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      It had been ten years since my wife Sara and I had seen our best friend, Rob. He’d been married in that time, to a wife who didn’t like that he’d had a close female friend—Sara had known Rob years before I’d even met him.

      But now, his marriage was over, and Rob called out of the blue, saying his divorce was likely to be granted soon. It was so good to hear from him again, and I naturally invited him to come stay with us for a while, to get over the trauma of his shattered marriage.

      Rob was a lawyer, like me, but worked on the other coast. He’d become quite the legal eagle, too, but didn’t think twice when it came to my offer—he took a week’s vacation and pretty much immediately flew back East to see us.

      The night he arrived, all three of us went out, and it was just like old times, like turning back the clock. Touring the bars in the East Village, where we’d hung out when we were fresh out of college, we all had a lot to drink, and it was so much fun. It felt like we were in our twenties again, free to do whatever we liked and party late into the night. I was surprised at just how strong our friendship seemed, even after ten years without seeing him.

      As we talked, and talked, and drank, and drank, I was also reminded what close friends Sara had been with him back in the day—she knew him at college, whereas I’d first met him at work. Rob and I had entered the shark tank of New York law together—working all-nighters and weekends, all while studying for the bar. I had his back, and he had mine, and we emerged at the top of our year at the firm.

      ‘I was the one who introduced you guys,’ Rob reminded us, much to our amusement. ‘If it wasn’t for me, you two wouldn’t even know each other.’

      I looked at Sara, and she looked at me, and we both realized he was right. The only reason we knew each other was because of Rob.  I’d first met my future wife on the night after passing our bar exams, when Rob and I went out with a load of his ex-college friends.

      Sara laughed, and told him, ‘I remember—I’d just gone, like, five months without dating anyone, and I was desperate. And you told me you had the answer to my problems.’

      Rob grinned. ‘I did. Didn’t I?’

      Sara giggled. ‘I thought you were going to suggest dating me yourself,’ she told Rob. ‘I mean, you were single at the time.’

      ‘I was always single,’ Rob nodded.

      Then my wife told him, ‘I’d been preparing myself to sleep with you, you know that?’

      I felt a strange little tickle of arousal, hearing her say that. I’d never been jealous of her and Rob’s friendship before. I don’t think I was jealous now, either, but thinking of the possibility that she might have dated Rob instead of me, and might have ended up sleeping with him that night, instead of me, made me weirdly horny.

      What was that about?

      Rob raised an eyebrow, asking Sara, ‘You really would have dated me, if I’d asked you out?’

      She laughed. ‘I told you, I was desperate. Is it really all that surprising? You’re pretty good looking… or you were…’ She was looking him over, joking about pretending to assess him as a possible date, a potential sex partner. And for some reason I liked it—I liked how flirty she was being with him. It was probably the alcohol making me feel like that, I figured.

      ‘Damn,’ Rob said, his disappointed tone somehow real, while his smile attempted to make light of it, turn it into part of a running joke. ‘I can’t believe I missed the signals.’

      ‘Everyone misses the signals,’ I pointed out. ‘Or… guys do, at least.’

      ‘I was pretty desperate back then, too,’ Rob confided in us. ‘You know, I had thought about asking you out, Sara.’

      That provoked a jolt of surprise in me. I felt oddly breathless—not so much at the possibility that my best friend might have asked Sara out, instead of setting me up with her, and my life would have been utterly different from that moment onward, but more that I’d always thought Rob and Sara had only ever had completely platonic feelings for each other.

      And here we were, and they were talking about them very nearly dating each other.

      I concealed my unexpected reaction to these revelations well. I also found myself concealing an unexpected hard-on.

      Sara asked him, flirtatiously, ‘Then why didn’t you ask me out?’

      Rob shrugged, and I caught a hint of regret leaking into his expression as he said, ‘Maybe I didn’t want to complicate things. I didn’t want to spoil our friendship…’

      Sara interrupted, ‘It wouldn’t have spoiled anything…’

      And then she glanced at me, realizing I might be offended that she was asking my best friend why he hadn’t asked her out instead of me.

      Rob said, ‘I don’t know. I thought you’d really like Will, didn’t I? Thought you two would get on like a house on fire.’

      Sara glanced at me and smiled, as though trying to silently apologize for showing apparent interest in our friend, while at the same time reminding me how much she loved me, and how lucky we were that we had got on like a house on fire that night—because we’d spent most of the rest of our lives together.

      I grinned, reassuring my wife that I was fine about whatever, that I wasn’t offended. I said to Rob, ‘Isn’t that funny—you could have made one little decision differently, and you’d probably be in my shoes right now, and I’d be in yours.’

      I caught a look that passed between Rob and Sara—were they imagining how it would have been if they’d dated, and ended up getting married to each other?

      Rob said, ‘I don’t know… it probably wouldn’t have worked out.’

      ‘Yeah, you probably weren’t really all that into me.’

      ‘We wouldn’t have had any real chemistry, I’m sure…’

      But I was seeing how the two of them were looking at each other, and there seemed like there was plenty of chemistry.

      Why was I so turned on? It felt like I hadn’t been this turned on in ages.

