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Chapter 1
“Malcolm arrives today.” My husband says, rubbing his hands together in anticipation. I hug him and kiss him on the lips. 
“I’m glad you’re excited, Mark.” I say. “How long do you think he’ll need a place to stay?” 
“A few weeks maybe? Thanks so much for doing this, Ruby. He didn’t expect the housing market in Portland to be so tight, and he starts the job tomorrow!” 
I smile and hug Mark tight. His best friend from high school is moving into town, and hadn’t been able to find an apartment remotely, so he’s staying with us for a few weeks while he searches for a place to live. Mark and I live in a two bedroom house, so it’s really not a big deal, but both guys are treating me like I’m doing them some massive favor. It makes me wonder what Malcolm is like.
My husband was on the soccer team all through college and high school with this guy, but I’ve never met him because he’s been out of the country working as an MD with a medical nonprofit for the entire time I’ve known my husband. Now that Malcolm in his late 20’s, he’s decided ready to settle down back in the US, and just happened to find a job at the ER close to our house, so the two men are excited to reunite. 
I look up at Mark, who is tall and blonde and so handsome that I feel a little horny just being up against him like this. I run my hand down his flat abs and cup his cock, happy to find him hard and ready for me as he usually is. Mark  runs a CrossFit gym in near our house, and has the beautiful, body of someone who spends a lot of time being active. He’s athletic and cut but not overbuilt like a bodybuilder, and I’m so into him. As a result of having a husband who owns a CrossFit gym, I’ve also never been in better shape in my life. 
He groans and pulls me in for a rough, commanding kiss, walking me back against the kitchen counter and lifting me up to wrap my legs around him. Mark’s sex drive is more than any man I’ve ever dated, and honestly had been one of the first things that truly attracted me to him, because I usually crave sex several times a day. We have explosive chemistry that is still there after a few years of marriage, and I’m happy about that. If anything, the sex has gotten better as we’ve opened ourselves up and gotten to know what each of us really likes. 
“Fuck me hard.” I whisper in his hear as his hands roam up my shirt. 
The doorbell rings, and we leap apart, Mark laughing, “Shit, I bet that’s Mal, he has the worst timing. Save this for later?” 
“Later it is, babe.” I say with a grin, walking over to open the door while Mark adjusts his cock in his pants. I swing open the door, and in front of me is a man that epitomizes tall, dark and handsome, with almost black hair, unusual grey eyes, and broad shoulders, and a jaw that’s a little scruffy. 
“Malcolm?” I ask cheerfully. “I’m Ruby!” 
He smiles, although it looks a little awkward or forced. Is it obvious that my husband and I were just almost fucking? “Hi Ruby, great to meet you. I’ve heard so much about you.” He says, and I back up to let him walk inside. He does the man hug thing, with shoulder pats with my husband and then Mark shows him back to his new bedroom while I bustle around the kitchen putting some lunch together for all of us.
I do not intend to be in hostess mode for the full time Malcolm is staying here, but I know my husband is happy to have him here, and I want him to feel welcome until he finds a place of his own, so what better way to start than a homemade lunch of my famous grilled cheese sandwiches? 
Mark grins as he eats his sandwiches, more than one because he has some classes to teach today and he’s going to need the energy. Malcolm seems to enjoy them too, but he’s not much of a talker, I notice. Mark does most of the talking, and Malcolm nods or laughs where appropriate. 



Chapter 2
We’re all on vastly different schedules, Malcolm settling in with 3-4 long shifts per week at the ER, while I work a standard 9-5 job and Mark works on the sporadic schedule of his gym classes, plus some time spend on the business side of things. He’s almost at the point where he can bring on a third trainer, and that’ll allow him to adjust his schedule to be more manageable. Right now, his second trainer is a woman who teaches mostly ladies fitness boot camp classes, so their schedules are both pretty hectic with trying to have enough classes to meet their clients’ needs. 
I’m an industrial designer and I work for a fitness equipment company, which is how Mark and I first met about four years ago, when he was competitive in CrossFit and the company sponsored him and asked him to test some new designs for kettlebells and other equipment. Mark had been fun and easygoing and I loved that about him. It’s interesting to me that his best friend was so different from him, much more taciturn and alpha male. 
“Do you think Malcolm is upset with me?” I ask Mark one night in bed. We’re snuggled together naked, and his cock is still inside me from a vigorous fuck. 
He chuckles, “No that’s just Mal. Don’t take it personally, you’ll get to know his good qualities eventually. Well, in theory. It takes a while, to break through his crusty outside to find the real guy underneath.” 
This statement makes me determined to break through, and I double down on my efforts to be friendly to Malcolm, making efforts to include him even when Mark isn’t around. That night, I invite him to join me at one of Mark’s classes to work out, and Malcolm finally agrees to go, after I egg him on a little bit about it. As we work our way through a series of kettlebell swings and burpees that kicks my ass, I catch Malcolm looking at my ass a few times, and a wave of arousal goes through me, so I try and chat with him during our breaks, as we wait to use equipment like the box jumps. 
I bump Malcolm with my shoulder, “So how are you liking Portland?” 
