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‘WHERE SHOULD WE sleep?’

The party has emptied out. After winding things down with a few drinks in the middle of the trashed kitchen and playing some laid-back dance tracks over the Bluetooth speaker, those of us who have been offered a bed are now spreading throughout Mandy’s parents’ sprawling house to find a spot to crash.

Unfortunately the shared tendency of both Mandy and my girlfriend Tasha to gossip at length has given everyone else a head start, and after trying a few doors to no avail, we’re left wondering if she may have miscounted when she invited this select group to stay the night.

‘Don’t worry,’ she smiles, tugging at Tasha’s arm and leading us down another of the narrow corridors that meander out from the top of the staircase. ‘There’s a “spare spare” room down here.’

We follow her, with me bringing up the rear. I watch Tasha as she walks bare-footed ahead of me in her short dress, her hair released from its earlier updo and now swishing across her bare shoulders. It’s been a few years now, but I’ve always been proud that I managed to land her as my girlfriend, especially on nights like this. She’s quiet, but sharp as a tack, and she has a natural beauty unrivaled by her friends. She can get ready to go out almost as quickly as I can, never having the need to apply much make-up.

‘You have so many rooms that you have another type of spare room?’ I ask.

‘Well, now that all five of us have flown the nest, my dad has started messing around with the set-up and swapping furniture around. He’s stolen my brother’s old room so that he can upgrade on his office, so his old office is now… this.’

She opens the end door to reveal a cramped space mostly occupied by a double bed with no sheets, surrounded by a motley cluster of filing cabinets and nightstands.

‘Uh, let me get you some sheets.’ She heads back up the corridor and leaves us waiting.

Tasha looks at me with a weary smile. I shrug.

‘Rich people always find a way.’

‘We were supposed to get one of the big rooms,’ she whispers.

‘Then you shouldn’t have let her talk shit about that Sara girl for so long.’

‘She wasn’t talking shit, she was just… sharing what she heard down the grapevine.’

‘Gossiping, and judging, too,’ I murmur. ‘So Sara hooked up with a few guys lately, who cares?’

‘I know, I know,’ Tasha says. ‘The judging isn’t cool. I like to hear the gossip, though.’

Footsteps sound down the corridor, and I look back to see Mandy enter the room with a stack of sheets and covers for the duvet and pillow. She has a tentative expression, and a moment later it becomes clear why.

Matt appears in the doorway, scratching his hair sheepishly.

‘What’s up?’ a wary Tasha asks.

‘So, I kind of counted wrong,’ Mandy says, apologetically. ‘Are you guys cool to share a bed? The other boys have taken the sofas.’ She locks eyes with Tasha and silently mouths the word ‘sorry’.

Tasha looks to me uncertainly.

I glance at Matt, who is awkwardly hanging outside the room and looking at the various furnishings scattered around the bed, anything not to look up at us. He’s one of my best friends, and this would be fine if it was just me, but it’s got to be weird for Tasha.

I turn back to her, about to suggest that we just call a cab, but she talks first.

‘I guess I’m okay with it if you are.’

‘Are you sure? We could go home if you prefer. It isn’t that far.’

‘No, no,’ she says, and waves her hand dismissively, shutting down that option completely. ‘We’re here now, and it’s just for one night. It’s fine.’

‘Okay, great,’ Mandy says, and starts putting down the bottom sheet, eager to get us all set up and get herself out of there before anyone changes their mind.

We grab the duvets and pillows and put all the covers over them. When the bed is ready, Mandy wishes us a good night and slinks out. It’s just me, Tasha, Matt, and one double bed, for a whole night.

The first awkward step is to tacitly establish just how much, or how little, each of us will wear for the night now that we will be sleeping at close quarters.

I quickly decide that my boxers and the light T-shirt I’m wearing beneath my sweater seems about right, and I quietly hope that Matt has a T-shirt under the shirt he’s been wearing all night. Unfortunately, that isn’t the case.

‘Uh, I only have this shirt,’ he says, reading my mind.

He doesn’t need to say anything else, and Tasha is quick to respond, politely putting his mind at ease. ‘It’s okay, just do what you normally do. It’s dark, I won’t care.’

He nods and thinks about it for a moment, then he unbuttons the shirt. ‘It’s not very comfortable… I don’t think I can sleep in this.’

‘All good,’ she says, then turns to me. ‘Um, I’m gonna stay in my dress.’

‘Yeah, fair enough.’

Matt slips underneath the covers and stays to one side of the bed.

Tasha and I look at each other. I point to myself, and then the bed, but she laughs and shakes her head.

‘You’re the world’s most active sleeper. It’s going to be a disaster if you’re in the middle.’

She peels back the duvet on our side and sits. She doesn’t lie down straight away, waiting for me to pile my clothes on top of a filing cabinet and join her before she moves closer to him.

‘Ready for me to turn out the light?’ I ask them both.

‘Yeah,’ they both reply.

I flick the switch and the room darkens. If it wasn’t already, it’s clear that this was Mandy’s dad’s office, because the window is covered by white plastic blinds that don’t totally block out the soft shine of the distant street lights outside. I fumble with the cords and turn the slats as far as they’ll go, but they don’t totally close, so the room is cast in milky shadow.

‘That’s the best I can do,’ I say, and I return to the bed.

Tasha lies down and shifts to the middle, and I slide in next to her.