      We were heading to another place, more of a restaurant, where we might get a small plate of late-night food to boost our energy levels for a second wind, and perhaps even some dancing after midnight. I half-jokingly said to Rob, ‘In the next place, we should pretend like you were the one who married her, not me.’

      It was a drunk thing, and I purposefully slurred my words a little more than I would have, but Sara was giggling at the idea, and I think that spurred Rob on to agree.

      ‘Sure,’ he said, and put an arm around her like they were a couple. ‘Sounds like fun.’

      I felt my hard-on throbbing inside my pants to watch him pull her up against his side.

      Why did I feel like that?

      ‘One more drink, darling,’ he said to a much-amused Sara, ‘then we’ll go home and get back to trying to make babies, right?’

      Sara flashed me a shocked expression, perhaps surprised that I’d told Rob that she and I had been trying to conceive for a while, as yet unsuccessfully. I gave her a classic palms-out expression of pure innocence, insisting silently that I’d told Rob absolutely nothing, that he must have just guessed, based on how old we were and how long we’d been married without yet having any kids.

      But then she hooked her arm in his, and said to Rob, ‘Well, okay, but only one drink. You know how difficult it is for you to get it up when you’ve had too much to drink.’

      I think she dropped that little bombshell in just to punish me for anything I might have said to Rob about our inability to conceive. But the playful role-play had me genuinely imagining that the tables were turned, and Rob and Sara were the couple they might have been had Fate gone in a different direction when we’d met.

      When we got to the little restaurant, we found a booth and ordered drinks, but as Sara sidled up to Rob like they really were a couple, food no longer seemed to be on our minds.

      I think Sara might have been seeing if she could make me jealous, seeing if she could provoke a reaction. Perhaps she wondered if jealousy might make me want her more—and therefore I’d be more likely to want sex when we got home, since she was currently at a fertile point in her cycle.

      I don’t know. But from then on, I teased them a little, particularly when the two of them got too flirty with each other, saying that if they’d genuinely been married for this long, they wouldn’t be so obviously into each other anymore; their attraction would be more settled, more under the surface, less about the PDAs.

      And my teasing only seemed to encourage them to flirt even more outrageously.

      I’d never seen my wife behaving this way with another guy. I think, perhaps, the alcohol was behind it. But it probably helped that she trusted Rob like she did, and caught onto the way I seemed so accepting of her and Rob flirting. Her comfort level seemed to spur her on—maybe because her efforts to make me jealous were clearly not working.

      I think by the time we were all finishing up that drink of ours, I had gotten to teasing my wife for failing to make me jealous by openly saying how lucky they were to be still so hot for each other after all this time—and then making a shocking suggestion.

      ‘Well, I guess it’s time to get home, right? If you guys have some baby-making to do.’

      Rob and Sara looked at each other and laughed, as though it was all a joke. It was still relatively early. But then Sara, I guess still trying one last roll of the dice in her attempt to make me jealous, said to Rob, ‘Are you ready, honey? You ready to take me home and fuck me until I can’t move?’

      I think that line startled all of us.

      Sara flushed a deep pink, which wasn’t helped by her pale complexion. Rob gave me a slightly awkward glance that said, have we gone too far with this, buddy?

      But I looked at my wife, and hearing her ask my friend for sex only made me want her for myself, badly. And that led to a strange feedback loop—it seemed that if she flirted more and more with Rob, and even went so far as to jokingly suggest she take him home for sex, it made me want her more and more.

      Perhaps her efforts to make me jealous had actually paid off—if not quite how she’d intended.

      Anyway, the bottom line was, I cracked a broad smile at my wife’s outburst, and said very calmly, ‘You know, it might be a good time to call it a night.’ And that seemed to take the awkwardness out of everything.

      At least, I thought it had taken the awkwardness out of everything.
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      The two of them jumped at my idea to head home, and chatted cheerily about the differences between New York and San Francisco, now that Rob was back in his hometown.

      But then the three of us crammed into the back of an Uber SUV, and a sullen silence seemed to consume all the cheeriness.

      I figured we were all just tired, and we’d finally stepped off that end-of-the-night cliff in terms of energy levels. But I glanced at Sara, and she looked meekly down toward her ankles, and I suspected she was still feeling a little embarrassed at what she’d said back in the bar.

      So I tried to break the ice.

      I said, ‘Do you think you two would have ended up married, if you’d actually tried dating?’

      There was a pause, where I started worrying that I’d made a bad move, referring to that whole conversation from the bar again. That I was simply dragging up the cause of the awkwardness that now hung between us.

      Rob chimed in, ‘I don’t know… I don’t think I’m as good at long-term relationships as you are, Will.’

      Then Sara said, ‘You’re just as good—you just never met the right woman.’

      She looked at me, a hint of fear in her eyes, as though she suddenly realized that what she’d said might infer that she thought that she might have been the right woman for Rob, and the reason he’d had no success with other women. I guess she might, also, have thought she was hinting at criticisms of Rob’s now ex-wife Jenny, and that we had no business going there—certainly until all the emotions surrounding his divorce had petered out.

      I smiled at her, reassuring her I knew she’d meant nothing by it.

      But then she seemed to try to compensate for her previous statement by going the other way, dismissing her potential with Rob, saying, ‘We probably would have realized after a few weeks that we were really just better as friends…’

      Rob chuckled, ‘After a few weeks?’