He shrugs. “It’s nice enough.” He says, then he takes a step away from me, out of the range of where I can touch him again. All right then. 
“I love it here, I think Mark and I are going for a hike this weekend if you want to come!” I say cheerfully.
“I don’t think so.”
“Oh, are you on call?” 
“Nope.” 
“Come on, it’s a beautiful secluded waterfall! It’s so cool. You literally hike in the river to get there.” 
“Sounds like that’s better for a private moment with you and your husband.” He says, and then he steps up and tries the box jump. I watch his big, powerful body. Unlike Mark, who is lean and cut, Malcolm has a big and forceful build, with less muscle definition, but clear strength and power. I watch appreciatively and then catch my husband glancing at me. 
Malcolm says he’s going to jog home, so I decide to hang out with Mark a little bit between his classes, knowing that he wants to bury his cock in me, and he does not disappoint. 
“Hold onto the pull up bar.” Mark commands, locking the door to his fitness studio. I lift my hands up to the metal bar and he pushes my sports bra up to expose my breasts, and shoves my workout leggings down, putting me on display for him as he runs his hands over my body. He rubs my pussy deliciously, and then steps back and takes a photo of me on display for him. We share a locked folder on our phones of photos of us, in risqué and sexy positions, and I love having my photo taken as his cock penetrates me. 
“Were you lusting after Mal during class?” He asks, giving my bare ass a smack. Moisture floods to my pussy and I moan, holding on tightly to the bar above my head. 
“Maybe a little.” I say with a smirk, loving that that has gotten this reaction out of him. 
“Do you want to fuck another man?” He growls, low and deep. 
“It doesn’t hurt to look and fantasize.” I tease, and he spanks me again. “I need you to fuck me, baby.” I gasp, turned on immensely. 
“What would you want him to do to you?” He says as he rips off his shirt and kisses me hard, his hand sliding between my legs and touching my clit, just where it turns me wild and I grip the bar hard as I shove myself against his hand. 
“I love you.” I whimper as his he works my pussy with his hand, making me scream for him. 
“What would you want him to do to you?” He repeats.
“I don’t know, he’s just sexy.” I gasp and he must decide he’s good with that, because he lifts my hips and drives into me hard while I grip the pull up bar, screaming and writhing around my man. 



Chapter 3
Over the next few weeks Malcolm starts settling in nicely to Portland, but his tough schedule at the ER has still made it challenging for him to find an apartment. He’s enjoying manly stuff like watching sports with Mark, but he still doesn’t interact too much with me. If anything, I’d say he’s deliberately avoiding me, but that would sound paranoid and crazy. 
Either way, I have things to do, a busy social and work life, I don’t need to worry about my husband’s old friend being cranky. 
“Hey honey, I’m just hopping on your laptop to get those photos for your parent’s anniversary.” I call into the living room
“No problem.” He says back. 
As I go through the photos on Mark’s computer, an email pops up and I somehow accidentally bring the email program to the front of on the screen. I blink when I see the email he’s been working on to Malcolm. Heat and arousal rushes through my body as I re-read it again, and understand the full meaning of the email. Is this really something they both want? Unconsciously, I squirm a little in my chair. 
M - Today I was eating Ruby out while she sucked my cock (she tastes so good) and I couldn’t stop picturing you coming into the room and sliding your cock into her drenched pussy while I took care of her clit for her and fucked her mouth. Maybe you could make her come and then fuck into my mouth so I could drink you down? I always come hard with her, but I came harder than I’ve come in a long time. 
I can’t cheat on her, but I wish she’d let us share her.
A
I quickly close the computer and look around like someone who has done something really dirty and suspicious. What the hell? 
The next day, I can’t focus on work at all, that image of having two cocks to myself too strong to deny. I need to know more. Is this a joke? Is this something Malcom wants too? He had seemed so surly with me, as if he didn’t like me at all.
I open up my phone and log into Mark’s email. He uses the same stupid password for everything, so it’s not hard. There’s a new email from Malcolm. 
A - I wonder if your wife’s sweet pussy could hold both of our cocks? Fucking her right up against you would be hot as fuck. Attached is a photo from the good old days. NSFW.
M
I gasp and look around my office, but if course it’s empty, because I have my own office at the industrial design firm I work at. Then I click the photo, and I moan aloud as I see what it is. My husband and Malcolm naked and kissing each other. They’re younger in the photo, probably in college their muscled bodies grinding against each other, and Malcolm has his hand wrapped around both of their cocks. Malcolm’s is massive, and I feel my inner muscles clench at the thought of having them. 
My phone pinges with another email. It is a reply to something my husband had written. 
A - Jesus, I’m at the ER with a rock hard cock now, asshole. Also, yes please. 
RE: Thoughts: 
M - She would love your cock. She’s such a hungry little slut for mine, I can’t even imagine how wild she’d go riding something as big as yours. Today I jerked off imagining I walked into the kitchen to find you fucking her and you offered me her ass so we could both fuck her together. 
A
My hand crept down between my legs and I leaned back in my desk chair, feeling the urge to touch myself overwhelm me. My desk phone startled me out of my reverie and I jumped and quick closed my phone like I had been caught at something naughty. I guess technically, I had been caught at something naughty. 
