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 Forward 
 
    First off, a warning.  This story takes place right after the original epilogue of The Things We Do For Lust (TTWDFL).  While you might be able to enjoy it without reading that first, I would not recommend it.  I am publishing this story separately for readers who have already purchased the complete trilogy and want to see what happens next.  This story will be included as Chapter 30 of the new edition of the complete series. 
 
    TTWDFL was my first book and it will always hold a special place in my heart.  It’s also been my best seller and I often thought about a way to get back to these characters.  The obvious route was to write a short erotic scene following our threesome of Peter, Robin, and Angie as they explore their mutual attraction.  It ended up being a little bit longer than I expected. 
 
    Enjoy. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
    My hand shook as I reached up to press our floor number in the elevator.  I missed the first few times, but I finally connected with the right button on the third try.  It was going to take us a little longer to get to our room, more time for the anticipation to build, and more time for my mind to wander.  I still didn’t believe Robin and I were going to have a threesome – with a woman. 
 
    I turned around to face my lovely wife, her brown locks tied up in a simple ponytail, her peachy complexion turning rosy, and Angie, sweet, sweet, curvaceous Angie, her red hair framing a beautiful tanned face, her breasts straining to be free of her tight black dress.  Both women had a trickster’s look in their eyes. 
 
    I had always been a little shy around beautiful women, never having the confidence in myself to keep them satisfied, either intellectually or sexually.  That’s why I was so glad to find Robin, a woman who found something in me she admired and who was willing to work at breaking me out of my shell.  This past year, my eyes had been opened – mostly by force – and I now felt much more confident. 
 
    Of course, Angie was also a part of my growth.  She was a wonderful woman who I was lucky enough to befriend during a rough patch in my and Robin’s relationship.  She was a friend who became a lover who revealed some of my more desirable qualities that had remained hidden from me. 
 
    I had slept with both women sharing the elevator with me, had pleasured them both, but now, as I stood in their gaze, Robin coyly biting the end of her ponytail, Angie exuding molten sex with a gleam of wickedness in her eyes, all doubts returned.  Was I man enough to please both of these women at the same time? 
 
    Performance anxiety gripped my guts even as my cock was iron hard. 
 
    The bell dinged and I jumped.  I swear I felt a small jet of pre-cum leak from my penis.  In a hurry to get on with our debauchery, I quickly turned and exited the elevator.  I was three strides past the threshold when I realized the women weren’t behind me.  I turned as it dawned on me, I was on the wrong floor.  I cursed my clumsy fingers. 
 
    Angie and Robin could have held the door for me so I could get back in, instead they smiled and my wife gave a little wave as the doors slid shut.  Angie blew me a kiss. 
 
    “Fuck,” I sighed.  The word a whisper of frustration.  I pushed the up button to call the next car.  I patted my pocket and was relieved to find I did, in fact, have a room key. 
 
    I didn’t think Angie and my wife would actually refuse to let me in the room, they might tease me a bit, but they weren’t going to humiliate me – at least not any more than I desired. 
 
    The next elevator door over opened and I made my way to our room just a few minutes behind my companions. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    When I got to the room, Angie was sitting on the bed, swinging her feet back and forth.  Robin was nowhere to be seen.  A sign of concern must have passed across my face, because Angie felt the need to say, “Don’t worry, she’s not hiding.  She’s in the bathroom, freshening up.” 
 
    “I’m not worried,” 
 
    Angie raised an eyebrow, questioning my veracity, 
 
    “Not worried.  Just.  Just a little nervous.” 
 
    A giggle escaped the redhead’s glossy lips.  “What are you nervous about?  It’s not like we haven’t all seen each other naked.” 
 
    Angie’s response felt queer, but before I could reply, the bathroom door opened and Robin emerged and my train of thought jumped right off the tracks.  She looked stunning and for the second time that evening my mouth opened cartoonishly wide. 
 
    Robin had removed the simple green dress she had donned earlier and was wearing a lingerie set I had never seen on her before.  Her bra was deep red and translucent; her dark nipples were easily visible.  Her panties were black and over it all she wore a sheer black coverall that really only covered her torso and left nothing to the imagination.  On her feet, she wore a pair of blood red stiletto pumps with three inch heels, higher than she’s ever worn in my presence.  She had let down her ponytail and her brown hair curved around her lovely face.  Her hazel eyes burned with a lust I hadn’t seen since our first threesome with Scott. 
 
    Robin carefully stepped into the room toward me; gracefully she spun around letting Angie and I get a good long look at her nice toned ass, the results of weeks of working out at her new place of employment.  My wife turned her head back toward us, her eyes locking onto mine even as I struggled to not stare at her ass. 
 
    “You like?” 
 
    Angie answered first, I was too stunned to speak, my nervousness had vanished, replaced by lust. 
 
    “I love it.” 
 
    “How about you, hubby of mine?” 
 
    “Ditto.” 
 
    “Ditto!  I’ll give you, ditto,” 
 
    I don’t know how she did it in those heels – practice I guess – but my wife quickly crossed the room to stop face to face with me.  Her heels giving her just a hint of an advantage on me, height wise. 
 
    She leaned in for what I thought was a kiss, but instead she started tickling me.  I was caught quite off guard by her grace and speed and found myself stumbling backward into a chair against the wall. 
 
    “Robin, It’s stunning.”  I said, once I was able to compose myself.  “I can’t wait to take it off.” 
 
    “All in good time.  I’m not done modeling it yet.”  My wife paced back and forth in the limited space between the bed, the bathroom, and the chair where I sat, flipping her hair when she turned, occasionally stopping to flash us by pulling aside her cover, not that she was revealing anything we couldn’t already see. 
 
    Angie and I catcalled and blew wolf whistles and overall acted like a mob of ill-behaving men.  Robin reveled in the attention. 
 
    Despite my raging hard-on, I had to pee, so I excused myself to slip into the bathroom. 
 
    “Don’t take too long,” my wife said as she continued to pose closer to Angie. 
 