      I glanced at Sara, and there was just about enough light coming in from New York nightlife to reveal that she was blushing again.

      Rob said, ‘I dated a friend once, couple of years before I met Jenny. We knew pretty much after the first time we slept together that we’d be better as just friends.’

      I laughed, feeling the alcohol in my veins making me merry, nicely chilled out, and horny all at the same time. I said, ‘Maybe you’d just need to sleep with Sara the once, then, and you’d find out one way or the other.’

      Rob and Sara were silent. Did they think I was angry that they’d been so flirty together? That I was now being sarcastic? I felt bad.

      Sara said, ‘I think we know there’s no chemistry between us… right?’ Her tone was a little dismissive, like maybe it was time this whole subject was closed down.

      Rob said, ‘Yeah, and we knew back then.’

      But the alcohol in my blood wasn’t going to let me drop this whole thing. Not yet. Nor the fat erection in my pants.

      I said, ‘I think there’s plenty of chemistry between you guys… I mean… can’t you feel it?’

      I could hardly believe the words coming out of my mouth. I felt a little like a passenger in my own body. I mean, sure, I admit I felt turned on at the thought of Sara doing the dirty with Rob, now that it had been put out there, but at the same time I wasn’t the kind of guy who would push this kind of thing. However, the booze made me say stuff I ordinarily wouldn’t.

      Sara said, ‘I think we should let it go.’

      Rob was silent.

      I said, ‘Hey, I was just having a little fun. I think it’s cute how into each other you guys are. Even after all this time.’

      Sara insisted, ‘We are not into each other.’

      I think she was regretting her whole make-hubby-jealous game by now. She was getting angry at me, for sure.

      But I was drunk. Properly. Probably more than them, too. Maybe not quite enough to slur my words as much as I pretended, yet, but I was right up there. The fact that she was now angry at me, somehow, amused me. I sniggered like a school kid who’d put a whoopee cushion under the teacher’s seat.

      I think that really annoyed Sara. She snapped.

      She said, ‘Fine, I’ll show you.’

      Then, right there in the back of that big Uber SUV, my wife turned to my best friend, put a hand around the back of his neck, and pulled her lips to his—and, damn, she was kissing him, right there in front of me.

      God, I’ve never seen anything so sexy.

      And the thing was, they might not have been quite as drunk as me, but they were still fairly inebriated, and the decision-making wasn’t exactly sharp for anyone. And so the kiss went on… and on… much longer than you would expect for a wife trying to prove to her husband that she had no chemistry with their oldest friend.

      I craned my neck so I could watch.

      It was so tender. So beautiful. They were both, obviously, surprised by it, both totally shaken by it, and now that their lips were together, both reluctant to end it. I even heard my wife let out a little moan of sheer pleasure.

      After a moment or two, they finally parted. Sara turned to me, looking totally stunned, and suddenly her face turned apologetic and perhaps a little afraid at how I was about to react—and yet, I could see by the flush in her cheeks, and her rapid breathing, that the kiss had totally got her going.

      She was silent. I was guessing she couldn’t deny there was any chemistry between them, not after that. She was waiting for me to get furious, maybe to demand Rob go right back to the airport, this minute.

      But instead, I said in a quietly awed voice, ‘That was the hottest thing I ever saw.’

      Sara’s expression of fear and regret turned into a quite astonished smile. She said, ‘What?!’

      And for some reason, like she didn’t believe me and needed proof, I felt her hand land delicately in my lap—and press against my hard-on through my jeans.

      ‘Jesus,’ she gasped. ‘That turned you on?’’

      Well, you know, there was no point denying it. Not when she kept her hand there, pressed down on my hard cock.

      I smiled, and tried to look chilled out about it, like it was no big deal, saying, ‘What? You guys are hot together. Admit it.’

      Sara’s jaw dropped. ‘Aren’t you jealous?’

      I actually enjoyed shocking her. But I also had that comforting cushion of intoxication to hold on to, to embrace. Being drunk felt like protection from judgement, from embarrassment, from any kind of negative response to sharing my complete and frank feelings with her at this time.

      I laughed, as though she was the unreasonable one for imagining that it would make me jealous to see my wife making out with my best friend, and said, ‘Why should I be jealous? You’re my wife, and he’s my friend. I trust you guys.’

      Sara couldn’t quite compute the whole deal. ‘You trust us?’ she said, mulling over the words. I’ll admit, it didn’t exactly explain everything. She said, ‘You trust us… what, to not do it again?’

      I said, ‘No, I trust you that you won’t leave me just because we all got a little drunk… and you ended up making out with my best buddy.’

      ‘Ended up…’ she quoted me, still not understanding where I was coming from—but her hand was still on my hard-on, and now she was stroking me there. She said, ‘So, wait, you don’t actually object to the fact that I just kissed Rob…’

      I smiled. ‘I told you, it was hot. What was there to object to?’

      Sara gazed at me, one of her eyebrows rising up, intrigued. Her hand squeezed my hardness through my jeans. Rob was saying nothing—either too drunk, or too stunned to know what to say.