My boss is on the line, and shifts my focus back to work with a big deadline coming up for a product I’m designing. It sounds glamorous, but most of the items we design are utilitarian objects - we do a lot of work in the fitness industry, which is how Mark and I met, and I’m working on a weight training bench that has a lot of adjustable positions right now. 
There’s a prototype for me to test, and I decide to bring it home to ask Mark what he thinks. 
He comes in as I’m setting it up in our home gym and raises an eyebrow. “What’s that?” 
“It’s a prototype of this new adjustable workout bench our client wanted. I’m not so sure if their idea here makes sense. What do you think?” 
“Looks like a sex bench.” Malcolm says with a snort as he walks by. I blink and look back at the bench. 
“Huh.” I say. “Now that I see it, I can’t unsee it.” 
Mark cracks up and gives me a hug. At the same time, both of our phones ping with a new email, which makes me realize that I shouldn’t have that set to happen. 
“Shit, text from my mom! Gonna run to the other room and call her in case you guys want to watch TV.” I say. 
There’s a new email, and I feel my pussy clench with arousal as I open it. 
A - Wow, your wife leaned over that bench thing she was assembling gave me all kinds of ideas for positions we could use it to fuck her in. Rock hard now.
M
I gasp and squirm a little on the couch I’m sitting on. 



Chapter 4
“Hey, Mark said to tell you, dinner in five?” Malcolm’s voice comes from behind me. I squeal and juggle my phone for a minute before dropping it. He shakes his head and hands it back to me, glancing down at the email on the screen. Then he frowns. 
“So, which of these fantasies appeals to you most, Ruby?” He says with a slight tilt to his mouth. I gasp as Malcolm’s hand lifts and strokes over my cheek, then down my throat and around my breast. 
“What about Mark?.” I gasp.
“Mark has given me permission to fuck you. He wants me to fuck you.” He says, his voice low and growly as his thumb brushes my nipple through my thin summer dress. The chemistry between us feels wild and electric, the same as it does with Mark. 
Malcolm moves away. “Take off your dress, Ruby.” 
“What if I say no?” I whisper. 
He shrugs, “Then you say no. You’ll be leaving me with a hard dick, but that’s about par for the course living with you two.” 
My eyes widen, and then can’t help but lowering to see if he is hard right now. “Can I think about it?” I say quietly. 
“Sure, Ruby.” Malcom says, and then his hand goes up to my chin and his lips meet mine. The touch of his lips is electric, and I moan, sensation swirling through my body as he pulls me closer and tilts his head to deepen the kiss. His hand shifts to cup my jaw, his fingers sliding into my hair. My arms creep around his waist. Malcolm’s waist, not my husband’s. Mark, my mind screams, and I pull away, gasping. 
“Well, that was interesting.” Malcolm says with a chuckle as he pulls away, then he takes my hand and leads me into our kitchen, where Mark is standing there, looking amused. “Guess who’s been reading our emails.” 
Mark’s eyebrows shoot up and he walks over to us, looking a little nervous. “I’m sorry babe, are you pissed?” He says quietly, taking my other hand. 
“Not pissed, aroused.” Malcolm says, and then he comes up behind me, and his fingers go to the zipper on my dress. “Speak now, or...” He whispers against my ear, nipping at my neck. I meet Mark’s eyes and they’re hot and aroused. 
“Fuck, Ruby.” He says. As my husband leans forward to kiss me, his friend slowly slides the zipper down the back of my dress, sending shivers down my spine. His fingers trail back up my skin, to the straps of the dress and sweep it off my shoulders, allowing it to slide down my body and pool around my feet. I’m bare in a sheer bra and a pair of cheeky panties between my husband and Malcolm, and I moan. 
Malcolm’s hand slides back down my spine, unhooking my bra, and fingering the edge of my panties. He tugs them against my slit, creating pressure where I need it with the fabric, and Mark releases my lips to step back and slide my bra off. 
“You okay with this, Ruby?” Mark says quietly, lifting my chin, just as Malcolm’s fingers follow the edge of my panties down between my legs and he groans. 
“She’s so fucking wet for us, Mark.” He says as his fingers dip under my panties. Mark’s eyes heat, but he waits for my answer. I’m not even sure if I can talk as one of Malcolm’s thick fingers slides inside me. 
“Tell us what you need us to do to you, Ruby, or we can’t do it.” Malcolm says. He lifts my hair off my shoulder and I feel his lips graze my neck again. 
I gasp. “Fuck me.” I whisper. “Both of you.” 
Mark smiles then, “Good girl. I love you more than I could ever have imagined right now.” He leads me forward to the kitchen table, bending me face first on the hard wood. “Malcolm really needs use of your pussy right now, he’s been aching for it for weeks.” He says. 
I moan and arch, needing to be filled. “Please.” I gasp as I feel fingers slide into me again, Malcolm’s I think. He’s preparing me for his massive cock, stretching me with his fingers, but I want to be fucked, I want that delicious deep stretching, just on the edge of pain.  Mark grabs my hand and places his bare cock in it, and I look up to see him shirtless with his jeans open, and I smile. 
