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WHEN MY FRIEND FOUND OUT

M. FOX-MYER


CHAPTER ONE

Nicole glanced one last time at the screen of my phone and looked up at me.

“Are you sure you want to do this?”

I nodded. “Hey, I won’t be the one doing anything.”

She smirked. “But one click of that button will make all the difference.”

I looked at the screen, laughing and brushing her off, but she’d got in my head. She was right—whatever she did would all come back to this moment, when I still had a chance to back out. But I was the one who had pushed us into this, and whatever doubts I had, I’d handled them already.

There were a handful of suggestive body shots of Nicole, taken by me the previous evening. The first one was instantly my favorite photo of her, posing in a new set of black lingerie with stockings and stilettos, her body draped against a wall with her back arched and one leg bent so that the heel pressed flush to the wall.

All at once she looked powerful, like some kind of irresistible sex goddess who could do whatever she wanted—well, soon she really could—and also like she was there for the taking, ready to submit that body to the lucky guy who matched with her, to make his wildest dreams come true.

The name was fake, of course. Nixie. A little close to reality, but she insisted she was going to stick with it during any potential meet-ups, because if we picked one too different from her real name she’d just slip up.

And then the bio, short but sweet.

Happily married with kids. Looking for fun with single men.

Hubby knows.

I took a deep breath and hit ‘Publish’ on her profile.

Over the first few days there were plenty of matches—in fact, pretty much everyone Nicole had swiped on, and she was being selective.

This wasn’t an everyday dating app. It was made for this kind of thing, so she had plenty of choice. The problem was that freedom could get overwhelming… that, and the terrible messages she received from some of those matches.

“Be patient, Sam,” she told me one evening, after I sighed in frustration at the latest dick pic and barely comprehensible text message. “Something will come through.”

“I hope so. Single guys with a chance to hook up seem like fricking idiots.”

“Oh, they’re idiots on the regular apps, too. Welcome to the life of a woman.”

I tried to put the whole thing to the back of my mind for a while. My initial excitement was starting to wear off, and I didn’t want to set myself up for disappointment. If it was going to happen, there was no point in forcing it—all I could do was wait for the right time.

That would be tough, though. Now that it seemed possible, the thought of Nicole with another guy was driving me nuts. I kept stealing looks at her profile photos when I could: that toned body in its slutty outfits, with her dyed blonde hair, her small but perky tits, and that firm, round ass… She would look so damn good getting railed by some eager single guy, a guy who was capable of seducing her, and who would know what he was doing.

That was starting to seem like a big ask, though.

A few weeks went by, and we made no progress. One candidate that looked promising suddenly disappeared off the app, making me wonder what was going on there in real life. One other had Nicole particularly hot and bothered with his photos and his dirty talk, until a gut feeling prompted me to run his images through Google, and I found out it was a catfish.

I tried to keep myself busier than usual to keep my mind off it. So one evening after work I crossed town to meet my friend Andy, who had suggested a beer. It was unlike him—usually I was the one who had to put the effort in to get some face time with him—and it was at shorter notice than we were used to, with life getting more hectic year by year in the two decades since our high school days and everything now needing to be planned way ahead of time. But he had been single for a little while, after a pretty rough break-up, so I made sure to find time for him.

“It’s been a while,” he said, standing up and giving me a man-hug after I entered the bar and found him sitting in a booth at the side. “Got you your usual,” he added, gesturing towards the full pint of pale ale that was waiting for me.

“Great to see you. What’s behind the good mood?” I asked, clinking it against his half-full glass.

He shrugged as he sipped. “Work’s going well, I’m in the best shape I’ve been in years, summer’s coming up… why not?”

Good for him, I thought. Maybe it was that little bit of unfair condescension with which a married guy sometimes thinks about his single friends, as if they are all scrapping to get to the same place in life as him, but I was happy to see him doing well again. He was a smart, good-looking guy and I always knew he’d be fine, but that ex of his had been a real bitch, and she’d done a number on him.

We settled in and started chatting, catching up on everything that had happened over the last couple of months since we’d last seen each other. He lived close enough to jump on the subway and I had already resigned myself to getting a cab home, so the drinks flowed easily.

By the time we were on our third, I noticed that what had at first seemed like a good mood was maybe more a kind of jittery excitement. Once or twice I thought I saw his hand shake while he held his glass. Was he nervous about something?

But the tables turned when he paused, weighed up something in his mind, and said in a much more serious, loaded tone:

“So I joined this new app recently.”

Oh, fuck. No…

“What… kind of app?”

“It’s for casual dating. Caters to people who just want some fun, people with certain interests, that kind of thing.”

He seemed to be scrutinizing me now, trying to gauge my reaction. I tried to stay still despite my heart spasming wildly now.

“And how’s that going?”

He paused, searching for something in my gaze but seemingly not quite finding it. He bobbed his head from side to side, in an ‘it’s been a mixed bag’ kind of way.

“Up and down, I guess.”

He was hesitant to say too much more; it seemed like he glanced over at me each time we sipped our beers now, still trying to read me. If he was trying to go somewhere with this, I had to know.

“So… any stories, or…?”

He fixed me with a stare and rubbed his chin, and then he took a deep breath and came out with it.

“I think I saw Nicole on there.”


CHAPTER TWO

I blinked back at him. There was only way I knew how to play this.

“I don’t think so,” I said, in the firm tone of a man whose wife was being accused of impropriety.

“No… really.”

I raised my eyebrows. Go on, then.

“There were these photos of a woman, neck down. I was scrolling through them, no idea who it was, but in one of them… There was a photo lying in the corner, a photo of you and her that I recognized from her Facebook profile photo. And I realized the woman posing definitely looked like it could be her.”

“A photo of me and her,” I said, doubtfully, which was real—what he was saying didn’t make any sense. “How do you mean?”

“It was in a frame and lying at the bottom of the photo, like it had been put out of the way on the floor but accidentally included anyway.”

I realized what he meant. That’s exactly what we’d done—there were a few photos hanging on the wall that we wanted to use as a background, so I had stacked them at my feet while I took the photos. How could I have missed it?

I could feel myself blanching and he gave me a sympathetic look.

“I’m sorry, man. I didn’t think I could see that and not tell you.”

“Just… just give me a minute,” I said, standing and pacing over to the bathroom. It must have looked like I was about to go and freak out in there, which was probably exactly what was going to happen, but first of all I had to check for a way out of this. I ducked into a stall and looked at the photos I’d hidden away in an album on my phone.

Fuck. He was right. Somehow, I had placed that stack of photos so close to the bed that they blended in with the blanket draped over the foot of it. It was a dark grey, and so was the background in that photo; and even more unluckily, I’d left the photo at an angle that made it look like a continuation of that wrinkled bedcover. It was in all of the variations of that photo that I had taken.

There was no denying this. The worst part was that the app offered a ‘verified’ profile label with full privileges across the app, in exchange for private facial verification by the user—which we had done. So I couldn’t claim it was fake; it was Nicole, and he knew it.

He would have also seen that bio, which pretty much gave the whole game away.

I had only one option now.

“Listen,” I said, trying to keep my composure as I sat down, to be the calm one here and hope that I could rub off on him. “If I tell you something, you need to be cool about it.”

His eyes widened. He nodded.

“That is Nicole, and I know about it. I’m… involved in it.”

“What do you mean?” he asked slowly, but the way he fidgeted and then almost imperceptibly licked the corner of his lips gave away what he was thinking. He was getting the salacious gossip he wanted.

I sighed and threw back the rest of my beer. I could do with some Dutch courage, and an empty glass so I could get out of there fast.

“I wanted her to set up that profile and look for hook-ups.”

“… Why?”

“Because, for fuck’s sake, it’s just a thing some guys do.”

I said it a little too loudly. I glanced around me, satisfied that no one seemed to have noticed other than a barman, who pretended to look busy and walked to the other end of the bar.

”Yes, it’s a… sex thing,” I hissed, feeling my cheeks burn. “That’s all. And now you know all of my business, so I hope you’re happy.”

“I wasn’t trying to find out your business.”

“Oh, sure you weren’t.”

“No, seriously,” he said, taking his last swig of beer and then putting the glass down hard, as if he had made his mind up about something.

“Then what were you trying to do?”

“I wanted to know for sure that Nicole is looking for a hook-up,” he said, his tone quiet but measured, his eyes now staring unblinkingly, disconcertingly into mine. “Because if she is, I’m interested.”


CHAPTER THREE

“He said what?!”

“Keep your voice down.”

I rubbed my eyes and sat down on the couch. It was getting late, and the kids were upstairs sleeping. I was feeling a little groggy now from all the beers—we had stayed for a fourth. But I was feeling a lot of other things, too, and I had to talk to Nicole about this straight away.

“He said he’s always found you attractive, ‘not that I would ever have acted on it,’” I said, adding the air quotes. “And he said when he saw what he saw, he just had to try.”

Nicole paced in front of me, running her hands through her hair and mirroring my strung out expression.

“He didn’t think that was a crazy risk to take? One of his best friend’s wives?!”

“That’s what I said. He figured this shouldn’t have to be awkward, because we’ve all been outed to each other. He said, ‘We could act on it, or just pretend it never happened’.”

She laughed bitterly and shook her head. “And what did you say to that?”

“There was nothing more to talk about after that. I finished my beer and said good night.”

I watched my wife as she paced in her nightgown. She wasn’t the worrying type—she was the most confident, calm and composed person I knew. But this had clearly got to her, and I didn’t blame her.

She still hadn’t said much, though.

I watched her as she folded her arms and slowed her strides. There was a calculating look on her face now.

“What is it?”

“You haven’t told me what you’re thinking,” she said.

“Should I have to?” I laughed. “Someone we know knows what we were trying to do online.”

“I meant about Andy.”

“… What about Andy?”

“We were looking for a man for me to sleep with. Someone good-looking, normal, real.” And then she shrugged as if this was the most obvious thing in the world.

“You can’t be serious. Andy?”

“Why not?”

“Because he’s one of my oldest friends, because we both see him all the time, because he lives nearby…”

I trailed off. I didn’t know what more needed to be said. But she simply raised her eyebrows and waved her hands bemusedly, as if I was the one missing the point here.

“All of those are plusses. This could actually be easier.”

“And what if it’s not? What if it all goes wrong?”

I was arguing because this sounded crazy, and because arguing just felt like the thing to do in this bizarre situation. My cock was stiffening beneath my jeans though, and I hoped she wouldn’t notice.

“We’re all grown-ups, Sam. I’ve never had a bad break-up in my life, including the casual dates who I had to let down easy afterwards. And Sam isn’t crazy, he wouldn’t be a problem.”

“What about me?!”

“You two have literally chased the same girl numerous times and it was never a problem.”

“You’re my wife!”

“But I’m not going to be his,” she laughed. “You chased me and caught me, and now he’s chasing me for something else.”

The conviction in her words, and her tight little body pacing around in that nightgown as she thought out loud, was starting to bring me under her spell. She actually wanted to sleep with Andy. That seemed insane. But along with the sharp prick of pain and fear in my chest, a dizzying arousal was clouding my worried mind, creeping through my veins throughout my body and down to… well, my other kind of prick.

She stood in front of me now, arms crossed and legs parted in her natural power pose, and she bit her lip. “You told me I could do whatever I wanted as soon as you hit that button.”

I swallowed. My cock was straining hard, but thankfully it was trapped by the rigid track of the fly of my jeans.

“I meant on the app.”

“He found me on the app, didn’t he?”

She strode over to me now and slid her knees either side of my lap. She tilted her head, putting on a girly, bee-stung pout, and talked in the voice she used when she wanted something out of me: a little higher in pitch; pleading to a manipulative degree; and yet, despite being as transparent as the lace at the top of that nightgown, so damn arousing.

“Say you’ll let me do it.”

She slung her arms over my shoulders and lowered herself against my crotch. Finding the hard resistance of my throbbing cock, she pretended to flinch in surprise and pulled a little shocked expression with her hand over her mouth, like a character in a cabaret revue.

“Does that mean what I think it means?” she asked, gently pressing herself down against it.

I hesitated. I still wasn’t sure about this. But my fantasy was so close now… and the higher stakes were making it that much more powerful.

She grabbed both of my hands and slapped them down against her hips. As I wrestled with my answer, she raised my chin with one finger and smiled sultrily down at me.

“You’ll still get to watch.”

My cock surged and pushed at her pussy through my clothing. She smiled devilishly and willed me to talk.

“How would we even… how would you talk to him about…?”

She leaned down and pressed a teasing kiss against my lips.

“You’ll talk to him about it.”

“What happened to you and the app?”

“Change of plans,” she said, gripping the back of the couch for support and grinding against my rigid member. “I want you to make the arrangements now.”

“What arrangements?”

She whispered into my ear. “Surprise me.”

Then she gently bit my earlobe, pressed down hard one last time against my crotch, and smoothly climbed up off me. I looked meekly back at her; I was dying here.

“But I’m not changing the other plan we made. No sex or anything else between me and you until I’ve done it. Good night!”

And then she strode to the door. She looked back, blew a playful kiss over her shoulder, and went up the stairs to bed.