      Then my wife said, ‘Okay…’

      And she slowly turned to Rob, again, curled a hand behind his neck, and pulled him in for another, very slow and sensual kiss. My rock-hard dick was now throbbing, watching them together—and I’m pretty sure Sara felt it, even through my pants. She seemed to get bolder, and now there was no mistaking the little moan she let out as she made out with my best friend.

      Wow.

      Who would have known that I’d respond in this way to seeing my wife effectively being unfaithful, right in front of me? And with Rob.

      I could hear him moaning a little now, and the two of them breathing heavily as they sucked on each other’s lips. Then, after a while, she broke away from Rob again, and turned to me looking shocked at how I was responding to this, jaw dropping again as she massaged my brutally hard cock through my pants.

      Though she wasn’t saying anything, I answered the shocked, questioning look spread all over her face, laughing, ‘What? We’re grown-ups, aren’t we?’

      ‘Yeah, but—’ she said, stunned at me.

      I shrugged, ‘He’s only in town for a week.’

      ‘What the heck, man?’ Sara said, putting on a Bart Simpson voice, which she used sometimes to lighten things up when conversations were getting heavy.

      I laughed, ‘Come on, I know you want to try it.’

      I think, sober, it would have seemed more like I wasn’t making a lot of sense. But with all of us inebriated, it seemed she knew exactly what I was saying, shocking or not. And she was curious to find out how much I meant it.

      Sara glanced up ahead, I guess seeing how far away we were from our apartment. Then she launched herself up, and somehow managed to turn around and lift a leg over Rob, so that she ended up sitting on his lap, facing him. My heart was beating like crazy. She looked so good in that moment, just delicious. She was wearing a white tank top that left her arms and shoulders bare, while clinging tight to her torso to really emphasize the provocative shape of her chest. Her legs had been mostly covered by her long, floral dress, but now she was getting comfortable on Rob’s thighs, she pulled it up to flash rather a lot of her very appealing legs.

      Was I jealous, but didn’t know it? And somehow that jealousy made me desire my wife so much more than normal?

      I don’t know.

      Not seeming to know where to put his hands, Rob ended up planting them awkwardly on Sara’s hips before looking at me with a kind of semi-drunken question plastered all over his face—something like: are you serious, dude? And I just smiled back at him, telling him without words that this was just some wild party, and none of it was serious.

      None of it was serious. We were all inebriated, our inhibitions lowered, and I wanted to see my wife make out with my best friend. Seeing her draping her arms over his shoulders, pulling him in for an affectionate hug, made me desire her more and more. And that made me want her to fool around with Rob some more—it was a self-reinforcing situation.

      Sara turned her head to look at me as she wrapped herself around Rob, his hands moving to her hips, her floral skirt riding up even further to show a scintillating amount of her thigh. She was assessing my response, seeing if I was freaking out about this, after all. I wasn’t. Rob swept his hands over her back, checking out her curves, perhaps testing me, too, seeing how I would feel about him laying his hands all over her.

      I just wanted more. My hard-on was nearly bursting out of my jeans at this point, my heart threatening to hammer its way out of my chest.

      I flashed Sara a reassuring smile, and finally she decided to test the waters a little deeper. She turned to Rob and put her lips to his again. My best friend leaned forward, into her kiss, and as Sara brushed a strand of her light brown hair out of the way, I saw her face locked against his, her nose pressed against his.

      They both closed their eyes as they kissed.

      They were so into this. The chemistry between them was crackling like sparklers lighting up in the middle of a busy fireworks factory.

      I saw Sara glance sideways at me again, checking. Then she leaned into Rob some more, pushing him back against the car seat. They were using tongues. I could see it. They were moaning and kissing each other with real passion—the alcohol was cushioning them from any reality that it might be dangerous, doing this in front of me.

      It was so, unbelievably sexy.

      And I just sat back, quietly stroking my hardness through my pants in the darkness as I watched them, as I saw Rob’s hands sweeping over her, pulling up her skirt so I could see a glimpse of her panties arching over her hips.

      I think the longer they made out, and I didn’t stop them, the more confidence they gained, and the more they got into it. I kept getting little glances from Sara, making sure I was still on board with all this, and that felt faintly reassuring to me. After a while, I noticed that she was gently circling her hips as she pressed herself down in Rob’s lap. I could have no doubt that my best friend was hard as steel, and my beautiful wife was grinding up against his erection, albeit through his pants.

      I was so insanely turned on.

      The looks I was getting from Sara made me feel she was testing out my limits, but also, perhaps, punishing me for not feeling jealous at what she was doing. But the bottom line was, she was obviously seriously buzzed by all this, and that made me feel good.

      Jesus. How far were they going to take this?
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      I glanced ahead, at the Uber driver, who was driving on regardless. He had to have seen what was going on in the back, but he was acting as though he hadn’t noticed. We were driving through our neighborhood in the Upper East Side, now. Approaching our apartment. I quietly wondered, if the journey had been longer, whether Sara would have been tempted to go further than just making out with Rob. Surely she wouldn’t do anything indecent in front of an Uber driver?

      I saw our building and found myself worrying that we’d get out of the car, head up to the apartment, and the mood between us all would be different. We’d all sober up—and perhaps forget all about this lunacy.

      As the car pulled up, and we got out, I tried to look on the bright side—I’d have the memory of this incredible Uber ride home to keep me going when things got difficult when Sara and I were trying to conceive. I’d be able to remember my wife dry humping my best friend as she sat in his lap in the back of an Uber, and it would get me ready for conception even when I wasn’t in the mood.