“Your husband is a thing of beauty, isn’t he Ruby?” Malcolm says, and I feel his cock nudge at my entrance. I groan, wishing I could see Malcolm, who I’m sure is also a thing of beauty, but my husband was clear that his friend needs to fuck me, and needs it now. 
Malcolm is gentle as he starts to push inside me, and I feel that he’s much thicker than Mark, stretching me differently, and I moan. “Fuck me hard.” I growl, and I feel his cock pause, as perhaps he meet’s my husband’s eyes, then he pulls back just a little and rams inside me, deep and thick and a little painful. I grunt as I take him, and it feels amazing, but it’s not right yet. “Mark, I need you too.” I beg. 
This sets Malcolm off apparently, because although he had been still, buried deep a moment before he starts fucking me roughly as Mark moves closer to my mouth so I can try and take him. Abruptly Malcolm lifts me to almost standing, still buried in me. 
His gruff voice is in my ear again as I arch to hold him inside me, “You need both of our cocks, don’t you?” He says. “You took my big dick so well, let’s see how you do with your husband fucking your mouth.” 
“Yes.” I whisper, barely able to get that out as he holds me like that for a moment, rocking into me hard a few times as his hand grabs my pussy roughly, adding pressure to my clit. I lift up my head and look at Mark, taking in his body, his hard cock jutting out from his jeans, and Malcolm pulls me tighter against him, his fingers creating steady pressure on my clit while he thrusts into me a few more times. I meet Mark’s eyes and I come hard, convulsing around Malcolm’s cock. 
“You like Mark watching me fuck you.” Malcolm says. He thrusts into me again as Mark steps forward and kisses me hard, and then pulls my head down to his cock. I’m pinned between the two big men, gasping. I take my husband in my mouth eagerly, my only desire being to thank him for the delicious orgasm he just allowed his friend to give me. 
“Better?” Mark asks, and I moan in approval, hungry for his cock while Malcolm starts to slam into me hard again, shoving his hips forward and pushing into me deeper than I’ve had a cock before. Mark’s hands are in my hair, and Malcolm is grabbing my ass and spreading me for him. The heat and sensation of these two men, and the eroticism of being forcefully pinned between them while they fuck me at both ends is almost unbearable, and I lose control of my body, bucking between them, wild with the passion of the moment. My husband’s cock tastes better than it’s ever tasted, belongs in my mouth, and Malcolm fills me in such a delicious way. 
“So fucking beautiful” Malcolm groans, stroking his hand over my ass and driving inside me hard. His cock swells and I know he is getting close as he tilts his hips, adjusting the angle of his penetration, and this drives me over the edge again surprisingly quickly. As I come, he shouts and I feel the warmth of his cum fill me as well. He pulls out of me and lifts me off of Mark’s cock. Mark is holding his orgasm back, and he’s good at that. 
Malcolm turns me to face him and I gasp, shirtless his body is beautiful in a different way than my husband’s, he’s a big guy. He’s fit, but not the clean, defined muscle of my husband, more brawny and raw, with light chest hair across his pecs that thins to a line down by his abdomen where Mark doesn’t have chest hair.
Mark comes behind me and shoves me hard against Malcolm, grabbing my ass and spreading me for him. I arch instinctively so my husband can slide into my pussy, while Malcolm’s hands come up and roam over my body, and pulls me up onto my tiptoes and into a kiss. 
“Mmm yes, hold her like that, Mark groans as the new position gives him a better position to drive into me hard. I scream as he fills me. He doesn’t stretch me as much as Malcolm does, but he knows the secret things that drive me wild, angling his hips so his cock rubs against my g-spot with every thrust. I moan against Malcolm’s lips as he finally starts kissing me in earnest, his big hand clutching my head and holding me where he wants me while he devours my mouth. 
I feel Malcolm’s other hand slide between our bodies, his fingers tickle at my clit as my husband fucks me, and then travels further, to stroke us where we’re joined, causing Mark to shudder and moan. Malcolm’s fingers plus Mark’s cock is an electric combination, and the heat of an intense orgasm builds fast. I scream and slam hard into Mark, loving the feeling of being so completely surrounded more than I could have ever imagined I might. 
When I come, my inner walls contract around Mark in a way that always makes him come with me, and he groans and rocks into me hard, loving it, filling me. 



Chapter 4
My knees buckle as Mark slides out of me and Malcolm scoops me up and carries me back to the bedroom I share with my husband, laying me gently on the bed. As they lie on either side of me, I can feel Malcolm harden again, as aroused as I am by all of this. Mark looks relaxed and sated, his hands idly tracing over my breasts as he lays on his side, his head propped on and smiles down at me. 
Malcolm looks a little worried, and I cradle his cheek and kiss him hard, telling him that I need him. His phone buzzes in his jeans pocket, and he groans, looking at it.
“I got called in for a surgery.” He says with a sigh. “I’ll be back.” 
I smile. “The life of a sexy doctor.” And he chuckles and kisses me hard, and then reaches over and runs his hand down Mark’s ass. “Mmm I like when you touch each other.” I whisper. 
As Malcolm rushes out, Mark and I climb into the shower, kissing and stroking each other. It’s Saturday and I have the day off, but Mark will have to go into his gym to teach his afternoon classes, so we make a hearty breakfast and relax for a bit. 