We’re all now crowded into that small space, under one duvet. My eyes are still adjusting to the darkness, but I can see that Matt has turned his back to us, which is something of a relief. Tasha faces me, and I lie flat on my back. I close my eyes and wait for the buzz of the party to fade.

‘Jay. Jay.’

I wake up. It’s Tasha, whispering in my ear.

‘I was sleeping. What is it?’

‘I can’t sleep. I’m too hot.’

I rub my eyes and turn away. ‘Just take off the dress then.’

‘Really? But… you know.’

I glance back over my shoulder. Matt has rolled back towards us in his sleep, but it looks like he’s out for the count.

‘He’s asleep, who cares?’

‘Okay, fine.’

She sits up and slowly pulls down the zip at the back, trying to minimize the noise. Then she slides the hem up and over her butt, pulls the dress over her head until it’s completely off, and flings it to the floor near my clothes.

She shimmies back down so that she is lying on her side again, and I feel her warm bare skin against my back.

In an instant, I go from barely conscious to fully awake. The feel of her bra and the soft flesh of her upper breasts against my spine give me thoughts of rolling on top of her, kissing her, feeling the length of her naked legs. But there’s something else that’s driving my arousal.

Throughout the awkward preparation for bed, the uncertain exchanges with Matt, there was a context that only Tasha and I know about.

Tasha has a certain fantasy. I found out about it when an innocent search on the browser of her laptop revealed a page that she had previously visited and evidently forgotten to wipe from her history.

When I had brought it up with her, she had been embarrassed, even apologized for it, and begged me not to judge her or be too creeped out. But I reassured her it was okay, because discovering it had turned me on a little bit. We ended up bringing it to the bedroom, using it for dirty talk a few times, and it was a big turn-on for both of us. But it was fantasy, nothing more. It doesn’t seem like something that would be very easy to orchestrate, and neither of us were sure if the reality would ever match our imagined scenarios.

Tasha’s fantasy is to be shared by two men.

Now that we are in a bed with another man, stripped to our underwear and with Tasha’s flesh against mine, it crosses my mind that her skin could accidentally make contact with his. And now I can’t think of anything else.

Maybe it’s just the booze from earlier in the evening, but I’m feeling unusually spontaneous, uninhibited despite this unsuitable setting. I roll over to face Tasha and brush my fingers against her thigh, gradually stroking my palm upwards until it is pressed against her hip and her butt cheek. She puts her hand over mine and hisses back at me.

‘Jay!’

‘You’ve got me horny now.’

‘Fine, but…’

‘But what? The exact thing that’s keeping you awake, too?’

She doesn’t reply.

‘You’re turned on, too, aren’t you?’ I whisper. ‘You’re thinking about sex with both me and him.’

She sighs. ‘We need to drop it.’

I slide my hand back down her thigh and rub it again. She exhales.

‘Jay…’

I find her neck in the soft darkness and kiss it. She moans softly. I raise my other hand up to her chest and press it to her cleavage.

I don’t even know where I intend to go with this, but I can’t help myself. And it seems like she can’t really help herself either, because she is now pressing her own hands against me, running them along my chest and abdomen. I work my fingers to the inside of her thigh and approach the growing heat of her groin. Impulsively she squirms at the touch, breathing into my ear, her hips rolling as her enticing thighs sandwich my hand.

‘Jay,’ she suddenly whispers, catching my hand again, and her body seizes up next to me. ‘You’re not gonna believe this.’

‘What?’

‘He’s hard. I just bumped against it.’

‘Are you sure?’

‘Yes.’

I laugh, because that’s what a normal person does. But I’m still feeling frisky, and impulsive. I don’t want to stop, and this is only encouraging me.

I lower my voice as much as possible and press my lips to her ear.

‘Press against it.’

‘What?! What if he wakes up?’

‘Well, don’t you want to feel it?’

‘Yes…’ she whispers back. ‘I’m so horny right now. But it’s Matt.’

‘Yeah, the guy you told me was the hottest out of all my friends. And here you are between two guys, your dream scenario.’

‘But that’s the thing, he’s your friend. And yeah, even if that happened… it’s my fantasy, and I don’t know if you’d really want that to happen.’

‘Well, I do. Do it. And if he wakes up, then maybe you’ll get what you want.’

‘Or he’ll freak out and push me off.’

‘Then you could just say you were asleep and it was an accident… just like him getting a boner next to you, which happened first. But he won’t do that.’

I’ve caught Matt shooting enough admiring glances at Tasha to know what he would really do if he woke up to find her pushing her ass against his dick. As for me being here, and him having to share, I can only guess—but I think he might be more likely to go for the idea than most. He’s had a threesome with an ex-girlfriend and another girl before, and while that might be a typical male fantasy and one that few would turn down the chance to experience for real, I wonder if that might mean he’s a little more open-minded to Tasha’s preferred combination.

‘You really want me to?’ she whispers, stroking my cheek and writhing against my hand.

‘Do it.’

It’s a little too dark to look into each other’s eyes, but our faces are close, and I can feel and smell her warm breath, tinted with the chardonnay she was drinking for most of the night. Her crotch shifts away from me, and she really does it. My girlfriend lightly presses her butt against my friend’s hard-on, only the thin material of his boxers and the even thinner material of her panties separating his cock from her skin. She lets out a shuddered breath and settles into her new position curled against him.

‘Do you like it?’ I whisper.

She nods, and her hand slips down my abdomen and takes hold of my cock through my boxers. It throbs hungrily in her hand.