    “We might not wait to get started.”  By the look in her eye, I had no doubt the redhead meant what she said. 
 
    I nervously chuckled and closed the door behind me.  My nervousness quickly returned.  So many questions were running through my mind as I tried to get my erection to go down enough so I could relieve my bladder. 
 
    What the fuck were we doing?  Why was Angie here?  Was my wife actually going to watch while I fucked the redhead?  She’d never said anything about wanting to watch me with another woman.  In fact, she had more than once told me she didn’t want to know any details of my extra-marital relationships –not that I’d had any since she moved back to Phoenix. 
 
    Again, performance anxiety hit me.  Would I be able to satisfy two women tonight?  Could I hold off cumming long enough to pleasure them both? 
 
    These doubts wouldn’t help me in the least out in the room with two hot horny women, but they did cause my erection to subside and I was able to pee. 
 
    Doubts lingered as I washed my hands.  I stared into the mirror, turmoil raged behind my glazed eyes. 
 
    “Peter, what are you fucking doing?” I whispered to the reflection before me.  “There are two beautiful, wonderful, sexy women out there waiting to fuck you.  Get out of your own head and get out there and enjoy yourself.”  Good advice, but would I follow it. 
 
    I went to rejoin my wife and Angie. 
 
    As they had warned me, they hadn’t waited.  And that brought up a whole new set of questions I could bombard myself with, but that would have to wait because the vision before me, although actually quite tame at the moment, sent all the blood – and I do mean ALL the blood – to my cock. 
 
    Angie had disrobed completely.  Her dress sat pooled on the floor at the foot of the bed, her panties had been tossed onto the chair where I’d been sitting earlier.  She hadn’t been wearing a bra.  She was lying face down, her arms by her side, her head turned away from me.  Robin sat on the bed next to her, her hands manipulating Angie’s right thigh muscles.  My wife pulled and stretched, her fingers digging in, leaving red lines on warm peachy flesh. 
 
    I watched mesmerized, as my wife’s hands worked their magic, gliding slowly up and down Angie’s legs. 
 
    “Look who’s joined us.”  I hadn’t noticed Angie turn her head toward me, my attention focused much lower. 
 
    “Hey honey.  You okay?”  Robin’s hands never left Angie’s body as she spoke.  “Ang said she felt a little tense, so I told her I’d give her a massage.” 
 
    “She used the coupon, already?” 
 
    “Oh, that.  Yes.  Sure.  I took the coupon.” 
 
    I didn’t really believe the coupon had anything to do with what was happening in that moment.  Robin’s fingers moved further up, getting close to the tender flesh near Angie’s ass.  A moan escaped the redhead’s lips, muffled by the pillow she’d planted her face in. 
 
    “Be a dear and get me some hand lotion, Peter.” 
 
    “Sure thing.”  With great effort, I tore my eyes away from the erotic vision before me and grabbed a small bottle of hand lotion from the bathroom sink. 
 
    I knew my wife gave massages every week at the spa she helped run, to both men and women, and I was sure they were all strictly professional.  What she was doing with Angie seemed different.  The sexual tension was palpable.  It filled the room with a sweet tangy aroma of arousal and desire. 
 
    I handed the bottle of lotion to Robin and she thanked me. 
 
    “Why don’t you get more comfortable?” she asked, squirting a dab of white creamy lotion onto her hand.  “Enjoy the show.” 
 
    But was it a show?  I’d never suspected my wife could be interested in women in a sexual way.  Maybe I was imagining things, but I could swear Robin was enjoying giving Angie a rubdown just as much as the redhead enjoyed receiving it. 
 
    My wife started working on Angie’s ass, working it hard, her fingers gliding up and over her beautiful cheeks only to slip into the crease between them. 
 
    This was a much more intimate massage then she gave at the spa – I hoped. 
 
    Robin manipulated Angie’s ass for a few minutes then got up and straddled her body so she could work on her back. 
 
    “That feels wonderful, so relaxing.” 
 
    “Don’t fall asleep on me.” 
 
    “I won’t.  Promise.” 
 
    Robin worked her fingers into the redhead’s skin, pushing forward and pulling back, riding her body like a rocking horse – a fluid rhythmic motion that got my hormones boiling. 
 
    After a few more moments, my wife dismounted and stood next to the bed. 
 
    “You want me to do the front?” 
 
    Two yeses rang out, mine and Angie’s.  I couldn’t tell you which one was first. 
 
    “Thought I told you to get comfortable?” Robin said to me while Angie turned around on the bed. 
 
    “I got distracted.” 
 
    “Whatever.  Get undressed.” 
 
    I had hoped the women would undress me, but it didn’t look like that was how this was going to play out.  Then again, I didn’t expect to witness a full body massage either, so there was that. 
 
    I started unbuttoning my shirt and watching Robin begin to gently massage the tops of Angie’s shoulders.  My wife’s hands followed the contours of her torso, down and around the redhead’s ample breasts, fingers straying a little, but staying clear of her taut nipples. 
 
    Robin worked further down, bringing her hands across Angie’s stomach then up her chest between her cleavage and over and across her collarbone. 
 
    “This is awkward,” Robin said.  She was still standing next to the bed, leaning over to work on Angie’s body.  It didn’t seem to be the most advantageous position.  “Let me get back on the bed.” 
 
    Robin lifted her leg up to straddle Angie’s hips then paused a moment and moved toward her head.  Angie watched my wife’s little dance with amusement. 
 
    “This is much easier with a proper table.” 
 
    “But not as much fun, I’m sure.” 
 
    Robin decided to go back to her original plan and sat astride Angie’s hips.  She resumed her circular motion across the shoulders, down the side and up the chest.  She continued this routine for a few minutes, each time allowing her hands to wander further toward Angie’s pussy, that now sat just between Robin’s own. 
 