CHAPTER FOUR

I paid the cab driver while Nicole carefully climbed out onto the sidewalk in her mini dress and high heels, and then I climbed out to join her, conscious of more than a couple of nearby stares in my wife’s direction. We stood there looking at the front of the club that Andy had picked out, and she gave my hand a squeeze.

“I’m a lucky woman.”

“Well, yeah, to say the least.”

“I don’t just mean because of this.” She pressed one last kiss to my lips, pushing her body against mine—whether it was just to tease me or borne out of her own arousal, I wasn’t entirely sure—and gave me a genuine, loving smile. “There’s no one else I’d rather do crazy shit like this with.”

“How… weirdly sweet.”

“I mean it. You know all of my talking and goading you over the last couple of weeks, that was just a part of the game, right?”

“So you keep telling me,” I smiled.

“Seriously. We could stop this now and just go back to the hotel room, if you wanted us to.”

“Get inside before I do.”

We quickly moved through the short queue and then entered the club. We didn’t know anything about this place. We were in the next city over, a place that we had no real connection to, beyond a couple of visits before we’d even met, and passing through it together on a road trip one time. It was still almost completely alien to us.

And, as far as we were aware, no one we knew had any connection to it either. So when Andy had suggested a night here on neutral ground, far away from any prying eyes, and on a night when the kids could stay with their grandparents, it had made perfect sense.

We found him on the upper level, overlooking the packed dancefloor. He had secured a private table with bottle service in a booth at the far end, which even had a privacy wall—it was more like a small room with a leather bench wrapped around three walls, big enough to hold maybe eight people.

“A little presumptuous, isn’t it?” Nicole smirked at Andy, as he casually embraced her and kissed her on the cheek.

“I don’t know what you get up to in nightclub VIP rooms, but I’ve presumed nothing more than you liking Dom Perignon.”

He gestured to the waitress now entering with a bottle and glasses, and Nicole’s eyes widened. He was pulling out all the stops, and she was impressed.

“You presumed correctly,” she smiled at him, and I saw a brief, sultry flicker of her lips before she straightened out her dress and sat to receive her drink.

In a matter of seconds, he had broken through the years-old boundaries of ‘husband’s friend’ and begun to entice my wife.

We sat there chatting for a while and enjoying the champagne. There was no denying I felt awkward. We were a group of three people, bound by me, who had hung out together a lot. In larger numbers, mostly, but alone for enough time to be comfortable about it—in the usual dynamic.

There were two solid relationships here, but the one between them had been the friendly but polite, slightly stunted link between a friend and a wife. Maybe the fact they had little more than that to begin with was why they both looked so comfortable with the prospect of far, far more, breezily flirting without any qualms, and seemingly without having to try all that hard.

For me, though, it was fucking weird. It was like watching two of the people I knew best suddenly being possessed by whole new personas.

At least I didn’t have to talk all that much; they were there to talk to each other, and I didn’t want to weigh in too much, especially in case I interrupted the flow between them. So I quietly sipped my drink and watched the tension build, letting the scene unfolding before me feed the fantasy that had—accidentally—brought us here in the first place.

I came to regret racing so far ahead of them with my drink. I wasn’t actually feeling too much of a buzz, probably because it was being diluted by the rush of what was happening, but I desperately needed to piss. I didn’t want to break away for even a second, but after trying to fight it for a while, I caved in and excused myself.

It must have been my all-time quickest visit to a restroom. I sped back across the upper floor, drying my hands against my pants, slowing only as I rounded the corner into our little area to affect insouciance.

I needn’t have bothered.

They were making out.

My wife had her tongue in my friend’s mouth, the image made even more striking by her ring hand being pressed around the back of his head with her wedding band glinting under the dim lights. Most staggering of all was that he was feeling her up, his hand sliding along her bare thigh as their bodies pressed closer.

They didn’t seem to have noticed that I had returned; then again, that shouldn’t have been a problem in these circumstances, so it wasn’t worth them even acknowledging. I quietly slid onto the end of the bench to give them some space, gingerly reaching to pull my drink over, and then I just sat and watched the show.

They were going at a slow pace, but there was a surprising intensity to it. They were both really relishing this, savoring every little moment, every little progression of this forbidden encounter. I knew Andy—and I knew how other guys think—well enough to know that getting his friend’s girl into bed would be a once-in-a-lifetime thrill. But it made me wonder about Nicole.

Had she been harboring thoughts about Andy before all this? If she had, she had hidden it well.

And if she did, I didn’t care. I decided that possibility actually made this even more exciting.

I had been too busy zoning out and staring at their faces and bodies mashing together to realize what was going on beneath the table. Nicole had lowered her thigh to uncross her legs and move closer, and as Andy’s arm began to move further forward, it became clear she had also opened her legs wider.

Her shoulders lifted for a moment, her chest arching forward, and then she relaxed with a short, sharp sigh, then another. His fingers had found her pussy.

That had been quick. Was she even wearing panties under there this whole time?

She fell back against the seat and enjoyed the attentions of Andy’s hand for a while, before reaching over to him. All I could see from my end of the table was her hand pushing down over his stomach and to the waistband of his pants, before some distracted fiddling to open them up. And then, as her chest rose and fell and she bit her lip, her hand plunged downward and out of sight.

He tensed up and wheezed.

Her arm began to move in a gentle, teasing rhythm.

She was jerking him off under there.

I hadn’t really imagined being here watching and not really seeing anything, being this close and yet so far. But the mystery was adding something.

They kissed some more, their tongues sliding aggressively against one another, spare hands copping a feel of bodies. It wasn’t much, but it was between these two people who weren’t supposed to be together in any way. It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

I watched as they progressed, the tell-tale movements of their arms quickening, and the tension in her forearm hinting at her tightened grip around his shaft. I didn’t dare do anything myself while I watched—it would be bad enough if the waitress came back now, and surely the end of our night here, but it would be even worse if I was jacking off on top of it all, there at the end of the table in full view of the entrance to our booth.

So I just sat there and looked on as Nicole tensed up, fell silent, and then shuddered in wave after wave, squeezing her features to suppress her moans of pleasure.

She wasn’t done, though, and as she gave him one last slow, smoldering kiss, the tip of her tongue rolling enticingly against his upper lip as they parted, she got onto all fours beside him.

Then she glanced over at me, gave me a devilish smile, and held her hair back.

I watched my wife lean down and duck below the table with her face over his crotch. And then she sank out of view, her mouth wrapping around his cock in the shadows.

Nicole draped along that bench in her little dress, her head bobbing and her arm pumping over my buddy’s lap. That was all I got to see.

Well, except for a few other exhilarating details. While she worked his cock, his hand reached over and squeezed her ass, slid between her legs, and explored her cleavage, all the while encouraged by her moans around his shaft.

She didn’t seem to worry too much about the waitress coming back. Maybe she figured that was my job, perched as I was at the far end by the entrance. Though there was nothing I could really do; if anyone walked in they would see everything, and it would be game over straight away.

So I just anxiously watched and waited.

Right up to the moment when he grunted, gripped the back of her head, and came down her throat.


CHAPTER FIVE

Nicole had expected to dance with Andy before anything happened, a patient build-up which I would have probably found exciting to watch—though it would have paled against the shock of coming back to the VIP room to find them making out. As they both relaxed and got their breath back, it was clear the night was in full swing, and no one seemed particularly keen to drag out the wait for what came next.

Andy made a call and had his cab arrive early. We were heading to the hotel room.

When the car pulled up I immediately climbed into the front passenger seat, giving the two of them space again. I thought it might feel a little weird separating them now, and besides, I was curious to see the tension build on a frustrated car ride with company.

Turns out, they didn’t see the cab driver as too much of a limitation.

Within a couple minutes of leaving, I heard heavy breathing from the backseat and turned to see Nicole leaning across Andy and kissing him deeply once more. Nothing inappropriate, but a surprising move in the circumstances.

I looked at the driver, who glanced in his rear view mirror and then gave me a smirk.

“Not my first rodeo.”

I laughed politely and watched the road. The wait to get to that hotel was killing me now.

“How’d you end up being the third wheel tonight?” he asked.

“We’re all old friends from high school. I guess they’ve just gotten a little more friendly lately.”

“You’re telling me.” He paused. “What brings you to town?”

“I’m sorry?”

“The hotel. You’re staying the night?” He was fishing now—he knew something wasn’t adding up here.

“Oh,” I said after a confused silence, stalling for time. “A bunch of us met up tonight. We’ve spread out since then, and this is kind of in the middle, so we all made the trip.”

“Gotcha,” he nodded, not sounding entirely convinced.

Mercifully, the hotel was coming into view further down the boulevard. I wrapped up the conversation by reaching for my wallet; Andy looked a little too busy with my wife to have noticed we were approaching. I had kind of expected him to cover this, but he had gone above and beyond with the VIP treatment in that club—not that it was any match for me letting him have Nicole.

We pulled up and I quickly fumbled with the card reader. I knew what was going to happen, but there was nothing I could do to prevent it: while I paid up, Nicole quickly thanked the driver, opened her door, and led Andy out by the hand, and by the time I was done they had disappeared into the bowels of the hotel.

They had a head start on me.

I decided not to race after them. It wouldn’t be a great look, and I didn’t feel like a repeat of the cab ride scenario in the elevator. I let them go on ahead—Nicole and I each had a card for the room, anyway—so they could build up some natural momentum while they were alone for a few minutes.

Besides, like the limited view I had in the club, I found the not knowing kind of exciting.

When I reached the bank of elevators they were already gone, and when the screen above each door showed that each elevator was going up to the higher floors of the hotel, I realized it would be a little longer until I could catch up with them.

It made my stomach do a little flip, part nauseated, part exhilarated. I never thought I would enjoy losing sight of Nicole with another guy, especially not an old friend like Andy. I almost found myself disappointed when one of the elevators shot down the lower floors and eventually opened out in front of me; and having been joined there by a few others, ignoring it and waiting for another one wasn’t really an option. I stepped in with the rest of them and hit the button.

When it opened out on our floor, I took my time shuffling down the carpeted hallway, taking a deep breath and steeling myself for the rest of the evening. We were all in now. What had happened in that club was already a crazy thing for a married woman to do. But soon she’d have his cock inside her. That was a far more meaningful act than anything else they could do.

I was at the door. I could hear muffled noises inside, though I couldn’t figure out what they were. I took a deep breath, scanned the card, and stepped inside.

The noises stopped. I slowly rounded the corner.

They were both naked, and they had stopped what they were doing to look up. Maybe they were paranoid that somehow it could be someone else. Maybe they just wanted to see my face the moment I found them. But it was just for a second, and then they resumed straight away.

Resumed fucking. His cock was already inside her.

She was sprawled out on the bed with her legs around a kneeling Andy, in a sort of elevated missionary position. Their clothes lay crumpled all over the floor, having evidently been ripped off immediately upon reaching the room. I was left to sit on the small couch facing the bed and watch the show.

This was a different kind of limited view. All I could really see were her legs draped around his hips and bouncing up and down with each thrust. But after a moment I realized that, because of the angle at which he was entering her and my position on the low couch, I could see in graphic detail the simple fact of his bare cock sliding in and out of my wife’s wet pussy.

“I want to ride you,” she breathed a few moments later.

He acquiesced and rolled over, dragging her along with his member still embedded inside her, and in her new position on top of him she sank down all the way and sighed shakily. She paused to throw a sultry look over her shoulder in my direction, before turning back, her hair whipping back into place, and beginning to bounce on his cock.

Again from where I sat, I couldn’t see much of what they were doing, Andy’s arms were blocked by her curved back as they reached upwards, clearly fondling her breasts, while her firm buttocks lightly jiggled over his thighs. But I could still see my friend’s cock spearing my wife’s pussy, this time as her tight wet folds slid up and down the shaft.

This was real now, though I couldn’t quite believe it. This wasn’t what wives were supposed to do, especially not with their husbands’ friends. And it certainly wasn’t what husbands were supposed to permit, let alone enjoy. But enjoyment or not, it was done now. I would never be able to change what happened tonight, the memory that these two would share of each other.

Nicole’s bouncing became shorter and quicker, and soon she was grinding hard, giving me a breath-taking view of her ass tensing and then jutting back at me rhythmically. She was leaning over Andy now, his hands and mouth all over her breasts, and after a few minutes she abruptly wrapped an arm around him, sank her weight against his, and cried out.

“Fuck, oh fuck, yes!”

I saw her hips quiver as she bucked them along his shaft, coming against it. His hands reached down and squeezed her ass cheeks; it was a crude move, almost overstepping somehow, and the latest of the particular unexpected visuals throughout the evening that had given me such a surge of arousal each time.

It was as though this old friend was taking every opportunity to do all the things he had secretly imagined doing to my wife—and taking away every memory that he could.

He was going to walk away with much more than that, though. When she was done coming on top of him, moaning loudly into the pillow and trembling in his lap, he slid out from under her, pushed up onto his knees and eased up to her from behind.

They were both facing away from me, and I had to move to the end of the couch to watch as Nicole looked back over her shoulder at him looming over her from behind, then jutted out her ass and presented him with her gleaming pussy.