“Are you going to come to class?” Mark asks. 
“I don’t know, I feel a little sore from, other things.” I laugh. He frowns and looks away. “I mean, I can come in if you want me to?” 
“Oh no, I just... Can we talk about what just happened?” 
“It was... So good. I had no idea that you might be into something like that.” I say. “Should I feel worried about it?” 
He sighs, leaning down to kiss me. “It was good for me too. I was wondering if you’d want it more?” 
“I think so.” 
“Okay. I don’t want to push you too far outside your comfort zone with this, but... I am unbelievably into it.” 
“I have a question. Are you bisexual? Is Malcolm?” I ask. “Like have you been craving cock this whole time?” 
He laughs. “I’m bisexual, but I don’t crave a specific type of sex?” He says. “I just crave the individual, coming inside them and making them come. I crave you because I love you.” 
“But you crave Malcolm, too.” I say quietly. 
“I don’t actually know where Malcolm is at now, since he was working in South America for so long? But in high school, he wouldn’t admit he was bisexual, we just sucked each other’s cocks, and he would just say it was to get each other off.” 
“Well that’s a hot mental image anyway.” I laugh. “Two men I’m so into sucking each other off.” 
He smiles. “In college, I realized I was in love with him, and I tried to talk him into dating, but it never got that far. But we fucked and got further sexually. He’s I guess, mostly straight? He said he couldn’t imagine being in a relationship with just a man because he loves women.” 
“And then he came back?” I say. 
Mark nods. “And all of the feelings came back, but it didn’t make me love you less, it made my feelings for you intensify, as he told me how attracted he was to you. How much he wanted to fuck you. And I realized that I could love both of you deeply.” 
I pause and meet his eyes, as he pulls me closer to him on the couch. “Are you hoping for Malcolm and I to love each other too?” I say quietly. 
“I’m committed to you, Ruby, so you come first, okay? But yes, being in a relationship, the three of us, fuck that would be so hot.” He laughs.
I smile at him. “Malcolm and I had amazing chemistry, the same kind of chemistry you and I have, but love? I don’t know.” 
“I’m willing to give it time. It can be fun while it lasts, or it can be more. I think Malcolm sees it all as a bit of kinky fun, and I’m not sure if he’d even be into a relationship with us.” He says, sounding a bit sad now. “But either way, if you guys connect, bond. That’s something I’d love, not something I’d be jealous of.” 



Chapter 5
I think about this after Mark heads out to work, as I do some chores at home and settle down with a book to relax, and a couple of hours later, Malcolm comes in, looking tired and a little stressed. He looks like he’s not quite sure what to do with me, and heads back to his room, and I hear the shower turn on.
When the shower stops, I wander back and knock on his door, and he answers in a pair of sweatpants, his hair damp and sexy from the shower. 
“Do you want to hang out or something?” I ask, smiling. 
“By hang out do you mean fuck, or do you mean go to lunch?” He says. 
I laugh. “Are you always this blunt?” 
“Yep.” He says, scratching at the back of his neck and looking down, and I wonder if it’s something he’s a little self conscious about. 
“Mark said I should get to know you.” I say. “I’m open to whatever.” 
“I’m pretty tired, so...” Malcolm says, and I would do anything to have him stop looking so worried. I take his hand and pull him back to his bed, telling him to lay on his stomach. I kneel beside him and start to massage his shoulders and back, and he groans in pleasure. 
“Ruby, is this appropriate?” He says. 
“Taking care of my husband’s best friend who needs a little love? Feels appropriate.” I say with a wicked smile. 
“And now I’m hard.” He chuckles into the sheets as I climb on top of him and straddle him for better leverage, working his muscles, learning his body. 
I pull off my t-shirt and press my bare breasts against his back, nipping at his neck. “I can help massage away cock aches too.” I say.  Then I have an idea, grabbing my camera from my shorts pocket and posing for a selfie. 
“What are you doing?” Malcolm asks, turning to the camera just as I snap it.
“Making sure Mark wants to fuck us when he gets home.” I look at the selfie, and in it you can see my breasts, and the muscular expanse of Malcolm’s bare back, his arms under his head like a pillow making his shoulders flex nicely. He’s in side profile, and I decide he’s very handsome in side profile. 
“Fuck US?” Malcolm groans. 
“I saw the picture of you two kissing In the shower. The one you kept.” I whisper in his ear. “With your cocks grinding together, your naked bodies hot and wet. Mark thinks you aren’t into him but why would you keep a picture like that if he wasn’t special to you?” 
Malcolm sighs and flips over, pulling me down to his chest, where he just holds me for a little bit, his hands straying idly over my back, his cock hard between my legs. “I never quite knew what to do with Mark.” He says with a chuckle. “This.” He says, sliding his fingers along the edge of my shorts and dipping into my wet pussy. “This I know what to do with.” 
I lean down and kiss him, and his fingers slide to cup my ass under the hem of my shorts. His other hand is around my back, holding me close as we make out like I haven’t made out with a man in years, not since I first met Mark, really - now we tend to go straight for the sex. He pulls my shorts and panties off, his mouth never leaving mine, and his hands roam roughly over my bare body, but we never do more than kissing and groping. 
