had no idea he was into men. Or maybe it was just Toby? I didn’t know how to ask.

Owen took one hand off the wheel and rested it on my bare thigh. I was wearing a glittering red dress with a high slit, and if I shifted just right, I would be completely exposed. “You’re thinking really loudly, Sabrina.”

I let out a little breath. “That was all a little…unexpected.”

He glanced sideways at me. I couldn’t read his expression in the dim car, but his hand tensed just a little on my thigh. “What part?”

I tried to think of a way to ask the question. “Was that new for you? Kissing Toby? Or, I guess, kissing men in general?”

Owen was quiet for a long moment. I knew he was taking him time, making sure he was finding the right words. I’d asked a big question, after all. “Tonight was the first time I ever kissed another man.” Another long pause. “It was also the first time Toby and I had been with a woman together. But it was not the first time we were in a sexual situation together.”

My eyebrows went up so far I worried they’d get lost in my hair. “I’d love to hear more.” I was careful to make sure that my tone conveyed that it was hot and I was interested, and did not suggest that I was upset about anything.

The car was too dark for me to tell if Owen was blushing, but if I had to bet, I’d bet his cheeks were bright red. His fingers started tracing little patterns on my thigh. I sighed happily and leaned into the caresses. “There were a few parties. Before you and I even met. There were a lot of people in all sorts of positions, and people weren’t being particularly careful about where their hands were going. When Toby’s hand ended up wrapped around my cock…I didn’t see the need to stop him.” He cleared his throat, and I waited for him to continue. “A few times after that, we ended up messing around together. I, uh, sucked him off once. But it just…I don’t know, it fizzled out, and we went back to being friends. I never told you about it because it didn’t seem relevant. I hadn’t thought about it at all until I saw you staring at him like that on our wedding day.”

It was my turn to have my cheeks go red hot. Toby had been the best man at Owen’s and my wedding, and there had been one moment when I’d seriously considered what it would be like to drop to my knees and blow my husband’s best friend in my wedding dress. Owen had seen it, and I’d been sure he was upset. It was years before I realized that I’d read the moment completely wrong. He hadn’t been upset; he’d been hungry for it.

Owen’s fingers slid a little farther up. I whimpered and let my thighs fall farther open. “And when you saw him and I eyeing each other…”

Owen nodded. “And I just had this image in my head of the three of us in bed together.”

“And then?”

“And then you seemed put off, and why the hell would I push the issue? That seemed both dumb and mean.”

I bit my lip. I arched my hips just enough to tip his fingers right where I wanted them, at the vee of my thigh. My panties had disappeared at some point during our adventures at the hotel, and I was completely bare for him. He explored my folds almost idly, his eyes focused on the road. “And what if I’d said I was into it? On our wedding day.”

He threw me one glance, and I could feel the smolder in his gaze even in the darkness. “We would have claimed food poisoning, skipped the reception, and the three of us would have been fucking until we were too tired and sore to move, then napped, and done it all again.”

I moaned, and his finger slipped between my folds, dipping into my aching cunt for just a moment.

“I can’t play with you and drive,” he said. “But if you want to tease yourself while we drive, please feel free.”

“Do I get to come?”

“Absolutely not,” he said. “You get to remember what it’s like to be patient. I’m not going to have Toby complaining that I wore you out in the car.”

I considered keeping my fingers to myself just on principle, but I kept thinking about the pair of hard cocks that were going to be waiting for me at home, and all the amazing configurations I was going to be able to enjoy once I had them both in bed with me. Just that thought sent a shiver of need through my cunt. I spread my thighs wide and dipped my fingers into my own arousal. I flicked at my clit carefully, almost delicately, testing to see how sensitive I felt. My entire body heaved with need. Images were flitting through my brain of my husband getting sucked off by the gorgeous man who’d just had his cock buried in me, then a flip to Owen on his back with Toby pistoning his cock down into Owen’s mouth. I moaned and buried two fingers in my aching cunt, remembering what it had felt like when the two of them had filled me, driving me back and forth onto each other, cock to cock, while I came again and again.

Pleasure was rolling through me. Every clench of my cunt was more intense, and I desperately wanted to ignore Owen’s instruction that I wait.

Owen heaved a heavy sigh. “I’m calling Toby,” he said.

“What?” I dragged myself back to attentiveness.

“Oh, don’t stop,” he said. “I’m just not going to be the only one rock hard and trying to focus on driving while listening to you.”

I thought about arguing that I could stop, that I could sit quietly with my hands in my lap the rest of the way home. It was maybe 10 minutes. But I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to show off. And Owen had already dialed the number. I buried my fingers in my cunt again and let myself focus on the sensations.

“Yeah?” Toby’s voice was just a little concerned. “Everything okay?”

My thumb brushed against my clit, and I whimpered, closing my eyes and letting my hips arch, imaging the cock that would be buried in me so soon.

“Someone wants to put on a show,” Owen said. He sounded amused. “If I had to focus on driving while listening to this, I thought you should suffer along with me.”

“Mmm.” Toby sounded pleased. I let myself drift more, lost in the slick feeling of my fingers pumping in and out of my cunt. I knew Owen had told me to wait, and I knew I should, but it felt so good to be full. I couldn’t get the image of the two of them kissing out of my head. It was burning me up. I wanted to see it again. “Did you tell her she could come?”

“I told her she had to wait,” Owen set. I let out a little sound meant to convey my irritation, but it was swallowed by the tangled need burning through me. “But I don’t know if she can.”

“She sounds like a sloppy slut,” Toby agreed. “I think she should get what she wants for now.” There was something darker in his voice for a moment. “She has plenty of time to learn to behave when we get back to your house.”

That dark edge thrilled through me. Sometimes, when we got frisky, Owen would tell me what he wanted me to do. He’d use a firm tone that made my mind feel a little soft at the edges. But there was never any real risk of…follow through. If I didn’t do what he said, I wouldn’t get whatever reward he promised, but he never made me do what he wanted.

That dark tone of Toby’s…if he told me what to do, I’d listen. If I didn’t, he would make me do it. In the very best way.

“What’s got her so hot and bothered, anyway?”

They were talking about me like I wasn’t even there, and it made me hotter. Made my body spiral faster. I moaned more, let my hips buck up to meet my fingers, indulged in the spinning waves of pleasure.

“I told her about you and me in college,” Owen said.

Toby was quiet for a moment. “She liked hearing about it?”

“Yes.” I wanted them to hear my voice, just in case either of them was worrying. “Fuck, yes.”

Toby laughed. “And what would you say, Sabrina, if I told you that I’d dreamed about your husband’s cock just as much as I had your pretty wedding dress?”

I gasped, my body tensing in a rush. I ground my thumb into my clit, pumping my fingers into my body fast and hard. “Fuck, Toby.”

“He has a lovely mouth. But I’m sure you know that.” He was quiet, and I was loud. I wanted him to hear every noise I made, every wet sound of my fingers in me. “Do you want to see him blow me again?”

My body convulsed, and I cried out as I came, my body arching off the seat. My cunt clenched at my fingers over and over, hungry and desperate and so, so needy. Finally, the pleasure faded, and I gasped as I settled back into the seat. “Oh my god.” If I saw the real thing, I might combust.

“And you, Owen?” Toby’s voice was quiet, more careful than I’d ever heard him. “Do you want to wrap your pretty mouth around my cock again?”

Owen’s voice was nearly a snarl. “Let’s get back to the house, and then we’ll figure out who is blowing who.” He tapped the button to disconnect the call. I reached over, palming his thick cock and feeling just how rock hard he was. He batted my hand away. “I’ll go off like a fucking rocket and that doesn’t combine well with driving.”

“Understood,” I said. I sat in the passenger seat like a good girl, my hands politely in my lap, the rest of the way home.
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Owen pulled into our driveway, parked the car, and tapped the button to shut off the engine. Before he got his seatbelt all the way off, I was working his belt buckle and pulling his cock free. He hadn’t been kidding; he was as swollen as he ever got, the tip of his cock shiny with pre-cum. “Sabrina,” he murmured, running his hand through my hair. “We’re already home, we can go inside.”

“Let me take care of you,” I murmured, echoing his words from earlier in the night. He groaned as I ran my mouth over the head of his cock. He pulled the seat back further to give me more room, and I angled myself as well as I could. He buried his hand in my hair as I bobbed on his cock, swallowing him farther and farther down. His hips bucked up into my mouth over and over, and I could feel him tightening, his thighs going hard as rock as he plunged into my face. His fingers clenching in my hair were the only warning I got before he roared, shooting his cum down my throat in a rush. I gulped at him eagerly, swallowing every drop of him as he surged and surged.

He gave one last twitch, and I pulled back from him, licking my lips with satisfaction. He stroked my hair, clearly working on getting his breath back. And then a light tap on the window made us both look up. Toby was staring in the window of the car, grinning. “While that was hot as fuck,” he said. “I think we should head indoors before your neighbors start complaining about the noise.”

I laughed, scooting over to my side of the car and opening the door as Owen got out the driver’s side. “You just want your turn.”

Toby shrugged, grinning. “I don’t see how it’s an either/or situation.”

As we walked to the front door, he reached out and took my hand. It was an odd, unfamiliar sensation. I couldn’t remember the last time I held hands with a man who wasn’t Owen. Even that had its own…heat.

Owen went in front of us, opening the door. I expected him to walk directly up to the bedroom, but he turned down the hallway and went into the living room. “I think we should talk a minute, before we all fall into bed together.”

I could feel the heat and need radiating off Toby, but he nodded, and dropped onto the couch. I sat next to him, and Owen scooched in on my other side, sandwiching me between them.

“If we need to have any big conversations about rules or limits or whatever, I’d prefer we get that done now,” Owen said. “I think we should all make sure we understand each other.”

There was something cautious in his tone. I didn’t entirely understand it, or the implications of it. “Is there something you’re worried about?” I tried to keep my voice level. It wouldn’t be like Owen to have had Toby come all the way here just to turn him down or something. But he’d seemed vulnerable and nervous when he’d told me about how he and Toby had been together, before they met me.

“Not exactly,” Owen said. His eyes were darting away, and it was Toby who spoke.

“Are you worried about how much happens between me and Sabrina, or you and me?” His voice was soft, and there wasn’t even a touch of hurt in it. “Nothing’s going to happen unless all three of us want it.”

Owen nodded carefully. “I know. I’m…” Toby’s thumb ran over Owen’s jaw again, then brushed over his lower lip, and Owen let out a low moan that did naughty things to my core. “Nervous.”

Toby chuckled. “Maybe I should have waited to admit that I’ve been craving your cock for almost two decades.”

Heat flared in Owen’s gaze, and I had to giggle. “I’m not sure who’s sharing with who right now.”

Owen’s eyes went dark. He pulled me into his lap, planting a searing kiss on my mouth. “I’m sharing you with him,” he said. “And the rest of it, we’re playing by ear.” He sent a look over my shoulder. “Is that okay with you?”

I glanced back and saw Toby nod. “I want what you want to share,” he said. “Whatever that ends up being.” His voice dropped in pitch. “Although I warn you. This slutty wife of yours is bringing out my bossy side.”

He ran his hand over the back of my neck, down an arm, and moved to cup my breast. I arched up into his hand. He moved so that his thumb was rubbing over my nipple, and then Owen was kissing my throat. “I don’t mind if she doesn’t,” Owen said, tracing a path down to my cleavage with his tongue.

“Oh please,” I murmured. I nuzzled my head back into his shoulder, arching my back to give both of them better access to my breasts.

And then Toby pulled back sharply. Owen caught me to keep me from falling on my back. “What—” I tried to sound indignant, but Toby caught me off with a snap.

“On your feet,” he said. There was a command in his tone that I hadn’t heard before, and it crashed straight into my core, leaving me gushing. “From now on, you earn your orgasms.”

Owen let out a slow breath, and I could guess what this was doing to him. He was loving it.

I stood, glad I’d kicked off my high heels on the way in the door. “What do you want me to do?”

“Show me your bedroom,” he said. He spared a glance at Owen. “You can follow us.”

I slipped past him, and when I did, he landed a solid slap on my ass. I spun around, indignant, but the sharp edge to his gaze made my brain fuzz out just a little. “I’m sorry,” I said, even though I wasn’t completely sure what for.

He smiled. “You don’t have to be sorry,” he said. “I’ve just wanted to spank your pretty ass since I saw you in that dress.”