It’s as though it transmits my thoughts to her. She takes a deep breath and grinds back into him.

Fuck… she’s really into this.

It excites me to know that I’m feeding her fantasy. It excites me two-fold, because, to my own surprise, I adopted it myself the moment I found out about it. Knowing that my girlfriend secretly lusted over the thought of being taken by two men was a huge turn-on, a shock to my system, one which had always held more male-centric, ‘self-centric’ fantasies.

I let go of her quivering legs and massage her breasts through her bra, pressing my palms against her nipples through the lace, and she loosely strokes my member through my underwear—almost like an afterthought, yet her soft touch is enough to simultaneously soothe and antagonize it. My own breath falters as the sensation seems to crawl through my veins, creating a visceral level of arousal when combined with the obscured sight of her rubbing herself against my friend.

‘Oh my god,’ she whispers into my ear. ‘His cock is throbbing when I grind against it.’

I caress her chest and kiss her lips. Her tongue lashes against mine and she bites my lower lip. Her arousal is electric.

She gently scoops my hands from her breasts and pushes me back. ‘I’m going to try something.’

Still squeezing her butt against his package, she reaches back and gently lifts his forearm. She hooks it around her midriff and places his hand on her breast, just above her bra.

‘Mmm,’ he breathes. She gasps.

I can’t see very clearly—just shapes in the darkness—but I can see enough. His hand moves, and his fingers stretch to fully embrace her breast. And then he squeezes it.

While she stimulates his cock with her behind, he savors the feel of my girlfriend’s breasts. She’s quieter now, her head more still; I can’t quite see her expression, but I can tell that she is as unsure as I am as to how this will pan out when Matt wakes to find out he’s been enacting some sex dream upon Tasha in the flesh. I prop myself up on my elbow in an attempt to get a better look.

I see the incredible visual of Tasha grinding against him, and him now dry-humping her back, while his hand gropes her tits. Her breath is loud, almost panting. I look behind her head but I can’t see his face very well.

Her hand reaches up and grips my forearm, then pulls my head close so that my ear is pressed to her lips.

‘I’m going for it.’

She then pulls my lips to hers, kisses me, and lets me go. I back off and give her space, and I peer through the gloom, determined to see as much of this as I possibly can.

Tasha turns around, his arm trailing against the bed around her, and she presses the front of her body to his. His hand lifts and now feels its way along her back. Her legs tangle with his. She takes the side of his head in one hand and presses her lips to his.

I wait, not even breathing, as if that might wake him—not the feeling of my girlfriend thrusting herself against him and now kissing him.

Her lips break from his. ‘Matt,’ she whispers. ‘Are you awake?’

‘Yes,’ he breathes. ‘I heard everything.’

Her body jumps a little, hearing him respond, realizing that even when she thought she was toying with his inert body he was fully awake.

He lifts his head slightly and continues the kiss, and she melts back down against him, his hands now wrapping around her and sliding down to her waist.

‘I want you both,’ she breathes in between the wet slosh of their kisses.

‘If it’s what you both want, I’m in.’

I watch, incredulous. Tasha and my friend are both making out and writhing against one another. And the threesome she craved is really going to happen.

One small issue though—it’s only just starting, but I’m sitting here on my own and watching them, not knowing what to do.

Thankfully, Tasha makes my role perfectly clear. While still kissing him, she reaches back and pulls my hand towards her ass. I cup her butt cheek and squeeze it gently, which I know she loves during foreplay. It’s surreal and a little unnerving doing it now as she squirms and presses herself against Matt, whose hands eagerly drift up her body, grasping my girlfriend’s chest, making her moan with pleasure.

I press my fingers down the crack and against her panties where they curve around and up over her pussy. As I near her entrance, I feel the burning heat beneath the fabric. I don’t want to go too far, because her front is pressed against him; I’m willing to share my girl with him, but any contact needs to be with her and with her only.

She pulls at my arm, confusing me for a moment, and then I realize she wants me pressed up against her too. I slide forward, emulating Matt’s previous position behind her, so that now I have the pleasure of my cock being stimulated by her pulsing ass. She’s still kissing him, but I’m right behind her, and I’m not willing to just lie here and take a less intimate role. Her neck is just beneath my face. I carefully take hold of her, just behind her hips where he and I can stay out of each other’s way, and I kiss down her neck towards her upper back.

‘Yes, keep doing that,’ she quickly breathes, in between tongue-kissing my friend.

She writhes between the two bodies on either side of her, kissing him and relishing my lips along her shoulder. Matt has a similar build to me, so this feels reassuringly even, as though Tasha’s fantasy is becoming reality with my stunt double. I press against her rear and she rocks between the two of us, enjoying the very real feeling of two rock-hard cocks rubbing against her.

And it isn’t long before she takes it upon herself to turn things up a notch. At the same time she reaches back and, through my boxers, takes hold of my cock, and with her other hand grips his similarly sheathed member. The fact that her fingers are wrapped around another man’s dick makes my own pulsate hungrily. Meanwhile, two sets of hands roam across her body, a heightened stimulation that makes her breath quake and shiver.

She’s all in now. She tugs at the waistband of my boxers pointedly, communicating that I need to take them off. I’m on my own for this step, because she is now pulling at his underwear.

I hurriedly shimmy out of mine and peer through the gloom as she drags his waistband down and helps him remove them completely. Then, inhaling sharply in anticipation, she takes him in her hand for real. She reaches back and squeezes mine. And then, rolling onto her back between us, she rubs both of our cocks and invites our attentions upon her own body.