A few things about Nicole. She’s got a hell of a sex drive, and she has no qualms about taking charge when she’s itching to come, whether that be getting on top or literally pushing me to go down on her. But when I’m the one who takes charge, and she finds herself in a ‘submissive’ position… that’s when the fireworks happen.

“Mmm… fuck me,” she moaned, looking him dead in the eye and wiggling her ass for him.

He didn’t waste any time, gripping her hips hard to put an end to the movement and then sliding his member back inside her to the hilt, making her whimper and sink down into the mattress.

“Yes… fuck me hard.”

I watched as he pulled back and began to slowly pound her from above, her firm, shapely breasts wobbling and her face pressing against the pillow as she squeezed her eyes shut and moaned. Her back was arched enticingly, her ass never looking so good as it did now under his hungry gaze.

He built up speed, thrusting hard and deep into her. She reached between her legs with one hand and rubbed her clit, her face flushed with lust now, her body shuddering as he slammed into her.

“Yes… fuck my pussy… fuck my married pussy.”

I wasn’t expecting that. If she hadn’t already melted into this mindlessly horny puddle beneath him, I would have thought those words were for my benefit, but when she’s in that kind of state she doesn’t think much beyond the immediate sensations she’s feeling. She was getting off on committing adultery as much as anything else right now.

“Oh my god… I’m coming again,” she called out, and turned her face to moan loudly into the pillow as his cock buffeted her pussy.

His balls immediately shot up, and he gripped my wife and embedded himself deep inside her one last time to empty his load into her.

Not much was said in the immediate aftermath. He stooped over her to give her one last passionate kiss, and then excused himself to the bathroom. I came over to sit next to her while she lay panting on the mattress, naked and full of come.

“Was that as good as it looked?” I quietly asked, wanting to touch her, to kiss her, but feeling like I had to keep my distance in the circumstances. Showing less concern, she reached out and gripped my hand.

“It was amazing,” she whispered. “This whole evening was fucking hot.”

I glanced over at the door to the bathroom. There was no sign he was coming back just yet. And an idea had slowly formed in the back of my mind ever since I got back to the room.

“Want to make it even hotter?”

She laughed weakly with her eyes closed. “And how do you think we do that?”

“Go back to his hotel and spend the rest of the night alone with him.”

Her eyes snapped open and she stared up at me, scrutinizing me.

“What happened to Mister I-Just-Want-to-Watch-My-Wife…”

“Yeah, I know. Turns out, I quite liked the parts I couldn’t watch.”

“Enough for me to do that?”

I nodded. “If you want to.”

She looked at the door and bit her lip in thought.


CHAPTER SIX

I had been in such a deep sleep that I didn’t hear the door when Nicole came back. I woke to find she had slipped under the covers with me, wearing last night’s dress, and had jerked my cock awake before I could catch up. Despite the torment I had unleashed on that thing once I had been left alone for the night, it throbbed and bulged in her hand, more eager than ever to get inside her.

“How are you,” she whispered, looking into my eyes from the next pillow.

“You tell me,” I said, my cock surging in her grip. “Besides, you’re the only one who needs to do the talking right now.”

She sighed with a mischievous glint in her eye and slowly moved her hand up and down my length.

“We got a cab back to his. This time he fingered me in the backseat. I actually came.”

“Jesus,” I breathed. “What about the driver?”

“He didn’t say anything about it,” she shrugged.

“But… maybe he could see.”

She gently kissed me. “I made sure he could see. I opened my legs nice and wide. And I saw him stealing looks in the rear view mirror.”

I didn’t expect anything like that to happen. Her lips curled in a devilish smirk, clearly enjoying my silent shock.

“He took me up to his room and threw himself on top of me right away. I could tell he was dying to come again… so I let him.”

I blinked back at her. “How?”

“He just lay me on the bed, put my legs up, and fucked me like that. Didn’t even take my dress off.”

My cock had never felt so stiff.

“He got so deep,” she sighed, drawing out her movements as she slid her grip up and down my shaft, pausing to tease the tip through the mounting pre-come. “I actually came again without expecting to. And then he filled me up with his come again.”

I had heard enough. Shaking off the cobwebs after only a couple of hours of real sleep, I climbed on top of her, pulled up her dress, and lowered myself between her legs.

With a self-satisfied simper, she guided my cock up to her folds, but then held it with the tip just touching her entrance. Maddeningly slowly she churned her hips, grazing the head, sending a frustrated shiver through me.

“That wasn’t all we did, though,” she sighed, curling a finger through her hair. “It got a little kinky.”

“What does that mean?”

She pulled my cock and gradually slid it into her. She had never felt so wet—and was it my imagination, or did she feel a little looser than normal?

“It was late, so we lay there dozing for a while. We actually ended up spooning, so it wasn’t long before we were both awake and he was hard and dry-humping me. I was so turned on and wet, I just reached back and slid it inside me.”

Spooning was a surprise. Then again, it can be hard not to get turned on again when you’re spooning in a bed after hooking up.

“You’re quiet,” she said, with a teasing smile, as she pulled me in the rest of the way.

“I just didn’t expect spooning between my wife and my friend on a one-night stand.”

“Funny you should say that.” She pulsed her hips back and forth, encouraging me to fuck her now. “We talked about that… while we were fucking like that.”

I gingerly pushed in and out, carefully staving off an orgasm that already felt like it could arrive any second now. “Talked about what?”

“It being a one-night stand,” she said, affecting a sweet and innocent tone. “It turns out Andy likes the dirty talk… and he has a bit of a dominant streak.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, he spanked me.”

I’d never spanked her, not even once.

“Did you… like that?” I asked, feeling the color drain from my face.

“Mmhmm,” she nodded. “I never thought I would, but it was hot. I told him to do it again, and then again, and he ended up smacking my ass really hard.”

I had to make a concerted effort not to blow my load right there. She and Andy had done so many things I had never thought about when fantasizing about her sleeping with someone else, and somehow all of it had really got to me.

“That wasn’t all, though. He got my hair in his hand and pulled my head back. I’d never been handled so roughly, but I loved it. He got me so worked up I just had to rub my clit. So I guess he knew I was enjoying it… enough to say what he said.”

She clenched around my cock and I shivered, trying to fight the feeling.

“And… what did he say?”

“He said he wanted to fuck me again some time. And he asked if I did.”

“And?” I grunted, barely able to get even that one word out.

“I said as long as he promised to be rough, he could have me again any time.”

I spurted uncontrollably inside her, and she just smiled sweetly and watched.


CHAPTER SEVEN

“How’s it going?” I asked, carrying two plates of stir fry over to the table to join Nicole. The kids were both at summer camps for the week, and this was the first of several rare nights of freedom.

“How’s what going?” she said, playing with her food, and then in the silence she looked up with a coy expression. “It’s going okay,” she relented. “Lots of flirting, some of it kind of filthy from his end. But I don’t mind that.” She took a bite and smiled innocently as she chewed.

“And you think that… this week… you’ll do something with him again?”

For a moment she stopped with the games and frowned. “I don’t know, really. To tell you the truth, I haven’t actually heard from him since I last messaged him, around this time yesterday.”

“Maybe he’s playing hard to get,” I said through a mouthful.

“No… he doesn’t do hard to get. Usually any delays in the conversation are from me.”

I shrugged. It had been nearly a month since her night with Andy. There was no way he wasn’t going to jump at the chance of another round, and make the short drive to our place.

At least, that’s what I was hoping. I had been itching to see Nicole do all the things she had described to me with my own eyes. I had barely kept my hands off her since then, and I couldn’t begin to imagine the rush of seeing it happen for real, here in our own home.

“Well, if he has decided to play hard to get, it looks like it’s working on you.”

“It is not working on me.”

“Oh, of course not.”

“No, really… Going by all my texting with him over the last few weeks, this isn’t like him. It’s making me wonder if something’s up.”

“Meh. We’ll see.”

Keen to take advantage of a summer evening that wasn’t being spent watching the kids play soccer or driving around to sleepovers, we took a long stroll around the neighborhood to digest. The sun was still far from setting, and a gentle breeze relieved the heat of the day as we walked, carrying with it the scent of distant barbecues and the sounds of neighbors splashing around in their pools.

There was a buzzing sound, which we quickly located to the back pocket of Nicole’s denim shorts, where her phone was peeking out. Someone was calling her.

“It can wait,” she said, not even looking. “The scammers always call at this time, anyway.”

We carried on and enjoyed another fifteen minutes or so of walking, and then we headed back. As I climbed the steps to the front door and took out the key, I felt the same buzzing in my own pocket.

I took out my phone to see Andy was calling me. He would never call me, he only ever texted. I turned the screen in Nicole’s direction, prompting her to pull a concerned frown, and then as I pushed the door open I hurried to answer.

“What’s up, Andy?”

“Uh, are you both there? You and Nicole?”

There was an uncharacteristic tremor in his voice. Something was very wrong.

“Yeah, she’s here.”

“And you’re somewhere private?”

“Yeah, we’re at home. The kids are—”

“Yeah, she told me. Look, put me on speaker, I need to tell you both something,”

We sat down on the couch and I placed the phone on the table in front of us, the speaker volume turned up all the way. Nicole leaned over it next to me, and I could see in her expression that she shared the exact same fear that was gripping me right now.

“What’s going on, Andy?”

“Look… I was out with Ross and Spencer last night and, uh… they saw my phone.”

“What do you mean they saw your phone?”

He sighed. “Look, I was meaning to fix my notifications so messages don’t show in full when the alert comes up…”

“Oh God, Andy, what did they see?!” Nicole asked, her head in her hands.

“They… they saw all of those last few messages you sent me.”

She took a deep breath. “Even the one—”

“Especially that one. That was the one they really wanted to talk about. I had to tell them what was up, or they were going to go and tell you, Sam.”

“Jesus Christ, Andy,” I said, leaning back against the couch, my life flashing before my eyes.

I would never live this down. They may have been good friends, and I wasn’t too worried about them telling anyone else, but they could bust balls when they wanted to. This was a much, much bigger problem than when Andy found out.

“I’m never going to hear the end of this,” I sighed. “They must have had a field day, I can hear the jokes now.”

“Actually,” he said, hesitating. “It wasn’t exactly that.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, this is why I wanted to talk to both of you before, well… Look, they got everything out of me, all the way back to the start. They know about me and Nicole, they know about… Sam’s whole deal… they know all of it.”

I rubbed my eyes and shook my head. This was literally a nightmare.

“Get to the point, Andy.”

“Okay.” He took a deep breath. “Nicole… when they found out what you are into… well, they were both interested. In you.”

Her head spun round in my direction, her eyes wide. For a few moments we just stared at each other, processing all of this.

“Guys?” Andy called out.

“Thank you for being honest, Andy,” Nicole said, folding one leg over the other and running her hands through her hair. “I’d better talk with Sam about this. And for God’s sake, fix your notifications.”

“I will. I’m sorry, guys. And Nicole, to answer your question, I can do tomorrow night… if the offer still stands. Bye.”

The call ended.

We both sat back and let this sink in.

Two more of my friends knew about this. And they both wanted a piece of the action.

She played with her hair and bit her lip in thought. I silently watched her and waited for her to speak.

“Okay,” she sighed, letting herself relax at last.

“Okay?”

“I won’t drop our plans for tomorrow night. Andy can still come over.”

“Really? You aren’t pissed about what he just told us?”

“No,” she smiled breezily. “Because if it’s what they want, and if it’s what you want… I’d like to try Ross and Spencer next.”


WHEN ALL THE GUYS KNEW

M. FOX-MYER


CHAPTER ONE

“Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

“Are you?!”

I stared at the message that I’d drafted on my phone. To the uninitiated, it looked perfectly innocent, a normal invitation to some friends to come and hang out at my place the next evening.

But with a couple of key details that made all the difference.

The kids are away

Nicole will be here too

Okay, those made no difference whatsoever without a little context. First of all, Ross and Spencer were both single guys. Secondly, they had just yesterday found out that my wife Nicole was actively looking to hook up with single guys, and that my friends were apparently fair game. And finally, they had already told Andy, the other of our little band of old friends from high school—who had already been with Nicole and was the one who had spilled the beans in the first place—that they wanted her.

It wouldn’t take much reading between the lines for them to understand what I was offering them.

“You really want to do this?” I asked Nicole.

“They’re both kind of hot.”

“I mean… they’re also both my friends.”

“That isn’t stopping them,” she smiled.

“Of course it isn’t. There’s a lot you need to learn about men.”

“Oh, Sam. I’m learning plenty about men.”

I rolled my eyes and thought about this. She had given me an out; I could delete this message right now, never send it, and those guys would never get to know the pleasure of being with Nicole. Any normal guy, even most guys who think about the things I think about, would do that without a moment’s hesitation.

But they knew. They knew what Nicole and I had been up to. They knew what Nicole had done with Andy. I didn’t have much left to lose here, and I was getting swept away in the sheer debauchery of it all.

I hovered over the Send button for a second, feeling Nicole’s eyes boring into me, and then I pressed it.