    Then she stopped, scooted back a bit and gently rested her palms on the tops of Angie’s thighs.  Her fingers started playing through the trimmed auburn tufts of hair.  My wife began working her thumbs down and around Angie’s labia, teasing the folds and just barely staying away from her button. 
 
    Angie gave a low guttural moan, and a small pool of her dew formed near the bottom of her opening. 
 
    I was getting so fucking turned on, and obviously, so was Angie. 
 
    “That feels so good,” she said, her eyelids fluttering as my wife’s massage sent her into an erotic trance. 
 
    I had taken my shirt off, but I still hadn’t removed my pants, since I was caught spellbound by Robin’s performance.  Up until now, I could have explained away the act in front of me as pretend, two women playing at sex for the benefit of their audience of one, me.  But then, as Robin’s thumbs manipulated Angie’s clit, a slow gentle quake moved up her body.  She gripped the bed coverings as her body quivered.  “Oh fuck.  That’s so, so.  Good.  Oh fuck.”  Her words, half mumble, half scream, gave voice to the pleasure that now coursed through her body.  “Don’t stop.  Please.  Like that, yes, just like that.  Fuck.” 
 
    I was stunned to see Robin, my wife, thrust three fingers into Angie’s pussy while maintaining contact with her clit.  It was a good thing I still had my pants on, because otherwise, I would be stroking my cock like a mad man. 
 
    “Oh Robin, you really know what I like.”  The last word just barely escaped her lips when Angie threw back her head and let out a groan of pleasure that had to be audible in the adjoining hotel rooms. 
 
    The meanings of Angie’s last words started registering in my brain when Robin addressed me.  “Are you going to help me with this or am I going to have to pleasure this woman all by myself?” 
 
    I was enjoying watching, but joining in could be fun too. 
 
    “I’ll help, of course.” 
 
    “Get those pants off and grab a condom.  They’re in the bag.” 
 
    I quickly complied with my wife’s demands.  I removed everything, in a flash, my pants, boxer briefs, shoes and socks. 
 
    “My God, Peter, you are so fucking hard.” 
 
    I looked down at my turgid cock, standing out perpendicular to my body.  The shaft was red and veiny, pre-cum coated the crown and continued to leak from the tip.  I dared not touch myself for fear of erupting too soon, thus spoiling the scene. 
 
    I reached down into the bag they’d set down next to the night stand.  My mind was focused on fucking Angie at the moment and I barely registered the dildo, harness, and lube as I retrieved the loose condom packs in the bottom. 
 
    I moved toward the bed, trying to open the condom package, when I heard my wife exclaim, “Too late.” 
 
    My eyes glanced up and I was almost literally blown away by the sight of my beloved wife of four years bending over and placing a vigorous tongue kiss on Angie’s vagina.  The redhead’s moans that had filled the room with erotic music took an upward pitch.  My cock twitched at the vision of my wife bent over, her ass in the air, and her head between another woman’s legs. 
 
    Angie’s moans told me she was loving the attention.  I knew my wife was not doing this simply for my benefit, by the moisture that was exuding from her own pussy.  The idea of my wife being, at least, a little curious about having sex with a woman drove me to new heights of arousal.  I was sure Angie was close to a mind-numbing orgasm, and so was I.  I moved to the foot of the bed and pressed myself against Robin, my cock running up the crack of her lovely ass. 
 
    I tossed the condom on the bed – it landed next to Angie’s head – and lined myself up with Robin’s well-lubricated pussy.  I easily slid all the way in. 
 
    I was in the presence of two beautiful women, each moaning with pleasure and I couldn’t have been happier.  I fucked my wife, thrusting and retreating, lost in the warm ecstasy of my cock enveloped by Robin’s pussy. 
 
    I fucked with a passion, my head filled with the vision of my wife eating out another woman, something I could never had imagined before and I found it completely arousing. 
 
    I was close to coming, so I slowed my pace, an attempt to climax with the lovely Angie who was lost in her own pleasure, driven there by my wife’s expert tongue. 
 
    “So fucking close,” Angie said.  She squeezed her eyes shut, her tummy quivered in anticipation, her voice raised an octave.  “Ah.  Ahhhhh.” 
 
    I heard my wife moan a bit.  The tension in her vaginal walls hinted she was nearing a mild orgasm of her own.  I reached around Robin’s hips and began playing with her clit.  Her moans intensified as well. 
 
    “Fuck.  Fuck.  Fuck!”  Angie’s cries filled my ears. 
 
    I sped up my thrusts to match her pace.  I could feel my balls boiling, my cock eager to erupt. 
 
    “That’s it.  That’s it.”  Angie grabbed Robin’s hair and pulled her head forcefully against her pelvis and screamed.  “I’m cummmmmmmming!” 
 
    At the same moment, I plunged my erection deep into my wife and let myself go.  I felt my cock spasm multiple times as I filled Robin’s pussy with my cum. 
 
    Even as I was coming down from my own climax, I continued to play with Robins clit.  I worked my own muscles trying to stay hard inside my wife as her own orgasm built. 
 
    Angie, being spent, released Robin’s head.  She leaned up and took in a lungful of air and let out a monumental “FUUUCK!”  Her pussy gripped my partially engorged penis like a vise.  I felt her quiver along my shaft for a long moment.  I continued to manipulate her clit until she pulled my hand away, having had enough. 
 
    I pulled out of my wife with a plop.  My shrinking cock glossy and white with our combined juices. 
 
    I rolled back onto the bed, my wife still kneeling between Angie’s outstretched legs.  A blissful chuckle escaped her lips. 
 
    “I hope it was as good for you as it was for me?” my wife said as she collapsed in the space between us.  Her voice questioning her own reaction to the scene. 
 
    I wanted to talk about what we had all experienced, but I was worn out from our long day of travel and shopping and gambling and fucking, so I closed my eyes for a short ten-minute nap that lasted an hour. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I awoke to the steady undulation of the mattress beneath me.  I opened my eyes and slowly turned my head toward the source of the movement.  It’s simple enough to describe what I saw, but it took several moments for me to really understand what I was seeing. 
 