I want her lips now, hungry to kiss my newly liberated girlfriend, to reacquaint us. She accepts my tongue and wraps her hands around my shoulders. Her taste is still there, just masked with something different. It doesn’t deter me though—it’s merely a reminder that she is the center of whatever is about to happen. I reach around her and unhook her bra, and she wriggles to let me pull it from her shoulders.

I cup her breasts now; it’s as if whatever he does with her makes me yearn to follow and take that little part of her back for myself. His hands are now lowering down her midriff, and I feel her part her legs. I take fleeting glances but it’s difficult to see what’s happening, with her back arching and her breasts—and my own arms—blocking the view. But I don’t need to see to know what he’s doing, because while one hand worships her abdomen, her waist, the gentle curve of her hips and thighs, his other arm is angled straight between her legs, and she is now breathing deeply and gyrating her hips against his touch.

His face lowers to her stomach and he presses his lips to her skin. His hands reach around her and take hold of her underwear, and she raises herself to let him slip them off and down her legs. She reaches down and gently cradles the back of his head with one hand. The mattress shifts and strains as his body slides towards the end and slumps between her legs.

I have to see this. I break from the kiss, still teasing her nipples with my thumbs and enclosing her modest but perky breasts in both hands, and I lean on one elbow and look down the length of her body. My friend’s head is pressed to her crotch, gently lapping at her sex, one hand exploring her thigh, and the other immersed inside her.

I look down at her face. The soft light from outside illuminates her features just enough. Her eyes are glazed over with desire, her mouth opened gently and her breath alternating between deep sighs and sudden wheezes. She fixes her gaze upon mine, silently communicating her delight.

I kiss her once again and continue to play with her breasts, happy to accept this supporting role for now, eager to maximize her stimulation as my friend pleasures her with his tongue and fingers. She is deeply responsive to both of us, her writhing increasingly wild, her passion at new levels.

Our tongues grapple once again, but she breathes heavily against me, the hot blasts inundating my nostrils. Her movement is so intense that I have to focus to keep the position of my thumbs and fingers against her breasts. I can only imagine how difficult this must be making Matt’s job, but if he’s struggling he doesn’t show it, devotedly pressing his face and fingers to her pussy and driving her wild.

She pushes me back and tightly grips my shoulders. Her eyes are closed and she breathes rhythmically, each time a heavy exhale that I realize after a moment is a word: ‘Yes, yes, yes…’

Her fingers tighten. Her breasts push up against my hands. Her whole body seems to freeze.

And then her momentary paralysis abates in a blast of motion. She just about suppresses a loud gasp of relief, and her whole upper body bucks so that I have to back up to avoid a clash of heads. Her lips tighten and a repeated, muffled squeal escapes. I grip her chest and I bask in the sight, her body pulsing against his face, her thighs squeezing inward and her lower legs dangling over his shoulders. One of his hands is tightly gripping her ass, securing her sex against his mouth as she comes against it.

It’s a sight I’ll never forget, and I’m left in no doubt that the sensation will live with her forever. The orgasm seems endless, a boundless pleasure that makes her writhe and shake helplessly.

When her whines of satisfaction finally relent and her body relaxes back into the mattress, Matt raises his head and clambers back up to her side. We both survey her as she lies still and luxuriates in the satisfaction. But my desire has only intensified, my cock stiffening and lurching angrily against her, and I’m sure he shares my need to take his own pleasure from her.

She’s attuned to this, and once again she takes each of us in her hands and softly rubs the length of our members. Any tighter and I’d probably come within seconds, but I suspect she knows this.

There’s a logistical uncertainty to what happens next. This fantasy isn’t as long-lived for me as it is for her, and the scenario is surely new to Matt, but Tasha has thought about this for long enough to know how she wants this to play out. To my silent shock, and while continuing to tease my cock, she pulls Matt’s towards her, tugging it in the direction of her pussy, and prompting him to reposition himself. She lets go so that he can climb up onto his knees and shift into place between her legs, which gladly widen once again to make way for him.

This is only the precursor to much more, but the hazy sight of him looming over her prone body, his cock bulging over her welcoming pussy, is powerfully erotic, beyond anything I’ve witnessed.

I watch with relish as he lowers his hips and aligns them with hers. Her fingers slip against her sodden folds and part them enticingly. She still grips my cock, and she tugs it upwards. When I look up the bed to see her face, her eyes burn into mine and her tongue rolls against her upper lip.

I follow her silent instruction and get up onto my knees, letting her guide me closer to her face. I sink down into the mattress and she pulls the head of my cock to her, twisting her tongue against it, a faint, tickling sensation that makes me shiver. I look back down the bed to see Matt press the tip of his member to her lips.

I watch unblinkingly, savoring the moment that my girlfriend lets my friend slip his cock inside her, a moment that can never be undone even if I wanted it to be.

She wraps her lips around my cock now, gently stroking the shaft with her fingers. Matt slowly immerses himself inside her, so that after a few moments his crotch is pressed to hers and he is fully buried inside my girlfriend. I don’t know what to watch; this is an incredible sight that I have never and might never see again, but so is the image of her face below me, sucking my cock while she writhes and her eyes flutter at the sensation of another man inside her.

As Matt begins to thrust up into her, all I can do is alternate between the two views. He has a slightly different conundrum: which part of his friend’s girlfriend’s nude body to savor with his eyes and hands while he gets the wholly unexpected privilege of fucking her.