      There was a chill wind blowing out on the street as the Uber car drove off, leaving us three there on the curb. It felt like it was going to get us sober in no time.

      Sara clutched her arms tight around herself—reacting to the cold more than we did, since she was wearing a sleeveless tank top—and strode purposefully into our apartment building. I glanced at Rob, who looked more than a little sheepish after what had happened in the Uber car, and I gave him a little smile that was either forgiving—or encouraging. Then I walked in after Sara.

      There were a lot of questions whirling around my head. As we all stepped into the elevator, silent, I was guessing there were a lot of questions whirling around all of our heads.

      It hadn’t been accidental. It hadn’t been one little joke of a kiss.  My wife had made out with my friend in the back of the car for quite a while, while stroking my cock through my pants. Then she sat on his lap and dry humped him while making out some more. Tongues and all.

      Were they regretting it? Was I?

      I glanced at Sara, and then Rob. I couldn’t get a read on them. I wanted this strange experiment to continue, though. I knew that. It had been so unbelievably thrilling in the car. I never felt anything like it.

      Sara said quietly, ‘I’m afraid we don’t have a huge apartment, you’ll need to sleep on the couch.’

      I saw Rob give a little shrug, and knew he was about to say that the couch would be fine, he was perfectly okay sleeping wherever.

      But before my friend could open his mouth, I jumped in and said, ‘I don’t mind sleeping on the couch, that’s fine.’

      My tone of voice was deliberately flat—as though I wasn’t suddenly volunteering to sleep on the couch, instead of my usual place in the marital bed. As though I was accepting that the couch was my expected place.

      Rob and Sara both turned to look at me in astonishment.

      I shrugged and smiled, ‘I mean, I wouldn’t want to turf you guys out of your bed, just because I’m visiting.’

      Sara gave a little double take, as though checking she really heard me say what she’d heard me say. Her eyebrow rose, and she looked at me with a question clearly imprinted on her face. She hadn’t expected me to continue this funny little role-play game we’d been acting out in the car.

      As though to reassure her she hadn’t imagined what I’d said, I added, ‘I never had a problem sleeping on couches.’

      There was a sexy little sparkle of surprise and delight in Sara’s eyes, and then she purposefully took a step closer to Rob, and put an arm possessively around him, as though to tease me that they were a couple.

      ‘Are you sure? Because we can pull out our air mattress and…’

      I shook my head. ‘Easier if I just bed down on the couch, right? And it’s getting late…’

      Sara tilted her head up to Rob, who just stood there, somewhat shocked, and she said, ‘It is getting late, isn’t it?’

      She kissed him again. Testing the waters.

      I felt a shiver of strange excitement pass through my entire body. Rob seemed to relent and grow emboldened in Sara’s kiss. This was happening, and even if we were all a little intoxicated, he wasn’t about to object. Sara had been his crush for years.

      I said, ‘Besides, I know you guys are trying to have a baby and all…’

      Then she looked back at me with those dark eyes, her expression shockingly provocative.

      ‘I am ovulating right now,’ she said.

      God, she looked sexy as hell. There was such unbelievable tension in the air—but it wasn’t awkward, frosty tension. It was hot and humid, crackling with chemistry, and soaked with suspense—the question on everyone’s lips: how far was this little game of ours going to go?

      The elevator slowed to a halt, and then the doors opened to reveal our floor. Sara walked out purposefully, while Rob and I hesitated a moment. He glanced at me, and there was a clear question on his lips that he couldn’t quite voice: are you sure about this, man? I shot him an amused grin, lightening the atmosphere a little, letting him know it was all good, it was all fun.

      ‘It’s okay,’ I told him. ‘We’re all adults, right?’

      ‘Right,’ he said. ‘We’re all… friends.’

      I nodded and patted him on the shoulder.

      We stepped out of the elevator, and walked slowly down the hallway, running admiring glances all over Sara as she unlocked the door into our apartment.
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      Sara was already pouring three large glasses of red wine as we came in. Approaching her, she gave us both a salacious smile, and handed us a glass each. We all clinked glasses and then took sizable gulps of the heavy pinot. The implications were fairly clear.

      ‘It’s been such a fun night,’ she said, taking another little sip as though to hide the slight tremor of nerves.

      ‘It has,’ Rob nodded and smiled.

      ‘It’s been so good seeing you again,’ Sara looked at me, as though pretending I was the visitor. Well, she was pretending that I was the visitor. I had to remind myself. It was fairly shocking what we were doing, even though it was the most exciting thing to happen to us in a long while.

      ‘Really good of you to let me stay with you guys,’ I said. ‘I mean, I wouldn’t have minded getting a hotel…’

      ‘This way, we get to see more of you,’ she smiled sweetly.

      Rob nodded. He still seemed a little dazed by what was going on.

      Sara drained her glass, surprisingly quickly, and patted Rob on the behind. ‘Why don’t you go use the bathroom and get ready for bed, honey,’ she said to him. ‘I’ll get our visitor sorted out on the couch.’

      Rob flashed his eyes to express his lingering surprise, but dutifully emptied his glass and handed it to her, before heading over to pick up his suitcase before heading into the bedroom.