The words made me shiver. I turned and headed up the stairs, then down the hall to the bedroom. Toby followed me in, but just before Owen crossed inside the door, Toby held up his hand. “Wait there,” he said. “See how slutty your wife is. You can play with yourself if you want to. But watch.”

Owen leaned on the door frame, his body carefully on the hall side. He palmed his cock lightly over his pants, then reached for it. He was hard again, and the sight of this erection made my mouth water.

Toby’s fingers snapped in front of my eyes, breaking my gaze. “Eyes on me, beautiful,” he said. “I think you want to come again tonight?”

“Hell yes,” I said, then considered his gaze. His words about earning my orgasms. “Please.”

He grinned. “An obedient slut. Good. I’m happy I don’t have to start from scratch. Strip for me.”

The dress was cut so low in the back that reaching the zipper was easy. I opened it, and the dress slipped off like water. I stepped out of it, and he took it from me, laying it down carefully over a bureau so it wouldn’t get ruined. I spared a moment for the poor dry cleaner and the stains they were going to have to deal with after all my filthy adventures.

My panties were gone, so all I had on was the backless bra that had held my breasts up in total defiance of gravity. It took me a moment to gather my courage and unfasten it. Owen and I had grown together, he was fully aware of what my body looked like. If Toby was imagining some tight twenty-something…well, I’d stayed in shape, but I was in my late thirties, and my body showed that a little. He took the bra from me, laying it aside carefully, and I stood in the center of the room, my heavy breasts loose, trying not to shiver or to cross my arms over my stomach.

But the look in Toby’s eyes shook off any fears. His gaze was absolutely feral as he took in my body. “You’re fucking gorgeous, Sabrina,” he said. “It’s a crime that Owen’s kept you to himself all these years.”

“I was saving her for you,” Owen said from the doorway. “Apparently. Since best friends always share.”

Toby shook his head almost ruefully. “We should have had these conversations years ago. We could have had so much fun.” He grinned. “Well, now we get to make up for lost time. Show me how you like to have those beautiful breasts touched, Sabrina.”

It took me a moment to understand what he wanted. And then I brought my hands to my breasts, squeezing the flesh, teasing at my nipples, far harder than either of them had done. Owen moaned, but whether it was for me or for Toby stripping down, I wasn’t sure. Maybe it was both.

I’d had Toby’s cock buried in me, but none of us had taken the time to actually get naked in the that tiny room off a back hallway of the hotel. Naked, his cock seemed even bigger than before. I knew I could take him now, but holy shit was he big.

“On your knees, Sabrina. Right here.” He pointed at his feet. I took a step, and he shook his head. “Crawl to me, beautiful. Show me you want this.”

My cheeks were flaming hot, and for a moment, I wanted to say no. Not because I didn’t want to do it—but because I wanted to.

That hesitation made his gaze darken. He stepped to me, wrapped my long, curly hair in his fist, and guided me down to my knees without asking. “Unless you tell me to stop, this is how we are,” he said. “You’re following my instructions if you want to get what you want. Understand?”

“Yes.” I was gasping, whimpering at the sharp sensation of his hand in my hair. I wanted more of it. I hadn’t known it would feel like this, but my body was whirling around, begging for more.

“You sucked your husband off so prettily in the car,” he said. “And there I was, just as hot, just as hungry. And I didn’t get to see you come. Do you think that’s fair?”

Owen let out another low sound. Toby glanced at him. “Strip,” he said. “Come in here and stretch out on the bed.” I heard the rustle of cloth and knew Owen was following Toby’s instructions without hesitating. My vision was entirely taken up with Toby’s cock. Hot and heavy and gorgeous.

He didn’t tell me to open my mouth, didn’t give me a moment’s warning, just used his grip to shove my face down. I didn’t have any choice but to open for him, and I was desperate to taste his cock again. I opened for him and pushed myself down, hard. He cursed, arching his hips into me. I tasted the salty wave of his pre-cum mixed with my own arousal and moaned. He tasted perfect.

He gave me just a moment to adjust, and then he was fucking my face savagely. I couldn’t move with him—all I could do was balance myself on his thighs and take it. He groaned, and his thrusts became sharper, deeper, for just a second, and then he wrenched his cock out of my mouth, gasping. I followed him for a second, craving the thick sensation of him stretching my mouth, forcing me down on him until I could barely breathe. He dodged me easily. “Up on the bed,” he said, but he didn’t give me a chance to listen before leading me to my feet and then pushing me down next to Owen. “I want your husband to taste you. I want him to feel you clench and hear you moan while I’m fucking your throat.”

He moved me so that my cunt was over Owen’s face, then knelt over his knees. He cupped my chin for a moment, tilting my face up, and I met his gaze. “If you want my cum, you wait for me. Understand?”

“Yes.” It seemed like such an easy command to follow that I didn’t understand why he’d said it.

Until Toby looked over my shoulder at my husband. “Don’t go gentle on her,” he said to Owen, and as Owen gripped by hips and guided me down, Toby pushed his cock back into my eager throat. Oh, this was absolutely not going to be easy.

At the hotel, they’d spit roasted me, driving me back and forth onto each other’s cocks until I was screaming. This was entirely different. Owen ate my pussy like it was a sporting event and he was aiming for the first-place trophy. I gasped at the blistering hot sensations tearing through me as Owen thrust his tongue into my cunt, and I knew I could come in moments if I wasn’t careful. When Owen had told me not to come, there hadn’t been any tooth to it. I’d listened to it because it felt good to wait. When Toby said it, though…I wanted to give him exactly what he wanted. If I didn’t, I believed him—I’d never get his cum the way I wanted it, with him shooting down my throat while I lapped at him.

I focused on Toby, on the sensation of his cock swelling in my mouth as he thrust into me, using his grip on my hair to hold me at the angle he wanted. The head of his cock was kissing the back of my throat, pushing past my gag reflex, and the urgent noises he was making told me he was close. His thighs were shaking, and his strokes were rough and jagged. But every slam of his cock into my mouth drove me back onto Owen’s tongue, and Owen was gripping my hips so tightly that he was going to leave bruises. I could feel my body shuddering, felt the pleasure swirling so fast and hard that it was almost irresistible. I groaned, trying to keep my body relaxed, to fight the urge to let the need swamp me and leave me screaming. The sound made Toby curse, and he drove into me even harder and faster.

My heavy breasts brushed against Owen’s rock-hard cock, and I felt his sudden gasp against my cunt. Toby was supporting me enough that I could lift a hand and wrap it around Owen’s cock, stroking him hard and fast as the men fucked me back and forth between them. Owen’s own movements went ragged, giving me just a little respite from his brutal onslaught of my cunt. I managed to gaze up at Toby. I saw him realize what I was doing, saw his eyes go wide, and he came with a roar, shooting viciously down my throat as I struggled to keep up with the surges of cum. He was still dribbling cum as he pulled back from me, dropped onto the bed, and pulled Owen’s cock into his mouth. Owen’s backed bowed; he cried out against my cunt, then yanked my hips back to his face, latching onto my clit and dragging his teeth over it, then pulling it into his mouth and sucking, hard and fast.

I screamed as I came, garbled sounds that might have been their names and might have just been noise as the waves of pleasure tore through me. Owen held himself back, nursing me through the shuddering aftershocks of my orgasm, and when I could focus, Toby and I worked him together. Toby swallowed Owen eagerly while I stroked the base of his cock, meeting Toby’s lips with every thrust. I felt Owen’s thighs bunch together just before he came. Toby moaned as he swallowed my husband’s cum, and it set off another wave of aftershocks, rippling through me in heavy waves.

And then we were gasping again, all of us swamped with exhaustion and heat and sticky sweat. Toby laid his head on Owen’s thigh and laughed. “I’ve always wanted to do that.”

Owen reached down and stroked Toby’s hair, a sweet gesture that made my heart clench. “I think I always wanted you to.”

“I know I always wanted to see it,” I said. It was true, even though I hadn’t known it before our drive home from the hotel. There was a different kind of sated in the air, like we’d all been wrung out and left totally satisfied. I turned myself around and crawled up Owen’s body, snuggling into his chest. “How’re you doing, husband?”

“Fucking incredible, wife,” he said. And then his eyes focused, his fingers stroking down my cheek. “We’re okay?”

I gave him a long, slow kiss on the lips. “Better than okay,” I said. Delighted.

I felt the shift in the room. When I glanced at Toby, he looked a little smaller. Nervous. “Are you two tired? If you need to sleep, I can⁠—”

Owen and I reached for him at the same time, and relief covered Toby’s face as he took our hands, guiding him down until he was lying behind me. Both of the men wrapped their arms around me, snuggling me between them and gently touching each other. “I am exhausted,” I said. My eyelids were suddenly heavy. “I need to sleep at least a little before…whatever happens next.”

“Same,” Toby said. “You two wear me out.” There was a fondness in his words that felt soft and kind and so good.

Owen reached down to the foot of the bed and snagged a large blanket, throwing it over the three of us. “Rest,” he said. “We’ll figure out the next thing when we’ve had a little sleep.”

I was warm and cozy as I drifted off, the three of us curled up like a pile of kittens.
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I woke up to hard cocks pressing into me, both front and back. Neither Toby or Owen seemed particularly awake, but when I shifted, I got a pair of moans. “Goodness, boys,” I said, feeling them both stir at the sound of my voice. “You two don’t ever rest.”

Toby gripped my hips and pulled me back, grinding against me. Owen’s eyes hadn’t opened, but his fingers trailed down my front, teasing at my nipples and then my clit. “How could we when there’s an incredible, fucking beautiful woman between us like this?”

I gasped as their fingers tangled together, then felt one set cram into my cunt while the others stroked my clit. “I’m not complaining.” I was already breathless when they started moving in a steady rhythm. I clutched at both of them, trying to ground myself a little while they spun me up, stroking my body inside and out.

“I need your cunt,” Toby snarled in my ear.

“Do it,” Owen said, without waiting for me to respond. He gripped my leg and lifted it over his hip, giving Toby plenty of room to drag himself over me. My brain completely blitzed out as the head of his big cock spread me open. Owen was still stroking my clit, and Toby was swollen and eager, driving into me with steady, heavy strokes. I felt the movement as Owen’s hand bumped against Toby’s thrusting cock…and then a sudden shift. I felt Owen’s palm spread open. The heel of his hand was pressed against my clit, but he was stroking Toby’s cock with every thrust. Toby let out a low, hungry sound, and his thrusts sped up. His motions shoved Owen’s hand harder into my clit, and my body started to scream with need.

“Owen,” I managed to gasp. “More. I need.”

I didn’t need to tell him; he already knew. He pulled one breast to his mouth and dragged my nipple into his mouth. Waves of pleasure rolled through me in time with his tongue, which matched Toby’s pace. Owen’s cock was pressed against my stomach, and I could feel him leaking against me.

“Going to come, pretty girl,” Toby snarled in my ear. “I want to come with you clenching on my cock. Can you give me that?”

Owen let me loose just long enough to respond. “She can.” He sucked my nipple back into his mouth and bit down. I screamed, the waves of pleasure breaking and sweeping me away. I felt Toby let go, surging into me in thick, heavy waves. Owen must have felt it too, and the moment Toby sagged against me, Owen was rolling onto his back and pulling me over him, burying his cock deep in me. “Ride me, beautiful,” he said, and while Toby’s statements were commands, Owen’s were invitations. I moved over him smoothly, shifting so that my clit was grinding along his shaft, and relishing every moan and curse.

And then Toby was behind me, his hands on my hips, guiding me in a heavy rhythm. One hand stroked down my spine and then traced down my ass. “What about this hole, beautiful? Do you like a little ass play to start your day?”

Owen and I had played around fairly regularly, but not in a while. My body was spasming and clenching, and I didn’t think I could hold back long enough for him to find the lube and stretch me out enough to take his giant cock. “I can’t⁠—”

He seemed to know what I was saying without me finding the words. “Not my cock right now,” he said. He stroked one finger around the tight little opening. I was so soaked from my own juices and theirs that I knew he’d be able to slide in easily. I wanted it. I wanted to be fuller than I was.

“Please,” I murmured. “Oh, yes. Please.”

