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Chapter 1

“Just two more months,” I said to Hazel. We were in the kitchen. She just finished cooking dinner. I hugged her slim waist and kissed the back of her neck. She giggled. She smells so good. “Sixty more days and you’ll be my wife.”

Hazel turned to me and put her arms on my shoulders, smiling. “I can't wait, Liam,” she said. I leaned forward and our lips met. Hazel closed her eyes and moaned as she savored our kiss. She placed her palms on my chest. We both looked at the clock.

“Ummm, babe,” she said. “Reggie will be here soon.”

“He messaged that he’s on his way. Are you nervous?”

“A bit. I mean, this is the first time that we’ll do something like this,” Hazel said.

I looked at the clock again and then at the glass window of the kitchen. It was seven in the evening. I took Hazel’s hand. “What's on your mind?” I asked her.

Hazel looked at our hands. “Ummm. I’ve thought about this fantasy of yours many times since you suggested it to me.”

“Right,” I said, my heart beating faster than normal. “I mean, we won't be able to do something like this after the wedding.”

“Its a bit exciting, I guess . . .”

“Only a bit?” I grinned. I was tense, too. Yes, I was horny as hell, but also slightly jittery. Sharing my fiancee with another man used to be just a fantasy. But tonight, it will happen. Or it may happen. Right here in our house. I am not perfectly sure yet.

“You’re teasing me,” Hazel said.

“So, babe, do you want to continue?”

She paused and then she smiled. “Yes. Let's do this,” Hazel said, hyping herself up. She took a deep breath, determined. “I can do this.”

We went to the living room and sat on the couch. It was a hot summer night. The windows were open. There was a light breeze. I placed my arm around Hazel’s shoulders. I looked at my watch again. I looked at my phone. There was no message from our friend.

Everything was prepared. Reggie had no idea that tonight could be one of the luckiest days of his life. He lives in Terrace Crossing, just twenty kilometers from here. The traffic going out of the city would be heavy since it's Friday night. But it would get lighter in the expressway. He’d be here in forty minutes.

“Do you think I’d be able to seduce Reggie?” Hazel asked me. I shook my head.

“Oh,” Hazel said. “So you don't think I’d be able to seduce him?”

“You’ll be able to do that easily.”

“Then why are you shaking your head, babe?”

“It's because I can't believe that you asked that question. You’re hot and pretty. You’re kind and sweet and smart. You’re perfect, babe. You can seduce any man in this world. Men lust after you even if you do nothing. I see how they look at you, and I’m sure you notice that, too.”

“You’re sweet,” Hazel kissed me again. She was wearing an oversized blue shirt and white shorts. She leaned back on the sofa. We were hot with desire and anticipation of what was about to come. I squeezed her perky boobs from outside the thick cotton of her shirt using my left hand. Hazel watched my face. She moaned as I played with her amazing breasts.

“Tell me again, please,” Hazel said.

“What, babe?” I asked her.

“Tell me again why we are doing this?” she asked softly.

I took a moment to organize my thoughts. I paused. My left hand continued playing with her tits. Why are we doing this? We talked about this many times.

Hazel asked me if I was serious when she learned about my fantasy. She was surprised, but she accepted it. Everyone has their own kinks. It took me a long time to convince her. It took me two months. Well, now that I think about it. It wasn't really that long.

I was Hazel’s first boyfriend. The first man to be with her, the first man she had sex with. She had lots of suitors. Lots. Among all of them, I was the lucky one. I had several girlfriends before her. I played around and enjoyed my single life. Hazel had nothing like that. She had never experienced sleeping around. I didn't want to be selfish. If you could describe it like that. We’re getting married in two months, so why not let her do it with another man? Why not let her experience something she never experienced before? I’m being a good soon-to-be husband here, right?

Searching deep within myself, I realized that reasoning was only part of the real answer. It was a small part. So, I told Hazel what really was in my heart and mind. Tell me again why we are doing this, she asked me. I answered.

“Uhhh, I think it’ll be hot watching you get fucked by another man.”

“Mmmm, you are bad,” Hazel said.

“Reggie’s lucky. He has a crush on you. Tonight, he’ll have a chance to, uhhh, finally have a taste.” Jeez, I really have a way with words.

“I don't know if he has a crush on me,” Hazel said. She stood up. She walked around the living room, checking that everything was clean and organized.

Hazel was thinking about something. I watched her pace around. I watched the petite, sexy shape of her body. I leered at her slim legs and her pretty face. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. Hazel stopped moving and stood in front of me. I was sitting on the couch. I looked up at her. I thought to say, hey, let's postpone this wife-watching activity for now. Let’s just fuck, babe, here on our comfortable couch.

“Reggie’s cute, too,” she said.

I shrugged. That is the truth. Reggie Logan has that movie star look. He’s the exact definition of tall, dark, and handsome.

We used to work in the same company during our first job. That was where we met each other. Reggie, Hazel, and me.

We were in the same division where we became close friends. We were associates in a large corporation. The work was a grind, but we pushed through. It was hard, but it was fun. We hung out after work. We watched movies, partied a little, went for long walks, attended concerts. We were associates in Logic Quest for about a year.

Eventually, the three of us left that first job and moved on to different companies with better pay. Reggie is now a sales supervisor for Apex Motors. Hazel works in IT in a hybrid work-from-home setup. I work in the environmental sector of the City of Arlow.

Once or twice a month, Hazel and I still meet Reggie and some of our friends from that first job. We still hung out. Life’s quite busy now, but we still make time.

I wouldn’t say that Reggie’s my best friend or anything. He’s a good friend. He’s cool and fun to be around. He’s smart and good with people. He plays football. He goes to the gym. Hazel likes him and admires him.

Hazel has a crush on him, even though she wouldn’t admit it to me directly. She finds Reggie attractive. Hazel’s my future wife, but there’s some undeniable attraction between her and Reggie. Now, I’m getting jealous. I don’t know. Maybe we should have just selected a total stranger. My phone chimed. It's probably Reggie. Too late to back out now.

“Is that Reggie?” Hazel asked me. She sat beside me on the couch and watched as I looked at my phone. I read his message.

“He said he’d arrive in twenty minutes and that he has a, uhhh, a surprise for us.”

“A surprise?”

“Yeah. I wonder what it is.”

“A surprise sounds good. Right?”

“Yeah, it sounds good.”

“He’ll be here soon, babe. I have to prepare. I’ll change into a new outfit,” Hazel said.

“Your outfit is fine, babe.”

Hazel stood up. She shook her head, smiling. “This shirt wouldn't do.”

I ran my palm on her smooth thigh. Hazel’s perfect. “Maybe wear something sexier.”

She nodded and leaned down to give me a kiss. Hazel likes being told what to do. She left me on the couch and then she went to our room. She closed the door behind her.

I glanced around our small living room. We finished paying the downpayment for this bungalow house about six months ago. We have made some renovations since.

We went for the minimalist design. The walls were painted white. Hanging on the wall is an abstract painting of the ocean. There are two bookshelves full of self-help and fiction books. Indoor plants on plastic pots grow near the window where they receive sufficient sunshine. There’s a wall-mounted TV where Hazel watches her favorite rom-com and mystery movies. There's a guitar leaning on its side.

Hazel and are into music even though we prefer different genres. Both of us can play the guitar, but Hazel can also play the piano and the violin. She was in a band when she was in college. She was also in the theater and consistently on the Dean’s list.

I fell in love with Hazel the first time I laid my eyes on her. And now, tonight, Reggie is gonna fuck her.


Chapter 2

I paced around the living room. I turned on the TV and browsed some movies. I couldn't concentrate and turned it off. Time was moving so slowly. I wondered what outfit Hazel would choose. I went to the kitchen, opened the fridge, and drank a glass of cold water. Hazel cooked dinner and the wonderful smell still lingered in the air.

I opened the door and went out the porch. I looked at our well-maintained garden, our green lawn. Reggie would be here in a few minutes. Hazel would seduce him. Reggie wouldn't be able to resist. They would kiss and make out and then they would fuck. They would do all those things with my permission. I wiped a bead of sweat on my forehead.

What has gotten into me? Hazel and I will be exchanging our wedding vows in two months, which will be the happiest day of our lives. Yet here I am - sitting on a wooden chair on our porch and waiting for our friend to arrive so he could fuck her.

Women love Reggie Logan and he loves them back. He’s constantly on different dating apps and he had lots and lots of hookups. He never had a regular girlfriend as far as I know.

Wait a minute. What is this surprise he was saying? Did he buy something for us? Maybe he bought an advance wedding gift? It's hard to tell. Reggie has a certain unpredictability in him, an uncontained wildness that Hazel adores. I looked inside the house. Hazel was still in our room. She hadn't come out yet.