It seems to last forever, like I can’t get enough of his mouth, and we’re still there, still kissing, when Mark walks in, done with his classes. 
I’m desperate to be fucked at this point, so keyed up and wild from that luscious endless kiss that I raise up and meet my husband’s eyes as I pull Malcolm out, and sink slowly down on his thick cock, moaning as I take him inside me. 
“You waited for me.” Mark says with a broad grin. He pulls off his clothes and straddles Malcolm’s legs behind me, his thickening cock nudging against my lower back as he pulls my mouth to his to kiss while I grind on Malcolm hard. 
“Oh god.” I gasp as Mark’s fingers roam down over my stomach and breasts, his mouth latching onto my neck as the thickness of his cock settles in the crevice of my bottom, bumping against Malcolm’s in my pussy. Both men’s hands move to my hips, driving me and guiding me to fuck Malcolm as Mark grinds hard against me from behind.
Malcolm surprises me then. “Let’s both fuck your husband, Ruby.” He says with a smirk. I lift off of his cock with a sigh of dismay and he shoves my husband down on the bed, his head hanging off the edge. Then he rubs the tip of his cock on Mark’s lips and I’m surprised to hear Mark groan, opening for him and taking him eagerly.
“Fuck his dick, Ruby.” Malcolm says, his voice deep and aroused. “Let me see you take him in your sweet pussy.” I had always thought Mark was pretty alpha male, but his aggressiveness is completely eclipsed by Malcolm’s terse commands. 
I was more focused on watching my husband suck Malcolm’s cock eagerly, but now I need him inside me.  I climb on top of him and reach for his cock, stroking it, and then rubbing the head of his cock at my entrance. I watch, my pussy flooding with moisture as Malcolm starts to work his way down my husband’s throat, and I lean forward and help Mark take Malcolm’s huge cock, giving him a break when he needs to gasp for breath 
Mark grabs my ass and shoves me down on him hard, bucking into me as he serves his friend’s cock. I never even considered what a turn on watching my husband suck a big cock up close and personal could be, but it’s driving me wild, and I ride Mark’s cock hard, my fingers reaching down to rub my clit. I scream as I start to come, and look up to meet Malcolm’s eyes, and he grunts and unloads down Mark’s throat. Mark follows us, the contractions of my pussy around his cock sending him over the edge. 
“Fuck.” I gasp, breathing hard, but Malcolm isn’t done yet. Turning me so I’m seated on Mark’s face. Mark adjusts his position to suck my clit into his mouth, while Malcolm fingers me from behind. I feel his cock, hard again already, or maybe still hard, slide into me, right in front of Mark’s face. 
Mark groans and sucks harder on my clit, and I see his cock twitch in front of me, and dive down to feast on my husband’s beautiful dick. Malcolm isn’t gentle and starts fucking me roughly, his balls slapping against Mark’s face as he slams into me. I lose my ability to suck Mark’s cock as the sensations that Malcolm and Mark are creating overwhelm me, and I find myself shuddering uncontrollably, clutching at my husband’s hips to push back into the massive cock that’s pummeling me. I scream as I come, but this doesn’t seem to stop either man, and Malcolm drives into me harder, while my husband’s mouth turns me into a quivering mess. I feel Malcolm’s fingers spread my ass and I grunt as his finger drives into me there, where I’ve never taken anyone. It drives me wild and I come so hard that my whole body is shaking as I convulse around Malcolm. 
He groans as my pussy’s contractions massage him, and bucks into me hard, holding himself deep as my body milks his cum out of me. “Fuck, Ruby.” He shouts.
I’m shocked when he pulls out after coming and shoves my pussy down on Mark’s face. Where my husband eagerly eats me out. Malcolm crawls across the bed and wraps his luscious lips around my husband’s cock, and I watch, my body shuddering as Malcolm makes Mark come again, but at the last minute, he shoves Mark’s dick into my mouth, forcing me to drink my husband‘s cum down. 



Chapter 6
“It’s really good that none of us has anything going for Sunday.” Mark laughs the next morning as we all lay in a slightly sticky heap of arms and legs on the bed.
“I mean, I might need to wash the sheets.” I say. “That’s plans.” 
Malcolm chuckles and pulls me close and goes back to making out with me. He really loves kissing apparently, and he keeps interrupting our talking with more intense kissing. After a few minutes of enjoying his mouth, I pull away.
“Aren’t you going to make out with Mark too?” I say with a smirk, when we pull away for a breath. 
“Do you want me to?” He says, raising an eyebrow. But then he leans over and cradles my husband’s cheek and both men are kissing just as passionately. I watch, noticing how they kiss a bit differently than the men kiss me, more aggressively and roughly. I wouldn’t have thought this would be sexy, but considering they’ve both just been inside me multiple times, and both of their hands are on my bare body, I find I can’t get enough. 
“Malcolm was always a little obsessed with making out.” Mark laughs, when Malcolm pulls away and sucks one of my tits into his mouth. “Well and putting his mouth on everything. That’s how I first convinced him to suck my cock when we were younger. 