Before we worried about entertaining those two, we had more pressing matters to deal with. Both Ross and Spencer were unusually slow to reply to the message, but we had a welcome distraction while we waited.

Andy was coming over.

Nicole took her time to get ready, and left me to tidy the place up for company. We would have a drink or two in the lounge, and then if all went well, we would move the party up to the spare bedroom. It felt like we were turning things up a notch, bringing this bizarre arrangement into our own home—especially if Ross and Spencer accepted their own invitation for the following night. But with the kids gone away for summer camp and a few of our neighbors away on vacation, it seemed low risk, and there would never be a better time for it.

When Nicole came down the stairs, I was floored.

We weren’t going out, and she and Andy had already been together. So there was no real need for her to dress up. And she had really embraced that.

A flirty orange tube top that revealed eye-watering cleavage, and plenty of her midriff. Tiny denim cut-offs that showed off her legs—right up to, and including, the lower edges of her buttocks. And that was all.

“Wow. You look…”

“Slutty? Thanks, I know.”

I watched her, jaw hanging open, as she strode past. She wouldn’t be caught dead dressing like that anywhere, let alone in front of someone we knew. Then again, Andy had seen everything there was to see, to put it mildly—and the whole point was to let him ‘see’ it all over again.

“Quit staring,” she smirked as she poured a glass of water. “You’ve seen it all before.”

“Yeah, but not like… that.”

“Well, you’ll have to get used to that feeling,” she said, sticking out her tongue and then walking away.

I couldn’t tear my eyes off her butt in that ridiculous pair of shorts.

“I said quit staring,” she called back over her shoulder, without even looking.


CHAPTER TWO

An hour later, we were sitting with Andy and a bottle of wine.

He could hardly keep his eyes off her. I could hardly keep my eyes off her. Meanwhile, Nicole did her best to pose and pout and drive her audience nuts.

Andy actually looked a little uncomfortable, compared to the last time. He had apologized profusely for his screw-up, though we had assured him all was forgiven. Yet I could sense that us telling him how we had acted on it had shaken him up a little, because he was quieter than usual. He was the kind of guy whose pride could be damaged more easily than most, and finding out that some of his buddies would have a fair shot at the girl he was banging was a pretty good way to do it.

Which, it went without saying, was beyond ironic.

But Nicole being Nicole, she had a read on the situation and wasn’t going to wait around for him to step up.

She took one last sip of her glass, then stood and placed it down with a flourish, bending at the waist and presenting him with an inescapable view of her butt about a foot from his face. Then she looked over her shoulder, balanced herself with a delicate touch of his upper arm, and sat down on one of his thighs.

“I don’t feel like drinking any more wine,” she sighed, shrugging with mock boredom, her bare legs pressed together alluringly. “What else could we do?”

That got him.

He put down his glass, grabbed her around the waist, and fixed her with a hungry stare. “I have one or two ideas.”

“I hope you aren’t suggesting anything my husband would disapprove of.”

“Right now, I don’t know what he disapproves of, but I’d like you and me to find out.”

“I think we should do just that.”

And then she stretched, her exaggerated cleavage now popping right under his eyeline, and she silkily slid down to the floor to settle on her knees. He parted his legs and watched as she slowly opened up his pants with her fingertips, affecting a delicate caution to prolong his wait, and when she had tugged the zip to the bottom of its track his bulge lurched upwards for attention.

I watched from the armchair nearby as she freed his manhood from his boxers. It pulsed red and angry in front of her face, and with a tight-lipped smile and a smoldering glare she wrapped the fingers of one hand around his base, one by one, and flicked the head with her tongue.

He sighed, sank against my couch, and watched my wife service his cock.

She had been with Andy before—much of it in front of me—but this sight was something else. It looked like something out of a porno, which I supposed was no coincidence. That outfit wasn’t remotely Nicole’s style. Giving a blowjob down on her knees wasn’t either, now that I came to think about it.

This time, it was more of a performance—for him looking down at her, with her bulging cleavage straining at that tiny tube top, and for me watching from behind, her ass peeking out beneath those skimpy denim shorts, which were now stretching dangerously as she kneeled and leaned forward with her ass resting on her heels.

She dragged her hair back and chugged his cock, working it with her taut cheeks and her bouncing grip. He was squirming within just a couple of minutes and he took her elbow lightly in his hand, trying to signal to her that it was time for a change, while his tensed face betrayed the colossal effort that was going into holding himself back.

But she slapped his hand away and pressed down against his stomach until he relented and relaxed. This may not have been how she normally gave a blowjob, but she prided herself on always taking it all the way.

Not thirty seconds later, he stared down at my wife’s pretty face and her bouncing rack as she swallowed his load.

After a breather and another round of drinks—a more hurried one this time, knowing what would come next—Nicole teased his cock back to life and brought him to our spare bedroom. It was pretty bare, containing little more than a bed, a dresser and a walk-in closet, so it hadn’t been difficult to set it up with a ‘viewing station’ for me in the corner.

I squeezed past them as Andy carried her to the bed, and I took a seat. Whatever hesitation and doubt seemed to be restraining him at the start of the evening was gone now, and with the imminent prospect of fucking my wife again he was taking matters into his own hands.

He dropped her onto her feet close to the bed and tugged off her tube top, watching her firm breasts bounce back into place, and then almost ripped her shorts as he pulled them open and yanked them off. His own clothes joined hers on the floor within seconds, and then he scooped her up and brought her crashing down onto the bed with him in a passionate embrace.

In the bedroom Nicole had always had a funny way of switching at a moment’s notice between bold, commanding temptress and coy, obedient nympho, and something about this dynamic made that shift all the more pronounced. When someone needed to take charge and push the kinky yet uncomfortable fantasies of all three of us into lurid reality, she could do it with ease; and when each of our desires basically required that she be a subservient slut, she seemed to revel in that even more than Andy enjoyed taking advantage of it, or I relished watching it.

I had seen it before, but these two bodies entwining together naked was still an even more arresting image than I had pictured in the days when this kind of thing lived only in my imagination. There was nothing guarded or functional about their behavior, nothing that would suggest this was only the contrived, verboten act that it was. Instead it was raw lust unbound.

Breaking off from their deep kiss, Andy whispered something into Nicole’s ear, and then she languidly slid out from underneath him and flipped onto her stomach, lying flat on the bed and facing me. She ran the tip of her tongue along her lips, taunting me, as my friend climbed on top of her, pressed his rock hard cock between her thighs, and thrust up inside her, knocking the air from her lungs.

Propping himself up on his fists, he stared down at my wife’s prone body—her narrow waist, her wide, inviting hips and her full, round butt—as it bounced against his cock. She let out a hoarse moan and bent her legs at the knee to raise both feet behind her, gently pressing them around Andy’s hamstrings as if to hook him against her.

Not that he was going anywhere anytime soon. He pounded her hard and deep, making her flail and gasp in spite of herself. Then he wound up and slapped her ass with a deafening smack, and then again, making her cry out and call for more. She had told me they had done this last time, but it didn’t make it any less shocking to see it all now: the sheer aggression with which he spanked my wife, the glee with which she took it, the red handprints darkening across her buttocks.

One of her hands slipped down beneath her. As her eyes rolled upwards and her body shook with his powerful thrusts, it didn’t take much to imagine what her hand was doing right now, and it was confirmed when a couple of minutes later she shouted out and then whimpered over and over, her face creasing with the bliss of her release.

He was going full throttle now, and he didn’t bother to change position. I watched Nicole as her whines and her spasms softened, until her eyes opened and locked with mine, a satisfied smirk tugging at the corner of her pouting lips.

“Oh, fuck,” Andy yelled, red-faced and breaking out in a sweat, as he jackhammered my wife’s pussy and flooded it with come.


CHAPTER THREE

“So,” I said, as we lay in bed that evening. “You’re really going to do it all over again tomorrow night.”

We had always planned to refrain from sex in any shape or form if and when Nicole made plans with another guy, until after she had been with him. It’s what we had done before her first encounter with Andy, and it was what we were doing now, less than twenty-four hours out from the visit of Ross and Spencer.

The fact that she had just fucked Andy again, and that she was resting her head on my chest and draping her legs against mine beneath the covers, was making that plan much, much harder to adhere to. My erection had already made itself known, and when she had noticed it with a giggle, any hopes that she would make an exception for this one night were dashed when she had breathed into my ear “Not until I’ve seen your other friends” and pointedly pressed her body against mine.

“That’s right,” she sighed. “As long as Ross and Spencer still want to.”

“I somehow doubt they’ve changed their minds. I just feel for whoever has to go second. Well, not really, because I’m going third.”

“Second?”

I frowned back at her as she looked up with a confused pout. “Second. There are two of them.”

“Ohhh. No, no. I’ll have them both at the same time.”

What?!

I sat up, catching her unawares and making her roll off and shoot me an indignant look at disturbing her rest. “Both at the same time? Like… a threesome?”

“Not like a threesome, actually a threesome.”

“Have you… done that before?”

“No, never,” she said with a sly giggle. “I’ve always wondered what it would be like.”

“But Ross and Spencer… you know them. I don’t think either of them is the two-guys-one-girl type.”

“They’ve agreed to tomorrow, haven’t they?”

“Yes, but… they probably think…”

I found my conviction waning as I spoke, and she tilted her head in expectation.

“I think they know they’ll have to share,” she said, blithely. “They’ll be here on the same night, after all.”

“I’m having a hard time imagining that.”

“I’m not,” she said with a flash of mischief in her eyes. “Besides, I know what you men are like, especially after Andy. If they have a chance like the one they’re getting with me—especially me, because I’m married to you—they will do whatever they have to do.”

Nicole went for a different vibe for the next evening. Gone was the skimpy top and shorts combo—instead, she chose a relaxed but short dress, sexy yet playful, eye-catching yet relatively innocuous. It was just about enough to get away with papering over any potential misunderstanding, not that there was going to be one.

Ross and Spencer had found out Nicole was a hotwife, and they had told Andy they wanted a turn. A day later, they had received a text from me inviting them both over, explicitly adding that Nicole would be here too.

Whenever I took a step back to think this through rationally, to make sure I hadn’t misunderstood something, I just ended up even more turned on.

We sat in the lounge and waited, trying to relax. I was nervous as hell, and even Nicole—not the type to let much worry her—was visibly antsy. And I couldn’t blame her. She had never had two men at once, and that was just one of the novelties and complexities to what might happen later that evening. Though from her sporadic fidgeting and restlessness, I could tell it wasn’t just nerves getting the better of her.

We had asked them to come over for nine, but a few minutes past the hour we were still waiting. No messages either, not since they had both accepted my invitation, just a few minutes apart the previous night (while she and Andy were having another round). It didn’t take a genius to figure out they had been talking, conspiring together, in the background.

Hell, had I been in their situation, I’d have been doing that even without the invitation—mainly to figure out how to get one.

More than twenty minutes past the hour, the doorbell rang. I glanced out the window on my way to the door to see both of their cars parked on the curb, which I had kind of expected.

“Hey, guys,” I said, a little loudly in my attempt to shake off my sheepishness. “Come in.”

Neither of them said anything, just nodded and watched me closely as they stepped in and kicked off their shoes. I wasn’t used to that from either of them—they were usually relentlessly wise-cracking, one-upping, jibing. I guess when a guy might be giving you a shot with his wife, you tread a little more lightly.

I led them through to the lounge, where Nicole was already on her feet and greeted them both with a typical hug and kiss on the cheek, though the way her hand briefly slid across their backs and arms was a little more sensual than normal, a hint to help confirm their suspicions.

I poured everyone a beer and we sat down. Nicole led the way with the kind of questions she would ask whenever she was catching up with someone, assuming her typical role as the driver of the conversation, though her usual confident tone was inflected with the slightest tremor to her voice. It was almost imperceptible—I was only really sure it was there after the third or fourth time.

I was overwhelmed with sympathy, seeing my wife having a rare nervous moment. But that was tempered by the fact that this whole evening had been her idea—and that if she got her way, she would get to be with two men who she had, I had now learned, always found quite attractive, and friends of her husband no less.

It’s not that I couldn’t see the appeal. Of our tight-knit group of four pals from high school, they were the two bigger guys, and though I’d never say it to them, each of us was good-looking in our own way. It had added a level of complexity to those first few years of navigating girls and dating—no matter the girl, at least one of the other guys was interested, and a weird, unspoken competitiveness quickly grew among the group.

And I figured that was driving some of the appeal for them, not that I would say it to Nicole. Sure, any guy whose friend had a beautiful wife would have thoughts about her. But if they were offered her on a plate for a night, most would have doubts, to say the least. We weren’t most guys though—we were a group with a long history of either cock-blocking or being cock-blocked by one another, of liking a girl and either having to win some tacit competition for her against a friend or being the one left sitting with his dick in his hands and watching her pick the other guy.

Come to think of it, that last point probably had something to do with my part in all of this.

The chit-chat went on for a little while. I was taking a backseat, as I had done around Nicole and Andy, which felt even weirder when there was two of them courting her. But I could see Ross growing a little restless now, watching Nicole intently, lost in his thoughts.