    Angie lay on her back, her long red hair spilled out over the pillow, her knees bent and spread open.  Her arms encircled my wife, whose body was between her partner’s outstretched legs.  Both women, by the way, were still very naked. 
 
    The two were kissing, passionately, tongues entwined and exploring, oblivious to my presence.  I could not deny, my wife was making love to another woman, and it aroused me greatly.  There was no hesitance in their actions, no awkward movements.  These two people were totally comfortable with each other. 
 
    I started to think this wasn’t Robin’s first time with a woman, although she’d never confessed it to me before. 
 
    I was about to turn my body toward the two lovers and let them know I was awake, when my gaze moved downward and I noticed Robin slowly thrusting her hips between Angie’s open legs.  I was at a loss to what she was doing until I saw the belt around my wife’s waist and I caught a glimpse of the slick red dildo attached to it. 
 
    My wife was, literally fucking a woman. 
 
    Angie began to moan and Robin continued thrusting her artificial cock into her lover’s pussy. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you, slut?” 
 
    “Fuck, yeah.” 
 
    My wife increased the speed of her penetration.  Her eyes were locked on Angie’s face, her lips formed a smile, and it appeared she was feasting on the bliss of her partner’s arousal.  A bead of sweat slowly rolled down Robin’s brow and fell onto Angie’s heaving breasts. 
 
    “You like it deep and fast.” 
 
    “Ah, fuck.  I’m cumming.”  Angie gave a soft moan that began to increase in volume, despite her attempts not to wake me. 
 
    I couldn’t wait any longer.  Watching my wife and Angie fuck had sparked a fire of lust in my core and it was time to join in. 
 
    Robin gasped when I leaned over and began licking her sweat off Angie’s tits.  The redhead’s climax had been subsiding, but my tongue gave it a fresh boost and her moans became a shout, now that she didn’t need to worry about the sleeping man in bed next to her. 
 
    To my wife’s credit, despite my surprise entrance to the action, she continued to thrust her hips, keeping the dildo moving, thus offering Angie’s pussy something to hold on to. 
 
    “Ah, God.  That’s wonderful.  Both of you.  Wonderful.” 
 
    Robin, sensing her partner’s climax was complete, stopped thrusting and pulled out.  I continued sucking Angie’s luscious nipples, salty with her and my wife’s perspiration. 
 
    “Peter, you’re insatiable,” Angie said. 
 
    “Should I stop?” I mumbled. 
 
    “Please don’t.” 
 
    I moved across Angie’s body and began my oral assault on her far breast while I replaced my mouth with my hand on the nearer.  Angie began moaning and my cock was a raging hot iron of lust.  I felt a wisp of air pass my ear. 
 
    “You want to fuck her now?”  My wife’s words were barely audible.  She draped her arm around my hips and grabbed my cock.  “You’re hard and dripping pre-cum.  I’d say you do want to fuck her.” 
 
    The question had been rhetorical.  I wasn’t going to say no.  I looked up and over toward the nightstand. 
 
    “Ugh.  Why’d you stop?”  Angie was frustrated I wasn’t offering her my complete attention. 
 
    “Looking for this?”  Robin slapped a condom into my hand. 
 
    I moved to take my wife’s position between Angie’s legs.  I looked down at the lovely redhead below me.  “You mind if I take a turn?”  I didn’t want to assume anything, 
 
    “I’d love nothing better, at the moment.”  Angie grabbed my head and pulled me down for a kiss, while I fumbled with the condom. 
 
    Once I was fully sheathed, I lined myself up and plunged in.  Angie was slick with lubrication and I had no problems with penetration.  Her pussy felt warm and inviting and oh so good, despite the layer of latex between us.  I started to slowly fuck my favorite redhead, feeling no need to rush.  I wanted to enjoy the experience.  While I moved within her, Angie and I continued to kiss.  I worked my hands between our bodies and played with her nipples.  She playfully bit my lip and squeezed her pussy walls around my cock. 
 
    “This is nice,” she said.  “The dildo works, but I also love a nice, hard man between my knees.”  Angie reached around to grab my ass and pull me in deep. 
 
    I pushed deep and flexed. 
 
    “Peter!”  Angie began to moan, her fingers gripped my butt cheeks, pulling them apart.  “Keep fucking me.” 
 
    It was a command I couldn’t resist. 
 
    I felt a drop of liquid on my ass, then on my now exposed anus.  One drop became two, three, more.  Then my wife’s finger, at least I assumed it was my wife’s finger, began spreading the slick lube around.  After a few moments, she applied a steady pressure to my ass. 
 
    My cock twitched. 
 
    “Peter, you’ve grown an inch,” Angie lied. 
 
    “You like that husband?” 
 
    I couldn’t lie to my wife.  “Yes.” 
 
    She pressed a little harder, her fingertips penetrating the ring of my anus. 
 
    I thrust hard. 
 
    Angie gasped. 
 
    Robin pressed harder. 
 
    “How about now?” 
 
    “Yes!” I squeaked. 
 
    My mind was awash in erotic stimulation.  My cock inside Angie.  Angie’s fingers separating my ass cheeks, so that my wife could digitally penetrate me.  There was a slight pain mixed with extreme pleasure. 
 
    Robin moved up my back, still keeping a fingertip lodged in my ass.  I felt her nibble my ear.  “I would really love to fuck you right now.” 
 
    The words caused a riot in my brain.  Without really thinking, I said, “Then fucking do it.” 
 
    “I truly love you, Peter.”  Robin kissed my earlobe. 
 
    I imagined she would start working her finger deeper into me, but I was wrong.  Instead she withdrew and I felt surprisingly empty. 
 
    That feeling didn’t last long. 
 
    “A little help, Ang.” 
 
    I felt Angie’s grip tighten, pulling my ass cheeks even further apart.  More lube was applied and then I felt a blunt object at the entrance to my bottom.  It was cool and slick and it wanted in. 
 