I looked at my phone and checked my social media. I browsed some funny videos. These videos are good for passing the time. When I looked up, I saw Reggie’s black sedan slowing down. Damn it, he’s finally here. He rolled his window down and waved at me. He had his trademark, ultra-confident grin on his face. I waved back and walked down the three steps of the porch and pointed at my car, gesturing for Reggie to park behind it. He nodded and turned his car to the left and entered our driveway.

“Babe, Reggie’s here,” I called inside the house. There was an unfamiliar pitch in my voice. I coughed. I have to steady my tone. I have to sound in control. I have to be in control, or this evening will get out of hand.

I walked towards Reggie’s car and that was when I found out about the surprise he said he had for us.

“Hey, Liam,” Reggie said, still grinning. “Look who’s with me, man.”

I watched as Atlas Cobbins got out of the car. The suspension of Reggie’s car creaked in relief when Atlas exited the vehicle, the sound of a massive weight being offloaded. Atlas, a former colleague in the first company where Hazel, Reggie, and I worked, is a huge man. Like Reggie, he’s one of our closest friends.

“Atlas,” I said. I wasn't expecting him. Not at all. “Damn, man. I thought you were still in Brazil or Ecuador or some other South American country.” Reggie turned off the car’s engine. He opened the door and got out of the car and patted me on the shoulder, smiling. He looked at the porch and the door of our house, searching for Hazel.

“I got tired of all of that. I’m done touring,” Atlas said. He was wearing a black shirt and jeans and running shoes. I walked over to him to shake his hand. He gave me a hug instead.

“He ran out of funds while abroad,” Reggie said. “He just arrived yesterday. He’s crashing at my place. I told him we would be hanging out tonight here at your place and I invited him to come with me. I hope that's okay, man.”

“Sure, Reggie. That's okay.” I turned to Atlas. “Hazel will be happy to see you, man.” Atlas nodded.

I guess Hazel’s plan of seducing Reggie will not happen tonight. Not with Atlas here. Maybe next time. Not everything can go according to plan. That's the truth of life. I sighed in disappointment or maybe in relief. Reggie will not be fucking my fiancée tonight. Maybe it's not really meant to be. I’ll tell Hazel tomorrow to just forget about it, forget about my fantasy. There’s no need to involve other guys. We’ll be married soon. The two of us are already enough. More than enough.

“How have you been, Atlas?” I asked him as the three of us walked towards the house.

“I’m good, Liam. Good. I did lots of things abroad. Went to lots of places. Argentina. Buenos Aires. Peru. Mendoza. Travelled by trains and cars and rusty bikes. I took on different jobs. Jobs you wouldn't believe. I climbed mountains, jumped off cliffs, swam with sharks. I punched a shark once in Chile. Seriously. True story. I punched a goddamn shark. I had lots of adventures,” Atlas grinned. “Lots of women. Many, many beautiful women,” he paused, “yet none as beautiful as this one,” Atlas said.

“Damn. Now that's a sight. You’re one lucky man, Liam Fletcher. I’ll tell you that.” Reggie said, staring straight. I was looking at my newly purchased green sprinklers. I looked up.

Hazel was standing on the porch, waving at us, smiling. Atlas and Reggie walked faster. They reached her in just three strides. The two men towered over her. Hell, Reggie and Atlas towered over most people, maybe except professional basketball players.

“Ummm, hi, guys,” Hazel said. Their eyes did a quick roam all over her body. They were checking my fiancee out. She changed into a sexier outfit, alright. Now, she was wearing a sexy, white, curve-hugging casual summer dress, which also looked like a tennis outfit. The flowy hem of her dress didn't even reach the middle of her thighs, which blessed everyone with a nice view of her gorgeous legs. The dress was backless and supported by thin spaghetti straps. Atlas licked his lips as he leered at my fiancee’s full and round delicious cleavage.

Hazel glanced at me, wordlessly asking for approval on her selected outfit. I told her to wear something hot and sexy, something that would make Reggie initiate the first move. Hazel definitely understood the assignment. She smiled back when I nodded, proud.

An image flashed in my mind as I watched her interaction with Atlas and Reggie. An image of Hazel on our bed, on all fours, legs wide open, still wearing this sexy dress, moaning as Reggie slid his long and thick cock deep into her soaked pussy from behind.

“Hello, Hazel,” Reggie hugged my fiancee. Hazel hugged him back. Reggie savored the moment. She whispered something to her that I didn't hear. Hazel looked at Reggie’s eyes and said something back in a low voice. Reggie nodded and smiled. I was standing on the lowest step of the porch. I was looking at them, watching their interaction. It was warm outside. I felt my throat getting dry.

“You are hot as ever, Hazel,” Atlas said, his huge, hairy arms wide open. “Come here and give your ex-boyfriend a hug,” he said, teasing her. Atlas pursued her before, but it never led to anything. I was Hazel’s first and only boyfriend. Hazel smiled and took a step toward Atlas and hugged him. Her petite body disappeared between his huge arms.

“I miss you, Atlas,” Hazel said.  “You got bigger.”

“And you got even prettier. How is that even possible?” Atlas said. They were still hugging. Atlas's palm was near Hazel’s round butt.

Reggie glanced at me, checking my reaction. I looked around. It was still early in the evening. On the street, our neighbors Katie and Thomas Lauder were having their early night walk. The couple waved at me. They looked curiously at the two visitors standing on the porch of our house, one of them tightly hugging my wife.

I coughed on my hand. “How about let’s go inside, guys?”

“Good idea,” Reggie said. He opened the door and entered first, followed by Atlas. Reggie had been in our house several times. He’s already familiar with the location of the living room, the bathroom, the kitchen. Too familiar, maybe.

“Babe,” I said to Hazel before we entered. She looked at my face innocently. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know that Reggie would bring Atlas here. He said he’s currently staying at his place, so rather than leaving him alone there, he brought him here.” I squeezed her butt with my right hand.

“It’s alright,” she said. “We haven’t seen him for almost a year. It’s a good thing, right, that he’s here?”

“Ummm, yeah. Yes. He’s been telling me about his adventures overseas. But I’m thinking about our plan. You know, where you seduce Reggie. Seems impossible now, babe.” We paused. Hazel was looking at me with expectation, waiting for me to continue. “But . . .”

“Yes . . .”

“Let's see.” What am I saying? There’s no way we can proceed with Atlas here. He’s not part of the plan. Unless he becomes part of it, a voice within me said in reply. No. That’s too much. Two men? We can’t do it. Hazel can’t do that. Can’t she? The voice replied again. I think you are underestimating your fiancee. She might be capable of doing unexpected things.

“Do you like my dress?” Hazel asked me. She turned around. “These back straps are cute, right? I ordered it online. Does it look too short?”

“You’re fucking amazing, babe,” I said. I leaned forward and kissed her. She wrapped her arms around my neck.


Chapter 3

“So, guys, how’s the wedding prep going?” Reggie asked us. We were in the living room. We were done eating dinner.

Usually, small talks, life updates, catch-ups with friends happen during mealtime, when everyone is around the table. But that was never the case when Hazel prepared the food. She is such an amazing cook. Us three men didn’t do any talking, just eating, delighting in the food she made for us. Hazel ate her salad and happily watched us devour the plates of juicy, marinated chicken breasts and smoking garlic-mixed, savory-sweet pork ribs dipped in herbs and spices.

“Do you have a clone, Hazel?”  Atlas asked my wife. He looked serious. He was teasing my wife again, but it was not easy to tell.

“Hmmm? I’m sorry?”

“I’m asking you if you have a clone? You should have one. Someone as pretty as you and as hot as you and cooks like you. I’d marry that clone of yours in a heartbeat.”

When we were done eating, Reggie went out to have two sticks of cigarette, while Atlas and I helped Hazel in cleaning the table and washing the dishes.

When all was done, the four of us went to the living room. Hazel and I sat on the long sofa in the middle while the two men sat on the couch on our left and right. The seat grunted at Atlas’s weight. I took the remote and turned on the smart TV. We were not really interested in watching anything. We just wanted to chill and talk to each other and hang out. Hazel crossed her legs. Reggie watched Hazel’s every movement.

“The wedding preparation?” I said to Reggie. I looked at Hazel. This was not really my area of expertise. I was paying for most of it, but Hazel was taking care of the details.

“Oh, it’s quite stressful but really exciting at the same time,” Hazel answered. “We’ve talked to some vendors already. We paid the downpayment for the venue. We’re finalizing the guest list. Larry Elsington knows of a good band and they’ll play at the wedding.”

“I can’t believe you two are really getting married,” Atlas said. He leaned back in his seat.

Hazel smiled at him. She reached out and put her hand on top of his. “We've been together for two and a half years now, Atlas.”

Reggie was typing something on his phone. After a second, Hazel’s phone chimed. It was a text message. She unlocked her phone and read it quickly. I didn’t see who messaged her or what it was about. She typed something, just a few words, and then placed her phone beside her on the couch. Atlas looked at Reggie.