And then he came out with it.

“Look, I’m just gonna be blunt about this,” he said. “We know about you and Andy.”

She tilted her head and gave him a little bemused smile.

“And what would that be?”

He widened his eyes and puffed his cheeks, as if to say: You’re really gonna make me say it.

“We know you hooked up with him. And we know your deal,” he added, pointing back and forth between Nicole and me, only able to hold eye contact with me for a split second. “We saw your messages, and he told us about it when we called him out on it.”

“We know that,” she said with a cagey smile.

Ross glanced at Spencer, as if requesting back-up.

“So,” Spencer blurted. “If we aren’t misunderstanding something… that’s why we’re here.”

With their eyes on her, she straightened up and gave them a slow nod.

“This is really something you… want to happen?” he asked, turning to me.

I felt more defensive now, with the pair of them staring at me like that.

“Hey, judge me all you like, but you’re both here, aren’t you?”

“I’m not judging,” he said, sounding surprisingly sincere. “I mean, maybe I did for a moment when I found out. But then I just thought about Nicole—her part of it was more interesting to me.”

“Same,” Ross added. “When you hear a woman like Nicole is… ‘available’… you don’t really care about anything else.”

Everyone glanced at Nicole, and she smiled flirtatiously at the pair in response to their praise.

“Even me being here?” I asked, feeling my cheeks redden.

“Who cares,” Spencer said, his eyes scanning her body from head to toe. “If I can mentally shut out Ross, I can mentally shut out you.”

“So, you’re both happy to…?”

He shrugged. “We never told you this, but we’ve done it before. So we thought, why not do it again.”

“You didn’t want a turn of your own?” I asked, unable to think of a more delicate way of putting it.

“Well, now that’s off the table,” Nicole smirked.

“We figured we could show you a better time than either Sam or Andy if we teamed up.”

Jesus. They would do anything to make this a competition—they were literally one-upping now.

And it was already working on Nicole. She took a conclusive sip of her beer, then moved from her armchair and sat between them on the couch.

“Okay. Prove it.”


CHAPTER FOUR

Watching Ross and then Spencer make out with my wife was a completely different feeling to watching Andy with her. When it was just Andy, it felt more like I was sharing her with a peer, an equal. But these guys had always had that little extra bit of luck with the ladies—well, they were taller—so now I felt more… redundant. Undermined.

Especially given there were two of them, sharing my and Nicole’s dirty secret, sharing Nicole.

I watched with my mouth hanging open as four hands began to touch her through her dress and on her bare knees. As lips parted I saw her tongue flicking against theirs, her hands grasping hungrily at their chests, their necks, their jaws, the prospect of being the center of attention for two men already driving her wild.

This sight alone, in reality little more than a PG-13 scene times two, was almost enough to make me black out. This was such a transgression, such an insane thing to see my wife doing with anyone, let alone with such a nightmarish combination of people. The potency of both the arousal and the emotion it was triggering was more than I had bargained for.

I sat there riveted, in a state of confused, pained lust. This was horrible. It was also exhilarating, intoxicating. Even more so with each little progression between them.

Hands slid up her thighs. One rose up her flat stomach and tentatively cupped the underside of her breast, making her press her chest forward urgently. And then there were Nicole’s hands, sliding down my friends’ torsos, slowly but inevitably heading for their crotches.

She pressed her palms over their bulges, a smile playing on her lips while she tongue-kissed Spencer. So far they had both been a little cautious, gentle, as they felt her up, but that was like a green light for them. Instantly they became more aggressive as they fondled my wife. Their hands roamed higher up her thighs, below the hem of her dress, and smothered her breasts, pressing and squeezing and making her pant against their mouths.

In turn this made her tear open their pants and plunge her hands down beneath the denim. She wrapped her fingers tightly around the growing lengths taking shape through their boxers.

Their hands were on her tits. Her hands were on their hard dicks. I could have stopped them there—I had enough material now to keep me going with Nicole for whole days straight.

Except I doubted I could have stopped it really, even with the conditions and the safe word she and I had agreed upon in advance. She was so overcome with lust that she would have probably just shut me down in front of them. And neither of them was going to argue with her right now.

Their hands had disappeared under her dress. I don’t know who it was, but one of them reached her pussy and made her shiver and sigh, her legs parting, demanding more. She was writhing like she was possessed, her chest being groped while they massaged her between her legs. They had full control over her right now, and she could barely muster the agency to keep gripping and rubbing their surging cocks through the straining fabric.

“Oh, my god,” she whimpered in the meekest, most high-pitched voice I had ever heard come out of her. Her head fell back against the top of the couch, her expression almost pained as she cried out and jerked her hips back and forth. They had already made her come.

Orgasm or not, she didn’t seem to want a breather when she had two hard cocks in her hands. She peeled both waistbands down, released their members, and stared ravenously as she wrapped her fists around their shafts.

Unsurprisingly, Ross and Spencer were both a little bigger than Andy, and me for that matter. Nothing crazy—they weren’t porn stars—but it was a little galling to see her hands around two dicks that were both up to an inch longer than mine, and a little chunkier, too. And her eyes had lit up. It was another detail that added to the debauchery of the evening.

As she slowly jacked them off, they unbuttoned the straps of her smock-like mini dress and freed her pert breasts. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and she almost certainly wasn’t wearing panties under there. Their palms and fingers gently rubbed and squeezed her bare flesh, coaxed and teased her stiff nipples.

She was too worked up to sit still and endure this heightened stimulation anymore. Once again she lowered herself to the floor and flipped onto her knees, looking up at them both with her breasts out and her hands gripping their surging cocks.

What a view to have of your buddy’s wife. It almost made me wish I could somehow experience being on the other side of a dynamic like this. But not quite; for whatever reason, my desires placed me firmly on this side of the room, watching my wife in heaven with two other men, and possibly the most high-risk pairing she could have picked.

I was curious to see how she could handle larger cocks like theirs. But Nicole gave the best blowjobs I had ever had, and even if they were a little bigger than she was used to, she took them down her throat with ease. One bulging, veiny, reddened cock sank between her lips and disappeared, and then the other, her fists bouncing at each base all the while. It was a blur, her head bobbing up and down in one lap and then the other—seamlessly alternating as though she had meticulously planned this out ever since she found out they both wanted her, which she no doubt had.

Ross reached out and tried to pull her up, but she instead grabbed his wrist and lowered his hand against the back of her head. As with Andy, she wasn’t getting up until she had swallowed their loads, and Ross’ impatience was rewarded with the now undivided attention of her mouth as she left Spencer with only her bouncing hand; though from the way he was currently squirming and fighting to control his breathing, that was probably more than enough for him right now.

Over and over she thrust the wet tightness of her sucking mouth, lips straining and cheeks taut, over his throbbing cock. He slid his fingers through her hair and cradled the back of her head. Her fist tightly pounded the base of his cock. He panted and wheezed.

Then all the tension in his body melted away and he sank into the couch while pressing his cock forward up her throat. She slipped all of it inside and held on as he blasted each surge of come into her mouth, gulping it all down dutifully.

When he was done, she licked and sucked his length until it was clean of any remnants. Spencer’s growing frustration was palpable, but then so was his relief as she turned all of her attention to his tense, throbbing member.

He took less work than Ross did. As soon as Nicole’s hot mouth was squeezing on his cock again, he was blowing hard, and just a few moments later his body was stiffening up. She took that second load with just as much hunger as the first, polishing him off afterwards, until the translucent coat of come around his member had been replaced with the wet gleaming sheen of her saliva.


CHAPTER FIVE

“So, like… what does this for you?” Ross asked, in a furtive whisper.

Nicole had stepped out to fetch us all some more drinks, though I knew that really she wanted a moment to herself, and to let me talk to these guys. I had spoken to Andy at length before we arranged anything with him, but our approach to this evening had been totally different.

I did want to talk to them. That didn’t mean I liked it.

I felt my face flushing as I thought of the least embarrassing way possible to answer that. “Really, I don’t know. Maybe it’s seeing Nicole become a real life porn star. Maybe it’s because the jealousy makes me screw her non-stop for weeks afterwards. It isn’t really a logical thing.”

“Surely there’s some… reason?”

I shrugged. “Probably. I haven’t thought too deeply about it. I like it, she likes it, no one gets hurt.”

He nodded, but still wore a doubtful frown.

“But seeing her with us?” Spencer pitched in. “And Andy?”

“Yeah, that wasn’t the plan, until Andy found out. Turns out Nicole was interested when he threw his hat into the ring, and you guys too.”

“But surely you get a say.”

“I do,” I sighed. “But it raised the stakes, I guess. It wasn’t something I had ever thought about. But it just made things a little more interesting.”

There was an awkward silence as they digested that, looking somewhat satisfied with the answer, though I couldn’t really expect them to get it. I had my own questions, though.

“And you guys? Why would you want to do this?”

Spencer stifled a laugh. “The chance to screw your buddy’s girl, no consequences? Why wouldn’t we?”

“No, I get that. But we both know it isn’t that simple. Imagine someone else finding out you did this, you know, with me watching and everything. From the outside, it’s still weird. They’d judge you, almost as much as they’d judge me.”

Ross shrugged. “I’ve done some pretty weird stuff.”

“Same,” Spencer said. “And getting to bang Nicole, and have that memory forever… I can make a few compromises.”

“And to have that hanging over you,” Ross added with a grin.

I shrugged. “If you saw how much she and I were going at it after Andy, you would know that isn’t really the burn you think it is.”

Nicole came back into the room at that moment, and the conversation died there. She was carrying a tray of beers, and looked around as she handed them out.

“It’s gone quiet in here.”

“We were just talking it out,” I said, taking a swig.

“And?” she asked brightly, sitting down between the two guys again. “Anything that I should be worried about?”

“Nope,” Spencer said, giving her a suggestive smirk. “Only your husband needs to worry.”

We drank and chatted for a little while, Nicole as ever leading the conversation. We all knew that no one was there to talk, that she was biding her time to give everyone a quick rest and let Ross and Spencer ‘reload’, but that didn’t mean the room wasn’t still rife with sexual tension—if tension was even the right word for it.

They were looking at her like a slab of meat while the stilted conversation stopped and started, and she wasn’t any better. As I let them talk and quietly watched from the side, I felt a jolt of excitement as I caught every lingering, lowering look; they took in my wife’s tight curves, scanning the shape of her body through her dress, while her gaze would take in their upper bodies before subtly flitting down to their crotches.

I was watching my friends mentally undress my wife, not satisfied just to have her go down on them, and my wife gazing longingly at the two sizable cocks she had just drained, but not yet taken inside her.

Eventually, their drinks running low and the two guys starting to look restless, Nicole took charge once more. And when she did, she caught everyone by surprise.

“Okay,” she asked, with one last swig. “Both of you boys, clothes off.”

And then she stood, unbuttoned the straps of her dress, and let it slide all the way down to the floor. As I had suspected, there was nothing else under there. Her nipples stood out, hard and swollen, and if I was in any doubt that maybe it was just because of the cool air from the AC, my eyes were drawn to her pink, shimmering folds, engorged and wet with her arousal.

She did a playful little wiggle, pretending to be cold, making her perfect, shapely breasts tremble. Then she gave me a little smile and turned fully back to the two guys, now staring rapt at her naked body.

“I won’t ask twice,” she said, eyeing their groins.

Both of them hurried to tug their clothes off. She and I had planned to move up to the spare room again for the last part of the night, but it looked like she was done waiting. This was happening right here in the lounge.


CHAPTER SIX

All three of them stood, and I watched my wife immerse herself between their two bodies, sliding her hands all over their torsos while their two pairs of hands roamed her naked curves. Whenever their movements opened up small gaps between their bodies I saw both cocks rapidly hardening, pressing against Nicole’s abdomen and the small of her back.

She was in her element. I didn’t know what exactly I was in, but I was enjoying it all the same.

Somehow, Nicole naturally sank each end of her body against them as she stood on her tip toes. One hand was jerking Ross as she pressed her breasts to his chest and kissed down his neck, the other hand rubbing Spencer against her pussy while her ass gently churned against his pelvis. She was telegraphing her desires to them, and enticing each of them into accepting their positions.

Ross stepped back to let her slide down his torso, pressing teasing kisses down his abs until she was just above his cock. Meanwhile she messily smushed Spencer’s head back and forth between her wet folds.

She bent over at the waist and, at the same time, she pushed her pussy down over Spencer’s shaft and slipped Ross’ cock back into her mouth. She greedily sucked one dick while rocking back against the other, succumbing to the grips and thrusts of both men. It was a mind-blowing sight, and I could only imagine what she was feeling.

It didn’t look sustainable though, not with her balanced carefully on her tip toes to reach both men. Spencer hoisted her up by the thighs, embedding himself deep inside her, and pulling her legs higher until they were parallel to the ground and jutting backwards either side of his pelvis. Ross held her up at the same time, his hands just below her breasts, while she gripped his hips for support. Just for a moment, my wife was suspended in mid-air and impaled on my two friends’ cocks.