    “Relax,” Angie whispered.  “You can do it.” 
 
    Robin pushed and I felt the dildo slip past my anal ring and I was full again, so fucking full.  A wave of energy shot through me and my cock spasmed.  My wife started thrusting her hips. 
 
    “Take it, Peter,” she said as she leaned over me.  “Take my cock.” 
 
    It felt painful and pleasing and I began to shoot my sperm into the condom. 
 
    “He just came!” Angie said.  “He really does like it.” 
 
    Even though I’d just climaxed, my cock stayed hard. 
 
    My wife thrust a few more times then asked me if I’d had enough. 
 
    I turned my head around and said, “No!” 
 
    Robin leaned over and kissed me and kept on riding my ass and I could feel another orgasm approaching. 
 
    “Fuck me, Robin.  Make me cum again.” 
 
    Robin’s thrusts pushed me deeper into Angie. 
 
    “You’re not just fucking me, sweetheart, you’re also fucking Angie.” 
 
    “That’s so hot.” 
 
    “I hope the condom can hold another load.” 
 
    “Let’s find out.” 
 
    Robin kept fucking and I was getting used to the sensation and loving it.  Feeling my wife’s sweaty breasts with their hard nipples pressing against my back while she drove a dildo into my ass sent me to a level of pleasure, and pain, that I’d never experienced, even though Angie had taken my anal virginity months ago.  It was nothing compared to taking a good fucking from my wife. 
 
    Eventually, Angie slipped out from under me and removed the condom.  I fell forward, onto the bed, causing Robin to slip out of my ass.  I felt, at once, relief and longing to be filled again.  Robin rolled over next to me.  I turned toward her and couldn’t help but laugh at the six or seven-inch erection sprouting from her hips. 
 
    “Oh my God, that was something.” 
 
    “You enjoy?” 
 
    “Yeah.  You really know how to wield a cock, for a woman.” 
 
    “She’s better than some men I know,” Angie said.  Robin and I laughed. 
 
    I’m gonna take a shower.”  I got up and headed to the bathroom. 
 
    “Planning on going somewhere?” Robin asked.  She looked over at the clock on the nightstand.  It read one o’clock. 
 
    “No.  Just need to get clean.” 
 
    “We’ll be waiting.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I closed the door behind me and slumped against it.  My nerves were set on edge, my hands shook and my mind was clouded with conflicting emotions. 
 
    I had just experienced a thoroughly exquisite orgasm but I couldn’t ignore the fact my wife had fucked me with a strap-on dildo, after giving the same treatment to our mutual lover. 
 
    I was starting to lose control, my body sliding down to the floor as the realization hit me.  This was not my wife’s first time with a strap-on.  I didn’t think Scott was the type of guy to get off on anal play, unless he was on the giving end.  So, unless Robin had been cheating on me – a fact I didn’t want to contemplate – Angie must have shown her how to use it and that meant this was not her first sexual encounter with the redhead. 
 
    Suddenly, it all made sense to me.  My wife’s anniversary gift, bringing Angie into our bed, was not about her watching me with another woman – it was about me watching my wife.  And here I was, worried about being overwhelmed with trying to pleasure two women at once.  That had never been a requirement of me and I wasn’t sure how that made me feel.  Angie and Robin never made me feel unwelcome, but the realization I wasn’t needed for them to enjoy themselves did sting a little.  At least I wasn’t worried about losing my wife over this relationship. 
 
    I felt, as well as heard, a rap on the door.  “You okay in there?” 
 
    I scrambled to my feet and started the water in the shower.  While I was waiting for the water to heat up, I felt a tap on my shoulder.  I turned around to face my wife.  “Room in there for two?” 
 
    “Yeah.”  We had a deluxe room.  The spacious shower stall had plenty of room for me and my wife. 
 
    “How about three?” 
 
    I looked over Robin’s shoulder at Angie.  She was leaning against the threshold in all her naked glory, her green eyes sparkling in the bright light, a halo of red and blue and yellow enveloped her red flowing locks, cast by the neon lights coming through our hotel room window. 
 
    I looked at my wife, while answering.  “I think so?” 
 
    She took a moment, but only a moment, to add.  “If not, we’ll make room.” 
 
    My cock, already partially aroused, achieved full thickness.  Robin smiled as it swelled between us.  She reached down and gripped my erection.  “We might need to find room for this, though.” 
 
    The water was warm enough, so we all three made our way into the enclosed shower.  Our bodies comfortably rubbing together.  There was no awkwardness, our bodies were wonderfully compatible.  No one worried about who touched who.  I’m not sure this would have felt as welcoming to me, if our companion had been a man. 
 
    Robin seemed at ease around Angie.  Who am I kidding, my wife was totally comfortable with her, having found a bi-sexual interest that had, until now, been hidden. 
 
    I found myself sandwiched between the women.  I was facing Angie, my cock pointing awkwardly into her stomach.  My wife was behind me, her breasts squashed against my back.  I leaned down for a kiss, the redhead’s soft lips tasted tangy; it was my wife I was tasting.  Robin ran her hands down my chest and took hold of my cock, sliding it down to nestle between Angie’s slick labia.  She shifted her hips and I easily slipped in, our bodies melding as one.  She felt so warm and inviting. 
 
    “You sure about this?” I asked. 
 
    Angie nodded her head.  Her eyes fluttered.  She knew I wasn’t wearing a condom. 
 
    I turned my head to Robin. 
 
    “She’s clean,” my wife said before grabbing my head, holding me still so she could kiss me, ravish me, fuck my mouth with her tongue. 
 
    I reached around Angie and grasped her ass tight, pulling her toward me as I thrust my hips, burying my cock deep in her pussy.  I began to fuck our redheaded friend while I kissed my wife.  It felt so wrong, yet so fucking right. 
 
    I felt my balls tingle and I knew another climax was nearing. 
 
    “I’m close,” I mumbled to my wife through our kiss. 
 