“So what would you do now, man, now that you’re back in Arlow?” I asked Atlas.

“I have some prospects,” Atlas answered. “You know, when I was in South America, I did some boxing and mixed martial arts. I joined competitions there. As you can see, I am a big guy. It was hard to find opponents in my weight division, so I fought guys ten pounds lighter than me . . .”

“Is that, uhhh, legal?” I asked him. Reggie and Hazel were really invested in this story.

Atlas shrugged. “Anyway, I had several good fights. Those guys were quick. Their punches were quick and their kicks were hard. Their legs were like some powerful whips. I won all of those fights. I was some sort of local legend in Jacinto and Puerto Azul. So I miss those days. I miss fighting.”

I looked around the room and then asked Atlas, “So, you’ll join, I don’t know, mix martial arts competition? You’ll try to be a professional fighter here?”

“What? No. I’ll be a firefighter. I have already submitted my application. I’ll enter training next month. I mean, firefighting has long been a dream of mine. I’ve fought countless men. Now, this time, fire will be my opponent.”

Reggie and I looked at each other. This was also the first time he had heard this.

“That sounds good, man,” I said. “Solid plan. Good prospect.” Atlas has a finance background. He graduated college with honors. He’s as unpredictable as a hurricane.

“Right, man,” Reggie said. “That's good. Very beneficial to the society. You can do it. Here’s hoping there won’t be a lot of fire you’ll be fighting.”

“We’re happy for you,” Hazel said to our friend. She touched his hand again. Atlas squeezed her hand this time. He held it for a few seconds before letting go.

Hazel stood up to go to the kitchen to get some cake and chips and sweet nuts and pineapple juice. “I’ll help you,” Reggie said to her. He stood up from his seat and walked behind her. Atlas followed them with his eyes which were mostly focused on Hazel’s round butt and the sway of her slim hips. He made a smacking sound with his lips.

“Dessert,” he said. “I want some dessert.”

“They’ll be bringing them out in a minute,” I replied.

“Do you want to watch something on the TV, man?” I asked Atlas and handed him the remote. Atlas browsed the screen and then got bored. He looked in the direction of the kitchen.

“What's taking them so long? It’s been ten minutes?” Atlas said.

“They are quiet in there,” he said again.

I didn’t say anything. I was sitting on my couch and looking at the TV screen, gears inside my head turning. What are they talking about? Should I see what’s up and check what they are doing in the kitchen?

Is Hazel already seducing Reggie? Could be. We didn’t cancel the plan. My hands were getting sweaty. Hazel likes Reggie, so she’s going through with it. I saw how Reggie ogled my fiancee. It wouldn’t take much for Hazel to charm him. It wouldn’t take anything at all.

Should I go there and tell her to stop? No. I couldn’t do that because that would be unfair to her. I was the one who set this event in motion.

Imagine if the condition was reversed. What if Hazel gave me permission to sleep with one of her pretty friends. Abigail Lopez for example – the swimsuit model. And then, at the last moment, Hazel told me, no babe, you can’t fuck my friend. That would be unfair to me, right? That reasoning was standing on shaky legs. I calmed my breathing. Atlas looked at my face and then looked back in the direction of the kitchen, tapping his fingers on the armrest.

I heard Hazel moan. It was short and quick. I glanced at Atlas’s face. There was no change in his reaction. He didn’t hear it. Maybe I imagined it.

Hazel and Reggie came out of the kitchen holding plates of sweets. Hazel went back into the kitchen and returned with a pitcher of cold water. They put the food and drinks on the table in the middle of the seats. The desserts were for us men only.

“You two were there for twenty minutes,” Atlas commented. Reggie didn’t say anything. He gave Atlas a quick grin and a nod. Hazel looked at the table, slightly blushing.

“You ok, babe?” I asked her. She nodded, smiling. Nothing happened back there in the kitchen. Everything is fine. This is just a normal night. Except it wasn’t. Not really. We have Hazel, all dressed up, looking innocent and delicious, and we have Reggie and Atlas devouring her hot body with their eyes.

“Where will you guys have your honeymoon?” Reggie asked, relaxed in his seat. His neck was slightly moist with sweat. Hazel was still blushing. Hey, I whispered to her. She looked at me and smiled. She leaned back and I put my right arm around her shoulders.

“In Italy. We’ll be there for two weeks. We’ll do some sightseeing. We plan to take a trip to their famous vineyards, visit some museums, see their towns and architecture. Lots of things to do there. We already booked the flight and we already have reservations.”

“So, Liam, you’ll be enjoying the sights during the day and then you’ll be enjoying Hazel during the nights?”

Hazel bit her lower lip. She held my hand. The blush on her cheeks that was fading returned. Atlas watched her reaction to Reggie’s comment. It wasn’t really a comment. It was a question directed at me. I rubbed the back of my neck and laughed. This is just guy talk. I am being a good sport about it. “Yeah, Reggie, that’s the plan.”

“You’re living the dream, man,” Atlas said. I could detect slight jealousy in his voice. “Just living the dream.”


Chapter 4

It was half past eight in the evening. None of us were tired. We were feeling refreshed, fully awake, like we were waiting for something to happen.

Reggie said he had to make a call. He stood up and opened the door and stood on the porch. From inside the house, we could see his silhouette from the curtain-covered window.

“Who is Reggie dating now, do you know?” I asked Atlas.

He shrugged. “That man dates many women. Handsome bastard like that fucks all the time.”

“He mentioned earlier that he has a girlfriend,” Hazel said.

“A girlfriend?”

“Yes, a steady one. Someone from work, he said. Arianne’s her name. Reggie also said they are in somewhat, ummm, open relationship.”

“When did Reggie tell you this?” I asked my fiancée.

“Earlier. While we were in the kitchen preparing the dessert. I asked him if he’s dating anyone right now.” Hazel lifted her arm and stretched her back.

“You good?” Atlas asked Hazel, watching her every little movement.

“I’m good, Atlas. Just feeling some slight soreness here on this part, a bit below my waist. I may have overexerted myself yesterday. Liam and I went cycling and then we went to the gym after that and this morning I attended yoga class.”

“That’s muscle tightness,” Atlas said, eyes focused on Hazel. “Your muscles are still tight from all that workout you did yesterday. You need a good massage.” He said seriously.

“Hmmm, a massage would be nice,” Hazel said, her hands on her waist, twisting her body a bit to the left, a bit to the right, looking cute and hot.

“You’re in luck,” Atlas said. He stood up. We looked up at him from where we were seated. His body blocked the light from our eyes, and he looked like he was occupying the whole house. “You’re in luck, Hazel, for I am a certified massage therapist.”

“You are?” I asked him. He was standing in front of Hazel, looking down at her, the front of his pants just a few inches from her face.

“Yes, man, I am. A fully certified massage therapist.”

“Really?” A firefighter. A martial arts champion. And now a massage therapist?

“Yes.” He turned his eyes on Hazel. “Let me give you a massage and in ten minutes, you’ll be all good.”

Hazel gave me a brief look. Our eyes met and I nodded.

“Liam, buddy, can you move to my seat for a while. I need space. I’m gonna give your fiancée here the famous Atlas touch,” Atlas said.

I moved to where Atlas was sitting. He sat beside her. “Hazel, turn your back to me and sit straight. Yeah. Thats right. Relax. Just let it happen. You really look so damn sexy in this dress,” Atlas complimented her. I winked at Hazel and she gave me a quick, cute grin.

“Ohhh. That feels good,” Hazel said in a soft voice. Atlas actually knew what he was doing. He was telling the truth. His hands were hard and huge, but he was gentle, precisely kneading away the tightness in Hazel’s shoulder and waist. His hands massaged the back of her neck then her shoulders then her back and then went lower to her sexy waist. He seemed like an expert. He knew all the pressure points. I was watching everything. The room was silent. Hazel sighed a satisfied moan. Atlas grinned. My eyes narrowed when I noticed his fingers touched the side of Hazel’s boobs, giving it a little squeeze. Hazel looked at me. She felt that. She bit her lower lip. I could hear my breathing.

“You like this, Hazel?” Atlas asked her.

“Hmmm. Yes. It feels good.”

Everything started when Atlas kissed Hazel. Sitting on the sofa, her back facing him, he kissed Hazel’s exposed shoulder. His lips touched her skin, just a light touch.

There was not even a sound. Hazel gasped softly when she realized what our friend had done. She felt a delicious current run through her body. Our eyes met. I saw what Atlas did. Atlas looked at me. It’s all good, man. All good. Just sit there and watch. I could stop this now, I thought, end it before it starts, but I didn’t. I was turned on as hell.