“Mmm I so wish I had known you guys when you were younger, but I probably would have been too shy to have been a part of that.” I say with a smile.
“I can’t imagine Ruby, who just screamed at me to ram my cock into her harder, being shy.” Malcolm says, lifting his head from my breast. 
“She was super shy when I first met her, actually.” Mark says with a grin. “She has come out of her shell over the past few years, and it’s so sexy. Especially with regards to demanding my best friend’s cock.” 
“Okay, guys, we have to get up and eat something, or we’ll all faint before we can come again.” I say, pulling both men out of the bed.
We all shower and I slide on a tank top that just brushes the bottom of my ass, and the guys each pull on shorts and follow me reluctantly to the kitchen. But once we have bacon and eggs and some biscuits from a can going, they start looking hungrier and are momentarily distracted from sex. 
Or at least that’s what I think, until I reach for something in a high cabinet, and Malcolm groans and walks up behind me, shoving his cock inside me. 
“I can’t... I don’t want to burn the food.” I gasp. 
“It’s okay baby, you take care of Malcolm’s dick, I’ll finish scrambling the eggs.” Mark says with a laugh as he walks past us and grabs some plates to put on the table, reaching between my legs to run his finger around where we’re joined. 
“Mmm I think she can stir eggs while I fuck her? She needs to learn to keep doing what she’s doing as she’s taking our cocks if this is going to be a long term thing.” Malcolm says. I gasp. 
“Long term?” Mark says, his smile spreading wide. Then he looks at me, pinned to his friend’s cock and groans, flipping off the stove and pulling the pan from the burner. “I need in her ass.” He says and Malcolm laughs. 
“I thought we were going to eat?” I yelp as Malcolm pulls out of me and lifts me to face him, setting my ass on the edge of the counter and thrusting into me hard as Mark wanders off, possibly to get lube. 
“Food can wait just a few minutes, right?” Mark says as he returns with a bottle of lube. I’ve taken Mark in my ass before and I want him there again as Malcolm lifts me and holds me tight against him, walking over to my new prototype exercise bench, where he lays down and pulls me down on top of him. I grunt as he shoves himself deep inside me, my legs falling to the floor to either side of his hips to give me more movement. He pulls me forward hard, until I’m resting on him. And then scoots to the edge of the bench and spreads my ass for my husband’s cock. 
“Fuck, that’s so fucking hot, I love how your cock looks buried inside her, Mal.” Mark groans as he slides a finger inside me and I buck hard against Malcolm. I feel the head of Mark’s cock start to push it’s way in, stretching me and filling me completely. The bench gives him a nice angle to fuck into me, actually, if we’re thinking about the industrial design uses. 
Which I’m not, because I have two men inside me, their cocks and balls touching as they fuck me. 
I scream as an orgasm rocks my entire body, shuddering hard between the men. 
“I had no idea.” I whisper as Mark starts to move, fucking me hard and deep in the ass, and forcing my body to move on top of Malcolm. Malcolm pulls my face down to his for a rough kiss as Mark essentially fucks both of us, his rough movements guiding our pleasure. The orgasm rises fast in me again as I push hard into Malcolm’s cock and then buck up towards Mark in my ass. This time when I come, wave after wave of pleasure hits me until I feel Mark come in my ass. He pulls out as Malcolm flips me over and fucks me hard, the way I know he loves. 
Breakfast is a little cold, but not terrible, all things considered. 
“Okay, now I really needed food.” Malcolm laughs. 
“I’m just glad we didn’t set the house on fire.” I say with an eye roll. “But on the other hand, I want both of your cocks in me always.” 
I squeal as Mark pulls me into his lap for a tight hug and a kiss on the cheek. “Don’t take me away from my bacon!” I growl, and Malcolm laughs and hands me my food. 
“So, I think I can go at least a few hours without needing to fuck Ruby. Should we go out and do something?” Malcolm says as we finish up. His hand is rubbing me between my legs as he talks, which kind of seems like the opposite of what he’s saying. 
“Or you guys could tell me a story?” I say with a smile, standing up and leading them to the couch for a snuggle. 
“Like Cinderella?” Malcolm says with a smirk.
“Like what’s your favorite way to fuck each other?” I say. 
Mark laughs. “We haven’t really fucked each other, but we loved frottage in college. And sucking each other off.” 
Then Malcolm starts to talk. 



Chapter 7
Mark and Malcolm were the last two guys in the locker shower after the game against their rival college, and it was because they had been chatting in the hallway while the other guys got ready, talking about how horny they were. Now, as the room cleared, Malcolm’s big cock twitched hard as he thought about his good friend getting him off again, turning the deadbolt on the shower door to give them a little privacy. 
He stroked himself hard, staring in at Mark, who was sexy, if you’re into cut men, which Malcolm had never considered himself to be. 
“Want to try something new?” Mark said, walking closer to his friend. So close that their dicks touched and Malcolm arched his back in arousal, wanting more. What was so sexy about his dick touching another man’s dick anyway? Malcolm and Mark had started fooling around out of plain horniness on Malcolm’s side in high school once his friend had admitted to being bisexual, attracted to both men and women. 