    Robin drew back and looked me dead in the eyes.  “Cum in her.  Fill that bitch up.” 
 
    The words shocked me; they were so dirty.  My approaching orgasm clouded my mind.  Was this right?  Did Angie want me to pull out?  Was she on birth control? 
 
    I was on the razor’s edge.  It took all the willpower I could muster to keep from cumming.  I looked back to Angie.  She seemed hesitant.  I was worried she’d tell me to stop.  I slowed my thrusting, taking my time, feeling every lovely inch of her pussy with my cock. 
 
    A smile broke on Angie’s face, starting in her eyes.  “Peter, you better not stop.”  My lover thrust her hips.  “Fill me up.”  She leaned her head back as I increased speed, fucking with an urgency I hadn’t felt in a while. 
 
    Angie let loose a deep groan.  “Oh fuck.  Yeeessss.  Fill me up.  Fill my cunt UP.” 
 
    Her dirty words set me off and I released.  Jets of pearly white semen shot from my cock, landing deep into Angie’s womb.  I felt delirious, lost in lust.  My cock continued to spasm as I held Angie close, not wanting a drop to spill. 
 
    Angie broke my grip and moved away – well, as far away as she could in the confined space we three shared – and spun me around.  I was easy to manipulate, my strength sapped from my recent orgasm. 
 
    Robin went down on her knees and took my now deflated penis into her mouth, her eyes smiling up at me as she sucked the remaining cum along with Angie’s essence off my cock.  Surprisingly a new erection began to develop.  I felt Angie press her body against mine, her pebbly nipples felt good against my skin.  She also slid to her knees and I entered a whole new realm of pleasure as she spread my ass cheeks and assaulted my anus with her tongue, hitting nerve endings I never knew I had. 
 
    Instantly, my cock hardened.  My wife’s eyes bulged as she found her mouth stuffed with turgid flesh.  I could feel her throat open up as she gagged on my erection.  I was slightly disappointed when she pulled her mouth back, but that feeling was short-lived when she began bobbing, taking me deeper into her throat, deeper than I’d ever been. 
 
    Did she learn that skill from taking Scott’s cock into her mouth?  It was bigger than mine.  I didn’t care.  I grabbed Robin’s head and guided her back and forth.  Our gaze met.  It felt so dirty. 
 
    “You like this?” I said.  “You like sucking cock?” 
 
    Robin gave a slight nod. 
 
    “Take it Robin.  Take it all.” 
 
    I thrust my cock down my wife’s throat.  I could hear her gag, saw her eyes water; could have been the shower, but I doubted it.  I’d never done this before, cause my wife to gag.  I was about to pull out and apologize when I saw my wife had one hand between her thighs and the other tweaking a nipple.  She wasn’t gagging in discomfort, she was cumming. 
 
    Then Angie, not wanting to be forgotten, replaced her tongue with her thumb pushing past my tight ring into my ass.  Somehow, I found my cock spasming again.  Another orgasm ran through me.  I shot a few strands of cum into my wife’s willing throat.  It wasn’t much, but she took it all, not a drop escaped her lips. 
 
    With a sigh, we all three collapsed in a pile of slick arms and legs, tangled together, far from clean. 
 
    We lay there spent for a few minutes, our breathing and the cascade of water drops on flesh the only sounds audible. 
 
    As we lay there, I couldn’t help but feel a little embarrassed at what I had just taken part in.  It felt so transgressive, the dirty words we spoke, the degrading act of forcing my cock down my wife’s throat, and her enjoyment of it. 
 
    It felt wrong – like it should feel wrong – but we enjoyed it, and that threw everything out of balance.  Maybe it felt good because it was transgressive, not in spite of it.  Whatever the case, I was thoroughly pleased and thoroughly spent. 
 
    Angie was the first to stir.  The redhead reached over and began massaging my deflated cock.  “I didn’t get to cum.” 
 
    Another pair of hands emerged from our pile and descended on my groin.  “Neither did I.” 
 
    “We need to get this back in working order.” 
 
    “Yeah, I need something warm and hard inside me.” 
 
    I didn’t know who was speaking which line, but I could feel a slight tingle in my penis.  Unfortunately, it refused to get hard.  I was absolutely spent and I figured it would be a few hours, at least, before I would be able to achieve another erection.  That didn’t seem to stop the two beauties with me from trying. 
 
    “Let’s see what this does.”  I felt a mouth envelop my flaccid cock.  It felt warm and inviting around my member, yet no blood would fill the veins to stiffen me. 
 
    I looked down and saw it was my wife with her lips around me.  She smiled as I ran my fingers through her wet hair.  She licked around the crown of my cock, tickling the sensitive nerves within.  It felt wonderful, but futile. 
 
    “Let me help,” 
 
    Angie shifted her body and began bathing my balls with her tongue.  A wonderful sensation to be sure, but my cock refused to cooperate, and inflate. 
 
    It was an exceedingly erotic sight, seeing two lovely women paying homage to my spent appendage and if I hadn’t spent the last several hours fucking, I’m sure I would have been hard as steel.  Sadly, all their attempts to get a rise out of me were in vain. 
 
    Eventually they realized that, but instead of giving up, they took a different tack. 
 
    Angie licked up my shaft and joined Robin at the crown.  They twirled their tongues around the ridge then moved closer together, abandoning me altogether, and started kissing. 
 
    Their mouths moved passionately, eyes wide open, gazes locked on each other.  The kiss had started playfully as they worshiped my cock, but now, an urgency took over.  I was forgotten as their Sapphic passion flared. 
 
    Robin climbed over my body to connect with Angie, forcing her back against the glass shower enclosure. 
 
    I moved to the corner and watched as the two women kissed.  Robin ran her hands frantically through Angie’s long red locks, occasionally gripping with a force that looked painful.  Angie used her hands to explore Robin’s slick body.  She grabbed a breast with one hand while somehow working the other between my wife’s thighs. 
 