“How many boyfriends have you had before your fiance here, Hazel?” Reggie asked. I didn’t hear him enter the house. I didn’t hear him close the front door. He didn’t immediately get back in his seat. He was standing behind me, leaning on the wall beside the window. Hazel looked at him.

“You know the answer to that, Reggie,” she said. “None. Only Liam. He is the only one.”

“Uh-huh,” Atlas said while applying pressure on Hazel’s shoulders using his thumbs. “Did you have sex with anyone before Liam?”

“I made out with Stanley Patel during college in ESU. That was it.”

“Well, what do you think of that, Liam?” Reggie asked me.

“I think I’m the luckiest guy in the world.”

“You are, man,” Atlas said. “You are. But you and Hazel will be married in just a few weeks now. I’m sure you’re very excited about that and all. It’s the biggest event of your life. Hazel here will be yours for eternity. Right?”

“Right,” I said. Hazel smiled at me.

“So, before you exchange your wedding vows,” Reggie said, “before you do all those things, why not let your pretty fiancée explore things a bit. You know, let her have a quick taste of what’s out there? Sounds reasonable, right?”

“Uhhh . . .”

“Liam and I were actually talking about that.” It was Hazel who answered in a soft voice, her cheeks blushing again, staring straight at Reggie.

There it is, I thought. Now, the plan is out in the open. Or did Reggie know from the start about what we were planning when we invited him here? Did Hazel tell him? Among all our friends, except Mika Taylor, Reggie’s the closest to Hazel. If I wasn’t in the picture, there’s a huge chance it would be Reggie she’d be marrying. It would be Reggie who’d be fucking her every night. It would be his come she’d be swallowing, his dick she’d be riding. I felt jealous at the thought.

“Remember when we are all still working for Quest? Everyone in the office wanted to fuck you, Hazel,” Reggie said.

“Ummm . . .” She knows about this, but she never heard it put so bluntly.

“And I mean everyone,” Reggie continued. Atlas continued massaging her. “Not just men, but also women. We talked. Edgar Harris, Emilie Landry, Clark Holt, our former boss Cody Poole. Even the guys from the other departments. They fantasized about you.”

I know about all these, of course. I know the people Reggie was talking about. Even after leaving that first company, Hazel and I remain friends with them, at least on social media. We view their stories. We react to their posts. But I wanted more details. “What did they say exactly?” I asked Reggie. Atlas grinned.

“Do you really wanna know?” Reggie asked. He was still standing beside the window. He had a cigarette in his hand, but it was not lighted.

I turned back to face Hazel. She was interested. Yes, please, her pretty expression said, I want to know. She didn’t say it, though. She was too shy to say that. So I said it. “Sure, man,” I told Reggie. Atlas’s massaging hand was on the lowest part of Hazel’s back, near her sexy butt.

Reggie smiled. He looked at Hazel, pleased at the wanting expression he saw on her face. “Clark Holt said you have the perfect lips for sucking cock,” Reggie said. “His words, not mine.”

“Oh,” Hazel said. “Clark’s always been nice to me.”

“He’s a nice fellow, alright,” Reggie said, smiling. “You know who else is nice? Edgar Harris and his friend. Forgot his name. The engineer. Deandre Griffith. Yeah. That’s his name.”

“I know Deandre. He’s a good man,” Atlas said while applying palm pressure on Hazel’s back, making her sigh with satisfaction.

“Oh yeah,” Reggie continued. “Edgar and Deandre once planned on seducing you, Hazel, you know, and then fuck you at the same time. Didn't work out, of course. Edgar said your sexy and petite body can handle two big cocks, that you have the look of someone begging to be fucked.”

I was conscious of Atlas’s roving fingers on Hazel’s body. It was on her back now and was pressing on her sides. His palm moved forward, inching closer to the side of her boobs. Hazel looked over her shoulder and breathed deeply. She is letting this happen. Yes. Right at this moment, she has the “begging to be fucked” look on her face.

“Atlas . . .” Hazel moaned when Atlas finally began massaging her breasts. He licked the side of her neck, tasting her as he played with her soft, full tits. I watched what was happening from my seat, my heart thumping inside my chest.

“Do you want to hear more?” Reggie asked me. He walked and stood at the back of the sofa and looked down at Atlas and Hazel.

“What?” I said.

“Do you want to hear more of the things our friends say about Hazel?”

“Uhhh, yes, sure.”

Hazel turned her head and met Atlas’s lips. Atlas was hungry for her. The kiss was deep and torrid. He was sucking the air out of her lungs. This is going fast. Too fast.

“Deandre said that she looks innocent on the outside but is actually a slut on the inside. That’s what he said. Again, his words. He said he wanted to blast her pretty face with his come. Like some sort of painting. Edgar has a condo here on Fourth Street. They were planning to invite Hazel to hang out with them there. Deandre and Edgar planned to fuck her all night long. They said it would be easy to convince her. That was before you came into the picture, of course, Liam.”

Atlas has a long tongue. Hazel opened her mouth a little for the kiss and the moment she did that, he slid that long tongue inside her. She moaned while his tongue danced with hers.

“Oh. Wow. They are really going at it,” Reggie said. “Look at them go. Deandre and Edgar and Clark would be envious as hell if they saw this. Right?” Reggie asked me. I simply nodded. Hazel and I would be married in exactly two months and here I was, sitting on my couch, watching as another man fondled her tits and fucked her mouth with his tongue, their hot salivas mixing with each other.

I stood up from my chair. Part of me wanted to stop this. Well, maybe not necessarily to stop. Maybe just to ask Atlas to slow down, take a breather so all of us can talk some more, maybe to lay down some rules and guidelines. But Atlas is never the kind of man who slows down. He’s a man who goes full throttle every time. There’s no break for him. Only drive. Hazel adores that about him.

“She’s really enjoying it,” Reggie said. “Don't worry, Liam. We’ll take good care of your fiancée. We’ll make her experience something she’ll never forget. Just think of this as our advance wedding gift.” He reached down and ran his hand on Hazel’s smooth thighs. She disengaged her lips from kissing Atlas. She looked at Reggie and at his hand on her leg. She bit her lower lip and spread her thigh a bit, giving Reggie’s hand enough space to do what he was planning to do.

Our eyes met. Babe, I’m so sorry, her expression said to me. I’m sorry I got carried away. She bit her lip, guilty and sorry and endlessly cute. No one can say no to that look. No sane man. I grinned at her and nodded, my heart beating wildly. It’s alright, I said without words. It’s alright, babe.

Atlas and Reggie were watching our interaction. This is happening. They just received the go signal. Atlas resumed playing with Hazel’s tits. She wasn’t wearing a bra and everyone could see that her nipples were hard. She moaned when he gently pinched her nipples. Reggie continued running his palm on her inner thighs. His left hand moved higher and higher until it disappeared under the short hem of Hazel’s sexy white tennis outfit.

“She’s not wearing anything underneath this dress, Liam. Nothing. And, fucking hell, she’s soaking wet! You had been anticipating this all night. Right, Hazel? You are such a slut. Ever since Atlas and I arrived here at your house, you’ve been waiting for us to make the move. You’ve been waiting for us to begin to fuck you. Such an adorable slut. Aren’t you? Huh, Hazel?”

Jeez. What? I looked at my fiancée. Hazel wasn’t offended by the word. Reggie was calling her a slut and it was alright with her. I never called her that. Not even once. It even made her moan harder. Her dearest friends were calling her a slut and it was alright.

“Ummphh,” Hazel half-sobbed in delight when Reggie finally slid two thick fingers inside her soaked pussy. He moved them in and out of her. Back and forth, watching her reaction. Reggie rubbed his thumb on her clit, making her moan and shiver.

“Reggie, ahhh,” Hazel whimpered, “Uhhh.” A sharp mini-orgasm hit her. Her legs shook while tightly squeezing Reggie’s arm. She bit her lip and I saw her eyes roll back. Reggie fingered her faster. Hazel spread her legs wider, giving him full access now. We could all hear how wet she was. Reggie slid his wet fingers out from her pussy and pointed it at her face. At first, she seemed confused about what he was asking her to do, but she quickly understood. She smiled at Reggie and then she opened her mouth and sucked his finger, tasting herself, relishing the taste of her delicious juice.

“Yummy?” Reggie asked her. Hazel nodded.

“Here’s another yummy treat,” Atlas said. He had stopped playing with Hazel’s tits. He’ll come back to that later. There are still lots of time. He stood up in front of Hazel and unzipped his pants. He pulled his boxers down. His cock came out like a long, angry spring. Hard and thick and angry. It had been waiting all night. It hit the center of Hazel’s pretty face, surprising her with how big and heavy it was. Hazel looked at me before opening her mouth and licking its fat head.