I didn’t have to say more than that. Toby’s finger was tucked tight against me, and as Owen drove me down on his cock again and again, Toby’s finger—then fingers—were there, spreading me gently open. It burned, but in the very best way. My body tightened, another orgasm clenching my body tight, and when Owen’s eyes went wide and he murmured “I can feel you,” I shattered over them both. I screamed and ground down on them, feeling Owen cry out and shoot his thick load deep into me. He rocked into me again and again, riding out the spasms of his release until he was exhausted. Toby pulled his finger gently free from me, and we slowly collapsed back down, exhausted all over again.

“What a way to wake up,” Toby murmured, kissing my neck.

“I’m enjoying myself,” I said. Owen kissed me, making that his answer. And then his stomach gave a heavy grumble. I laughed. “Time for food?”

“I think so.” He was quiet. “And maybe time to talk. Just a little, anyway. About…what all of this is.”

Nerves curled in my gut. There was something incredibly cautious in Owen’s tone, and I wasn’t sure what to make of it.

Toby seemed carefully nonchalant. “Showers first, I think,” he said. “Then food, then talking.”
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Owen and I had a two person shower, with showerheads on either side of the large stall. Somehow, the three of us managed to get clean without any more sex. Cuddling and stroking, yes, orgasms, no. Given the serious expression Owen had been wearing before he suggested we talk, that was probably for the best. I didn’t know what he was thinking, but I figured that he couldn’t be too upset if we were all still naked together. And he certainly didn’t seem to mind watching both Toby and I naked, and when Toby did little things like wrap his arms around Owen to reach the shower gel or run his hands down my back with a smart-assed comment about making sure I got everything clean, he grinned. But there was still something reserved in my husband’s expression.

We dressed, with Owen loaning Toby a pair of sweats and a t-shirt while I slipped into a pair of capri leggings and an oversized shirt. I didn’t bother with a bra; frankly, if they wanted to stare at my nipples, that was fine with me.

We went down to the kitchen, and Owen pulled bacon out of the fridge. I started scrambling eggs, and Toby busied himself making coffee, and then toast. Twenty minutes later, we were settling down around the dining room table. The heat in the room had died down a little, and while I was still hoping for a lot more sex later, my brain was a little more online. That probably was for the best, even though I loved being the fuck drunk slut these men were turning me into.

Owen didn’t say much as we ate, and Toby filled the silence by telling me about his job. He’d gone into programming and had a job at a major corporation, but he had a series of side projects with different official game mods that sounded cool as shit. After our second round of coffee, though, I took the initiative.

“You wanted to talk, Owen?”

Owen sipped his coffee and stared into the middle distance. “This happened pretty fast,” he said. “Watching you two together is. Amazing.”

Toby had gone quiet and still. “And the stuff between us?”

“Caught me off guard,” he said. “It’s…important to say, I guess, that I was always thinking of you two. Together. I was on the sidelines.” A flush spread up Owen’s neck, visible even under his deeply tanned skin. “I liked that fine. I jerked off to it…a lot, over the years. But I never imagined myself as part of the action.”

“And then?” I prompted him as slowly and gently as I could.

“And then you were sucking my cock while my best friend railed you, and all I could think about was kissing him.” He was focused on me, not on Toby, which meant that I saw Toby’s gaze soften, but I didn’t know if Owen could. After a moment, Owen turned to look at Toby again. “I never thought about men, other than you. That sounds like some kind of gay-for-you shit, which pisses me off. And, I don’t know. Maybe I am into guys? But I know I’m into you. Kissing you. And, god, your fucking mouth.” Owen’s eyes closed for a moment as he remembered something special. The distant, heated expression made me grin. “I guess I wanted to say that I’m not regretting any of this. But I’m…in uncharted waters, here.”

I glanced at Toby, who shrugged. “I’ve been with men before. You know that. Never anything particularly long-term, but I’ve known I was into guys in general for a long time. But I didn’t come here with an agenda.” His gaze turned toward me, smoking hot. “Well, other than the one I was specifically invited for. I didn’t think you’d…lean into me, like that.”

“Is it a problem?” Owen’s voice was so carefully neutral.

Toby laughed. “Abso-fucking-lutely not, man. I’ve been fantasizing about your lovely wife for more than a decade, but the two of you together?” He grinned. “That’s always been the ultimate dream.”

I flushed bright red. The two of them were making bedroom eyes at each other, and while I absolutely wanted to see the two of them making out again, I wanted to close out this conversation before we all got distracted by orgasms. “So, what happens now?”

The men exchanged a long look, clearing sharing something between them that didn’t need words. “That depends on a lot of things,” Toby said, after a long moment. “And honestly, I don’t want to deal with all of them right now. What I’d really like to have happen next is to drag you both back to bed and keep fucking you until we’re exhausted or sick of each other, whatever comes first.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Or whoever comes first.”

He laughed. “Oh baby, that’s going to be you. Don’t worry about it.”

Heat flooded my core. “Oh yeah?”

His eyes flashed, and that darkness flooded back in. “You really want to tease me right now? Because I have to tell you, Sabrina, I know exactly what I want from you, and I’m not sure you can take it.”

I put on my biggest grin. “Try me.”

Toby refocused on Owen, who was watching us with his lips parted. “Have you had a chance to use your pretty wife’s ass? Does she like that?”

I whimpered. I loved it when they talked about me like I wasn’t there, like I was just a possession to be passed back and forth between them.

“Yes,” Owen says. “She comes so goddamn hard when I’m in her ass.”

My cheeks flared red, and when Toby’s super-hot gaze turned back to me, need tore through me. “Then I want a turn,” he said. “Let’s take her upstairs.”
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There was something wildly filthy about two men leading me upstairs, knowing exactly what was about to happen. Waiting in the bedroom while Owen found the lube. Shivering as they stripped me naked again. Feeling their fingers, mouths, and bodies tracing over mine, finding all the places that made me whimper and cry. Owen knew me inside and out, but Toby was learning fast. He’d found the right way to tease my nipples, identified the best angle to play with my clit, and found the spot on my neck that would make me cry out with need when he dragged his teeth over it.

The idea of Toby fucking my ass was making my entire body run hot, sending electric jolts to my clit, and leaving me gasping…and intimidated. Toby was big, hurt my jaw big, made me whimper when he crammed himself into my cunt big. And I loved that. But I’d never tried to take someone that big in my ass before, and I was terrified that I wouldn’t be able to—that it would hurt too much.

Toby could practically read my mind. “Easy, beautiful. We’re going to take care of you. All you need to do is enjoy yourself.” So I gave myself over to them. They guided me around so that Owen was stretched out on the bed, and I was crouching over his face again. “Don’t hold back,” he murmured in my ear. “The more relaxed you are, the more you’re going to enjoy this.”

I started to say something that would have been agreement, but then Owen had his hands on my hips and was pulling me forward to the angle he liked best, and my entire mind blitzed out. I was nothing but sensation, feeling his tongue lapping at my folds before pushing into my cunt in steady, rhythmic thrusts that had me groaning and rocking on his face. He moaned, the sounds reverberating through my body and twisting me up higher.

When Toby’s fingers pushed at my ass again, slowly working lube into that hole, I exploded. I gushed onto Owen’s face and ground down onto his tongue, searching for more contact, more pressure. Toby gave it to me, working his fingers deeper into me and thrusting, spreading his fingers, making room. The pleasure came in waves, building and building past where I thought I could breathe without breaking.

Toby’s fingers pulled out of my ass. I whimpered at the loss for a moment, but then the head of his cock was pressing at that hole. I was stretched and ready and there was plenty of lube, but the tight rim of my ass still burned as he started to press into me. Owen stroked my body, teasing at my breasts and holding me steady as Toby gently, slowly, but without hesitation, pressed into me in small, short thrusts. Each one drove his cock farther into my ass, and the burn increased as my tight rim struggled to accommodate his girth. The moment before I thought it would be too much, the tight head of his cock slipped past my rim, and then he was inside me. He let out a heavy groan, and his hands were shaking just a little on my hips. “Fuck, Sabrina. Oh fuck, you’re so fucking tight.”

“She’s only ever had you and me there,” Owen said.

Toby shifted in me, thrusting softly and moaning as I cried out, clutching at Owen’s shoulders. “How you doing, baby?”

“You feel good, you feel so fucking good.” I looked at Owen, bit my lip, and then said the truth. “I want more. I want you both.”

The men let out matching groans, and Toby pulsed inside me, rocking into me a little harder. “Can you take it? Can you be that full?”

I was already full to bursting, and I didn’t care. “I want it,” I said.

Toby rested his head on my shoulder. “I won’t last long,” he said. “Going to feel every single thrust of your husband’s cock against mine. Understand? I’ll do my best to be polite with your ass, but Sabrina?” His hand brushed my hair back from my throat, tracing down my chest. “You need to really want it.”

Owen leaned up and thrust his tongue inside me again. I screamed, waves of pleasure tearing me apart, and from the way Toby groaned, I guessed that his tongue was brushing against Toby’s shaft as well. Toby was still moving in me, slow and steady, and I rocked to meet every thrust. He was so deep in me now, filling me so full that I could almost feel him in my throat. And I wanted more. “Owen,” I gasped, rolling waves of pleasure tearing through me. “Please. Fuck, please.”

Owen didn’t need more urging. Toby lifted me up, still fucking up into my ass, as Owen shifted forward. He didn’t thrust into my cunt so much as the two of them lowered me onto it, and I screamed again. I didn’t know if this pleasure would ever let me go, would ever stop.

The men moved together in one slow stroke, testing each other out. Exploring my body. Seeing how they could move. They were both cursing, clinging to me and to each other. “I can feel you,” Owen murmured, his voice as hard as iron. “Can feel both of you. Fuck, oh fuck.”

Toby was beyond words, just moving into me, thrusting in time with my husband, letting out low grunts with every stroke. And then Owen grabbed his hair again, pulling him in until they were kissing over my shoulder, tongues clashing as they moaned in time with their thrusts. I exploded, the pleasure that had me in its grip shattering into a million pieces as I screamed. My body clenched, dragging them both closer, begging for them.

Owen went first, releasing in my cunt with a heavy groan. I felt him spasm, felt his cock swell and fill me with thick waves of cum, painting my insides bright white. It tipped Toby over the edge, and he was crying out my name, Owen’s, and a string of curses as he shot his load deep in my ass. Neither one of them slowed down as they worked through their releases, but their thrusts weren’t in time anymore; the series of jagged thrusts combined with moaning men and knowing that I was filled with hot cum that was leaking down my thighs sent me screaming one last time, clutching them both to me as we all broke together.

They pulled free from me, shaking, and I clung to both of them as tightly as I could. We kissed, all of us, tongues tangling together until I didn’t know whose mouth was on mine.

Eventually, Owen gathered me to his chest. Toby gave us space for just a moment, before Owen tugged him closer. Toby came to rest with his head on my husband’s shoulder and his hand on my back. “What are we doing?” Owen murmured. His tone wasn’t upset—it was wondering. Pleased. Awed.

Toby kissed him again. It was a little tentative. The first time I’d seen Toby initiate a kiss with Owen, I realized. He gave Owen plenty of time to pull away, but Owen leaned in. Kissed him back. Moaned. For one moment, I thought I was going to have to tell them that they were on their own for this round. But Toby broke away and leaned his forehead on Owen’s. Both of them were gasping.

“We’re making each other feel good,” Toby said. “It doesn’t have to mean anything more than that.”

Owen didn’t say anything, but the expression on his face was careful. Guarded. And I had a good guess as to what he was thinking. I was thinking it, too.

What if this meant a lot more than just making each other feel good? What would that mean?

But then Toby’s hands were on my breasts again, teasing at my nipples, and I stopped worrying about anything other than right now. If it was something else, we could figure that out later. Right now, there were more important things to do.
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We spent the next two days in and out of bed, taking breaks for food and sleep, but not bothering to get dressed. And then, Sunday afternoon, Toby kissed us both and headed back to the airport. He had to work on Monday, and frankly, so did Owen and I.

After we saw him off, Owen and I curled up on the couch in the living room. His hands were roaming my body gently, lovingly, but we were both far too tired for more. “How are you doing, wife?” he asked.

“Happy, husband,” I said. “This was a good idea of yours.”

“Sharing you with my best friend?”

“Mmhm.”

He kissed my hair and snuggled me into his chest. “I do think it was one of my better plans.”

We were quiet for a little bit, and I tangled my fingers with his. “What happens next, do you think?”