He gets to work, and so does she. He gently sloshes in and out of her soaking entrance, her legs wrapped around his waist, while she takes the length of my cock into her throat in between rubbing it with her fist and teasing the head with her tongue.

The mattress is groaning beneath us, the springs squeaking at times. I know from our meandering walk across the house in search of a bed that this room is far from the other bedrooms, and beneath us is a laundry room and the garage. It’s been a couple of hours since everybody went to bed, so there is almost no chance of someone else being awake and hearing us. I try to block out the thought—it’s not long now until probably the most memorable orgasm of my life, and that isn’t just true for me.

In fact, it isn’t just true for me and Matt. I realize that Tasha’s other arm is extended down over her waist, and she is now fingering her clit as she takes two cocks. She doesn’t just want to come with two men gripping and licking her body; she wants to come with them both inside her. I steel myself and try to hold off my nearing climax, and I can only hope that he will too. I need to give her another moment of forbidden satisfaction before I can have my own.

He’s in full flight now, fucking her, gripping her ass with both hands. As though the floodgates have opened, her second orgasm is quick to hit her. She lifts her lips from my cock and tightens her grip on it, her eyelids fluttering and her mouth opening powerlessly, as her fingers flicker over her clit. Her hips tighten and undulate around his member as he pounds into her.

And now there’s no way I can hold back anymore. ‘Fuck, I’m gonna come,’ I breathe, and she dutifully slips my cock back into her mouth and continues to tug with her hand. I release my first load into the roof of her mouth and she gulps it down her throat.

There’s a grunt at the bottom of the bed, and a quickening in the bouncing of the mattress. My eyes dart back to see Matt tensing up, squeezing her ass tightly in his hands, and pulling her closer so that he is buried as deep as possible inside her.

‘Oh, God,’ he exhales, and I know that he is now ejaculating into my girlfriend.

It seems to bolster my own orgasm, stronger blasts that she continues to swallow, her full focus now on the pleasure of the two men inside her.

My orgasm wanes and she sucks my cock clean, as his thrusts into her slow and diminish. When it’s all over, she releases me from her mouth, and opens her legs for Matt to remove himself.

Now that we’ve all derived our own satisfaction, we’re just three naked people who shouldn’t be naked together, and the uncomfortable dynamic of couple and friend in a little bed creeps back in.

‘That was amazing,’ Tasha whispers, breaking the silence. She pulls me to her and presses her lips to mine, a passionate but conclusive, relaxed kiss.

Meanwhile Matt fidgets at the end of the bed, and as I pull away from Tasha I see that he has pulled his boxers back on. I don’t really know what to say to him. It seems like he doesn’t know what should come next, either. But it feels like the onus is on me, now that Tasha has spoken.

‘Well, that’s something I never thought I’d do,’ I say, pulling my own underwear back on.

‘You’re telling me,’ he says with a chuckle.

The tension seems to subside. I pass Tasha her bra while he digs around and finds her panties among the bunched-up comforter at the end of the bed. She dresses herself and sighs happily as she flops back against the mattress.

‘Not a word to anyone,’ I tell Matt.

‘You don’t have to worry about that. After I broke up with Nadia I couldn’t shut up about the threesome we had with her friend. But I don’t really want to tell people about a threesome with another dude.’

‘You had a threesome with two girls? How was that?’ Tasha asks, intrigued. I’ve never told her about it, probably because it felt like a boost to Matt’s sex appeal, which seems silly now.

‘Yeah. It was nice, but being completely honest, this was actually better.’

And I know why he says it. He had told me about the limitations when there’s one cock, a wait for it to reload for the next round. But he had relished seeing the interaction between the two girls, and in particular getting to fuck Nadia’s friend. Knowing that felt like a kind of crowning achievement for him, I can only imagine the sense of accomplishment at making his friend’s girl come more than once, and getting to come inside her.

‘Correct answer,’ Tasha says, with a little laugh. ‘To be honest, I’m so relieved you didn’t freak out when I was… rubbing myself on you.’

‘I was awake, remember? I woke up when you were talking. I heard what you were saying about a threesome. And, you know, that’s why I got hard.’

‘Well, I’m relieved that was your response.’

‘Me too,’ I add. ‘I don’t think many of the other guys would have the same reaction. That could have gone completely the other way—I can think of one or two of them who would never talk to us again after that. Or keep it to themselves.’

Tasha doesn’t miss a beat. ‘None of your other friends would have got me like that if they were in this bed. To be honest, I don’t think I’d have agreed to share the bed in the first place—I’d have wanted to get a cab home, like you suggested.’

‘So you only agreed to share this bed with me for the threesome?’ Matt teases.

‘I didn’t think there would be any threesome,’ she giggles. ‘But I was excited to share a bed with both of you. It just made my fantasy feel a little bit more real.’

‘Well, it’s a lot more real now,’ I say.

‘This has always been a fantasy of yours?’ Matt asks.

We’re now lying down side by side, squeezed like sardines on this two-person mattress. Pillow talk after a threesome is a weird concept to get my head around, but it feels like something that needs to happen first if any of us are going to be able to get back to sleep.

‘Yeah,’ she giggles again. ‘I know it’s not something all girls fantasize about, but trust me, there are a lot of us. You guys all think about having two girls for yourselves. And don’t deny it,’ she adds, jabbing me with a finger. ‘So it doesn’t feel like a crazy thing for me to think about.’