“Oh yeah. Nice,” Atlas said, happily watching Hazel lick his precum. There were lots of it. It was thick and sticky and Hazel savored all of it. Reggie sat beside her on the sofa. His body faced her as his left hand fondled her tits. Reggie and I watched as Hazel licked and tasted Atlas’s huge balls. I squeezed my cock inside my pants. This is truly happening now. Fuck.

Hazel took Atlas’s cock into her mouth. It was thick and long and big, angry veins pulsing around it. She had never encountered a cock as big as his before. It intimidated her at the start, but she quickly recovered. She took a deep breath and began giving him a blowjob. She closed her eyes at first. Her head moved back and forth. Reggie and Atlas were impressed. Hazel almost gagged when the thick tip of Atlas’s cock hit her throat, but she persevered. This is the second cock she tasted. She’s not actually a beginner. This is a challenge and she welcomed it. Reggie slid two fingers again inside her pussy. She moaned with her mouth full of cock. Hazel pushed until her lips reached the base of Atlas’s cock. Drool dripped down her chin.

“Just look at that,” Atlas said. “Never imagined this day would come. I’ve been dreaming about this for so long. If you keep that up, Hazel, I’ll come soon. You’re a natural.”

Hazel kept it up. Reggie continued playing with her clit, which made her come again. She stroked Atlas’s cock as her head moved back and forth. Sloppy blowjob sounds filled the living room. I thought of putting some background music, but I changed my mind. Raw sounds are hotter.

Reggie stood up. He unbuckled his leather belt and unbuttoned his pants. Hazel knew what to do. Without losing her rhythm, she reached for Reggie’s cock and took it out from inside his black boxers using her left hand. She was stroking the length of Atlas’s cock using her right hand. Both of her hands are busy now. She glanced at me to check my reaction. Am I doing good, babe? Her eyes wordlessly asked me. I smiled at her, my heart jealous, my cock hard as a rock.

“Just look at that pretty face, man,” Atlas said to Reggie. They were standing and looking down at her, their cocks pointed at her face. Hazel looked at the men’s faces and gave them a sweet, slightly-embarrassed smile. While looking at Reggie’s eyes, she licked the tip of his cock and tasted and swallowed his precum. Like Atlas, there was a lot of it. She ran her tongue through the length of their cocks, tasting them. Hazel gave them both a blowjob. I watched as she slobbered on them. Hazel almost gagged several times while sucking and slurping, their huge dicks making her eyes water.


Chapter 5

“Guys, let me catch my breath for a bit,” Hazel said after giving the two men a continuous blowjob for fifteen minutes straight. Her chin and cheeks were wet from her saliva and their precum. Her hair was disheveled. She was blushing and panting.

“Look here, Hazel,” Reggie said. He had his phone in his hand, its camera turned on and focused on her face.

“Oh no,” Hazel said. She covered her face with her hand and shook her head, blushing. “I’m not decent.”

“You look absolutely gorgeous,” Reggie said, using his salesman voice, which he uses to sell hundreds of cars. “Just one photo.”

Hazel removed her hands that were covering her face. “Ummm, let me fix my hair first.”

She looked at me. “Babe,” she said softly  while brushing her hair with her hand, tucking the loose strands to the back of her ears, “can you hand me some tissue there from the table, please.” I gave her the tissue. She wiped her lips and chin and cheeks. She then looked at Reggie’s camera. She sat straighter, chest out, looking like a model, and smiled. Reggie took several photos. Atlas was stroking his cock.

“I want to taste you, Hazel,” Atlas said.

“Ummm, ok,” Hazel said.

“Lean back on the couch. Show me your pussy, babe,” Atlas said. I felt a slight tug of jealousy in my heart when he used our term of endearment. In this house, that should only be mine and Hazel. No one else. Reggie was sitting beside Hazel on the sofa.

“Show us your tits, Hazel,” Reggie ordered my fiancée.

“Ummm, ok,” she answered Reggie after glancing at me. My fiancée is a woman who is quite easy to convince. “Can you help me loosen the strap at the back, please, Reggie. Yes. Just pull the ribbon. There. Ummm, thank you.” When the back ribbon was untied, Hazel pulled down the thin shoulder straps of her white dress. We were all watching her. Atlas and Reggie grinned when they finally saw her perfect breasts. They were full and firm and perfect with the pink, hard nipples on top.

Reggie immediately went for her nipples. He was lightning fast. He licked them and sucked them. He looked like a starving man and my fiancée’s delicious melons were the only source of life-sustaining nourishment. He squeezed her tits, his mouth moving from one breast to another. Licking. Sucking. Tasting and leaving kiss marks.

“Oh, oh,” Hazel moaned while grasping his hair, her chest moving up and down. Her tits have always been sensitive. What Reggie was doing was making her pussy even wetter.

Altas loves that Hazel’s already soaking wet. He spread her legs with his large hands. He smiled when he saw how wet Hazel was. She was dripping. Hazel orgasmed the moment his tongue gave him a lick. He licked her pussy again and again, like a hungry man cleaning the sauce from his plate. He kissed her clit and sucked it, which made her shiver. Reggie was sucking her nipples. Atlas was sucking her clit.

“Oh god,” Hazel sobbed. Her eyes were closed. She opened them and looked at me. “I’m coming! I’m coming!” She came like a rocket. It was a hard orgasm. She felt it deep within her soul. While her sexy body was trembling, Atlas began furiously fucking her soaked pussy with his long tongue, his head going back and forth, his hard tongue like a pistoning cock. This made her come again.

“I want to fuck you now, Hazel,” Reggie said. Hazel’s breasts were wet from his kisses. He left kiss marks that would last for days. Hazel looked at me. Her eyes smiled when she saw the hard bulge in front of my pants.

“Babe?” she said to me. Atlas was kissing her inner thighs. “I mean . . . is this okay?”

Is it okay if Reggie and Atlas fuck me? That was her question. We’ve gone this far. They already tasted her eager body. Atlas was eating her pussy again. Reggie was caressing her tits while waiting for my answer. Is it really okay if I let them fuck my fiancée? This is my fantasy, but this is now reality. A cock inside her so near our wedding day would change everything. So now, I asked myself again. Is it okay? Is it okay, really? Inside my pants, my cock nodded. Yes. Let’s do this.

“Yes,” I answered her, my voice trying to sound decisive and in control. I felt a drop of sweat rolling behind the back of my neck. It was a hot night. “If you want to. It’s okay with me.”

“Are you alright, babe?” Hazel asked me with concern. “You’re sweating.” She stood up from the sofa and walked towards me. Atlas gave her butt a slap which made her gasp. “I’ll get cold water from the kitchen.”

“I’m fine,” I said, smiling to show everything was alright. Hazel kissed me on the lips, picked up the pitcher of water from the table, and went to the kitchen to fill it.

“Every summer’s getting hotter, huh,” Reggie said.

Atlas picked up the AC remote and turned it on. Reggie closed the windows and shut the white curtains. He played with the light switch to increase the brightness of the living room. “This is a good thing what we’re doing,” Reggie said to me. Atlas nodded and stretched his arms. “Good thing,” he repeated. He looked towards the kitchen. “Hazel’s really good at sucking cock, huh?”

“Yes, man,” Atlas agreed. “I almost came while she was giving me a blowjob. Her lips grip really tight, and her mouth . . . damn. So hot. So good. Did you see how she put my balls in her mouth and sucked them? I almost came right there. You taught her well, man,” he said to me.

“She’s, uhhh, a fast learner,” I said. Hazel had never sucked my balls. Tonight was the first time she did that. Not to me, though. To another man.

“What are you guys talking about?” Hazel asked when she returned to the living room. She handed me a glass of cold water with ice. She handed Reggie and Atlas soda in a can.

“We’re just talking about your healthy relationship as a couple,” Reggie said. “I mean, opening your relationship is a big step with lots of rewards.”

Hazel turned to look at me. “Ummm, babe, are we doing that?”

“Hmmm?”

“Are we doing this “open relationship” thing now? Is that what you want? I mean, if you’re into that . . .” Hazel looked down at the glass in her hand. Atlas was nodding and Reggie was smiling. They were hanging to her every word.

I looked at Reggie. He shrugged. We weren’t talking about opening our relationship to other people. At least not yet. This was supposed to be a one-night thing only. Just to scratch the itch, as they say. Sharing Hazel with Reggie and Atlas isn’t permanent. But the idea . . .

I gathered my thoughts. “Oh, Let me, errr, let me think about it some more, babe,” I said to Hazel.

“Oh, okay,”

“Climb on the couch and get on your knees,” Atlas said to Hazel. He took off his shirt and pants. He was fully naked now, thick black cock fully erect and pointed at her. He was stroking his cock and licking his lips as he gave the order.

Hazel looked at Atlas, checking if she heard right. Atlas repeated what he said. She took a deep breath and put the glass she was holding on the table. She got on the sofa and kneeled.

“Like this?”