Owen was quiet for a long time. “I think we sit with what happened. We see how we feel after we’ve all had a night’s sleep. And then…”

“And then?”

His voice was still careful, still quiet, still neutral. “And then we talk about if we want to invite Toby out here again. No pretense this time. Just us and him.”

Heat burned through me. Maybe I wasn’t too tired after all. I moved so that I was balanced over Owen’s lap and shifted so that his rapidly hardening cock was pressed against me. “Would you like that?”

“The three of us, together like that?” He laughed a little. “I think it’s pretty clear that I would.”

I kissed his neck, just under his ear, and he shivered. “That is pretty clear. But I wonder what you would think of you and I fucking him.” I felt his cock twitch and decided to press just a tiny bit further. “Or both of us fucking you.”

He groaned, and we were fumbling for clothes, removing only what was absolutely necessary for him to sink deep in me again. I rode him, his fingers digging into my hips while I clung to his shoulders. He was swollen, fucking up into me in short, sharp thrusts. “You’re incredible,” he panted, shifting the angle of my hips so that my clit was dragging on his shaft, hearing me whimper. “You’re wonderful. I love you.”

“I love you,” I gasped, and then he hit just the right spot, deep inside my cunt, and I shattered. I screamed his name. I screamed his best friend’s name. He followed me over the edge, groaning in my ear as he slammed home again and again.

I didn’t know what was going to happen next between the three of us, but it was absolutely clear there was going to be a next time. And that had my body full of hungry need. And my husband was just going to need to keep up with me until we could figure out how to have the three of us together again.

I was sure he was up for the challenge. But I hoped that we’d get to see Toby again soon.

Very, very soon.


HAPPY HOTWIFE, HAPPY LIFE
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“Have you heard from Toby today?”

My husband grinned at my question. Before this weekend, that would have been a normal question that a wife would ask about her husband’s best friend. Now, it was loaded with...so many things. A weekend full of kissing, touching, and oh so very many orgasms. The three of us had fit together perfectly, in practically every configuration we could imagine.

So much had changed so quickly. Toby and Owen had been friends for years, long before Owen and I even met. They had even shared a few intimate moments back then, but nothing that went beyond a couple of quick fumbles. Then Owen and I had met and started dating. We fell hard for each other, I’d given up my slutty ways, and he’d been more than happy to satisfy all of my filthy desires. I never knew about their previous adventures; Owen hadn’t thought it was relevant enough to tell me, which I ultimately didn’t mind. The three of us had stayed friends; Toby had been the best man at our wedding.

And then, right after the wedding, there was a moment where Toby and I locked eyes, and there was a shock of electricity that ran all the way through me. I could still remember with perfect clarity how very much I wanted to drop to my knees in front of him in my wedding dress and pull his cock into my mouth. Before I even finished the thought, Owen had walked into the room. He’d had a look on his face that I’d taken for surprise or upset, and I’d panicked, sure my new husband would think I was already cheating. Toby had made a sly comment about how best friends shared everything, and the moment had fallen apart. Owen never brought it up, and I never dreamed of acting on it.

It was years later when I realized that I’d read the moment all wrong. Owen hadn’t been concerned—he’d been wildly turned on at the idea of his new wife blowing his best friend while he watched. He’d never thought of himself as bi or gay, but he’d also never forgotten the encounters he and Toby had enjoyed. The idea of adding his wife to the mix turned him on more than he could imagine. But we never talked about it, we both just fantasized in private. When the guys’ fifteen-year college reunion came around, circumstances had aligned, and Owen had decided that we should live out our dream adventure. He’d decided to make me his hotwife and share me with Toby.

The night had been wild. At first it had just been me, reliving that fantasy on my knees with Toby. Then Owen had joined in, and they had me spit-roasted. But when they started kissing while they were both buried in me—I was fairly sure I had seen the other side of the universe. We’d gone back to our place, we’d fallen into bed, and we hadn’t gotten out for days.

But then, we’d had to go back to our lives. Toby had a busy job, and Owen and I had entire lives that were not centered around me banging his best friend. No matter how much I wanted it to.

That said, my sex life had been incredible since Toby had driven off; every time either Owen or I thought about that weekend, we fell into bed with each other and fucked until we were exhausted. I was sore enough that I was going to need to take time off work if I didn’t get my mind out of the gutter.

Maybe it was inappropriate to be sitting at the dinner table with my husband and thinking about how his best friend had railed me until I was screaming...but if that was wrong, I didn’t think I wanted to be right. I didn’t think I could be. The truth was that I had set aside my slutty ways when Owen and I got together and became exclusive. That didn’t change who I was. I had no shame about how much I loved sex. Everything we’d done with Toby had unleashed that side of me again. I wanted to go wild with these two men, over and over. 

The absolutely filthy look Owen gave me after my completely innocent and not at all flirty question was enough to soak my panties. “Thinking about him again, are you?” He took a bite of his dinner like he was completely unaffected. 

My cheeks were suddenly hot, but not just because I was embarrassed. “Oh, don’t act like you’re not,” I deflected. Owen laughed. He pushed his chair back from the table, making it easy to see that his rock-hard erection was tenting his work slacks. 

“I am,” Owen said. “In fact, I got a text from him earlier. He wanted to know if we could set up a video chat tonight.”

My breath sped up just a little. “A video chat?”

Owen nodded. “Mmhm. In the bedroom.” He reached out and took my hand, giving it a squeeze. “Same rules as always, Sabrina. None of us are going to do anything we don’t want to.” 

I bit my lip. My sluttiness had always been in person and rarely virtual, apart from the occasional nude. A video call from the bedroom sounded like it would get sexy very quickly.

“Okay,” I said. “Sure. Let’s set it up.”

The way Owen’s nostrils flared, I thought he might pull me into his lap and fuck me right there. Instead, he pushed in his chair and picked up his fork. “You should eat,” he said. “I think you might need the energy later.”
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I showered after dinner, and by the time I came into the bedroom, Owen had a whole situation set up in the bedroom. I’d expected a propped up phone or something, but he’d dragged his computer in out of the office and set up a webcam which, based on the test images, would show of the entire bed. My body went wet and soft with excitement. I loved showing off, and I knew how much Toby had loved my body. Making sure he and Owen saw every second of how much this turned me on would be amazing.

I’d dried my hair, but I was still wrapped up in a silky bathrobe from my shower. “What should I...um, wear?”

Owen had stripped off his shirt and was wearing loose jersey pants. His erection was clearly visible. I wondered if he’d had any relief since we were sitting at the dinner table. I doubted it. He reached out and took my hand, pulling me onto the bed. “I think you look perfect,” he said. He pulled me into a long kiss, our tongues tangling. I whimpered, and he pushed me down onto the bed, slotting his hips between mine so that his hard cock pressed up against my cunt. I was gushing wet, and I clung to him, desperate for his attention. His cock. His everything.

There was a soft ringing alert from his computer; when we looked over, a call icon was visible in the corner. I sat up as Owen reached over to accept the call.

I saw Toby’s face for the first time in days. It felt like years. He was the polar opposite of my husband, built long and lean where Owen was broad and thick, but I craved him just as much as I did Owen. It looked like Toby had set up his equipment similar to ours; I could see a big bed with a dark bedspread, lots of pillows, and the shapes of heavy furniture in the background. Toby’s lights were a little dim, but I could see him well; Owen had turned ours up nice and bright, and I could see every detail of Owen and I in the little box in the corner of the screen.

“Hi, Sabrina,” Toby said. “Owen.”

“Toby,” Owen replied. “Nice of you to call.”

Toby laughed. He’d been close to the monitor to accept the call. He leaned back now, stretching out on the bed. He was naked, his huge cock in his hand, stroking himself slowly. My mouth watered. It had been work to take that cock in my mouth and my cunt; when he’d buried himself in my ass, I’d thought it would kill me. “The pleasure is all mine,” he said. “That’s a pretty robe, Sabrina.”

“I picked it for you,” I said. After the way he’d reacted to my red dress the night of the reunion, the pretty red silk had appealed to me. The color was deep and gorgeous, and the material was so light that my desperately hard nipples were clearly visible.

“I’m honored,” he said. His gaze shifted towards Owen. “You seem to be overdressed.”

Owen nodded. “For the moment, anyway.”

I would have worried that he was nervous or embarrassed, but if he was, it wasn’t affecting his cock, which was standing proud and begging to be kissed.

Toby nodded, accepting Owen’s statement without saying more. “What about you, Sabrina? Do you want to take that robe off?”

“Maybe a little,” I said. I hadn’t tied it particularly tightly, and it was easy to slide one side down, exposing my breast. Toby made a low sound, but his hand didn’t speed up. I ran my fingers over the heavy flesh, teasing my nipple and flicking it with my fingers. The sensations burst through me, but a flood of nerves followed. I kept teasing my nipple to keep my head from flying totally out of control. “How do we do this?”

“However we want,” Owen said, shifting behind me. He teased at my other nipple, the one still covered by silk. I gasped and let my head fall back on his chest. “We make our own rules, and no one does anything they’re not comfortable with.”

The words ran straight to my core. My hands shook a little when I undid the tie on my bathrobe, but when the silk slipped down my body and Toby made a low groan, the nerves fled. “Sabrina, you’re so fucking beautiful.”

My cheeks flared red again. I’d been working hard over the years to keep my body healthy, but I wasn’t twenty anymore, and gravity and time had softened things. The sheer delight in his voice at me naked was amazing, its own aphrodisiac. “You’re pretty fucking incredible, too,” I said. 

He chuckled. “Still thinking about my cock?” I could hear a note of hesitation in his voice. He was actually worried. 

“Constantly,” I said. Owen slid the rest of the fabric off my shoulders and arms, and then I could feel his heat and bulk pressed behind me. He pulled me against him, his fingers tracing my belly until they were outlining my trimmed pussy. He shifted us backwards until we were in full view of the camera; he parted my lower lips so that Toby could see just how soaked I was. 

“We talk about you all the time in bed,” Owen said. “She reminds me how big you were, how thick, how you stretched her.” He kissed my neck, drawing a whimper out of me. “She comes thanking me for sharing her with you.” 

Toby made another sound, hungry and needy. “Tell me what you want,” he said. There was no mistaking the command, and I couldn’t have disobeyed. 

“I want you, both of you, again. Here. Fucking me senseless.” 

I saw Toby’s grip on his cock tighten for a moment, then release. “It’s going to take a minute to make that happen, beautiful, but I sent you a present. Just a little something that might help.” 

I glanced at Owen, who was wearing a filthy grin. He reached over the side of the bed and pulled out a thick plug, much thicker than I would have chosen on my own—though not as thick as Toby. 

“We can’t both fuck you right now,” he said. “But we can fill you. If you want.” 

“Oh god, yes. Please.” 

“Hands and knees,” Toby said. “I want to see your face while your husband crams my toy into your pretty ass.” 

I moved quickly, making sure he was still going to get a good view even at this position. “Like this?” 

His hand was moving just a little faster on his cock. “Just like that, beautiful.” 

Owen knelt behind me, and I felt the cool lube pressing into my ass. I groaned as he worked it in with his fingers. My cunt screamed for attention, my body desperate and aching. I rocked my hips, working his fingers in deeper, hungry for the sense of fullness that I knew was coming. 

“Relax for me, baby,” Owen said. And then he chuckled. “Here, let me help.”

There was a moment where I wondered what was about to happen, and then the bright buzz of a vibrator pressed directly against my clit. I cried out, my back arching and my body shaking at the abrupt flashes of pleasure tearing through me. Then, I felt the cool texture of the plug pressing into my ass. I whimpered at the delicious burn as Owen started to work it into me, moving in slow, steady thrusts as he moved the vibrator over my clit and teased at my opening. The orgasm crept up on me, wave after wave of sensation washing over me until it pulled me under with a cry of delight. As my cunt clenched, I felt Owen press the plug into my aching ass, and the orgasm grew, spreading out and stealing my breath as my body soared and shattered.

I was still panting, my body rolling with aftershocks of sensation, when Owen pressed his cock against my opening. He fucked his way into me in a handful of deep thrusts before I had caught my breath, and it set off waves of pleasure that left me screaming. I could see myself in the corner of the computer screen, my breasts hanging down, swaying as Owen slammed into me, my expression fuckdrunk and needy.