      Fuck me.

      I looked at Sara. There was a question in her eyes. A clear invitation for me to end this, to kill the joke, to conclude the game.

      I smiled back, and said, ‘I really don’t need anything much… your couch looks pretty comfortable to me.’

      She gave a little nod. ‘We have some blankets, though, and some extra pillows…’

      She deposited the glasses in the kitchen and went over to our little closet by the front door. There were spare blankets and pillows on the top shelf, I knew well enough. She pulled them down, and laid them in place on the couch.

      I sat down, and patted the cushion, indicating that I was perfectly content with how comfortable it was.

      She stood over me, looking hotter than I can remember her ever looking in all the time we’d been together. She straddled me and gave me a deep kiss. Then, when she rose to her feet again, she said softly, ‘I hope we don’t… keep you awake…’

      I smiled. ‘It’s okay… I’m a heavy sleeper.’

      She nodded. ‘It’s a pain, but I only get three days a month when I’m really at my peak…’

      I leaned back on the couch—purposefully showing her the bulge in my pants. Her eyes widened, and then returned to my face, whereupon she broke out into the sweetest smile.

      ‘You really want me to do this?’ she whispered, breaking character for a moment.

      I returned her smile. ‘I think it would be fun, don’t you?’

      ‘We don’t have any condoms.’

      I felt my manhood throbbing at the words my wife had just uttered. I tried to quell my shivers of excitement. ‘He hasn’t been with anyone for months. It’s safe.’

      She raised an eyebrow. ‘I’m not worried about STDs.’

      I nodded. I paused a moment, to let her know I wasn’t taking this lightly. Then I said, ‘We’ve been trying for over a year. We’ve even talked about adoption.’

      She nodded. She knew how I felt about Rob. I couldn’t believe we were doing this, but what would it matter if there was some happy accident, and I didn’t end up being the biological father.

      She leaned down to kiss me briefly on the lips, and I felt her hand on my lap, on my bulge, checking out the goods.

      ‘You’ll have to use our bathroom, I’m afraid,’ she said, walking away. ‘We only have the one.’

      ‘No problem,’ I said, though I wasn’t about to use it now. I wasn’t really about to try and sleep.

      She said, ‘I’ll leave the door open a little, then, so you can find your way…’

      Leaving the door open, but worried their noise would keep me awake. Ah well. The message was clear. I watched her slip into the bedroom, and from where I was on the couch, I could see Rob sitting on the bed, stripped to the waist, though no more. He wasn’t quite sure how far we were going to take this, either.

      My heart was thumping hard. I got up from the couch, and moved around the open-plan living room and kitchen turning off the lights. Then I went back to the couch, to peer over its back into the bedroom at Sara, as she stood there by the bed, in front of my best friend, and slowly peeled off her top, and then removed her skirt.

      ‘Hey, you,’ she said softly, delighted that his lustful eyes were trailing all over her.

      ‘Hey,’ he said, smiling brightly up at her, besotted.

      She gave him a little twirl, like she was modeling her purple lacy underwear. ‘I hope you didn’t drink too much tonight.’

      ‘I didn’t,’ he said. ‘Just enough.’

      She backed into him, her thighs lodging between his, as though about to give him a lap dance. His hands moved to her waist, and he leaned in to plant a kiss on her back.

      Jesus.

      Sara gazed out of the bedroom through the doorway, directly at me, offering me an excited smile. I could see she was a little nervous. I blew her a kiss.

      She turned around to face him, pulling his face against her cleavage. I could hear him kissing her there, as his hands clutched the small of her back, and then slid down to cup her ass.

      My God.

      I was so hard. It was such a thrill to see her with him. I couldn’t understand why, but I didn’t need to know why. I trembled, my heart palpitated, my stomach churned a little—but my erection was as stiff as it had ever been and throbbed with arousal. I stood up. My pants were too tight for this. I had to take them off. I felt myself protected by the darkness surrounding me. My shirt ended up on the floor, too, leaving me in a light t-shirt and boxer shorts.

      Inside the bedroom, Rob was trying to reach around Sara to unfasten her bra—but he wasn’t having much luck. He was out of practice, I guess. It made Sara giggle, which was so cute, and she glanced over to the doorway—at me—as though to make sure I was suitably amused, too.

      I moved to the doorway, sensing that she didn’t only want me to be watching—she wanted to see me, too.

      Rob had her bra off and was now kissing and sucking on her bare breasts. Wow. So sexy. Her nipples were stiff, like bullets. She glanced over at me again, and her expression brightened as she took in the sight of me there, leaning against the doorway.

      I couldn’t help but stroke my hard cock through my underwear. I saw her eyes dip down to take in the sight of me responding to her, and she liked what she saw.

      I watched as my beautiful wife, dressed in nothing but a little pair of purple lace panties, climbed onto my best friend’s thighs. He continued to explore her breasts with his mouth, but now she was moving on his lap, stirring her hips, grinding her pussy against his hardness as their breathing deepened conspicuously.

      My breathing deepened along with theirs. I felt a strange tightness in my chest. Was that jealousy? Fear? Yet it didn’t seem unpleasant.