“Spread your legs. Yeah. Right there.” Atlas slapped Hazel’s round butt. “That's right. Rest your elbow on the armrest.” Atlas kneeled behind Hazel, his one foot flat on the floor. He slapped her butt again and squeezed her pussy. He slid two fat fingers inside her and fucked her with them. Hazel moaned as Atlas fingered her furiously. He did it fast and deep and hard, her juices splashing on his hand. He pulled his fingers and then aimed his cock at her soaked and needful pussy. Hazel looked over her shoulder, waiting for Atlas to finally ravage her. Reggie’s huge dick was out too. He was wearing a shirt, but he already took off his pants. He was standing near the sofa and stroking his cock. I remained sitting on the couch, fully focused, heartbeat fast, sweating inside my shirt, and cock hard as a rock.

“Ready, babe?” Atlas asked Hazel. She nodded. Atlas caressed her pussy first. He leaned forward, pushed her hair back and whispered something to her. Hazel smiled shyly at him. She also said something to him. It was only a few words. I didn’t hear it. Atlas slapped her butt once more and started sliding his cock into her waiting pussy. I gripped the edge of the armrest.

“Ah, Atlas, you’re just so big . . .”

Atlas grunted, his huge, rough hands gripping Hazel’s slim waist. The skirt of her white dress was rucked around her waist. Atlas impaled her pussy inch by inch. His cock was hard and thick and long. It made Hazel moan and gasp. Her eyes rolled up for a second when Atlas finally got his cock all in.

“Gonna fuck you now,” Atlas said. Reggie was facing Hazel while stroking his cock, his feet on the floor. She looked up at him. Reggie leaned down and gave her a quick kiss. He ran his thumb on her lips. She smiled at him and sucked it. Atlas began to move.

“We’re gonna have fun all night long,” Reggie said.


Chapter 6

“Fuck! Fuck! So fucking tight!” Atlas snarled as he fucked my gorgeous fiancée from behind. Hazel couldn’t do anything but moan wantonly as Atlas relentlessly pistoned her. Her juices were dripping down her legs. Reggie was taking a video of her while stroking his dick. It is alright with Hazel.

“Oh god! Oh yes! Oh!” Hazel moaned as her pussy was being ravaged by Atlas’s massive cock. Sounds of lewd slapping flesh filled the living room. The AC was on, but we were all sweating. Hazel was nearing closer and closer to the edge. This would be another heavenly orgasm.

Just as Hazel was about to come, Atlas pulled his cock out from her pussy. Hazel’s eyes opened and she looked back. She was just so close she could cry. Her pussy was empty. It needed Atlas’s big cock inside.

“My turn, Hazel,” Reggie said. His pants were on the floor. Hazel licked her lips and arched her back sexily.

“Oh, yes, please, Reggie.”

Atlas already gave Hazel’s pussy a hot warmup. She was slick and hot and Reggie’s thick black cock sunk into her deliciously. Reggie went to pound town with no hesitation. He gripped Hazel’s beautiful long hair and pulled it back. Reggie fucked her hard. The sofa swayed and grunted and creaked.

“Oh my god! Reggie! Yes! Yes! Oh, please! Don’t stop. Don’t slow down. I’m com —“

Hazel didn’t finish what she was going to say because Atlas’s dick suddenly slapped her right cheek. He was standing in front of her, his cock wet from their mixed juices. Reggie slowed down his thrust a bit. He gave Atlas a thumbs up. Hazel knew what Atlas wanted. She licked the tip of Atlas’s dick, tasting another sticky batch of precum. She opened her mouth and took him all in. She is familiar with his warmth and length and girth by now. Hazel breathed deeply and Atlas began thrusting into her mouth. Hazel moaned on his cock.

They fucked her like that for I didn’t know how long. Reggie’s cock in her pussy. Atlas’s cock in her mouth. It was hitting her throat every time Reggie thrust deeply forward. The whole living room was filled with sex sounds, wet and hot and lewd. I looked around the room just to check that all the curtains were closed. Reggie smacked Hazel’s firm, bubble butt again and again until it turned pink.

Hazel’s eyes darted to me as her mouth was being fucked. Her eyes smiled when she saw how turned on I was. I was leaning forward on my seat and stroking my cock.

“Gonna come,” Atlas grunted. Gonna come inside your mouth, Hazel,” he said while gripping her hair. He’s hips moved faster and harder. He was fucking Hazel’s mouth like it was her pussy.

“I’m . . . fuck, I’m gonna come too!” Reggie said. His face was sweaty. He wiped it using his palm. “Gonna fill you up, Hazel. You’ll be mine now!” I ignored that. Maybe what he was saying was Hazel would be his for the night. That’s what Reggie meant.

The three of them came at the same time. Hazel’s hot body trembled. She couldn’t scream because her mouth was full, but I saw her eyes roll back to the top of her head. It was a long orgasm. It was deep and struck her like a bolt of delicious lightning. Atlas filled her mouth with his come. There was a goddamn lot of it. She kept swallowing, but it seemed endless. Reggie gripped Hazel’s waist so tight while he was nutting into her that it would leave marks later. Reggie’s body jolted. He kept on pumping into her, making her take all of his thick sperm.

Reggie and Atlas needed some rest. They are huge and athletic and bursting with stamina but they are not supermen. They sat on the sofa to recover their strength. I knew it wouldn’t take long. Hazel sat between them. She was still swallowing Atlas’s come. She licked her lips and looked at me.

Hazel smiled at me with alluring eyes. She dropped on the floor on her knees and then crawled towards me, her eyes focused on my exposed hard dick. The two men memorized the sexy sway of her butt as she made her way to the floor. Hazel kissed my dick and licked it while looking into my eyes. I love you, Liam, she mouthed before giving me a slow blowjob. She savored my dick and it didn’t take long for me to ejaculate in her mouth. She took her time cleaning my cock and balls. She kept stroking my cock even after I came.

“Oh,” she said in a low voice. “You’re still so hard, babe.” I grinned at her. Hazel gave the tip of my cock a kiss and stood up. She looked at us and fixed the skirt of her dress and her hair. “I’m gonna take a shower.” Reggie winked at her.

Hazel walked towards our bedroom. We all followed her with our eyes, leering at the perfect shape of her firm butt and at her sexy waist and long legs. She closed the door behind her, but she didn’t lock it. The three of us were aware of that.

Atlas and Reggie put their pants and shirts back on. I put my dick back in my pants. Maybe I should go to our room and talk to Hazel to check if she’s okay. I’ve seen how she looked while taking two cocks, though. I’ve watched as her orgasms hit her like a truck. There’s no need to check if my fiancée is okay. She’s very okay.

“I’m out of cigarettes,” Reggie said, his hands in his pockets. Atlas was looking at the closed door of our bedroom.

“There’s a convenience store just outside the main gate. They are still open,” I told him.

“Is it far?”

“Not at all. A very short drive. A fifteen-minute walk,” I answered him.

Reggie looked around the room. “I need a smoke. Come on, guys. Let’s take a walk. Breathe some fresh air. Stretch our legs. Just a few minutes walk, right, Liam? Atlas?”

“Sure, man,” I stood up from my couch. I felt like I’d been sitting for ten hours. I looked at our bedroom door. Hazel’s probably in the shower by now. It’ll take her at least half an hour to finish. The three of us would be back by then. These two guys will fuck her again for round two once we get back. That's for sure. But do I want them to do it again with her? Isn't once enough? Wasn't that the plan?

“Let's go,” Reggie said. We got out of the house and went down the few steps of the porch. I looked up. There was no cloud. It was a hot summer night and the moon was full. We left our front yard and walked on the street of our neighborhood towards the main gate. Reggie was whistling a country tune. Atlas was looking ahead, his upper body leaning forward a little as he walked with his hands in his pocket.

“Hey, man,” Reggie put his left hand on my shoulder.

“Yeah?” I said.

“We just wanna say thank you for letting this happen. Seriously. We appreciate this. It’s a big deal for me and Atlas, too. I mean, you know, both of us have had a crush on Hazel for a long time. I’m sure you noticed. She’s a nice girl and —“

“An amazing fuck,” Atlas said.

“Uhhh, yeah. Sure. Sure, man.” What else could I say? I could see the store ahead. I didn’t realize we were walking for fifteen minutes already. Time sure flies when other men are fucking your fiancée, huh?

“You know what?” Atlas said.

“Yeah?”

“I forgot my phone in the house.”

I turned around and looked back at him. We were near the gate. “We’re almost at the store,” I said.

“Yeah. You guys go on ahead. I’ll go back. I’ll wait for you at the house,” Atlas said.

What? He’ll be alone with Hazel in there. Reggie said sure, Atlas, you go on ahead, man, and walked in the direction of the store. I followed Reggie. We needed to hurry, but I didn’t say that to him. I looked back and Atlas was gone. He half-jogged his way home. My home. To fuck Hazel.