But mostly, I could see Toby. Toby, who was naked, his fist moving over his cock with purpose now, a steady stream of moans and curses flooding from the computer speakers. “Again,” he commanded. “Sabrina, I want to see you come again. With your husband in your cunt. Pretend it’s me in your ass. Feel my giant cock there, spreading you open.”

Owen swore behind me, and I could feel his cock swelling, his thrusts growing more ragged and desperate. He was slamming into that sweet spot deep in my cunt, and when he reached around, pressing the vibrator into my clit again, I shattered around his cock, screaming his name as I came apart. He followed me with a grunt, burying himself deep in me as he shot wave after wave of hot cum into me. I heard Toby let go with a cry, watched him shoot onto his belly, his gorgeous cock spasming in his fist. I licked my lips, remembering the salty taste of his cum on my tongue.

Owen was panting, coming down, and he gently slid the plug out of my ass as he pulled me into his lap. Toby was breathing hard, his head down, his cock softening in his hand. I could barely think; I was completely overwhelmed by the feelings coursing through me. It felt incredible to be watched, to know that Toby had come like that just because of how Owen and I looked together.

“When can you come visit again?” I asked. The room went entirely still for a moment; no one was breathing. A curl of nerves ran through me, and I tried not to let it grow. Tried to trust. 

Then Owen’s mouth was on my neck, kissing his way down from my ear to my collarbone. “You really want this?” 

I giggled a little. “Definitely. Was I not clear enough?” 

From the way Owen shrugged, I knew he’d been nervous. Worried that I would back out. It was the first time I realized just how much we wanted this. Not just seeing me with another man, but seeing me with Toby. 

“Soon,” Toby said, his voice firm. “We’ll work it out.” 
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Owen and Toby spent the next few days comparing schedules and checking flight prices. I let them go for it, and just luxuriated in the understanding that they both wanted me this much—Owen wanted to make me happy and feel loved, and Toby wanted to fuck me until I was screaming. And, based on a few things he’d said, maybe he wanted to fuck my husband until he was screaming as well. Thinking about it made my core hot and heavy. I kept fantasizing about both of them fucking me together, and it was a delicious daydream.

We started spending a lot of time on video calls with Toby. Sometimes they turned into screaming sex where I did my best to make sure he heard me even from 200 miles away, but sometimes we turned on a movie or a TV show and just watched it together, pausing it to talk about the ridiculous thing some character had just done or some bonkers plot twist that had just occurred. We had a group chat now, and it was equally split between nudes, sexting, and discussions about dinner plans. We organized ourselves like we were all living together, not with hundreds of miles between us.

It was sweet. It was hot. It was domestic. And I loved it all.

One night, a few weeks after that first video call, Owen and I were cuddling on the couch. We knew Toby was working late, so it was just us for tonight. Owen’s hands ran over me almost idly, tweaking my nipple, tracing my mound, cupping my ass and pulling me close to him. I stroked his cock gently, listening to him moan lightly in my ear.

Owen went still for a moment. “You know,” he said, his voice way too casual. “Remember how Toby sent you that plug as a present?”

I shivered with delight. We’d used it more than once since, when Toby wanted me to remember what it felt like to have both of them inside me at once. I came so fucking hard when my ass and my cunt were full, when Toby reminded me what it had felt like to be so full I could barely breathe. “Of course.”

He nuzzled into my neck, but there was something incredibly careful in the way he was moving. “It got me thinking. We always play with your ass.” He took a long, slow breath. “Not mine.”

I was still for just a moment in shock. Owen had never expressed any interest in play for himself. Although I was all for it, if he was into it. I loved having my ass filled, and if he wanted to give it a shot, I was happy to be there. I grinned to cover up my pause, wrapped my arms around his neck, and guided him down to my breasts. “Is that something you’re interested in?” He pulled my shirt over my head and pulled the cup of my bra down, teasing his teeth over my sensitive nipple.

“Yeah,” he said. He pulled my flesh into his mouth, sucking me so hard that I gasped, rocking my hips against his thigh. He let me go with a pop, then pressed his forehead gently against my breastbone for a moment. “I think I am.”

I wrapped my arms around him, letting him rest there for a moment, there was something in the air between us, but I couldn’t quite place what it was. “It’s a toy you could use. If you wanted to.”

He nodded against me, but he didn’t lift his head. “And what if I wanted something other than the toy?”

The pieces fell into place. “I’m fine with anything you want, Owen. Anything.”

He looked up at me, finally. “Even me taking it in the ass from another guy? Or giving it?”

I kissed him gently. “As many guys as you want, and as many ways as you want. Topping, bottoming.” I tried to make my tone loving and teasing at the same time. “You’ve let me explore and play with so much. I want you to enjoy yourself, too.”

Owen’s eyes went dark with need. He moved fast, pulling my breast back into his mouth. He dragged his teeth over me, hard and fast, making me cry out. I rocked against him, craving the pressure on my cunt. He gave it to me, sliding his hand between us. Even with my pants on, I could feel waves of pleasure rolling through me, spinning in circles through my body. “Is that what you want?” I managed to gasp out the words. “Playing like that?”

“Yes,” Owen said. He worked his hand into my pants and found my clit. It was just the right amount of pressure, and I screamed as I came all over his hand. He rocked me through the orgasm, and then his pants and mine were gone and he was lowering me onto his cock. I rolled my hips to take him deep, and he fucked up into me, his mouth still vicious on my breasts.

I caught his face in my hands and tugged him into a kiss. He was just as brutal on my mouth as he was on my tits and I moaned into him, riding him as fast as I could. “Why are you telling me about this now?” I managed the words as best as I could, but I was swirling toward another orgasm, and my brain was swallowed up with pleasure and need.

He pulled out of me, pushed me down on the couch face down, my ass up in the air. “I want to fuck you here,” he murmured, running his fingers over my tight hole.

“Do it,” I gasped. “Please.”

We’d played with anal some before Toby, but Owen had been craving my ass constantly since. We mostly saved the plug for when Toby on a call with us, but he’d fucked my ass more in the last few weeks than he had in all the years we’d been together. I was so sloppy and soaked with arousal from the fucking he’d been giving me that it only took a little bit of lube for him to work his cock into me. I groaned deeply, that invasive fullness running through me. My body was swirling up in a different way, tighter and harder.

“You want to see me using Toby’s ass like this?” His voice was ragged at the edges. And the image flashed into my head. What it would look like. What Owen would look like. What Toby would look like. I exploded on his cock, shattering into a million pieces and burying my face in a pillow so that my screams wouldn’t scare the neighbors. Owen roared as he came, shooting deep into my ass, sending me into further waves of pleasure as he painted my insides white with his thick ropes of cum. When we came down, panting, and he pulled free from me, I gathered him tight to my chest, stroking his hair. He wrapped his arms around me and held on tight.

“Yes,” I said. “Yes, I would like to see that. If you wanted it. In case that wasn’t clear.” We were quiet for a minute before Owen looked up at me, almost shy. I kissed him, pulling him tight against me. “Have you and Toby talked about him coming out to visit again?”

“Today,” he said. “Before he went into his meeting. I think we can make something work in a week or so.”

My body clenched with need all over again. “Please,” I said. “Please, do that. Yes.”
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The first time, Toby had booked a hotel room, just in case things didn’t work out and he needed to sleep somewhere else. He hadn’t ever needed the hotel room; hell, he hadn’t even made it into the guest room. This time, there was no pretense. Toby was coming into town to visit us, and while we weren’t making any explicit plans, we all knew that sex was going to happen.

A lot of sex.

I tried bringing up Owen’s comments about some ass play for him when we had our clothes on, but the discussions got us both so hot that we rapidly ended up without our clothes on, and there was only so much emotional conversation to be had when you’re bent over a table with a hot guy railing your cunt until you’re screaming his name. I didn’t want to press; I didn’t know if he’d said anything to Toby about it all, and I certainly wasn’t going to spill that secret for him. It was up to him to decide what he wanted.

Owen went to pick up Toby at the airport while I waited at home. I didn’t know what to do with myself. My cheeks were hot, and my nerves were jangling. Frankly, I’d never really waited around for a guy. I fell into bed with whoever I wanted, or found who I wanted and we enjoyed each other wherever we were. I’d had amazing sex in so many dark hallways and closets and bathrooms, and the extra thrill had been fantastic. But this was new. It was one thing to crash into Toby’s arms like I had at the hotel, and another to wind up in bed together. This was intentional in a way that I’d never experienced.

I changed my clothes twice, first ending up in an outfit that was deliberately casual, the next wildly sexy. Neither one really fit the way I wanted to look. Finally, I went for simple. Cute black leggings and an oversized red sweater. I’d chosen a matching bra and panties in a bright pink. One bra strap was visible when the sweater fell off my shoulder, and the bra was lifting my breasts up high so the sweater could show off amazing amounts of cleavage.

I felt comfortable, more relaxed, and so, so horny. When Owen texted me that he had picked up Toby and they’d be back at the house shortly, something in my brain went fizzy and soft. All I had to do now was wait.

When I heard them in the driveway, I went and opened the front door. I smiled as they walked up to the house, Owen carrying Toby’s suitcase. “Hi,” I said. “Have you eaten? Do you want to⁠—”

Toby pushed past the door, grabbed my hands, and pushed me up against the wall of our front highway, lifting my arms above my head and pinning them there. “No,” he said. “All of that can wait. Right now, I want your pretty ass.” He kissed his way down my neck, cupping my breasts and making me whimper. Owen closed the front door and set down Toby’s suitcase. He moved close behind Toby, and I felt his hand work between us, stroking Toby’s cock. Toby let out a low moan. “Bedroom,” he growled. “Right the fuck now.”
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I rushed up the stairs to the bedroom, the men on my heels. As soon as we were in the door, Toby tossed me on the bed and followed me down, pinning my hands above my head again. I groaned in desperation, my panties and leggings completely soaked.

“I’ve watched you get fucked in this bed so many times now,” he said, kissing his way down my body and working my breast free so he could tease at my nipple. “And I haven’t been the one fucking you. Do you understand what a disappointment that is?”

I arched my hips to grind against him. “Yes.” I felt the bed shift as Owen sat down. His hand moved to pin mine, and Toby pushed farther down my body. He worked my leggings off and kissed my trimmed mound.

“I’ve been thinking about how you taste,” he murmured, pressing his lips against my thigh. I hissed just a little, arching as he nudged my thighs apart. “Jerking off imagining my tongue buried in you.”

“Just your tongue?” I was breathless, completely focused on his mouth against me, and where I desperately wanted him to be.

“Of course not, you beautiful slut. But I want this first.”

He pushed my legs wide and ran his tongue over my most delicate flesh. I cried out as he found my clit and sucked it into his mouth. My legs shook, my body suddenly desperate for this release so that I could focus on everything else I was sure we were going to do for each other. He found a rhythm to tease my clit while he worked three thick fingers into my cunt. I let out a little scream at the sudden burn. Owen was so gentle during sex, making sure I was wet enough, ready for his big cock, but Toby wasn’t going to be like that tonight, apparently. He was just going to use me.

I choked back another scream as my body started to tighten and spiral. Toby pulled back just enough to send a glance up past my shoulder. “Make her be quiet,” he said, and when Owen’s mouth came down on mine, I understood what he meant. I cried out, gasped, and panted as Toby worked his tongue and fingers into me, driving me up higher and higher until I shattered, gushing on his face while he nursed me through the orgasm.

“Good girl,” he said. “You ready to take my cock now?”

“Both of you,” I moaned. “I want both of you.”

Toby grinned. “A woman who knows what she wants. I love it.” He stripped while I wiggled out of my sweater and the pretty lingerie I’d chosen so carefully. The men exchanged a glance, some communication that didn’t even need words, and Owen stretched out on the bed. “I’ll have your cunt later,” he said. “Right now, I want that tight ass you’ve been showing off.”

Owen’s cock was jutting up, the tip shiny. Toby guided me over him. I moved to take him slowly; my husband was a big man, and even after Toby’s fingers had been slamming into my cunt, I had to work a little to take him.

“No,” Toby said. He gripped my hips and worked my body down on Owen’s cock, harder and faster. Owen groaned, fucking up into me, and I tried to relax, to keep my breathing steady as he spread me wide. “We’re not going slowly yet. We’re still at the filthy part. Or do you not like that I had my mouth on you before your husband even got the suitcase inside?” He kissed the back of my neck, making me shudder with delight. “Are you happy that your husband shares you like the filthy slut you are?”