‘I wonder which kind of threesome happens more often,’ Matt says.

‘My money’s on this kind,’ I say. ‘For the other type, you need two girls who are both down, which can’t be common. For this, you really just need one girl who’s greedy enough to want it.’ I return Tasha’s teasing jab. ‘When you think about it, the guys aren’t really a major factor. We’re all just thinking with our dicks.’

‘I don’t know,’ she says. ‘You also think with your egos. There aren’t many of you who would be okay with another guy joining in, or many who would be willing to join a couple. Being friends with each other doesn’t help, either.’

‘Weirdly, I think it does,’ I say. ‘You’d think it would be harder to stomach, but I preferred that it was someone I know. I don’t think I would have been comfortable doing that with a stranger at all.’

‘Same,’ Matt says. ‘But maybe it’s more because I know Tasha and there’s a kind of dynamic there already.’

‘You mean because you secretly had the hots for my girlfriend,’ I say wryly. ‘And you got the chance to sleep with her.’

He laughs. ‘Nah, nah…’

‘It’s okay,’ Tasha teases in a playful tone. ‘You can admit that you always wanted me.’

‘Uh, to paraphrase your boyfriend: The hottest out of all his friends. I heard it!’

She slaps his chest and he pretends to be winded. ‘Don’t get cocky.’

‘Seconded.’

‘Anyway,’ Tasha says. ‘I think we should get some shut-eye. I don’t want to wake anyone up. Of all the houses, I can’t believe we did this at Mandy’s—if she of all people were to know about this, the whole world would know. But thank you, boys.’ She pats both of us jokingly. ‘A-plus for both of you.’

It takes me a while to get to sleep. The drink has worn off completely now, washed away by adrenaline and the other hormones that have been flowing through my body ever since Tasha whipped off her dress. I keep replaying what just happened, and the overpowering thought: my friend just came in my girlfriend.

How does this affect my and Tasha’s relationship? In the immediate post-orgasmic comedown, the return to reality, there was an inevitable feeling of jealousy and a kind of belated doubt. But it paled against the sense of taboo pleasure, the strange pride I felt on Tasha’s behalf. That enviable feeling I could see in Matt’s expression the day that he boasted of bedding two girls at once was now Tasha’s, and I gave her that by encouraging and bringing to life her biggest fetish.

I decide that I don’t need to worry about my relationship with her. For now, I think the only thing that will change between us will be a boost in our sex life. My desire for her has increased immeasurably. Watching her relish that whole encounter, knowing that she’d even had it, filled me with lust for her.

But what about my friendship with Matt? Another of my friends getting to experience Tasha could have invoked more jealousy, more insecurity, even more resentment toward her. But not Matt. He’s a good-looking guy, no doubt, but he’s grounded enough, normal enough, that it doesn’t mess with my head. Plus, I know he won’t go blabbing about it. The secret feels safe.

I fidget as I try to wind down, and I can hear the others doing the same, but no one speaks. We’re all quietly absorbing the aftermath of the threesome.

It takes a while, my mind initially on overdrive as it processes the visuals, the sensations, the emotions of these events. But eventually I start to doze. It’s a light sleep, and I toss and turn as arousal bubbles below the surface, thoughts of sharing Tasha still filling my mind. But I sleep.

When I wake up, I think I’m still dreaming.

Something is gently hitting me, and my itching eyes open. The room is lighter now, with the low, natural glow of the early sunrise outside. I turn towards the movement happening in the corner of my eye.

Is this another of the images that have been filling my unconscious but overwrought brain, or is this really happening?

Tasha is straddling Matt, making out with him, grinding him as he feels her up. And her hand is patting my chest.

She sees me stir and the corners of her busy lips smile enticingly at me. Her palm runs down my stomach and presses down against my crotch, where my cock has been lying semi-erect ever since that conversation between the three of us. She rubs it through my boxers.

I don’t know how long they’ve been awake, but it feels like it’s been at least a couple of minutes. Neither of them shows any signs of the grogginess which I’m still shaking off. At first I feel envious and overlooked at the realization that this has been going on for a little while. But she woke me because she wants him and me, again. My cock surges with arousal.

She fumbles with my boxers as she makes out with him and dry-humps him, and gestures for me to remove them. As I do so, she sits up straight and reaches behind her. She unclasps her bra at the back, peels the straps from her shoulders and then pulls it off, briefly dangling it with one finger as she presents Matt with her breasts in the early daylight. She drops the bra to the floor and sweeps back her hair, thrusting her chest forward.

She looks majestic. The object of desire for both of us. And fully in charge.

She leans back over him and lashes his tongue with hers once more, letting him fondle her bare breasts. But he only gets a few moments to do so, because she pulls her crotch away from his, and breaks away from his lips.

She kisses down his neck and onto his torso, shifting her body down the length of his. He closes his eyes and exhales, anticipating his next reward from my girlfriend. She pulls at his boxers and slides them off, his stiff shaft springing up eagerly as she tugs them off his legs.

And now she is kneeling on the bed between his thighs, looking up at him and taking hold of his bare cock… and then mine. Her focus is mostly on him, though, as she licks her lips alluringly at him and lowers her face over his member.

I watch, spellbound, as her tongue licks a circle around the head of his cock and then slips up to the tip where his exposed, reddened glans throbs hungrily for her. She then gives him a mischievous smile, licks her lips one more time, and grasps his cock in place. She parts her lips and they envelop his glans, and then her pretty face sinks lower down his cock.