      Should I have been jealous? My wife was almost naked, grinding herself against my best friend. It should have been so wrong, and yet it was so hot, it was so sexy, it was just beautiful. These two people were my favorite people in the entire world, and I was perfectly at ease with them having fun together.

      Rob hadn’t had sex in months. He needed this. My wife and I had been struggling to keep the spark alive with all the pressure to conceive—and it seemed like we needed this, too.

      Rob and I had always been tight. Why should I mind sharing Sara with him? The sound of her laughter, the sighs of her desire, the moans of her pleasure were just music to my ears.

      I watched Rob stand up, Sara still on his lap, giggling away as he held her tight, lifted her, and then turned to lay her down on the bed. He was a strong guy. We’d both been on our respective college football teams—I had only ever been a back-up defensive end, but Rob had been a starter numerous times as a running back until he blew out his ACL in senior year.

      Sara just looked stunning, lying there on the bed under him. She brushed a strand of her caramel-brown hair out of her face as he kissed his way down her bare breasts, those hard nipples of hers pointing straight up. She was really in good shape. It was funny how I’d stopped noticing, even though we’d been having sex a ridiculous amount of times in recent months.

      I’d taken her too much for granted.

      She was just an angel, petite and delicate—so pretty with a light sprinkling of freckles on her face. And as Rob slowly kissed his way down her chest, and her stomach, I took in the graceful lines of her body, finding myself falling in lust with her all over again.

      Sara put her hands behind her head to prop herself up a little as he moved down her abdomen, kissing her along the waistband of her little panties. The rise and fall of her chest was slow, and deep, and the expression on her face turned somehow studious, intense.

      This was getting serious, now. Rob was getting intimate to a point that there could be no turning away from this, no flippancy, no treating it all as a little drunken flight of frivolity.

      I watched my wife moaning quietly as my best friend knelt on the floor and kissed his way around her panties, put his hands on either side of her thighs, and then eased his face in against her lace-covered pussy.

      My God.

      I could hear him kissing her there, I could hear her moaning deepen as she felt his mouth pressing through the thin material covering her sex. Then he was pushing up her knees, taking hold of the waistband of her panties, tugging them off, around her hips and up her legs past her knees.

      My wife was naked underneath another man.

      She gasped as my best friend pressed his mouth to her bare pussy.

      I envied him, going down on her, although I’d had countless opportunities during our marriage that I now felt like I’d squandered. It was beautiful, what he was doing with her. The way she was responding to him—the sounds she made, the passion she showed, the way she writhed and squirmed in clear ecstasy.

      In those moments, it was just them. Sara put her hands on his head as he pleasured her with his mouth, and her focus was only on him, while his was clearly on her. I felt excluded, forgotten—but then what did I expect? And maybe I did feel a touch of jealousy in those moments, maybe there was a little fear creeping in—because the chemistry between them wasn’t just good, it was crazy intense.

      I told myself it had been like that in the beginning for Sara and me. But had it? The sex had always been good, sure—although in recent months, the quality had taken a bit of a nosedive. It had never been quite like this, though. Had I opened up years of pent-up desire for Rob in my wife? Was it simply the fact that she was experiencing another man, after so long spent with only her husband?

      I watched her pressing his head to her sex, grinding her hips so she was practically fucking his face. I watched her come like that, and it was clear to me I’d never seen her hit that kind of level when it came to orgasm. And after that, when she had him stand, and she helped him tear off his clothes, and then she had his ridiculously hard cock in her hands, the excitement printed on her face was just insane.

      I had to accept that this night had been years in the making. Had Sara fantasized about Rob while she’d been together with me? Had Rob fantasized about Sara? The answer had to be yes, over and over again.

      I suppressed my fear, and I stifled my jealousy.

      And since neither of them seemed even aware that I was there, observing, I slipped inside the bedroom and quietly took up the armchair in the corner. Slowly jerking off while I watched my friend fucking my wife’s mouth. I didn’t feel embarrassed in front of Rob. I still had enough alcohol in my system to tamp down those kinds of feelings, but I had the strange sense that I couldn’t be embarrassed about this, since I was the one who had basically initiated it.

      Besides, it was just us three. No one else would know. If other people in our circles found out that Sara had cheated on me with Rob, how would they feel about Sara and Rob? So I knew they weren’t going to let anything slip about tonight. It was just us.

      My feelings of exclusion evaporated as Sara finally extricated herself from Rob’s huge cock, and then shuffled back up the bed until she was lying against the cushions, clearly ready for someone to fuck her.

      She looked over at me, smiling effusively at me holding my cock like I was fishing for salmon, a question in her eyes as to whether I expected to be the one to fuck her, or whether this strange game of ours was to continue.

      When I glanced over to Rob and said, ‘Go for it,’ she was more than a little surprised, though she tried to hide it.

      My heart was beating a thousand times a minute as Rob climbed up onto the bed, and Sara shifted herself a little so they were both in perfect alignment, brushing her hair out of her face while raising her knees as though offering him something to hold onto as he approached her.

      My wife. My friend.

      Rob knelt there, and Sara parted her thighs for him. He leaned over her, and she smiled sweetly for him.