I cried out, my body gushing, and I took the last inch of Owen’s cock easily. He groaned, shifting up into me, in control but hungry.

Before I could move my hips and find a rhythm I liked, I felt cool gel pressed into my ass. I gasped.

“Oh, don’t fuss,” Toby said, his tone gently mocking. “I already know you can take both of us. You don’t need to pretend to be delicate, like this is going to be hard for you.” Another kiss, another shiver of need. “You’re a good little slut. You can take it.”

I whimpered again, and then there was the head of his cock, pressing into my ass. I wanted to protest, tell him it was too much, it didn’t matter what he thought, I couldn’t actually take it. But the burn in that tight hole as he spread me open left me gasping and needy. I couldn’t keep still. I rocked slowly, taking him deeper, helping work past my tight rim. Owen cursed and groaned below me, steadying my hips and fucking up into me in tiny, short little strokes. When the burn got so bad that I thought I couldn’t take anymore, the head of Toby’s cock slid past that tight rim. He was inside me, and I was so full I could barely breathe.

“Fuck.” Owen moaned, low and steady. He shifted in me, testing out my hungry cunt. We’d all been so close to the edge last time we’d done this that we’d barely been able to slow down. To enjoy ourselves.

Toby groaned behind me, holding himself still as Owen moved in me. I knew he could feel every pulse of my husband’s cock in my body, and his hands shook a little on my hips. “Can you feel me, Owen?”

“Of course,” Owen said. His voice was tight and needy. His hands came to my breasts, teasing my nipples with his fingers. “I’m using my wife to fuck you, Toby. You know that, right?”

Both of us cried out. Toby shifted in my ass, thrusting in as Owen pulled back, and then the two of them slammed in together. My body shattered, a sudden rush of pleasure that caught me off guard. I cried out as I spasmed around them, and they kept moving, fucking me through the squeeze and press of my body. As I caught my breath, Owen shifted, coming up onto his knees, trapping my body between him and Toby. They moved together, lifting me up and then slamming me back down on their cocks. I couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t do anything but take it. They kissed me. They kissed each other. The three of us kissed, our tongues and bodies tangling as they fucked me harder and faster, taking just as much pleasure from it as I did.

I screamed when I shattered again, pleasure pulling me under in a wave as I took everything they had to give. Toby shuddered and came hard in my ass, filling me with his cum. The sensation of it tipped Owen over the edge, roaring with his release. They moved in me in short, desperate thrusts, until all of us were sagging with release and tipping down onto the bed. I eased free of them both and then turned, snuggling back against Owen while I pulled Toby toward me in a kiss.

“Hi,” I said. “How was your flight?”
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Toby’s flight had been completely uneventful. The three of us kissed and cuddled for a while, just relishing being close after so much time just on video and phone calls. I pulled them up and into a shower with me, washing off travel smells and sweat. I put my cute leggings and sweater back on—after all, it wasn’t like I’d worn them enough for them to be really messy—and we went downstairs to find some dinner.

Once we were all settled around the table with food in front of us, Toby cleared his throat. “So, I have some interesting news,” he said. He wasn’t quite looking at either one of us. “I got a new job offer.”

“That’s wonderful!” I grinned at him, reaching over and squeezing his hand.

“It’s much closer to here. About twenty minutes’ drive.”

The air went totally still. I tried to remember how to breathe. Owen broke the silence, clearing his throat. “Are you going to take it?”

“Unsure,” Toby said. “I wanted to talk to you two first. It’s a good job, but it’s not so amazingly better than what I have now that I would be an idiot not to take it. Its biggest advantage would be being closer to you both. And that’s not...a request for a permanent commitment or something. I just wanted to ask before choosing.”

Owen seemed without words, so I took over. “I think that having your friends closer is always a good thing.” I glanced at my husband, who gave a small nod. “Whatever this turns out to be. Whether we just...fuck like that when we want to, or it fizzles out and we’re back to being non-fucking friends, or this all turns into something more.” That last idea made my stomach flip, and I wasn’t sure whether it was nerves or anticipation. I’d never thought of myself as non-monogamous, but the idea of having both Toby and Owen in my life...I’d always liked Toby, but when he cuddled me close, it was easy to understand how I could love him.

“I agree,” Owen said, gathering himself. “If nothing else, man, I’d just like to get to see you more often.”

Toby grinned, and I saw his confidence pouring back into him. “So, what you’re saying is that you want me to move here and be your booty call?”

I rolled my eyes, but I kept my tone light and laughing so it wouldn’t hurt. “Desperately.”

“Fine,” he said. “I’ll let them know that I’m accepting the offer on Monday.” He tossed me a long, heated look. “Anything to get more chances at that gorgeous ass.”

“And maybe not just hers,” Owen said. The words came out soft and rapid. Toby’s gaze turned toward him quickly.

“Are you looking for someone to get a piece of yours?” Toby’s voice was just as soft. He was quiet for a moment, and then a lazy smile spread across his face. He leaned back in his chair, his legs spread. “Or are you looking to drive for a little bit?”

A hint of redness spread across Owen’s cheeks.

That edge of command that turned me on so much came into Toby’s voice. “How long have you been thinking about this, Owen?”

Owen looked up and met his friend’s gaze. “Long enough.”

“And your wife is okay with this?”

“Oh hell yes,” I said, just in case anyone was going to worry or fret. “His wife is incredibly okay with this.” I bit my lip, and then I decided to go for it. “Especially if there’s a way for me to be involved.”

Toby glanced back and forth between us, then nodded. “Oh, I’m sure that we can figure something out.”
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After we’d eaten, Toby led us both back up to the bedroom. He stripped off my sweater and kissed his way down my mounded breasts. “I love this bra,” he said. “I want to see it again. Understand?”

A flurry of heat ran through me. “Yes, Toby.” My brain was fizzy around the edges. I wanted to let him direct me.

“Oh, I like the sound of that,” he said, cupping my chin in his hand. “We’ll play with that another day. For now, strip.”

For the second time, all of us shed our clothing. This time, it was me Toby led onto the bed, directing me to lie down on my back. He kissed his way up my body, pausing to nip at my clit and drag his teeth over my nipples before his hard cock was slotted against my cunt. He dragged Owen behind him.

“I want her gasping,” Toby said to Owen. “I want her on the edge before you’re in me. She’s going to be a good girl and behave herself and not come before we’re together. Because I’ll tell you, friend, the idea of what you’re about to do has me already leaking.”

“Oh?” Owen mirrored Toby’s tone from when we were sitting around the table. “How long have you been thinking about this, Toby?”

“Long enough,” Toby said with a long, happy sigh. “Plenty long enough.” Toby reached between him and I, pressing me open just enough for him to work the head of his cock in me. I groaned with the fullness. I wasn’t wet enough to take him, not really, but he pushed forward anyway, fucking his way steadily into me while I bucked and cried out. It felt incredible, the burn was wonderful, and I wanted every single inch of him buried deep in me.

“More,” I whimpered. “Oh, god, Toby, I want all of it.”

He chuckled. “You think I’m big now, wait until your husband is using me to fuck you.”

My cunt clenched as I groaned, riding his cock as his thrusts started to speed up. Toby glanced behind him, flashing a grin at Owen. “You want this sexy ass? Come get it.”

I could feel the moment Owen was pressed against him. Toby went completely rigid for a moment, his eyes rolled back in his head. I could feel him trembling, and I felt him wrench himself back into control. “Just like that,” he moaned. “Fuck, just like that.”

“You want me in you?” I could feel Owen pressing forward, feel his urgency transferred through Toby and into me. My body clenched, hard, and pleasure ran through me like water.

Toby shifted enough to grab my hands and pin them above my head. “Eyes on me,” he said, that sharp tone in his voice. “You don’t come yet. Understand? You don’t get to come until he’s buried in me and fucking both of us. We wait. You both come with me. Understand?”

I opened my mouth to say something, to agree, to promise, but then Owen slid all the way home in Toby, and the men let out a stream of curses. Toby’s arms were shaking, but he worked himself in me, bottoming out and hitting that sweet spot that made me scream, then driving back and piercing himself on Owen’s cock. Owen’s hands were on Toby’s hips, and I could see his fingers digging in, hard enough to bruise. “Too fast?” Owen gasped.

Toby laughed. “Absolutely not.” There was a laugh in his voice, but it was a kind one. “You like what you feel, Owen? Feel as good as you thought?”

“Yes.” The sound was clipped. “I want to fuck you, Toby. Please. Can I?”

Pleasure roared through me again. My back arched, driving me up into Toby’s cock. He swore, took one of his hands from mine, and tapped me lightly on the cheek. “If I can wait, you can,” he snapped. “Patience, slut, or I’ll take him by myself.”

I groaned, my cheek on fire, my body electric with need. “Please, I’m going to die if I don’t come like this.”

“Behave yourself, and you will.”

My brain shut off entirely, lost totally in the sensations. Toby urging Owen to move, to fuck him, to slam into his ass. Every stroke drove Toby into me, making me scream and Toby curse. I could feel him swelling, feel Owen’s pace increasing. Owen’s voice was wrapped in iron control, but I could hear it starting to snap. To weaken. “Toby, I⁠—”

“Not yet,” Toby snarled. “You can both fucking wait. I’ve been dreaming of this for—” Owen drove him deep into me, slamming into that sweet spot with his huge cock. I screamed, digging my fingers into the mattress to try and keep my body soft and yearning, but I was fraying, I was going to break. “Harder,” Toby moaned. “Fuck me harder, Owen, fuck me harder and I’ll let you come.”

Owen swore, and I felt him let go completely, slamming into Toby with total abandon. Toby drove into me so hard and fast that I couldn’t breathe. “Toby, I—” I screamed as my body started to unravel, entirely outside of my control.

“Come for me, slut,” he snapped, his voice fast and sharp. Something in my body gave way before my mind even understand the words. My back bowed and I screamed, pleasure shredding me into tiny bits and pieces. I heard Owen cry out, knew he was coming hard, and felt Toby release his hot cum into my cunt in a vicious wave of thick ropes of white. The heat of it set off another wave of needy shocks, and I spasmed again, bringing them both with me.

Toby rocked between us, nursing both Owen and I through our pleasure as he worked out his own release. And then we all collapsed again, into a sticky, messy pile. I shifted around this time so that it was Owen pressed between Toby and I, held carefully and gently.
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After a little while, Toby shifted away from us. “I’m exhausted,” he said. “And I think I am going to take advantage of that guest bed for a little bit. Just so you two can...rest. Talk. Whatever.” He touched both our cheeks, and both Owen and I leaned into him. I almost purred. “But I’m just napping. And you wake me up whenever.” He grinned. “And for any reason.”

I snuggled tight into Owen’s arms, listening while the shower ran, and then heard the guest bedroom door open and close. I was glad I’d changed the sheets, just in case. Owen held me close, stroking my hair, and when the shower was free, he pulled me up, dragging me into the steaming water. For a moment, I thought he might just want to wash up, but before we were even all the way wet, he had me up against the shower wall, his fingers exploring my pussy, pushing into my cunt. “You’re mine,” he murmured in my ear. “Maybe he’ll be ours, understand, but you’re mine.”

“Fuck, yes,” I whimpered. I lifted my leg, wrapping it around Owen’s waist to give him a better angle. He groaned and thrust his cock into me, buried tightly in my cunt. We rocked together, gasping and moaning, feeling the surges of need come and go. “That was hot, though.”

He nuzzled my neck, his thrusts coming faster. “You liked me using another man to fuck you?”

I cried out at the words, arching my hips to meet his every motion. “Yes,” I gasped, feeling the sensations closing in, tightening my vision and making me tighten everywhere. Owen drove into me, moaning as every push filled me up more.

“You’re going to come for me,” he murmured, his face deep in my neck. One hand held me steady while the other teased viciously at my nipples. “And I’ll share you with him every night.” I cried out, so close, so desperate. “Know why?”

“Why?” I was right on the edge, needing just one thing more.

“Because you’re fucking incredible, and I want you to have the things you want.”

I exploded, clenching on his cock, and he followed me into release immediately, shooting his cum deep into me. He fucked me through his release, nursing me through my orgasm and aftershocks, and I distantly thought that there was no way to tell whose cum was running down my thighs. Who had filled me the most. It was almost enough to set me off again.