Her fists gently bob against both of our shafts. It’s a profoundly stimulating moment, watching her begin to service my friend, while rubbing my cock with her loose grip, controlling my wait for release. Both of us watch her, and she knows it, as she twists her hand along his shaft and slowly sucks back up its length, her cheeks drawn taut around him.

I’m mentally recording the sight of her blowing my friend, and I’m sure he is too, another prize memory that he can take from tonight.

She gets into a rhythm, and he relaxes against his pillow, alternating between closing his eyes to focus on enjoying the sensations she’s giving him and looking down at the unforgettable sight of his friend’s girl going down on him. They’re in full flow now, and I’m starting to feel left behind, Tasha’s hand trailing up and down my cock almost like a secondary chore.

But I needn’t have worried. She remains in sync with me, and it turns out she has other plans. While still servicing his cock, she kicks the comforter back to clear the space behind her, lowers her underwear, and wiggles her ass invitingly.

She wants to be spit-roasted.

I don’t waste a second at the chance to swap the roles and reclaim her pussy for myself. I get up and take my spot behind her, pausing for a moment to simply enjoy the view of her head in his lap. Then I shuffle between her legs—he draws his own back slightly to make sure there is no unwanted contact—and take hold of her hips. With my fingers I press into her folds, dark and swollen with her arousal, and I’m taken aback as I reach her soaking inner lips. She is more than ready for me.

I push the head of my cock between her lips and slip it upwards into her. It’s bathed in her wet warmth. She sighs out loud against his cock, her hips surge back against me, and her fingers flick back and forth above her snatch. I sink all the way inside her, my member pulsing with the need to unload itself into her once more, driven by the memory of her being taken by another man only a few hours before.

I start to thrust and build up speed, while her head bounces up and down on his shaft. She groans out loud. Her hand is hitting my thighs as I fuck her, which at first distracts me from my own pleasure, until I realize that hers is about to peak. I keep doing what I’m doing and I watch her as her body begins to shudder.

She clenches around my cock, and a stifled whimper escapes her filled mouth. I feel her quiver against me, inadvertently tightening and releasing, as she is bathed in satisfaction. Her lips don’t leave his member, but she has to pause, moaning her pleasure against him. Her body spasms in between us, with me still pounding her, and eventually her muscles relax and she gathers herself.

She goes down on him with renewed vigor. Having felt the sensations of her powerful orgasm and now witnessing her devouring him, coaxing him to come into her mouth, I finally relent.

I pump into her, hot gushes that make her roll her hips back and forth with the same fervor with which she performs on him. Like the one last night, and all of hers, my orgasm seems prolonged—I come harder and with more intensity, as though matching the heightened, extended state of arousal that has gripped my body and mind throughout the night.

After the last few surges, I slow my thrusts. My member desensitizes and I pull out and shift back to the other side of the bed, collapsing against the mattress.

He isn’t done, so I’m left with the bizarre experience of watching them in my post-coital, subdued state. Though I know it’s temporary, it feels like my arousal has peaked and burst, and I feel somewhat hollow as I sit on the sidelines and they keep going together.

This lasts a few minutes, but as he nears his own climax and she eagerly strokes and sucks him, now urging him on with her sultry eyes, I feel re-engaged. He groans and shudders, and I watch in astonishment as her fist wrings his shaft and her lips wrap tightly around the head. She looks over to me, giving me the overwhelming view of my girlfriend taking a load of my friend’s come in her mouth while taunting me with her eyes. And then she looks back to him, holding his gaze and giving him another striking memory.

I see her cheeks tighten and her throat gulp down his hot blasts, her eyes still fixed on his, her hand continuing to milk him of every drop. He pants as he comes, and when his breaths reduce in intensity she resumes slurping him up and down, cleaning his cock of his come until there is nothing left but the sheen of her saliva.

Exhausted and sated, she turns and flops onto her back between us. He lies back and recovers his breath. I watch her and wait in silent amazement.

‘Sorry to wake you both up,’ she says, and then laughs to herself.

‘It was worth it,’ he sighs.

‘No complaints from me,’ I add.

We each pull on our underwear and we rest in silence for a few moments. Then she turns again, propping herself up on both elbows.

‘What time is it? It looks like morning.’

I push up off the bed and dig around in my pile of clothes on the filing cabinet nearby to find the pocket with my phone. I pull it out and grimace. ‘Six forty-five.’

‘Worth it,’ Tasha smiles.

We talk in low voices for a little while, at first reprising the earlier pillow talk and discussing past sexual experiences, the subject eventually turning back to the party. As we’re reminiscing about a couple of the other guys getting wasted and trying in vain to play football outside, we hear the muffled sound of a door closing firmly somewhere else in the house.

‘You don’t think—?’

‘Someone heard us just now?’ Tasha says. ‘No way. I was staying in one of the bedrooms here on the night when Mona first hooked up with Brian but I heard nothing, and I remember they were two doors down. This house is huge, there’s wall after wall shutting out the noise. And we weren’t as loud as a door slamming.’

‘I hope you’re right.’

‘Don’t worry. I know I’m right.’

I sit on the mattress next to her and listen out, but there are no more noises.

‘Anyway, now what?’