      I held my breath as I saw his big cock hanging down, his hand taking hold of it, guiding its tip to her entrance. I had a tight feeling in my chest as I watched that thing touch her there, such an intimate contact. He stroked the head of his cock against her pussy lips, dragged it along her open groove, coating it in her obvious wetness, paving the way to enter her.

      Preparing for her infidelity.

      She was gazing down between his legs, entranced, nervously touching her mouth with her hand as she watched—her hand on which her wedding ring was prominent.

      And then Rob pulled his hand out of the way, and I saw him slide into my wife. His huge cock was inside her, inside my Sara, stretching her. I gazed on her face as she bit her lip in a curious mixture of mild discomfort and intense pleasure.

      ‘Oh God that feels good…’ she whispered, as he tensed his muscles and pushed into her.

      They seemed so natural together. A natural couple. Almost like they were meant to be. It was the consumption of a long held, deep seated affection.

      I got a curious sense of paradox. I don’t know how else to describe it. As though I was a time traveler, and had changed something in the past, which now meant that my present status was under threat. Like Marty McFly staring at a family photo as his brother started to disappear.

      I began to feel threatened, pure and simple. What did Sara need me for, if she had Rob? If Rob could make her feel as good as this?

      But then, as she moaned with pleasure, Sara cast a glance in my direction, and there was a question on her face asking, silently, whether I could see what was going on, whether it was still turning me on. She shifted her nearest knee so that I could see more easily Rob penetrating her.

      I smiled at her, gripped my cock tightly to show her how turned on I was, and she blew me a kiss that made me feel like a million dollars.

      This was so intense. Rob’s thrusting was accelerating, steadily, to the point where he could no longer hold himself back so that I could see everything. He pressed down on her, his muscles rippling as he entered her again and again—as he fucked her, harder and harder.

      Was he going to come inside her? Was he actually going to finish deep within her pussy?

      Were we really okay with the possibility of conception?

      Who would know if we had a little help? Rob looked enough like me that any baby would raise few questions.

      Sara turned around, and Rob entered her again, from behind, and everything just felt so relaxed and natural, and not at all heavy. We were all alright with everything.

      I said, ‘You guys normally let your visitors watching you make babies?’

      It made Sara giggle.

      Rob increased his tempo, pounding her so hard that I could hear the slap of flesh on flesh. She was so wet, I could smell her arousal saturating the air.

      Then Sara pulled away, and urged Rob down to lie on the bed. She straddled him, and took his cock back inside her—but then glanced over at me, and signaled for me to join them on the bed.

      I went over there, enchanted by this vision of my unfaithful wife. Pink-flushed, glistening with perspiration, riding another man as I lay beside them on our big bed, clutching my hardness as she worked her hips to slide up and down his huge pole.

      She sat up on him as she rode him, so that I could see everything—his manhood disappearing into her sex as she fucked him, her breasts shivering each time she sank down on him.

      I think we all grew accustomed to each other being there. It wasn’t an issue as Sara leaned down to take hold of my cock while she continued to ride Rob. Or when she slipped off him and ducked down to take me in her mouth. Or when Rob slid back inside her from behind, fucking her while she sucked on me. Even when she climbed onto me, taking my hardness inside her searing-hot pussy, while leaning over to take Rob into her mouth again.

      But then, when Rob was showing signs of reaching his end, I retreated to the armchair again, and Sara lay on her back, parting her thighs in invitation to him, and he mounted her as though they were the married couple.

      I watched as my friend shuddered and shivered and came deep inside my wife.

      Maybe we would conceive. Maybe we wouldn’t.

      This was going to be a fun week for all of us. My question was whether this could continue beyond tonight. My guess was, at the very least, that Rob would be a much more frequent visitor after this experience.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Author’s Note

        

      

    

    
      Thank you so much for reading this story, I do hope you’ve enjoyed it.

      

      You can let me know what you thought by leaving a little review, back at the Amazon page where you found it—and, just so you know, readers’ views do matter when it comes to writing new stories.

      

      She Could Have Been His was meant as a bit of fun, a light entertainment charting a night out between three friends, in which a “what if” question suddenly opens the door to a whole different way of looking at their sexuality.

      

      My next story, The Night She Found Out, is a little longer, but also starts with a night out—only this time, it involves a young wife discovering her husband’s existing, but previously secret, sexual fantasy is to share her with other men.

      

      This next one will be available from November 1, and if you’re interested, you can pre-order it at Amazon >>

      

      Meanwhile, my thanks to my beta-reading team—Andrew, Anjali, Dan, Nick and Robert—and thanks, again, dear reader, for supporting me by reading these stories.

      

      Until the next time!

      

      Max

      

      London, September 2021
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          Available November 1

        

      

    

    
      
        
        The Night She Found Out

        An erotic short story

      

      

      

      Zoe’s just found out her husband’s dirty secret.

      

      After a wild night out with the girls, Zoe lets best mate Michaela crash at her place—only for Michaela to hack into Zoe’s husband’s laptop, and pry into his browsing history.

      

      Zoe’s ordinary-seeming accountant of a husband has been fantasizing about sharing his wife. Zoe is shocked. Michaela, on the other hand, is already planning to take her out to get her laid.

      

      A 16,000-word short story told from the perspective of a young wife exploring her husband’s secret fantasy.

      

      Pre-order: amazon.com/dp/B09H4WXM4N
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