We cleaned up and tumbled back into bed, not bothering to get dressed. After a moment, Owen got up and went down the hall to the guest bedroom. He returned with a mostly naked Toby, blurry-eyed but smiling. “Nap here,” Owen said, his voice firm.

“But you’re overdressed,” I said, looking pointedly at his boxer briefs. Toby shucked them, then crawled up the bed to wrap his arms around me. Owen slipped in on the other side, then tucked the sheets around both of us. I groaned at the feeling of both of these wonderful men around me, holding me close. I shifted, and Toby landed a sharp swat on my ass.

“Cut it out,” he said. “I really do need to sleep. For, like, 45 minutes. That’s all I’m asking for.”

“Then you’ll fuck me again?”

He rolled his eyes, and Owen chuckled behind me.

“Yes, Sabrina,” Owen said, using the voice a person gave a child who had asked if we were there yet a thousand times. “Yes, we will fuck you as many times as you want.”

“That’s going to be a lot of times.”

Owen kissed the back of my neck, and I gasped. Toby landed a swat on him as well, and Owen laughed again. “Both of you, knock it off. Napping, then fucking.”

“Lots,” I said. “You promised. Remember that.”

Neither of them bothered responding to me, but that was fine. I knew what I was. A happy slut, pinned between two beautiful men, with the prospect of as much sex as I could possibly want stretching out in front of me.

It was clear: Owen’s decision to share me with Toby was clearly the best thing that had ever happened to the three of us.

I drifted off to sleep, perfectly content.


EPILOGUE



I sprawled out on the couch, watching my husband and our new boyfriend argue over paint chips.

It felt weird to say that, our boyfriend—but I hadn’t been able to come up with another word that could describe who Toby had become to us. Owen and I had been married for a decade; he and Toby had been friends for much longer than that. He’d been the best man at our wedding. A few months ago, I thought of Toby as one of my husband’s best friends.

And then they’d had their college reunion, and a sideways comment from me had turned into Toby and I getting a one-night hall pass to enjoy everything we’d been secretly fantasizing about for all those years.

I think all three of us had been shocked when Owen joined in. Seeing my husband kissing his best friend while they were both buried in me—I hadn’t known I could come that hard. And it only got better from there.

What had started as just one night turned into the weekend, and then another visit. But Toby had lived several hours away, so visits were all it could be. Until he was offered a job closer to us. He’d been shy, bringing it up, unsure if we all wanted to take…well, the friends-with-benefits we’d had to a level that could be considered a “relationship.”

But Owen and I had never had any doubts. Whatever the three of us had, it was real. It was strong. I loved both of these men so much, and when I was with both of them, the world stopped spinning. There was no question: I was in love, and with both of them.

Toby had taken the job and moved. Instead of being hours away, his new condo was only twenty minutes away from our house. He’d bought a king size bed and rather pointedly brought both Owen and I mattress shopping. And now we were helping him pick out paint. Well, Owen was helping him pick out paint. I was being decorative, and doing a damn fine job of it.

“What do you think?” Owen waved two virtually indistinguishable paint chips at me. “Sabrina, this place needs a woman’s touch.” His tone was heavy with sarcasm; we both knew who did the interior decorating in our marriage. I had very strong opinions about where furniture went, but what it looked like or how the walls were painted? Absolutely not in my skill set.

“Maybe it needs a woman to be touched.” I grinned and trailed fingers down my neck, letting them catch in the neckline of my shirt. “Break in the place a little, if you know what I mean.”

Both Toby and Owen rolled their eyes. The three of us had been together at our house plenty of times in the three weeks since Toby moved, but we’d somehow never fallen into bed here. I found that bewildering, since we generally couldn’t keep our hands off each other, but the men were deeply focused on the implications of extremely similar shades of sad beige. I was fully aware of the role reversal, but if they didn’t mind, neither did I.

I hauled myself up into something that more closely approximated sitting. “I choose the one on the left,” I said, knowing they were going to ignore me. “Do you guys know what you want for dinner?”

Toby shot me a teasing look, his eyes gleaming. “Something delicious.”

Yeah, I deserved that. “Something delicious, coming up. About an hour?”

They nodded, back to arguing about the best colors to match with the shade of beige that had been on the right. I stood for just a moment, enjoying them. This thruple thing was new in my head, but it was surprisingly comfortable. It felt like the way things always should have been.

I left them to it and headed into the kitchen.
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I was lousy at color matching, but I was a fantastic cook. I plugged my phone into the little portable speaker Toby had bought me and kicked up some music while I started pulling ingredients together. A quick marinade for some spicy chicken, a salad, and some crusty bread with garlic butter, and I felt much better about my value in our relationship. When I ducked my head into the living room to tell them food was ready, my heart went all soft. The paint chips had been abandoned, and Toby and Owen were now settled in on the couch, Toby’s arm around Owen as they talked quietly. At first, every encounter had been the three of us, but since Toby had moved closer, there had been a slow tendency for us to sort of split off at times. I’d find Toby and Owen kissing, or Toby and I would take a shower together and end up pressed up against the wall, his talented tongue making me bite my hand to keep from scaring the neighbors with my noises. It was fantastic. And seeing the two of them there, in such a clearly intimate moment, made my entire body warm and happy.

I rapped lightly on the doorjamb with my knuckles. “Dinner’s ready, loves,” I said. Owen jerked just a little at the sound of my voice; I saw Toby’s hand tighten on his shoulder, quietly telling him that it was okay for them to be cuddled up like that. I watched Owen sink slowly back into the sensation, then turn to Toby for a quick kiss before they both stood.

The casual kissing. It was another thing that was absolutely undoing me. Sex between us all was amazing and wonderful and precious, but the gentle, everyday intimacies were the moments that were making something deep in my heart clench and expand.

“Thank you for cooking,” Toby said, once we were all sitting at the dining table.

“Had to pull my weight somehow,” I joked. Owen bumped his knee against mine, and I grinned at him. “You’re both welcome.”

We joked around while we ate, talking about Toby’s new job and Owen’s day at work, and as we finished up, Toby got very quiet. “So,” he said, after a long minute. “I finally got the bed linens I’d been waiting for. I got them washed and on the bed before you two came over. I was wondering if you’d want to…spend the night.”

He sounded so shy and nervous that my heart ached. I reached over and took his hand, giving it a soft squeeze. I didn’t even need to look at Owen to know his answer. “Of course we want to,” I said. Toby smiled, slow and soft, a delicate side to him that I didn’t see very often.

“Come on,” Owen said, standing up. “I’ll get the dishes taken care of. You two go warm up the couch for me, and then we’ll watch that movie Toby found.”

Toby’s hand tightened on mine, and the look he sent me was so steamy that I doubted we’d ever make it to the movie. But hey, the dishes would be done, and I was sure the couch would be warm.
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Toby flopped down on the couch, then pulled me into his lap. I squirmed around so that I was pressed up against him, my head resting on his shoulder, and he looped his arms around me. I could feel his cock semi-hard underneath me, and my body heated in response. “Hi,” I said, pressing into him just a little.

“Hi,” he replied, one hand sliding down to grip my ass. I was wearing leggings, and while they were thick enough that I didn’t have to worry about modesty out in public, they were absolutely not a barrier to the warmth of his hands. “I’ve been thinking about this.”

“About what?” I pressed a kiss against his neck. He drew in a sharp breath, which made me grin. “About cuddling with me? We do that all the time.”

“You know what I mean.” His fingers kneaded the flesh of my ass, drawing me up against him. His cock was harder now, digging into me, and I shifted my hips, grinding against him just a little.

“I don’t.” I pulled back to look at him with wide, innocent eyes. “Whatever do you mean? Whatever could we possibly do here?”

He laughed. “If you don’t cut that out, what we’re going to do here is give you a spanking.” Whatever he saw in my eyes made him laugh again. “I’ll file that look away for later. But I have other plans tonight.”

“Plans?” I kissed his neck again, harder, dragging my tongue over his skin. “What do you have planned?”

“Hopes might be more appropriate,” he said. He dragged his hand up my thigh and gently pushed my knees apart. He traced fingers up my inner thigh until they were brushing against my heat. It was my turn to draw in a sharp breath as he dragged his thumb down my slit, his clever fingers finding my sensitive spots even though the material of the leggings, which suddenly seemed like an insurmountable barricade.

“What are you hoping for?” My head was swimming gently, and I let my hips shift with his touch. “Toby…”

He pressed a kiss to my forehead and made a soft shushing sound. “Just enjoy,” he said. “My hope tonight is that everyone is going to enjoy themselves.”

Owen’s lower voice pierced the happy fog that was descending over my brain as Toby teased me. “I think you two already started.”

“You said to warm up the couch,” Toby said. “We’re just doing what we’re told.”

Owen laughed. “Yeah, like either of you ever do what you’re told.” I dragged my eyes open—I didn’t know when I had closed them—as Toby’s fingers slipped into my leggings. Not inside my panties, but the thin layer of cotton wasn’t a barrier as he traced my slit and teased at my body. I gasped, rocking on his fingers, suddenly desperate to be full. My head fell back as I rocked for him, my ass grinding on his cock with every movement.

Then Owen’s fingers were hooked in the waistband of my leggings, dragging them down to my knees. He bent over me, kneeling on the floor, and let me feel the heat of his mouth over my pussy. Toby let out a low sound, and I whimpered. “I think we should spread her wide open,” Owen said. “I want to see her.”

“I thought we were going to watch a movie,” I gasped. My cunt was heavy and soaked, and I was desperate for more than Toby’s slow, muted torture, but I couldn’t help myself.

“Keep complaining,” Toby said in my ear, “And we will watch the movie. Exactly like this. With me teasing you like this through the entire thing, and never ever letting you come. Not until the whole entire movie is done. Is that what you want?”

“No,” I whimpered. “Oh, absolutely not.”

“Good,” Toby said. “Then hush.”

I hushed. Toby balanced my weight so that I could lift my hips and Owen could pull my panties down. Toby hooked my knees on his thighs and spread his legs a little, pulling me wide open. Owen made a low, deep sound, and plunged face first into my cunt, licking me from top to bottom while Toby’s fingers teased along either side of my clit. Heat was roaring through me, but I had so little leverage that all I could do was take the pleasure they were giving me. Toby wrapped one arm around my chest and pinned me against him while Owen pushed my thighs even wider. When he pushed two thick fingers into my cunt, I exploded all at once. I bit back as much sound as I could as my orgasm tore through me in harsh waves.

My body sagged and my clit shifted from eager to overwhelmed. Owen worked his fingers into me as the aftershocks of my orgasm faded, slowly guiding me back down to earth. Owen slipped up onto the couch, gathering me into his arms as Toby shifted, one big hand palming his thick cock. “You still want to watch a movie?” Toby’s voice was light, but there was still a layer of nervous energy in there somewhere.

I wiggled free from Owen, straddling Toby, slotting his cock against my bare cunt, imagining there was nothing between us at all. “I want you,” I said. “We both do. Isn’t that right, honey?”

Owen moved behind me again. I could feel his hand just underneath me, and from the way Toby’s eyes went wide, he was teasing Toby’s sac with his palm. “Always,” he said. “I don’t care if we try out that mattress now or later, but we’re trying it out tonight. Someone’s getting fucked on it tonight.” There was a long moment, and then Owen’s words came all in a rush. “Maybe I’m getting fucked on it tonight.”

Both Toby and I went perfectly still. I shifted, turning so that I was sitting between them, my legs over Toby’s lap and my back against Owen’s chest. Toby reached out and took Owen’s hand, very gently. “Say more words,” he said. His voice was kind, but there was a firmness to the tone that always made my cunt wet, no matter how recently I’d come.

It had the same effect on Owen. I saw him swallow hard before speaking. He didn’t quite look at either Toby or me. “We’ve talked about it a lot. I think…I want that tonight.” His eyes lifted, lighting on Toby’s. “If you want to.”

“Yes,” Toby said, hard and fast. Then it was his turn to swallow, to pull himself together. “I’d be more than happy to fuck your ass. Any time. Yes.”

Owen nodded, carefully. “I want to try that.”

I was in quiet, happy shock. The three of us had been together in more ways than I could count, but while Owen had been in Toby’s ass so often I’d lost track, Owen had never been quite comfortable taking it himself. He and I had played some, first with fingers, and then later with a vibrator, and he knew he loved the sensation of having his ass played with. But actually getting fucked by his friend had been just a little more than he was ready for. Until, apparently, tonight.