He would catch her while she was still showering. I didn’t hear Hazel lock the bedroom door. I would assume she didn’t lock the door of the bathroom either. She’d be there naked and wet and Atlas would also be fully naked with his hard cock pointed at her. Hazel would smile seductively and tiptoe to kiss him and reach for his cock.

We entered the convenience store and the pretty clerk’s eyes immediately went to Reggie. She smiled and stood straighter and brushed her blonde hair with her fingers.  She smiled at Reggie as he was paying, fidgeting with her hair, all cute and flirty. Reggie always has this effect on women.

“Alright,” I said to Reggie. “Let’s go back. It might rain.” It hadn’t rain in weeks. It was the middle of summer. My voice was low and calm, but my heart was a high-pumping locomotor inside my chest. I kept glancing in the direction of my house. Atlas was already there, I’m sure. He was probably already licking and sucking Hazel’s pink nipples.

“I’ll just have a light, man,” Reggie said. “We’re not in any hurry, right?” We were standing at the front of the convenience store, near the door and facing the sedans and the pickups in the parking lot. Reggie lighted a stick. He looked at his phone and browsed it while smoking. We needed to get back. We should have brought the car. Time was moving so slowly here. I wiped the sweat on my forehead. I wanted to leave Reggie right here so he could smoke as many menthol cigarettes as he liked. But I couldn’t do that. He’s my friend and he’s my guest.

What is Atlas and Hazel doing now? I imagined that they were back in the living room with Atlas sitting on the couch and Hazel on her knees, hair still wet, her head bobbing up and down, her pretty lips gliding on the thick length of his cock.

Reggie stamped out the cigarette and threw it in the trash. “Alright,” he said. “Let's go back.” We walked in silence for the next ten minutes. I wanted to run. I wanted to check on Hazel and Atlas and see what they were doing. Reggie lighted another stick while we were walking. He was taking his time. We talked about football and the new interest rates of houses and condominiums in Arlow. We talked about our other friends. Some of them started their own businesses. Some are now working overseas. Some got married and bought houses.

“You and Hazel should meet Arianne. She’s smart and kind and cool. You guys will like her,” Reggie said

“Your girlfriend, right?” I could see our house. Just a few more steps. A couple more minutes and I’d be there. I wanted to jog and speed up, but I kept myself calm and matched Reggie’s pace.

“Yeah,” Reggie said. “Hazel told you?”

“Yeah, man. He said you’re in some sort of open relationship with her?” I asked him.

“That's true. It's amazing. It's like winning the goddamn lottery, man,” Reggie grinned at me.

“Huh? What do you mean?”

“Yeah, to find a hot woman that is into that thing is like hitting the jackpot. I mean, if that’s your thing. If that turns you on,” Reggie glanced at my face. “Hazel is into that. I’m sure you already saw that. I wouldn’t have imagined it. She looks so sweet and wholesome and kind. Who would have thought that she’d love getting fucked by other men while being engaged to you? I’m goddamn envious. Hazel would be an amazing wife. A perfect wife. She’d do whatever you ask.”

“Tonight’s just a one-time thing, Reggie,” I said to him.

“Sure, man. Sure.”

We opened the gate of the front yard of our house and walked on the pathway. Reggie was watching me. My feet felt heavy. I had a hard-on already and my chest was sweaty and my shirt was sticking on my back. We climbed the low porch and I opened the door. I swallowed even though my throat was not dry. I opened the door and I immediately heard the moans coming from our bedroom. For a few seconds, I was frozen at my spot, my hand on the door handle. In our bedroom. Really?

“Hey, man, you going inside?” Reggie asked lightly. He heard the moans, too. He wanted to see what’s going on. We both wanted to see what Atlas and Hazel were doing. My feet felt so heavy. My heart stopped and then it continued pumping again. My eyes were hot. I’ve never been this horny in my entire life.

The bedroom door was half-open. The bright light was on. From behind me, Reggie said he was thirsty from our walk and that he needed to drink cold water. He went to the kitchen. I walked slowly and took a deep breath and opened our bedroom door.

Hazel and Atlas were both naked. Atlas was on his back with Hazel on top of him. She was riding him, going up and down on his long and thick cock, her tight pussy gripping it. Her hair was still wet from the shower. Atlas saw me and nodded at me, but Hazel didn't immediately notice me. She was focused, beads of perspiration on her face and neck and body, her palm on his chest. Atlas’s huge body almost occupied the whole double bed.

They kissed. Hazel kept grinding on his cock, her love juices coating his dick and his fat balls. She saw me while they were kissing and Atlas’s dick was buried deep inside her. Atlas slap her butt. I smiled at her and nodded. Atlas kept fucking her mouth with his tongue.

“Sorry, Liam,” Atlas said unapologetically. “We started without you. Couldn’t wait. Couldn’t stop. Impossible to resist your hot fiancée over here.” Atlas slapped her butt again. Hazel continued grinding back and forth. Her eyes became slightly unfocused. Her mouth was open, panting, moaning, biting her lower lip. She was having another sharp and delicious orgasm.

“Ohhh, Atlas,” she sobbed in pleasure.

“Where’s Reggie? He went home already?” Atlas asked me. Hazel’s body was still trembling. She was lying on top of Atlas, her head tilted to me, on cloud nine, surfing the after-effect of her orgasm. She’d be ready again. I knew that.

“Huh?”

“Where’s Reggie?” Atlas repeated his question. “He’s still here?”

“I’m still here, idiot,” Reggie said, grinning. He entered the room. He was already fully naked. He took off his shirt and pants and left them in the living room. He walked towards the bed. Hazel smiled at him. She sat up, Atlas dick still deep inside her. She made a slow circular motion with her waist. Reggie got on the bed and stood on it, his legs wide apart. He stroked his thick cock and pointed it at Hazel’s gorgeous face.

I sat on the gray couch beside the window. I moved it so it was facing the bed. The curtain was open, but nobody would be able to see us. The back of the house is walled with tall shrubs and small ornamental trees.

Hazel glanced at me before licking Reggie’s cock. Reggie watched her taste his precum. He held his cock and slapped her face with it several times. Left cheek, right cheek, on her forehead. Hazel accepted it all.


Chapter 7

Atlas and Reggie took turns fucking Hazel. It seemed the three of them had unlimited energies. Reggie fucked Hazel’s mouth and after he had his fill, Atlas stood up and replaced him. There was a lot of precum and saliva. Hazel wiped her chin with her hand.

They laid Hazel on the bed and opened her legs and fucked her. Atlas left additional kiss marks on her chest. He sucked her pink nipples. Reggie placed her ankles on his shoulders and began drilling her.

“Hot fucking slut!” Reggie half-roared as he pumped his veiny cock in and out of her desperate, wet pussy. “Hazel, you’re a hot fucking slut! I’m gonna come inside you, huh? I’m gonna fill your pussy with my come. Alright? Alright?”

I was waiting for Hazel to look at me, maybe to ask me if it’s alright if Reggie shoots his seed inside her. She didn’t. She was fully lost in the moment. Atlas’s mouth in her yummy tits and Reggie’s cock pounding her pussy. “Yes! Yes, Reggie! Come inside me, please!” She begged.

I watched as Reggie’s sweaty body jolted as he came inside my fiancée. He was grunting, teeth clenched, sweat dripping down his eyebrows. Hazel wrapped her long legs around his waist. Her pretty eyes were begging. Oh, yes, more. Please more.

Reggie pulled out his still-hard cock. He was immediately replaced with Atlas. He kissed Hazel. She opened her mouth and accepted his long tongue. I stroked my cock as I watched this huge man fuck my petite girlfriend again. Hazel almost disappeared under his body.

“Oh yes, Atlas. Yes. Yes. Yes! My god!” Atlas fucked Hazel long and hard. He fucked her with ferocity like he was a man starving for a long time. Atlas kissed her lips and cheeks and licked her neck. He watched her reaction as he fucked her. He watched her gorgeous face as she moaned and cried and asked for more, her fists gripping the sheet. Our bed rocked and creaked. The bedsheets got wrinkled. Pillows fell on the floor. And still, Atlas fucked her again and again.

“I’m gonna come!” Atlas howled, veins popping on his thick neck, eyes focused and concentrated. He was at his limit. Hazel’s delicious pussy was just too good.

“Oh, Atlas. Yes, please. Inside? Please, come inside me,” Hazel sobbed. She wanted more come. Her pussy was begging for more. Atlas and Reggie’s cocks took her again and again to orgasm heaven.

Atlas didn’t come inside her. He pulled out at the last moment. He held his cock and stroked it furiously. He came immediately, blasting ropes of thick sperm on Hazel’s flat stomach and luscious tits. This sperm shower even reached her pretty face and hair. She licked and swallowed the ones that landed on her lips. Atlas came like a hose. It seemed endless.