At that point, they had lived in a small rural town, and if someone was going to volunteer to suck him off, Malcolm wasn’t about to complain, and he discovered that Mark had a very talented mouth, and that coming in his friend’s mouth was so much better than jerking off. Sometimes he would return the favor by jerking Mark’s cock, which seemed like no big deal. 
The shower was warm and steamy and arousing as Malcolm decided to lean in and kiss his friend for the first time. He wasn’t sure exactly what had compelled him that night, but he knew by now that he must be at least bi-curious, even if he preferred women, and he had wondered for a long time what it would be like to kiss Mark. Malcolm was a little obsessed with making out. 
As they kissed, their bodies moved together, cocks grinding even closer together under the water, and Malcolm reached down and stroked them both with his big hand. Mark grunted. 
“Fuck, that’s hot.” He said, his voice raspy and sexy from the kissing. They continued kissing, and Malcolm felt Mark’s hands begin to roam over his body, exploring in a way they never had in their youthful jerkoff sessions. Big, rough male hands were on his ass, on his abs and pecs, on his balls. Malcolm was surprised to find it felt good. Their cocks sliding together felt good. 
He shoved Mark against the shower wall and kissed him harder, bucking his hips in his hand so his cock stroked against Mark’s cock, and he went wild, fucking his friend in this whole new way driving him over the edge to come hard. Mark, completely turned on by all of it came with him with a shout. 
“Imagine what it would be like if we could get a girl in on this.” Mark said as they cleaned up afterwards. 
“What? Between us?” Malcolm wondered. 
“Instead of your hand wrapped around our two cocks, we could have her pussy like that.” Mark said with a laugh, and Malcolm groaned and felt his cock harden all over again at the image. Mark, who was an alpha with women, but became a bottom with Malcolm kneeled and obediently sucked Malcolm off, as Malcolm fantasized about finding that perfect woman. 



Chapter 8
I come home from working late the a few days later to find Malcolm and Mark naked on the couch making out. They’re grinding their cocks together, and it’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. Their big male bodies writhing as they each fight to find a good angle to come all over each other in. I want them to come all over each other, too I realize. 
I sit in the chair opposite them, push up my skirt and slide my fingers inside my pussy. Malcolm looks up and me and grins, but my husband is completely lost in the sensations of Malcolm’s cock against his, the lube between them creating a slippery mess as Malcolm seems to find just the right spot and starts bucking hard against my husband, his eyes on my pussy as I finger myself. 
He grunts and releases a lot of cum on my husband’s stomach, and my husband grinds against him hard and comes with him, moaning. I know by now that Malcolm can get hard again almost instantly if he’s horny, and I’m not surprised when he stands up and walks over towards me, his cock twitching and his eyes on my fingers as they dip in and out of my pussy. 
I spread my legs for him as he yanks my hand out of the way and slams into me roughly, making me grunt with the impact of his cock. I glance up and see a satisfied looking Mark rolled onto his side and watching me take his friend. No, not his friend, our lover. I gasp as he Malcolm fucks me hard, driving all conscious thought of anything other than his cock out of my mind. His cock fills me completely with sensation and pleasure, hitting me in some hard to reach spot up against my cervix.
“I’m so close.” I gasp. “Fuck me harder.” And he complies, bracing his hand on the back of the chair as he drills into me. I grip the chair arms and push back, spreading my legs wide, not giving an inch with his body shaking thrusts. I need this kind of hard orgasm from him right now, the kind only Malcolm can give me from drilling me so deep. And my voice breaks as I come and scream his name. He comes at the same time, his mouth clashing with mine and it’s epic and mind-blowing as he drives in deep and holds me there to convulse around the cock that has claimed me, emptying himself into me with a shout. 
When I regain my senses, I look at him, breathing hard. 
“Holy shit.” Mark says. “You two are just as in love as I am with both of you.” 
I look up at Malcolm, for some reason expecting him to shutter himself and close of, but instead he starts kissing me again, pouring all of his feelings into the way he worships my mouth. 
“You can tell by his kisses, right?” Mark says laughing. 
“I love you Malcolm.” I whisper against his mouth, and then I stand up and walk on wobbly legs to my husband. “I love you, Mark. So much. Thank you for giving me this experience.” I kiss him hard, and that kiss goes on for a while. 
As Mark lifts me and carries me up to the bed, Malcolm shakes his head and follows us. “I can’t believe that I’m in love with two people, and one of them is a man.” He says. 
“I believe it.” Mark says with a chuckle. “I remember the first time you discovered how much you liked frot.” 
“Mmm, did i tell you that I tried it a few times in med school? It’s just your dick, man. I don’t care that much for other guy’s dicks.”
“Did you come with the other guys?” I ask. 
“Of course I came, I had a lubed up dick rubbing on me, while I made out with a guy. But it wasn’t a hard wild orgasm like it is with Mark. And Jesus, whatever just happened between us on that chair, Ruby? I’ve never come like that in my life.” 
We laughed together then and decided to shower and get dressed and head out to dinner, sated and relaxed and happy as a couple. I held both men’s hands as we walked into town, shrugging at curious stares, because what did they know, and then I nestled between them in a booth at our favorite spot, enjoying my two big, sexy alpha men who also enjoyed each other. 
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