    The act that played out before my eyes sparked a desire within me.  I longed to join in, but my penis betrayed me.  I thought about going down on one of the women, but as I watched, it seemed the two had gone from an almost animalistic primal fucking, to making love.  I would never be able to point out the moment the tempo changed, but soon I found myself watching two beautiful women expressing their deepest feelings.  I knew I shouldn’t intrude, that I was now a third wheel that was no longer needed. 
 
    Somewhere between the craps table and the king-sized bed, my wife had fallen in love.  Again. 
 
    I could see it in the way she looked at Angie as they kissed.  It was a look I had seen often in the early days of our relationship.  More recently, I’d seen it in the way she looked at Scott, though I initially missed it.  Now, I saw that same sparkle in her lovely hazel eyes as she made out with our redheaded friend in that shower stall. 
 
    Despite almost destroying our marriage, Robin’s affair with Scott helped open my eyes to the beauty of unrestricted love.  Robin’s feelings for Scott didn’t diminish her love for me.  If Scott had been able to share her affections who knows how the last year would have turned out.  Instead he tried to pull my wife away from me to keep her for himself and she eventually rejected him, even though it hurt her immensely. 
 
    Surprisingly, discovering my wife’s love for Angie didn’t hurt.  I was a little jealous, but in a good way.  The warmth of Robin’s love comforted me and I wasn’t afraid to share it – especially with someone as deserving as Angie, the redheaded bartender who, ironically enough, helped me get through some trying times in my marriage. 
 
    I decided to leave the two love birds to their play and I slid around them and got out of the shower.  They barely noticed me leave. 
 
    I grabbed a towel and went out into the bedroom, the sounds of love and lust behind me. 
 
    I laid down on the bed and sleep settled upon me. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I was roused from my slumber with a kiss. 
 
    “Wake up, sleepyhead.” 
 
    I opened my sleep encrusted eyes to the lovely vision of my wife lying in bed next to me, the early morning sun casting an angelic halo behind her. 
 
    “How long?” 
 
    “Only a few hours.  It’s around five-thirty.  We were up late.” 
 
    My wife’s mistake was understandable. 
 
    “How long have you been seeing Angie?” 
 
    A look of fear crept across Robin’s face.  It was the last thing I wanted to see. 
 
    “It’s not an accusation, just a question.” 
 
    Robin hesitated before answering.  “A couple months.” 
 
    I smiled.  My wife looked confused. 
 
    “I’m glad you decided to share her.” 
 
    Robin grasped my face and locked her eyes to mine. 
 
    “Peter, I never meant to exclude you.” 
 
    “I know, Robin.  That’s why I’m not mad.  I know you fall in love easily.  With me, with Scott, now with Angie.  That’s not the point.  It’s how we deal with it that matters.” 
 
    “I’ll never see her again, after this weekend.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because, you—”  Robin’s lips stopped moving but I knew her mind was still racing. 
 
    I helped her out.  This Vegas trip was not going to end like the last one.  “You don’t have to do anything.  I like Angie.  She’s a great woman and I’d love to share her with you.” 
 
    A sigh of relief escaped Robin’s mouth. 
 
    “Speaking of Angie, where is she?” 
 
    “She went down to get some breakfast.” 
 
    “Is she staying with us?” 
 
    “Yes.  That’s why I invited her.” 
 
    “Good,” 
 
    It was good to know, my relationship with Robin was strong, but we two weren’t the only ones involved. 
 
    “Does she know?  About how you feel?” 
 
    “I think she suspects.” 
 
    “Does she reciprocate?” 
 
    Another pause from my wife.  “I can’t really say.  I haven’t asked her.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because I wasn’t sure about my own feeling until you laid it bare.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be.  It needed to happen.” 
 
    “Why did you keep this situation from me?” 
 
    “I wanted to surprise you.  And it worked.” 
 
    “Hell, yeah, it worked.” 
 
    “Can you forgive me?  For seeing Angie behind your back.” 
 
    “We have an agreement, it still stands.” 
 
    “I know.  Honesty.” 
 
    Almost every fiber in my body wanted to forgive.  A tiny thread wanted Robin to hurt a little for keeping her affair from me.  I pulled that thread out and discarded it, 
 
    “Of course, I forgive you.  I just hope next time, you’ll come to me sooner,” 
 
    “There won’t be a next time.” 
 
    A silence hung in the air between us, like a hummingbird sipping nectar. 
 
    And then we both broke out in laughter.  We knew she couldn’t be certain it wouldn’t happen again, but we did know that if it did, Robin would come clean and we’d both move on from the experience. 
 
    But that was the future, right now I wanted to make love to my wife. 
 
    So we did.  Make love.  Slow sensual love, neither of us climaxing but both of us enjoying the feeling of intimacy and togetherness. 
 
    “Hope I’m not interrupting.” 
 
    I stopped mid-thrust.  Robin and I looked over at Angie. 
 
    She stood there smiling, her hands behind her back.  She was wearing a pair of maroon running shorts and an ASU sweatshirt.  Her red hair was pulled back in a ponytail.  Her peachy skin glistened with sweat and other fluids she failed to wash off before going down to breakfast.  Her nipples were visible, pressing against the A and the U on her chest. 
 
    “So much beauty, in such a little package.” 
 
    Angie blushed at the words. 
 
    “I know after last night, you’re not embarrassed by a few poetic words.” 
 
    “Peter!  There’s a difference between words in the heat of passion and what we say in the sober light of day.” 
 
    “Robin, I’ve got my cock in you right now.” 
 
    She playfully punched my chest.  “Still.” 
 
    My wife was right.  I apologized for my light rebuke.  Angie swept it away like nothing even happened, and offered us bagels and coffee she had behind her back. 
 
    “You’re an Angel, Angie.”  Now it was my wife’s turn with the glowing words. 
 
    We all shared the simple repast of bagels, cream cheese and coffee.  I was still tired after the previous night’s fuckfest so I said I was sleeping in.  Angie and my wife were full of energy, new found love will do that to you, and decided to go down to the pool. 
 