“Oh,” Hazel said, catching her breath. She looked down at the pool of sticky come on her tits and stomach and legs.

“Let’s go take another shower,” Atlas said. He held his hand. Hazel reached for it. Atlas helped her to a sitting position and then placed his hands on her legs and back and lifted her from the bed like she was light as a pillow and started walking towards our bathroom. Hazel wrapped her arms around his thick neck. Reggie followed them.

“Uhhh, guys,” I started saying. Hazel looked at me. They stopped.

“Yeah, man?” Reggie asked.

“The bathroom in the hallway is, uhhh, bigger,” I said. Hazel smiled at me. Atlas kissed the side of her neck. She giggled and burrowed her face on his chest. They got out of our room and I followed them. Atlas and Hazel got in the bathroom first. Reggie joined them. He nodded at me and closed the door. I was left standing in the small hallway of our house. I looked around. I looked at the closed door of the bathroom. My fiancée was there with two men. I heard the hiss of water stream. They turned on the shower.

I took a deep breath and sat on the sofa in the living room. I picked up my phone, which was on the table and unlocked it. I clicked the icon of the photo gallery and looked at the pictures from our pre-wedding photoshoot which were emailed to us by Jonathan Hart, a photographer friend of ours. I downloaded them and saved some of them in my gallery. I was wearing a suit and Hazel was wearing a stunning white dress that hugged her sexy curves. It barely reached her thighs and showed just a sufficient amount of her perfect cleavage.

The photos were taken on a beach in Eastway. We were smiling and hugging and kissing and looking at each other’s eyes with love, excited for forever. After that photoshoot, Hazel and I found a secluded area where there was a large rock hidden by an old tree with green leaves and yellow vines and flowers. In that hidden place at sunset, Hazel gave me a sloppy blowjob. I came in her mouth and she swallowed all of it. I told her to stand up and turn her back to me and place her palms on the rock. She bent over and I fucked her soaked pussy from behind while she was still wearing that sexy dress. We fucked until it was dark.

Sounds were now coming from the bathroom. I locked my phone and put it back on the table. I turned my head towards the hallway. The windows of the living room were closed. The TV was off. There were no sounds except Hazel’s moans and Atlas and Reggie’s grunts. What are they doing there now? That's a stupid question, of course. I know what they are doing. They are fucking.

That shower room is bigger than the one in our room, but I doubt it’s big enough. Reggie and Atlas are huge men. I could imagine Hazel bent over at the waist with her hands on the wall and getting pounded from behind. Maybe Atlas was balls-deep into her now. Maybe Reggie. I heard a slap mixed with Hazel’s sobbing moan. They really like slapping her round and firm butt. I could imagine Reggie’s fist gripping tight Hazel’s beautiful hair, pulling it while thrusting in and out of her amazing and quivering pussy.

I looked at my watch. Ten minutes had passed. Fifteen minutes. Twenty. Thirty. I was not sitting on the sofa anymore. I found myself standing outside the bathroom door, my cock hard inside my pants. There was silence and then some grunting. Hazel was probably on the floor and giving those two lucky men an amazing blowjob, thin strands of drool connecting her wet lips to their cocks. There were more grunts. I imagined Reggie gripping Hazel’s beautiful hair and fucking her mouth again, his hips moving back and forth, fast and unrelenting. Hazel was looking up at him on her knees, tears rolling down her cheeks, happily taking it all. I placed my hand on the wall to steady myself. I could hear my heartbeat.

The bathroom door opened. Reggie got out with a towel wrapped around his waist. He looked happy and satisfied, a contented grin on his face.

“Hey, man,” he said to me. He closed the door behind him. “Everything good?” He asked. Reggie pointed inside with his thumb. “Uhhh, cool heating system you have there. Atlas and Hazel are still inside. Those two really couldn’t get enough of each other. They are still going at it.” He went to the living room, dried his hair with the towel, picked up his shirt and pants and began dressing. “I need a smoke,” he said. “After-sex cigarettes are the best.” He opened and sat on a chair on the porch. I was left standing alone in the hallway. I leaned on the wall beside the door.

I looked at my watch again, restarting the count. Five minutes. Ten. Twenty. I listened to every sound. Grunts and moans and whimper and cries of pleasure.

The door suddenly opened and they came out. They were still on it. They were not yet done. They were kissing. Atlas was carrying Hazel, her long legs wrapped around his waist, his large hands on her butt, supporting her. He was carrying Hazel effortlessly as if she weighed nothing at all. Water from their naked bodies dripped on the floor. Atlas licked Hazel’s neck. She saw me standing there, watching them. She blushed. In this standing position, Atlas’s huge cock was deep inside her.

“Sorry, babe,” she said to me, cheeks pink. “We, ummm, took too long showering,”

“Ah, it’s fine,” I said.

Hazel wanted to say something to me, but Atlas placed her back against the wall and started pumping in and out of her. Her words turned to moans. Hazel wrapped her arms around his neck. They kissed torridly again, starving for each other’s mouth and lips. Atlas continued fucking her, faster and faster, pinning her back against the wall. The small hallway echoed the hot sounds of naked flesh smacking. Atlas was pounding away now, taking my fiancée closer and closer to another mind-blowing orgasm.

“Yes! Yes! Oh god, oh my god! I’m coming again!” Hazel moaned in uncontained, helpless lust, thrashing her head side to side, embracing Atlas’s for dear life. She turned her head to me, but she couldn’t see me. Her eyes were unfocused. She was swimming in waves and waves of climax, toes curled, eyes rolling to the top of her head, her sexy body shaking deliciously.

Atlas kept on fucking her, plunging into her shaking pussy over and over. His face and body were dripping with sweat. Grunting, teeth clenched, giving Hazel the pounding of her life. “I’m fucking coming!” he roared.

“Yes, please. Inside me, Atlas. Come inside me, please!” Hazel begged.

“Fuck! You fucking slut!” Atlas said, gritting his teeth, veins popping on the side of his neck as he blasted his cream into Hazel, completely filling her up. He came for a long time. Hazel smiled at him after he had given her every drop. Her legs were still trembling and she had that blissful look on her pretty face. She smiled shyly at me and turned her attention to Atlas and kissed him.


Chapter 8

It was already nine in the morning when I woke up. Light was passing through the open curtain of our bedroom. I put my hand on Hazel’s side of the bed. She wasn’t there. She always wakes up before me. Our bedroom door was slightly open and I could smell breakfast.

I sat up and rubbed my eyes. I looked at my phone. There was a message from Reggie. I unlocked my phone and read it. Reggie and Atlas left our house near midnight. Before leaving, they asked Hazel for a goodbye blowjob and she happily got on her knees and gave it to them. Atlas came on her mouth and Reggie came on her face. After that, Hazel went to the bathroom to clean herself up. Atlas followed her and fucked her while she was bent over at the sink.

“That was one awesome night, man! Hazel’s the best! Let’s do that again sometime!” Reggie said in his message. I clicked the thumbs-up icon and then sent it. I took a deep breath. I’m sure these guys wanted to fuck Hazel again, but our agreement was that it was a one-time thing only, a fulfillment of our fantasy before the wedding. I mean, we can’t do such things when Hazel and I finally become husband and wife, right? Yes, right, but . . .

I got out of bed and went to the kitchen. I walked slowly. The smell of freshly fried bacon and eggs and sweet pancakes filled the kitchen air. Hazel was standing facing the stove, her back turned to me. She was wearing a white shirt and a hot mini-denim shorts that hugged her ass tightly. She’s a real-life wet dream.

Her phone was on the dining table and it was playing pop music. She was singing and humming with the tunes.

I embraced her from behind and kissed the side of her neck. She smells so good.

“Good morning,” Hazel said sweetly. She was done cooking and she turned off the stove. She faced me and we kissed. She wasn’t wearing a bra.

“Good morning, gorgeous,” I said with a grin. I kissed her again. “Reggie messaged me.”

“Really?” Hazel said. There was excitement in her voice. She slipped her arms around my neck and looked at my face. “Ummm, what did he say?”

“He just wanted to say thanks for last night and . . .”

“And?” Hazel raised an eyebrow.

“I’m just thinking . . . maybe we should invite both of them to our wedding,” I said.

“Babe, they are invited to our wedding,” Hazel said sweetly. “Reggie and Atlas already have assigned seats.”

“No, I mean after the wedding.”

“Hmmm? They will also be there at the reception.” Hazel was looking at me curiously.

“I mean, I’m thinking we should invite them to our hotel room . . . after the wedding,” I said, my heart thumping in my chest.

“Oh. In our room?” Hazel asked. Light flickered in her pretty eyes. She studied my face, surprise turning into understanding, understanding turning into excitement. She tiptoed and kissed me.
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