“Come on,” Toby said. “We’re moving to the bed now. It’s much, much more comfortable.” He stood up, offering a hand to both of us. We followed him obediently into the bedroom.

Toby’s bedroom was luxurious, decorated in deep shades of navy blue and grey, with burgundy accents. The covers to the bed had already been thrown back, and his new sheets were a gorgeous, rich charcoal color. He tossed his shirt to the side and shoved his jeans down his legs before falling onto the bed. I pulled my shirt over my head and collapsed down next to him, but Owen moved just a little more slowly.

“We aren’t going to do anything you don’t want to,” Toby said, slow and careful. “If you don’t want to⁠—”

“Oh, I absolutely want to,” Owen said. “I’m just…not sure what to do.”

Toby reached out a hand. “Strip for me,” he said. “Then come down here, and we’ll see what feels good.”

When Owen was naked, he let Toby pull him down onto the bed. I made space as my men fell together, kissing and groaning as they ran their hands over each other. Owen’s hand wrapped around Toby’s cock, stroking him hard and full. Toby groaned, thrusting his hips in time with Owen’s strokes. I crawled up to the head of the bed, where I had an amazing view, and teased at my nipples with my fingers while I watched. Owen hadn’t ever been a Dom, but seeing him go so submissive for Toby turned me inside out in all the best ways. When Toby gathered himself and flipped them over so that Owen was on his back and Toby was kneeling over him, it dragged a small sound out of my throat.

“Tell me what you want,” Toby said as he lowered his mouth to Owen’s cock. “I want to hear you say it.”

Owen opened his mouth, but all that came out was a low groan as Toby took the head of his cock deep. “Fuck, Toby.”

Toby pulled back, stroking Owen’s cock in long, steady movements. “If you want it, you have to say it.” His voice was just this side of teasing, and I let one hand trail down to my clit, circling it with light touches that made me sigh. My eyes were glued to Toby’s mouth, where he was eagerly sucking my husband’s cock. Owen was groaning, his hips moving in steady rhythm with Toby’s mouth.

“I want you in my ass,” Owen managed to pant out. “I want you to fuck me.”

Toby made a low humming sound that made Owen gasp. I saw his thighs bunch, saw him fight for control. “Is that all you want?”

Owen’s eyes flashed to me, to my fingers on my clit. I was moving faster now, keeping pace with the two of them. My body was singing, desperate and eager for more. “I want it if you do,” I said, and an image flashed through my head of Owen’s eyes closed in ecstasy as Toby buried himself deep. It was almost enough to tip me over into oblivion, and I forced myself to slow down. “I love you. I trust you.”

Toby pulled back when Owen touched the top of his head. Owen crawled to me, tugging me down farther so that I was stretched out on the bed. “Come here,” Owen said. “I want this for both of us.” He glanced back at Toby. “Yes?”

Toby’s eyes were wide, and maybe just a touch wet. “Anything you want.”

“I want you to fuck me,” he said, as he pressed between my thighs and steadied his cock against my opening, “while I fuck her.”

I choked back a cry as he slammed home in me in one stroke. I was soaking wet and on the edge from playing with myself, and the sudden sensation of fullness was nearly enough to tip me over the edge into oblivion. My body pulsed, and I was arching against him, exploding around his cock as he moved slowly, nursing me through the orgasm.

“You two are so fucking beautiful,” Toby said. I heard the flip of a plastic top and saw Owen’s eyes go wide and then slide shut with pleasure. I knew Toby was opening him up, working the lube into his ass. “I don’t want to be soft with you, Owen. I want you to understand that I’ve been craving your ass for a decade. Or more.”

“Yes,” Owen groaned. “Fuck me hard.”

I could just see Toby’s face over Owen’s shoulder, and his eyes were dark with need as he settled himself behind Owen. I felt Owen shudder, his forehead dropping down onto mine as Toby started to press into him. “Relax for me, handsome,” Toby said. His voice was gentle, but I could see the strain on his face. “If you want me to fuck you hard, you’re going to need to give up a little bit.”

Owen let out a low sound, his eyes squeezed tightly shut. I traced my fingers down his shoulders, rocking my hips to take his cock just a little deeper in my wet cunt. “Let him in, babe,” I said. “Let him fuck us.” I rocked my hips up again, pulling him in deep. I felt Toby’s motion, his thighs pressing closer to mine as he sank in deeper.

“Just like that,” Toby moaned. One of his hands was on Owen’s shoulder, the other on his hip, steadying himself. “You’re ours, Owen. You belong to us.” He caught my eye, and I knew what he wanted. We rocked together, me taking Owen deep as he pushed harder into Owen’s ass. Owen cried out, but not in pain. I could feel him pulsing against me, feel him moving inside me as he settled into the feeling of his best friend buried in him. “I’m fucking your wife with your cock, Owen. You know that, right?” I felt Toby pull back, and when he slammed into Owen harder, Owen slammed into me. Both of the men cursed, and I felt heat burning through me again.

“God, yes,” I rocked with them as Toby started to pick up the pace, moving faster and harder into Owen’s ass. Owen moved with him, letting Toby fuck both of us together. My orgasm slammed into me like a freight train, exploding through me. I cried out, arching as my cunt pulsed around Owen, hard and hungry. Owen groaned, and I could feel him shaking against me.

“Not yet,” Toby said. He gripped Owen’s hips, pulling him back so that he slipped out of me. He pulled out of Owen, pushed him down, and then slammed into his ass again. “I want to see your face when you come. I want to see what it looks like when you come because I’m buried balls deep in you.” Toby moved fast and hard, Owen groaning with every stroke. I could see sweat beading on Toby’s face, and I knew he was holding back.

I crawled over to Owen and caught him in a kiss, letting him whimper into my mouth as Toby drove his body higher and higher. I glanced at Toby, who nodded, and I wrapped my hand around Owen’s free cock. He cursed loud, and I could feel him swelling in my hand. “He’s close,” I murmured, leaning up to kiss Toby. His tongue swept through my mouth, and it was my turn to cry out again. Owen cried out, and I felt his body tense and swell, peaking for just a moment before he came, spilling over my hand as he moaned Toby’s name, my name, and a string of curses.

Toby barely managed another stroke before tumbling over the edge after him. He grunted as he sank into Owen in short, needy thrusts, working out his orgasm as Owen’s cock pulsed in my hand.

It was a long moment before the three of us collapsed in a messy heap. Owen was a sticky mess, but we gathered him up, holding him tight as the last of the aftershocks ran through him.

“Hey, handsome,” Toby said, after a moment. “You with us?”

“Yes,” Owen said, without opening his eyes. “Always. Forever. Fucking yes.”

I grinned and dropped my head to kiss him again. “You’re gorgeous.”

“No, you,” he said, finally opening his eyes to grin at me. Then his attention shifted to Toby.

“You good?” Toby’s face was neutral, careful. He was always cautious.

“I think I liked it,” Owen said, his voice flat. “But we’ll need to try again. Just to be sure.”

Toby laughed and whapped him with a pillow. Owen laughed and deflected it, knocking Toby onto his back, and then the two of them were kissing again. They pulled me into them, and the three of us tangled together, kisses and cocks and fucking and orgasms and loving need. We’d choose sad beige paint tomorrow. Tonight, we had a bed to break in.

And, I realized, this was how every night could go, from now until forever. My men sank into me and I held them close. Yeah. Every night, just like this?

That was fine with me.


AFTERWORD



Thank you so much for reading! I hope you like these stories as much as I enjoy writing them (which is a lot).

A great way to thank a writer for their work is to leave them a rating or a review. This helps other readers find stories they love, especially as Amazon seems dedicated to cracking down on stories about heat and lust.

Want to keep up with what I write and get notifications about new books? Follow me on Amazon.

If you sign up for my newsletter, you’ll not only stay up to date with any new releases, you’ll also hear about sales and freebies when I partner with other authors to bring you amazing stories you’re going to love. When you sign up, you can get five super sexy hotwife stories all for yourself. https://books.gracebeaumont.com/5hotwivesRM
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Thanks for being here, Constant Reader, and I hope to see you again soon!


[image: A blond woman in a white bikini is positioned between two handsome dark haired me.]


FIRST CLASS TEMPTATION

Enjoy the full romance arc of the Sharing Our Anniversary series:

[image: ]


It was supposed to be one night of filthy fun. But then we caught feelings. What happens now?

When I booked a cruise to celebrate my wedding anniversary, I missed the fine print. Now my husband, Sam, and I are off on a wild, romantic adventure...during singles week. Sam takes the chance to confess his deepest fantasy: he wants to see me with another man. I found a gorgeous stranger, and had a wild night of filthy fun, while Sam enjoyed every moment of it. And then everything changed.

Sam and I are happily married. We’re solid. Strong. We came on this cruise to celebrate our anniversary… and maybe to indulge in a fantasy we’d whispered about for years. But nothing prepared us for Noah—his soft mouth, his wicked smile, the way he looks at both of us like we’re everything he’s ever wanted.

He’s not just a fling. He’s not just a spark.

He’s the man who makes me fall apart when I’m pressed between them. The man who teases my husband until Sam’s begging for more. The man who makes both of us question whether we can really let go when the cruise is over.

This was supposed to stay in the fantasy suite.

Now I’m wondering if we’re ready for something real.

First Class Temptation collects four previously published short stories: Sharing Our Anniversary, Doubled for Pleasure, Beach Day for Three, and All Hands on Her. This low-angst bi-awakening series offers a satisfying romantic arc, a happy ending for everyone, and plenty of smoking hot heat along the way.
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The Biker Bar Hotwife

[image: ]


My husband and I have been together for years. We're perfect together, but the bedroom part of our marriage has slowed down over the years. I'm as ready to go as I ever was, but my husband...less so. When he suggests that my birthday present is a roadtrip down the East Coast on our motorcycles, I'm over the moon. At least we'll be together, and maybe the road dust will shake up something hot in our marriage.

But once we're on the road, he confesses his own filthy fantasy. He wants to share me with other men in every dirty biker bar and rundown dive we can find. I'm self-conscious at first; I'm not a perky young thing anymore. But as soon as I walk into a bar, I find a hot young stud who is more than willing to take me, use me, and leave me screaming. Soon, this is our lifestyle. I'm a happy hotwife, and I'm never looking back.

The Biker's Hotwife is a bundle of five hotwife shorts published as part of The Biker Bar Hotwife series, including The Biker Bar Hotwife, Hotwife on Display, Hotwife in Demand, Bet on the Hotwife, and The Hotwife's New Belt. Each story is a scorching tale of a slutty vixen desperate to be used and the hot young stud (or studs!) eager to show her just how gorgeous she is. Her stag husband is there for the ride, enjoying every moment of his gorgeous wife getting exactly what she deserves.

https://mybook.to/BikersHotwifeComplete
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The Professor’s Hotwife
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My husband and I have been happily married for years, but now that he's finally made tenure, our nights have gone from scorching hot to barely lukewarm. I'm only 41, and my libido is raging; I'm not ready to slow down. So for my birthday, my husband gives me a very special present: a hot night shared with one of his teaching assistants. Jake is barely half my age, but he knows how to use his hands and mouth, and before I know it, he is giving me everything I need.

But there's one little lesson Jake has never learned, and I'm the lucky slut who gets to teach him. We embark on an incredible adventure while he gets to experience everything for the first time. When I'm too lost in pleasure to show Jake how to use me, his friend Xander steps in. I'm caught between two men who are going to use me in every way until I'm completely sated.

This is the best birthday present I've ever had, and I love being my husband's hotwife.

The Professor's Hotwife is a bundle of five previously published stories exploring Anna's adventures as an older vixen desperate for a hot young stud to give her exactly what she needs. This includes The Hotwife's Night Out, Waiting for the Hotwife, The Hotwife's Challenge, The Hotwife's Extra Credit, and The Hotwife's Final Exam. The last three stories include two men eager to use Anna in every way.

https://mybook.to/professor_complete


ABOUT THE AUTHOR


Grace Beaumont writes filthy-fun MMF romance with heart, heat, and a guaranteed happy ending (or three). After penning more than thirty books—many of them packed with hotwife chaos—she’s now all in on steamy, low-drama stories about love, lust, and queer joy. If you're looking for angst-free fun, lots of heat, and characters who actually like each other, you're in the right place.

Follow her on Amazon to see all of her latest releases.
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