And then, without Nicole letting either of them pull out of her even for a second, all three of them fell onto their knees on the couch. She was slung low between them, one arm wrapped around Ross as she serviced him, her legs bent at a wide angle so that her ankles were crossed behind Spencer while he began to fuck her.

And just like that, my wife was getting spit-roasted by my pals on my couch.

Through the wet smack of her lips around Ross’ cock she began to moan, her voice quaking with Spencer’s hard thrusts. Everyone in that room was experiencing some kind of pleasure now, including me—I could no longer resist jerking off to this scene—but I don’t think anyone was enjoying it quite as much as Nicole. She looked like she’d been taking two men at once for her whole life.

I was overstimulated now, trembling with the rush of hormones triggered by this depraved sight. I felt light-headed with arousal, dizzy even.

Strangely, on top of everything else, the image of her squirming excitedly and rubbing herself while stuffed at both ends gave me a sense of satisfaction at letting her experience this. Maybe I could try to replicate this with someone else, I thought; I could give her this feeling myself, and experience her shivering against my cock while someone else is also inside her. Maybe Andy would be willing to help out.

She was rocking between them faster now, her fingers dancing over her clit, seemingly the only part of her that was completely within her control: Spencer had a vice grip on her hips and ass and was pounding her from behind, and though she was bouncing her tight little mouth up and down Ross’ cock, he was meeting her face with upward pumps of his own. She surrendered her body more to them with each passing second, and it quickly became clear why.

“Ohmfckingod,” she moaned against the cock in her mouth, and then her hips began to buck, her arm twitched, her knees trembled. She came with their two cocks inside her, wave after wave, still taking a hammering at either end.

It clearly felt good for both of them, having her spasm around them while they thrust into her, because they were beginning to tense up and accelerate.

Suddenly, Nicole gripped Ross’ length and slipped it out of her mouth, and pushed Spencer away until her pussy slid off him. They looked down at her questioningly.

But she languidly twisted in between them, sliding her knees one way and her torso the other, until she had turned herself around and had presented each man with a new hole to fill.

Neither of them was complaining. Ross looked even more fired up as he found himself grasping my wife’s wiggling hips and sliding his cock into her pussy, while Spencer, who had barely been able to control himself when she blew him, watched in awe as she held him in her sultry gaze and licked his straining glans.

Seeing her so casually turning to let the two men swap ends of her body was nearly enough to make me come on the spot. I had to stop jerking my cock and just watch the rest of the spit roast.

Just like earlier, Spencer was already close. He clutched her tightly and got comfortable, ready to blow any second. She still wasn’t willing to let him come so quickly, not while Ross was banging her pussy in pursuit of his own release, and so she slid her tongue down his cock and began to fondle and lick his balls instead, gazing up at him wickedly, savoring his frustration.

Ross was going at a frantic pace, so that she had to steady herself against Spencer to avoid falling away from his crotch. She moaned loudly, distracted from her task, and noticing this he reached between her legs and began to rub her clit as he pounded her.

“You like that? You like being fucked hard in front of your husband?”

“Mmhmm,” she moaned plaintively, sucking on Spencer’s balls and squeezing his shaft in her hand.

“Suck my cock,” Spencer instructed, sensing just how malleable she was right now, as he reached down and grasped her breasts. “Show him how much you love it.”

She instantly pushed up and sank his cock all the way back down her throat, hungrily, rapidly bobbing her head and fist against his length. She was as desperate for him to come now as he was.

As Ross rubbed her clit she emitted involuntary whines, her hips rolling between his fingers and his cock while her head bounced against Spencer’s lap. It was a frenzy of movement, and she was handling it like a pro. I was stunned at this wonderfully whorish performance, not wanting it to end.

But at this level of stimulation, there was no way it could last. Spencer was the first to go, hungrily palming my wife’s breasts as he bellowed and spurted into her mouth once again. Ross followed mere seconds later, bouncing her pussy against his shaft as he blasted wave after wave of his seed into her.

And with the simultaneous onslaught of hot come into her mouth and pussy along with the rapid strokes against her clit, Nicole surrendered herself to the most powerful orgasm I had ever witnessed.

Moaning coarsely against one cock while thumping her pussy down over the other, she quivered between the two men, her skin gleaming with breaking sweat. Her chest, still being mauled by those hands, heaved up and down; her lean stomach and her arching back undulated wildly; her limbs spasmed and fought to stay in place.

And then, completely spent, she collapsed against the couch, and I saw the shimmer of my friends’ come where it leaked at the corners of her lips and down her inner thighs.


CHAPTER SEVEN

The next few days were a heady blur. The hours at work were an agonizing wait to get home and take out my pent-up arousal on Nicole, who was more than willing to take it. Our sex life had never been so intense, and I had never been able to sustain myself at this level. Orgasm after orgasm, and yet my cock would always pop up for more.

I lusted after her constantly. My wife, who had now fucked all of my closest friends.

When the week was out and the kids’ summer camps were over, we no longer had the house to ourselves. We had to drag ourselves back into normality, to put on our Mom and Dad faces, and wait for the nights when we were finally alone. It wasn’t easy, but the wait would always pay off. By the time we were back in our bedroom, it was explosive.

The days turned to weeks. We settled into a pattern, enduring the long wait each day until we could be together again, with only our continuous exchange of filthy text messages to keep ourselves from going completely crazy in the hours between.

Meanwhile, I was in no rush to see the other guys just yet, and it seemed that neither were they. For all three of them, their encounters with Nicole had ended on good terms, and no one had necessarily ruled out more. Maybe that would come down to me and her to initiate. But all I cared about right now was banging my wife at every given opportunity, and that awkward next beer with the other guys could wait.

“Except,” Nicole said one evening after I had said that out loud, “it can’t really wait.”

“What do you mean?”

“Your high school reunion is next month.”

“Oh, jeez. I completely forgot about that.”

“I know you did,” she said, jabbing me in the ribs. “I’ve had to remind you of all of our commitments lately.”

I shook my head and laughed. “You’re to blame for that.”

“I’m still able to function as a human being, so there’s no reason you shouldn’t be, too.”

I rubbed the bridge of my nose and thought about it. “I guess I have to go, don’t I?”

“Of course you do! Twenty years is a biggie. And you should see your friends, you can’t avoid them forever.”

“Well, it isn’t just me who’ll be seeing them. I accepted the plus one, too.”

She smiled, a little mischievous glint in her eyes. “I know that.”

“… Wait. What are you—?”

She shushed me and held a finger to my lips. “Remember what we agreed after that night with Ross and Spencer. I can do whatever I want, now.”

“Yeah, but—”

“No buts. Do you think I’m ever going to do anything crazier than sleep with your three best friends?”

For a second, it sounded reassuring.

But there was something in her tone, in her gaze, that told me that was not a rhetorical question.

She had merely set the bar.


WHEN SHE CAME TO THE REUNION

M. FOX-MYER


CHAPTER ONE

I held the door open for Nicole to enter the venue. She strode inside in her tight-fitting mini dress, those luscious legs proudly on display, along with more than a hint of cleavage.

This might have been a triumphant return, a message to everyone else from high school that life was going well for me. After all, Nicole was the hottest woman there, and it didn’t take long for people to notice. All around the room, hungry glances were thrown in my wife’s direction, followed by jealous, sometimes disbelieving looks to see who had brought her there. One or two of the women watched her with a sort of bitter curiosity, too.

She was already the star of the show.

The thing is, Nicole was just getting started. And that feeling I had right now, of having won some kind of pissing contest, of coming out on top twenty years later, was only fleeting. In fact, it was about to get flipped on its head.

I’d given her the freedom to be with other men. And that had immediately taken an unexpected turn, with her sleeping with my three best friends. The bizarre, twisted rush that it brought both of us had pushed this fantasy down a path that neither of us was expecting, and it was going to take us a lot further still.

“I’m going to see just how much of this you can really handle,” she had told me with a mischievous smile before we got there.

And the truth was, that didn’t even matter at this point. Because whatever she wanted to do for the rest of the evening, she was going to do it.

I just had to hope that, by the end of the night, the thrills would outweigh whatever torment she was about to put me through.

“There they are,” Nicole said, squeezing my elbow. “I thought I saw Andy’s truck outside.”

Beaming, she strode over to the three guys who I had kept in touch with, my closest friends to this day, and the only other people here who she knew. It was no coincidence that the three of them had clustered together for the start of the reunion, knowing we’d be here, but waiting for us to make the first move.

They were my best and oldest friends, but over the last couple of months they had all banged my wife. Since then, my interactions with them had been limited by summer vacations and all the usual commitments, but most of all an underlying sense that they were all waiting to see if they would get another invitation to be with Nicole. Other than a few cursory messages in the build-up to the reunion, this was the first time we had spoken to them since.

“Nice to see you all again, boys.”

Nicole gave them all sweeping hugs and pecks on the cheek, washing away their caution with her usual bubbly, friendly manner. Well, that and the subtle, lingering touches she threw in before parting from each hug.

“It’s been a little while,” she said, standing before them and running her fingers through her hair. “I almost can’t remember the last time I saw all of you.”

“Oh, I can,” Ross said, taking a sip to mask his smirk.

The other guys suppressed laughs with polite smiles, looking around self-consciously now.

“Only kidding, I remember my time with all of you fondly,” she said, affecting a nonchalant air. “Anyway, here we all are together again. I told Sam I really wanted to come tonight.”

Ross gagged on his drink. Spencer didn’t know what to do with himself. But Andy glanced at something over my shoulder, and then again.

I looked back. Two of my old classmates were standing right there behind me, and they had heard everything.

“What’s the plan here, Nicole?” I whispered, when we were alone at the bar a few minutes later.

“There isn’t one,” she shrugged. “I’ll just lay the groundwork, and then see what happens.”

“What do you mean lay the groundwork?”

She looked over her shoulder and paused, giving a sultry smile in the other direction. That smile was for someone, and it wasn’t for Andy and the other guys, because they were in my field of vision. I didn’t dare turn to see who had just caught my wife’s eye.

“I mean,” she said, “I’ll let the single guys here know that I’m ready to mingle.”

She had never looked so sexy, so desirable, as she did right now, leaning against the bar and scanning the room in that tiny little dress. Her natural confidence was radiant.

This would have been a dream scenario for me—if it had been almost anywhere else. Somewhere where no one knew us, around people we would never see again.

But here, I was growing a little afraid of what she would do next, of who she would do next. There were people here who I didn’t like all that much. And she knew who those people were.

That wasn’t to say this was entirely a nightmare. As I wondered who she was exchanging that lustful stare with, all the most unsettling candidates coming to mind, my cock began to swell, thankfully hidden below the top of the bar.

And I realized then that, in some depraved way, the worst people to have a chance with my wife that night might actually be the best.


CHAPTER TWO

Her little performance in front of those two guys merely set the tone for what was to follow over the next hour. As we settled in for that first drink in the company of our bubble, she kept the innuendo going, and loudly, drawing the attention of several more old classmates.

And when the room got a little busier and people started to break the ice, she really got going.

I was chatting to Ian, a guy from my old track relay team when she started to lay it on thick. An overly handsy greeting, unsubtle remarks about him staying in good shape, and even commenting ‘lucky baton’ when one of our old stories mentioned me handing it over to Ian for the next 100m. She was sniffing out any opportunity, and she wasn’t hiding it.

Sadly for Nicole, and I suppose me, Ian’s bare ring finger was misleading. After some not-so-gentle probing from my wife, he mentioned that he had been in a long-term relationship with a live-in partner for several years.

She would have to look elsewhere, and she promptly did. The guy I sat next to in homeroom, then one of my old skateboarding buddies, and then even just some guy who I didn’t recognize but had made awkward conversation with at the bar—the problem was that, after twenty years, most of the people in the room seemed to have settled down, and Nicole’s plan tonight was starting to seem a little ambitious. It was a strange turn-on, my wife wildly flirting with everyone I spoke to and wearing that revealing dress, but I was starting to think she would have to wait for her next foray into infidelity.

But Nicole was never one to back down from a challenge, and it turned out she’d put more thought into this than I had realized.

The venue that the organizing committee had picked was a doozie. There was a good turn-out, and our year was a big one, so instead of just renting out a hall, they had booked up the whole building. The main hall was mostly empty, set up for the formalities and the dancing later in the evening, and in the meantime the two next biggest rooms were in use.

The smaller of the two had been decked out almost from floor to ceiling in old class photos, offering a quieter escape from the more boisterous room next door where most people were crowding together for their first drinks. Nicole and I wandered along the walls of the room and for a while I just reflected on a few memories and shared some stories, like normal people at a reunion—almost forgetting the undertones of her presence here.

Andy came over a little while later, and he joined in with piecing together some half-remembered anecdotes, including a couple of the more embarrassing ones for Nicole’s benefit. While we were talking at length about one disastrous baseball game across town, arguing over which of us had struck out, I suddenly realized Nicole was no longer next to me.

I looked around the room, but there was no sign of her.

“Missing someone?” Andy smirked.

“You saw her go?”

He stayed quiet, looking pleased with himself.

“Andy, what’s going on?”

“You’ll have to figure that out for yourself.”

I shook my head, bemused. “You helped her slip away. Why?!”