‘I’d quite like a shower,’ Tasha says, stretching. Despite what we just did, it still feels crazy that she’s been lying here in her lingerie next to Matt throughout the conversation. One of her legs is even in contact with his. I have to talk myself out of letting the image excite me again. ‘I have no idea where the nearest bathroom is,’ she says, ‘but there are, like, ten in this place.’

Matt is about to reply but he pauses, then whispers. ‘Do you hear something?’

Sure enough, we can hear footsteps approaching down the thin corridor outside the door.

‘Fuck,’ Tasha says, drawing up the sheet. But with none of us wearing any proper clothing over our torsos, it doesn’t look good. Even if the sheet completely covers all of us up to our heads, it will look downright suspicious.

Matt slips out of the bed.

‘What are you doing?’ she hisses.

But he throws his pillow on the floor, grabs his shirt, and lies down, fanning the shirt across him like a makeshift blanket.

‘Knock, knock,’ Mandy’s voice calls through the door.

Tasha looks at me, hesitating and eyes widening, but I shrug and nod. Her friend is like a sniffer dog for scandal and drama. There’s no point in trying to stall her—our only chance is to try to mask the scent.

‘Come in,’ Tasha calls out warmly.

‘I heard voices,’ Mandy says as she steps in, wearing a pair of old, faded PJs. She hesitates and surveys the scene in front of her, her eyes landing on Matt.

‘What…’

‘I thought it would be weird sharing the bed with them. So I slept here instead.’

‘Matt, you look ridiculous. You slept like that? You could have just come and asked me for a blanket.’

He shrugs. ‘I was fine. It was warm in here.’

‘Yeah, it is really warm in here,’ she says, and she sniffs at the fuggy air. ‘Boys stink.’ She turns to Tasha, looking like she’s about to say something else, but she stops. My girlfriend’s shoulders are bare except for her lingerie as they peek out from the sheet.

‘I was boiling,’ she volunteers, pointing at her dress on the floor near me.

Mandy processes this, the strange scenario that has unfolded in this strange little room. She seems convinced, but a little judgmental of her friend for stripping down with another guy present.

‘I’m sorry…’ she says. ‘Next time I am not letting this many people stay over.’

‘We were fine,’ Tasha says politely, shrugging. ‘Weren’t we, Jay?’

I smile up at Mandy. ‘We were fine.’

She gives me a dubious look, and steps back into the corridor. ‘If anyone needs a shower, it’s the first door when you get to the landing. If you’re hungry, I’ll be in the kitchen.’ She seems to only be looking at Tasha as she speaks. Her eyes flicker to me and then to Matt one more time, and then she closes the door and heads out.

I should be worried about the chance of this getting out, but right now I again feel that weird pride on Tasha’s behalf. It’s pretty hot that she was sitting here in her lingerie, having just had two guys all to herself.

The room is silent for a moment as we wait for the footsteps to fade, and then Matt looks up at us with a smirk. ‘Do you think she knew?’

Once again, we’re among the last people left, watching from the doorstep as several of our friends’ cars crunch along the gravel driveway. Tasha has once again held back to chat with Mandy, though I suspect this time she is deliberately encouraging her to talk about the other girls to deflect any possible attention away from us.

When everyone has said their goodbyes, we get into our car, while Matt gets into his on the other side of the circle driveway. I start up the engine as Tasha waves to her friend.

‘Well, that was a hell of a night,’ I murmur.

‘It was incredible,’ she replies through a forced smile out the window.

We set off down the driveway, with Matt trundling behind us.

‘Did it live up to the fantasy?’ I ask her.

‘Weirdly, it surpassed it. Genuinely.’

‘In what way?’

‘When I imagined it, it was always just some… faceless dude. Basically a prop. But it was Matt, who’s hot, and likeable, and somehow you guys didn’t really have any weirdness between you. Unless I read that wrong.’

‘No, you’re right,’ I say, pensively. ‘I didn’t care as much as I thought I would. The whole time, I just enjoyed the fact that you were getting your ultimate sexual scenario.’

‘That’s exactly what it was,’ she sighs, relaxing into her seat and smiling up at me.

We drive in silence for a little while, until we reach the end of the long driveway and emerge onto the quiet road. She glances back over her shoulder.

‘Do you know what Matt’s doing today?’

‘Uh, nothing, as far as I know. Why…?’

‘Well… what if we invited him over to our place?’

My crotch tightens instantly. ‘You want more? Now?’

‘Why not? None of us were drunk last night. It seemed like all of us had a good time. Why not continue at home, where there are no restrictions—and where we don’t have to keep the noise down?’

Fuck, that’s a tempting thought. I mull it over for a second, but I don’t see any reason not to go for it. My heart beating, I tap my phone on the dashboard and call Matt.

The ringtone reverberates around the car, and after a couple of rings his voice answers.

‘Yeah?’

‘Hey, man. Um…’ I glance over at Tasha, who pulls an innocent, pleading pout. ‘You want to follow us back to ours and hang out for a little while?’

He pauses. It’s just for a couple of seconds, but it feels like hours pass. ‘“Hang out”, like we did last night?’

‘Yeah.’

‘Uh, yeah. I’ll come over.’

We awkwardly say goodbye, and I hang up. Tasha places her hand over my growing crotch and, smiling up at me mischievously, she gently rubs it back and forth to encourage my stiffening hard-on.

‘Last night did exceed my fantasy,’ she says. ‘But I’m only talking about the parts of my fantasy that we enacted. There’s a whole lot more that I’ve imagined, and now that we have your friend on board… I want to try all of it.’
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