“I’m sworn to secrecy.” He paused. “Okay, she promised me something in return. But that’s all you’re getting out of me.”

“Really, Andy?” I distractedly scanned the room, though I knew she was already somewhere else in the building by now. “You want to hook up with her again after helping her fuck our old classmates?!”

“Look who’s talking.”

I shook my head. He kind of had me there.

“I mean, that’s different. I’m her husband, and that’s the whole point for me.”

“I know, I know. But let’s just say, what I’m getting out of this will make it all worth it.”

For a while after that I paced around the three main rooms, trying to look as casual as possible while I searched for my wandering wife. A couple of times I was grabbed by an old classmate for a quick catch-up, eating up a considerable amount of time and increasing Nicole’s advantage over me.

Ultimately, I was doing what I was supposed to be doing at a reunion, but the evening was becoming a frustrated, drawn-out wait to find my wife in whatever compromising situation she had created. She knew me well enough to know this would drive me crazy; my mind was running through countless scenarios, firing off in all the possible directions that she could have gone in.

When I had finally freed myself from a chat with my old lab partner, I stood in the foyer, where clusters of people were scattered around and sharing a drink. She wasn’t here, either. It dawned on me then that she had probably isolated her target—and the obvious place to go next was outside.

A few people were standing around the front entrance to catch up over a cigarette. Nicole was a social butterfly, but she hated smoke, and it was no surprise that she wasn’t among them. But on the way in I had spotted a walkway and sign leading to an outdoor area for daytime events, and I figured it was the next best place to escape the crowds for a private conversation.

An easel had been placed across the path with a poster saying ‘CLOSED’. But there was no actual barrier. I side-stepped the sign and continued into the grounds. The outdoor lamps had been left off, but small solar-powered lights illuminated the walkway and a sitting area with benches next to a small pond.

I heard voices then, and saw two people sitting side by side. My heart pounded as I stepped off the path and approached in the shadows, listening intently, trying to make out the silhouettes.

But as I drew closer, it became clear it was just two women sharing a spliff and laughing about something. Though they had changed a little over the last twenty years, I recognized one voice, and then the other—they had both been among the stoners at school, and I remembered often seeing them whispering together, casting judging looks at the rest of us.

“What a slut,” one was saying.

“That’s more than just slutty. There’s no way she can get away with that.”

“What is she thinking?”

“Maybe she isn’t actually with Sam.”

“You think she’s a prostitute and he hired her to keep him company?”

They both burst out laughing and took drags one by one. I stayed crouching behind the bushes. There was no doubting what they were talking about—I was getting warmer.

I crept through the shadows, treading over the grass as softly as possible. Nicole could only have gone one way from here: past those two girls. Keeping a wide berth I rounded the paved area and snuck into the darkness of the grounds beyond.

I couldn’t see much, other than the wide, distant ring of those solar lights marking the outline of the pitch black forest beyond. The lawn extended far back behind the venue before it reached the trees, so where exactly she could have gone was anyone’s guess.

Until I heard the hint of a giggle among the trees.


CHAPTER THREE

I crossed the lawn as briskly and as quietly as possible. Somewhere up ahead, my wife was with someone, and I had no idea who. All I did know was that it wasn’t someone from the relative safety of my group of close friends.

I beelined for the cover of the trees through a dark spot between those lights, and then continued in the direction of the voices. My eyes were growing attuned to the darkness, which meant theirs would be already, so I took extra caution in my steps. Sooner than I expected, I saw the silhouettes up ahead, and I ducked behind a wide trunk.

A man’s voice. “You’re sure your husband won’t come looking?”

The sound of a deep, wet kiss. And then Nicole: “I’m sure.”

Whose was that voice? Like the two stoner girls it sounded familiar, but slightly aged, deepened by the last twenty years. They weren’t talking anymore though, just making out, and I eventually tracked the shapes of the silhouettes enough to see that Nicole was being pressed against a tree with her arms around the guy’s shoulders.

The voice replayed in my mind as I crawled closer for a better view. It was very familiar. It was a voice I had heard regularly, someone who I had spent a lot of time around.

Then I realized. It was Josh, the star of the baseball team. He had come up in that conversation with Andy while we stood by a team photo and reminisced—had she been subtly fishing for details, and had he helped her to target Josh?

And how the hell had she pulled this off? She must have met him less than an hour ago. Then again, the way she looked that night, all she had to do was say the word and any available man would have followed her out here. And Josh had an ego that she’d have had no trouble massaging.

He wasn’t a terrible guy, but he was arrogant as hell. He was good-looking in a jock kind of way, and he had seemingly made it his mission throughout most of high school to outshine the rest of us on the team. On several occasions he had somehow stolen the limelight and praise for a force out after I had done all the hard work.

Nicole knew all of this, of course. It was starting to feel like she had found a weak spot in my psyche that I didn’t really know was there—some button that could instantly, simultaneously torment me and send my lust for her into overdrive.

As they made out, she pulled away and walked backwards, pulling him along with her. I soon realized why: she was repositioning them at the edge of the glow of the nearest light, so that only to each other and, say, someone hidden among the nearest trees, they would be faintly visible.

He had aged well. Slight smile lines creased the corners of his eyes, and his hairline had moved a little higher up at the temples, but other than that he had barely changed.

The same went for his attitude. When she broke off from the kiss and said, “I want you inside me,” he just gave her that same smug, shit-eating grin that I remembered from twenty years ago, and he flicked his belt loose.

I strained to see them through the soft glow of the light on the lawn. Nicole sprawled seductively against the tree, one leg cocked to show off her thigh and make her dress ride a little higher. She reached out one hand and, as soon as his pants were loose, she slid it beneath his boxers. She was holding his cock.

My wife wasn’t just making it easy for him, she was easy.

He quickly shoved his pants and boxers down his thighs while she jerked his hardening member. They kissed some more and she kept going until it was standing tall, throbbing in her hand.

She dipped her other hand below her legs just for a moment, and then to my shock she raised herself on her high heels, parted her legs wider, and slipped him straight under her dress.

Just like that, he was inside her. The guy whose shadow I had lived in for years, who stole all the attention and praise, had only just met my wife and was now thrusting his cock into her pussy. She let out a moan and wrapped her non-standing leg around his hamstrings as he began to pump her against the tree.

It was so brazen, so crude. Out here in the forest, his pants around his ankles, her tight, skimpy dress hitched up to her waist, her half-bare breasts jiggling to the rhythm of their vulgar rutting. Their panting and the squish of his cock in and out of her wet pussy seemed deafening in the quiet of the forest.

He gripped her ass and hoisted her upwards, so that she could wrap both legs around his waist and sink right down his length. As he pushed all the way in, buried to the hilt, she let out a raspy whine and dug her freshly manicured fingernails through his shirt and into his upper back.

“Oh, God. Fuck me, Josh.”

He pounded her now, her legs flailing in the air in time with his thrusts, their wheezing breaths racing.

“Fuuuck,” she droned, the noise punctuated each time he plunged into her. “I’m gonna come…”

And then her voice broke into that high-pitched, plaintive whimper that signaled her more powerful orgasms, her body trembling around him while his bare cock fucked her hard.

Her moans of pleasure had only just begun to soften into breathy sighs along with her ebbing waves of release, when he quickened abruptly, gasping loudly.

“Oh, fuck, fuck…”

“Yes,” she wheezed. “Come inside me…”

“Fuck!”

With slower yet deeper, harder lunges between my wife’s legs, he squeezed her hips, pressed his forehead against the tree, and blasted his load inside her.


CHAPTER FOUR

I hunkered down and watched as they pulled themselves together, Nicole breaking the silence with a few giggles. They exchanged one last, deep kiss and a few quick whispers, and then it was all over. He let her go first, patting her hair back into place and straightening out her dress, and she slinked back towards the path and the distant music coming from the hall.

He stood there for a few moments, shaking his head in happy disbelief. At one point his senses seemed to interrupt whatever post-coital victory lap his mind was taking and abruptly attune him to his surroundings; he spun back towards the forest and looked one way and then the other, but never in my direction. After a few minutes, content that no one was watching and he had gotten away with banging his old teammate’s wife, he took a deep breath and followed the edge of the forest back towards the party.

On top of everything else, I now had to give Nicole a head start all over again. She’d already been gone for a few minutes, and now I would have to allow enough time for him to get out of my way too. Presumably they had walked straight past the stoner girls, and probably weren’t too concerned with passing them again, but I would also have to allow myself enough time to creep past them undetected again.

I decided to stay within the confines of the forest and head in a straight line for the parking lot. When I finally blundered out of the trees, wiping twigs and bugs off my jacket and taking care not to let anyone see me until I was on the floodlit tarmac of the parking lot, it had been at least ten minutes since Nicole had left the scene of her latest act of adultery. She could have been anywhere by then.

I wandered through the venue. The party was ramping up now: the crowd had grown with the late arrivals, the drinks were starting to cause a buzz, and the DJ was now drawing people into the main room with some pop nostalgia from our high school days. In all the excitement it became a little easier to slip through undetected in pursuit of Nicole.

“No way,” I overheard a woman say nearby. “At her husband’s high school reunion?! What the hell!”

A man was laughing in response. “I hope for his sake he doesn’t find out.”

“Fuck that,” another man said. “I hope he does, just to liven things up tonight.”

“Neil,” a woman admonished. “Don’t be a dick. Imagine if you found out I had done something like that.”

“I’d just shake the guy’s hand and ask how he got you to let your hair down.”

There was a playful slap, along with male guffaws. I didn’t recognize any of those voices, but I didn’t dare turn around in case they saw me looking; instead I buried myself deeper into the crowd and made my way to the main room.

Nicole had left a trail of witnesses, and word was spreading quickly. I knew this might happen, that she might end up bringing an edge of humiliation to the evening. But the risk had only drawn me deeper in. And even now, with what would have been most guys’ worst nightmare unfolding in front of me, the shame was laced with a dark thrill.

The thing about this fantasy is that, when it becomes reality, it can feel a little contrived—especially when it’s with a friend. But, as I had discovered when Ross and Spencer had unexpectedly involved themselves too, a surefire way to make the whole thing feel a bit more authentic is to, well, embrace some good old-fashioned humiliation.

They could think what they wanted to. My sex life with Nicole was now a hundred times whatever they all had.

Besides, I would probably never talk to these people again. I doubted that I’d care about high school reunions in another ten years, and this city was big enough that I never saw them aside from the odd spot across the mall or at one of the kids’ activities. My skin tingled at the acceptance that I was giving Nicole free rein for real, no matter what that brought with it.

As I reached the main room, I immediately saw a flicker of familiar blonde hair near the bar. I breathed a sigh of relief: she was just with Ross and Spencer. I speed-walked over there to join them.

“Hi there,” I said, warily.

“Hi,” Nicole beamed. “I’ve been waiting for you—here.”

She’d got me a drink. She smiled up at me, all… normal. The two guys seemed a little more relaxed, too. It seemed she’d had her fun for the night, and we could just get on with the rest of the reunion like a normal husband and wife.

“I lost you. What have you been up to?” I asked, curious to see how she would play this. Meanwhile Ross and Spencer had the sense to shift away from the conversation, though I didn’t get the impression they knew exactly what Nicole had just done—yet.

She gave me the faintest little squint, trying to figure out whether I was for real, whether I really had missed her romp in the forest. I don’t have much of a poker face, though, and Nicole has always had my number. She sighed, her nostrils flaring, and replied with that cutesy little smile again.

“After all your baseball stories, I just had to meet some of the team.”

“I think a few people saw you ‘meeting’ one of them.”

She cocked her head and gave me a devilish smile. “I think a part of you likes that.”

I laughed and shook my head. But my attention was drawn to the two people entering the room.

Andy had a woman on his arm. Not a woman who had gone to our high school. And not a woman who was ideally dressed for a high school reunion—just like Nicole.

Andy was looking very, very pleased with himself.

He strode over to our little group, failing to contain a toothy, childlike grin.

“Everyone, meet Lydia. Lydia, meet everyone.”

She gave everyone a wave, more with her fingers than her hand. She was pretty, very pretty. Not as pretty as Nicole, in my opinion, but noticeably attractive. She was also wearing a little mini dress, almost as revealing as my wife’s. She quickly turned to greet each of the guys, then me, and after that she turned to Nicole.

This was a different kind of greeting. They exchanged a quiet ‘hi’ and held each other’s gaze for a moment—not out of awkwardness, nor some kind of knowing ‘only girls in the group’ thing, but something more loaded, intense.

Slowly, I pieced together what I thought might be happening, but I didn’t dare to believe it.

“Where did you two meet?” I ventured.

Andy smiled and wrapped his arm around Lydia’s waist. “We met on an app.”

I could now hazard a guess at what Nicole had promised to Andy.


CHAPTER FIVE

“So, how long has this been going on?” I asked Andy, as he and I waited for our beers away from the rest of the group.

“A few months now. It’s getting kind of serious.”

“Really?” I couldn’t help but pull a doubtful face—I knew all too well what he had been up to over the last few months. Clearly, he read this.

“Yeah, shit’s getting real now. But like I said, we met on an app. An app you know a thing or two about. So ‘serious’ for us… it looks a little different to ‘serious’ for other people.”

I nodded. I was a little curious about how that worked, but I didn’t want to press him for details. I didn’t want to seem judgmental—I was the last person who would get away with that right now—and I didn’t want to start a conversation that neither of us would want to be overheard. So I just said: “Good for you, Andy.”

“Thanks, man.”

I took a deep breath. “So what made you invite Lydia tonight?”

“Like I said… shit’s getting real now.” Then he took his beer from the barman, gave me a little smirk, and walked back to the others.

We chatted for a little while, the group being joined sporadically by old friends and swapping stories as the drinks flowed. Nicole stayed mostly by my side, but from time to time—especially when there were more of us—the conversation would splinter, and I would find myself separated from her while she chatted with some of the friends she already ‘knew’, or my old acquaintances that she was meeting for the first time.

And the flirting had more or less stopped. I had wondered whether the fact she already had her fun in the forest had calmed her down a bit, or maybe even whether it was because she was the subject of talk—I sensed it near us sometimes, and if I could, then she certainly could.

But really, there had been a bigger change in her when Andy came back into the room with his new girl. I pretty much knew it had something to do with Nicole, but I couldn’t be certain.

I could almost be certain, when I found myself stuck in a somewhat boring rehash of the last twenty years with a quiet girl who had been in some of my classes and I glanced away to see Nicole and Lydia talking. There wasn’t much to read into—at first it seemed like a cagey, stilted conversation, but their body language seemed too guarded, if anything. There was a hushed intensity about them as they peeled away from the crowd. Something was definitely up.

And my own conversation was dragging with no end in sight. Paula was a sweet girl, but she was the type who didn’t really discriminate between the highlights of a story and any other little detail. It was almost a blow-by-blow retelling of her adult life. I felt bad that I was unable to avoid looking bored and restless, but I felt worse for her that she didn’t seem to notice.

The next time I glanced over in the direction of Nicole and Lydia, about to gently interrupt the story and use my wife as an excuse to step away, they were gone.

In fact, so was Andy.

Ross and Spencer saw me nervously scanning the room. Ross rolled his eyes and shook his head, Spencer scoffed, and then they walked away.

Whatever Nicole had agreed to, it was about to happen—or it was already underway.

It took me another few minutes to extricate myself from the conversation, at least in a polite way. As I strode for the exit, I realized that between Andy and Nicole, they would have found a way to make this difficult for me.

I couldn’t rule out that they were somewhere in this building that was both high-risk and low-privacy—an out-of-use function room, an employee area, a fucking janitor’s closet.

In fact, as I thought through the possibilities, that approach was the most likely. I briefly wondered if they might have left the venue entirely, but I knew Nicole wouldn’t do that without giving me a way to catch up to her, and there were no messages from her on my phone. So I followed the signage to each of the smaller event rooms, finding nothing but locked doors and silence.

I tested a couple of the staff-only doors upstairs to find those locked too. I had seen enough of the bustle going in and out of the employee area downstairs near all three of the rooms being used for the reunion to know there was no way that I, let alone the three of them, would ever get in there undetected. So I ruled that out.

That left only the maintenance closets. I tried one that was bolted, and then found another on the uppermost floor that had been left open. I slipped inside, pulled the door shut, and found myself in complete darkness with only buckets and cleaning products for company.

I rubbed my eyes and laughed at myself. She really was driving me crazy now.

But I was missing something. She wouldn’t go outdoors again—she wouldn’t repeat the same trick twice, and besides, a quick and dirty romp in the trees didn’t seem so appealing when there were two girls and a guy involved. And she still hadn’t sent me any messages, which I was certain ruled out any chance they had all bundled into Andy’s truck and gone off to a hotel or something. They were still here—I knew it.

And then it finally hit me.

This time when I came outside, there wasn’t a soul beyond the entrance. The DJ had ramped things up inside, and the ground was pulsing to the bass of the next cheesy pop hit from our senior year, greeted with audible drunken cheers. Maybe missing this part of the night wouldn’t be such a bad thing.

I searched the parking lot for Andy’s truck. It was a black GMC, and there were a few pick-ups scattered around the lot that looked just like it from a distance. So I wandered through the gloom between the floodlights, trying not to look like a creep as I searched for my wife and her parking lot lovers.

After five minutes of crossing the rows, I still hadn’t found it. It occurred to me that maybe they were in my car, a thought that gave me a brief shudder of revulsion, then anger, and then, of course, heady arousal. In seconds I went from not considering the idea, to loathing it, to wanting it with every fiber of my being.

But it wasn’t there. I had to double check, but sure enough, it wasn’t where I had left it.

Nicole had moved it.

As I spun around in a panic, looking all over the parking lot and fearing Nicole really had cut me out of the equation entirely, I saw it, and everything clicked into place.

At the furthest end of the lot, far from any other cars, were both Andy’s truck and my car, parked side by side. They were actually facing in opposite directions, which I quickly realized was a deliberate choice by Nicole.

Perfectly aligned with the tinted rear windows of my SUV was the lit-up and steamed-up glass of Andy’s two-seater cabin.


CHAPTER SIX

I slipped into the darkness around the edge of the lot and followed the grass verge over to my car. If the car was locked I would basically have to announce my arrival with all the noise and flashing lights, meaning my sneaky approach would turn out to be a pointless move, but Nicole always seemed to think these things through.

Sure enough, when I gently tested the rear passenger door on the other side it popped open, and the overhead light was switched off. I slid onto the backseat, closed the door as quietly as I could, and then shuffled over to the side nearer to them, where I was just a few feet away from whatever was going on in the cab.

The windows were clouded, and I could almost feel the heat in there. Their own overhead light had been switched on, but the foggy windows made it almost impossible to see inside until I got this close. Even now, it took me a moment to discern the movement through the condensation, but eventually I picked out all three of them, and I realized what they were doing.

Lydia was sitting in Andy’s lap. More specifically, bouncing in his lap, with the top of her dress peeled down and her ample breasts completely out. My wife was sitting in the front passenger seat with her own chest exposed—and Andy was reaching out with both hands and fondling both women.

That lucky fucker. How had he engineered this?

Sure, Nicole had mentioned once or twice that she “would maybe consider” a threesome with another woman, on the condition that woman was “a stone cold ten out of ten”. Which sounds very exciting before you realize the difficulty in finding a woman who fits the bill and is interested.

Lydia leaned towards Nicole. My mind swirled, considering the possibilities of whatever the two women were talking about—what were they planning next for Andy?

And then I saw they weren’t talking about anything at all.

They were kissing.

My wife wrapped her arms around another woman, both of them topless, and their tongues converged. Her hands were cautious, delicate, as her fingers traced Lydia’s spine down towards her lower back. And then she reached under the hem of the dress where it was pulled up over her hips, and she gently placed her hand around Lydia’s quivering ass cheek, just inches from where Andy’s cock was embedded inside her.

Lydia’s own hand was cupping and then massaging my wife’s breast.

All of this under the ravenous gaze of my friend, who would have this memory forever.

I quickly unzipped and kicked away my pants, then in the safety of my darkened backseat I jerked off to the sight in front of me. In the past I had paced myself while watching Nicole, reluctant to come too early. But not now.

I had been itching for her ever since I had watched her with Josh—even before that, simply watching all of her shameless flirting with the other guys at the party. And now I was witnessing my wife doing something that most guys could only dream about their wives doing—combined with my own insatiable desire to see her with not only another man, but my own friend. My cock was so hard it was pounding, a dull pain creeping in. To hell with waiting.

I beat it quickly, watching this tender embrace between Nicole and Lydia, tongues sliding slowly against one another, fingers dancing softly over velvety skin. It was a complete change of pace from Nicole’s encounters with my friend, rough passion now replaced with gentle, patient lust, the two women relishing something entirely new, at least for one of them.

But suddenly, it all stopped. Lydia pushed up, and with her back covering up most of my clouded view, I craned my neck in vain, trying to figure out what was going on.

In the cramped space of the cabin, and with the gearstick between the two seats, the two women were awkwardly swapping places. Both of them giggling, Lydia slid onto Nicole’s seat, their legs briefly and tantalizingly intermingling, and then Nicole pushed up, twisted, and sank onto Andy’s lap.

This time Lydia reclined against the seat and reached between her legs, while my wife looked down and maneuvered herself into place. When her eyelids twitched closed and she exhaled, I knew she had Andy inside her again.

She began to gently bounce in his lap, hungrily kissing him, and then glanced over at her new friend. Lydia was watching them, entranced, as she rubbed herself. Here was that perfect, unlikely candidate for a threesome with my wife, and fucking Andy had found her.

Lydia leaned forward and lightly kissed Nicole, making an effort not to break her rhythm, while Andy sat back in his seat and ran his hands all over both of them. The fucker was in heaven right now. But it seemed like Nicole was, too.

The way her eyelids flitted, the way her lips gently parted involuntarily, the way she shivered and sighed whenever Lydia caressed her breasts, the small of her back, her ass cheeks… She was tapping into some hidden part of herself, one that I never knew about, and perhaps one that she never knew either.

Throw a stone cold ten out of ten into the mix, and my wife wasn’t totally straight.

As that dawned on me, I lost all control and spurted against the interior plastic of the car door. I was left in a post-orgasmic daze as she ground against Andy’s crotch, filled with his cock, his and his girlfriend’s hands exploring her body.

It wasn’t long before all that stimulation, particularly the soft fondling and the slow tongue kisses from the beautiful woman next to her, needed an outlet. She was thrusting her hips quickly and roughly against Andy now, and his scrunched face betrayed his internal struggle to hold himself back.

And then, with one of Lydia’s hands helping to guide her as it gripped her waist, and the couple each stroking one of her breasts, my wife tossed her head back, opened her mouth wide in a muffled cry of bliss, and spasmed wildly against Andy.

When she was done, he flipped her trembling body around so that she was sitting in his lap and leaning against the steering wheel. He sat up so that he could drive deep into her, and then he pummeled her pussy from behind.

My wife was looking out over the parking lot with her tits out, gasping against the windshield, as she got a good hard fucking from her husband’s friend. Meanwhile his girlfriend was content to simply watch, and was coming within moments, a sight that was a beautiful distraction from the rough handling my wife was currently getting.

Finally, Andy sped up to the point that Nicole was flying back and forth across the wheel, out of control, and at one point she even accidentally sounded the horn. Buried deep inside my wife, he squeezed her breast with one hand, her ass with the other, and filled her with his hot come yet again.


CHAPTER SEVEN

TWO WEEKS LATER

I sat back and rubbed my eyes. It was past dinner time, but it didn’t look like I would be leaving the office anytime soon. The summer was over now, which usually meant things at work exploded almost immediately. I had company, at least—half the team was still here, bogged down in a mounting workload of their own—but tonight of all nights, that wasn’t necessarily a good thing.

“You okay there, Sam?”

“Yeah, why?”

“You look like something’s bothering you.”

My manager, Brad. He was a good guy, but a guy who didn’t deal with bullshit. Not a good combination when he’s caught you at your desk with your mind elsewhere.

“I think I just need some food.”

“Go get yourself a bite,” he said, dismissively pointing to the elevators and heading back to his corner office. “Fuel up and finish up.”

I nodded and made a move. He was half right. I needed a few minutes out of that room, but hunger wasn’t what was distracting me right now.

Nicole was. Or, more specifically, what Nicole was doing that evening.

I took my phone out in the elevator, and sure enough she had texted me back.

I love you Sam. I’m gonna have a lot of fun tonight, but I’ll make sure you have plenty when I get home…

My cock stiffened. I didn’t know if ‘fun’ was necessarily on the cards for me that night, not when I was already this agitated, but I would be happy as long as I got some kind of relief, some alleviation when I was back with her. I was going to need it.

This wasn’t the first time I had let her go off alone with Andy. It wasn’t the first time I had let her be with two other people at the same time. But it was the first time she had done both—and this time with a woman.

The first time she would be with a woman for real, no less, and I wouldn’t even get to see it. Andy would, though. Andy would once again get my wife and Lydia, both of them at once, but now he would get to see them together.

Not just some kissing and wandering hands—this time, Nicole and Lydia would go all the way, a first for both of them.

And I would get the story. That was all.

Yet I had found out, to my own surprise, that such a limited experience of Nicole’s encounters did something for me. There was something liberating about, well, giving Nicole complete freedom. Her account of the night would leave blanks that my mind would have to fill. Not seeing the most tantalizing parts brought the arousal an anxious, bitter edge that heightened rather than dampened it.

Still, I thought, as I entered a sushi shop around the corner—for a moment this big, I wished I could get something. The idea of Nicole doing that with a woman was so alien that my imagination could never do it justice.

It was like she’d read my mind. When I emerged five minutes later with a takeout bag, I saw she’d sent me another text.

Oh, and keep your phone near you. I’m gonna make sure Andy takes one or two photos of me and Lydia.

See you later x
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Watch Me Cheat Series (Bundle here)

The Hotwife Texts Series (Bundle here)
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