    They took a shower together first, and I’m not sure how long that took, cause the water was still running when I fell asleep. 
 
    We spent the next three days enjoying Vegas as a threesome, mostly all together, but occasionally Robin and her redheaded lover would wander off to do some shopping or other stuff. 
 
    Once, Angie and I went to lunch while my wife was getting her nails done.  We talked mostly of light matters, like her job; she was close to having enough money put away in order to open her own bar.  I told her about all the dogs and cats and birds I helped keep alive. 
 
    I think I stumped her when I asked about our relationship. 
 
    “Where do you see this going?” 
 
    She took a moment to answer.  “Haven’t really thought about it.” 
 
    “Don’t you think you should?” 
 
    “Why?  We’re just having fun.” 
 
    Ah, to be young again.   
 
    “Please don’t break Robin’s heart.” 
 
    Angie looked at me like I’d told her not to sprout wings and fly away.  “Never!” 
 
    “Have you talked to her?  About how you feel?” 
 
    Again, she hesitated.  My lunch companion didn’t know how much I knew and I didn’t want to start any trouble.  I filled her in on what Robin told me the morning after our frolic and asked the question again. 
 
    “Have you two talked?” 
 
    Angie still didn’t open up.  I guess I was pressing issues that hadn’t come up in her mind yet. 
 
    “Well, you should.  Talk.  About your feelings.” 
 
    Angie begrudgingly agreed.  I could see trouble on the horizon, but it wasn’t my place to stir things up now.  I could only guide their course with my limited knowledge. 
 
    It was obvious to me; my wife was in love with this young woman and I couldn’t blame her.  I also had feelings I couldn’t readily defend.  For her part, Angie was single and having fun and maybe she did feel an attraction to my wife. 
 
    Then again, I could be reading her all wrong.  I’d done it before.  So I stopped pushing the issue and we finished our lunch and waited for Robin to rejoin us. 
 
    On our last evening together in Vegas, I decided the best course of action was to get everyone on the same page regarding our future. 
 
    All three of us were lying on the bed – it was a cozy fit, Angie, Robin, and me, no one complained – watching some fantasy epic on HBO.  As the credits for that night’s episode started flashing on the screen, I popped a question that had been wafting through my mind. 
 
    “Angie, would you like to live with us?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “What!” 
 
    Both my wife and Angie looked over at me.  From the moment I realized my wife had feelings for Angie I knew I had to do something, it wasn’t the first time this had happened.  With Scott, I nearly lost my marriage; I wasn’t willing to go through that hell again. 
 
    “Who are we kidding.  You two are madly in love.” 
 
    Robin started saying I was wrong.  Angie said nothing, but the look on her face told me I wasn’t. 
 
    “Don’t deny it.”  I waited until my wife stopped talking.  “We have nothing to offer you, Angie, but ourselves and our home.  My wife and I would love to share that with you.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “Start with yes.”  Robin must have read my mind. 
 
    “The money you save on rent can go toward your bar.” 
 
    “But.” 
 
    “No buts.  We’ll work it out.”  After her initial shock, my wife seemed to be all for the idea, adapting to it as if it were her own.  “We’ve got plenty of room.” 
 
    The beautiful redhead starred at us.  No words escaped her lips but I could see in her eyes, she was working out an answer. 
 
    The longer she took to speak, the more concerned I became that the answer would be no.  Maybe I had been wrong and all she wanted was a little fun, not a relationship with my wife. 
 
    Angie took a breath and I knew the next words out of her mouth would reveal her decision.  “I don’t want to be a bother.” 
 
    I tried not to sound too giddy.  I knew from those words it was only a matter of working out the details. 
 
    My wife reached over and placed her hands on her lover’s cheek.  “Angie, you could never be a bother.” 
 
    “My lease runs another three months.” 
 
    Like I said, details. 
 
    We spent the rest of the evening figuring out how to get Angie situated in our house in Phoenix.  We had a spare bedroom she could have, although we were quite clear she would be welcome in our bed anytime. 
 
    Robin and I also learned more about the bar Angie planned on opening.  There was a little dive in Glendale whose owner was planning to retire.  Angie was sure they’d be willing to sell if the price was good enough. 
 
    Having absolutely no knowledge or expertise in running a liquor business, I had no advice to give. 
 
    Robin and I did have a little savings which we might be willing to invest in our companion’s business, but I didn’t bring it up that night. 
 
    As Sunday night slipped into Monday morning, Angie eagerly explained her ideas, some I’d heard before, others were new.  Robin was beaming at the thought of her lover moving in, and as for me, I was looking forward to sharing a home with two beautiful women, one my wife, the other an intimate friend. 
 
    The prior year had been an emotional roller coaster with lots of highs and many many lows that had nearly ended in tragedy.  The one ahead promised just as much adventure and excitement but hopefully without the danger of blowing up our lives. 
 
    Robin and I ended the day making love to Angie.  I lay on one side of her, my wife on the other.  We kissed and caressed her body together.  Robin concentrated on her torso, swapping deep soul kisses while manipulating her ample breasts.  I enjoyed myself with the redhead’s pussy, licking her sweet tangy dew and exploring her folds with my tongue and fingers until she groaned with pleasure. 
 
    After our lovemaking, we feel asleep in each other’s arms. 
 
    In the morning, we awoke together; it would be hard not to seeing as we were a tangled pile of arms and legs.  We showered and dressed.  I checked us out of the hotel while Angie and Robin got in line for the breakfast buffet. 
 
    Then it was off to McCarran International Airport, where we boarded a plane – somehow Robin had been able to get Angie a seat between us on the return flight – and we were off to Phoenix and our new life as a committed threesome. 
 
   


  
 

 Afterword 
 
    When I started writing this story, I knew that I would have Robin admit she had slept with Angie once before, without telling Peter.  That was important to explain why she was so comfortable around the woman, since she never displayed any sexual attraction to women in the past.  I never meant for her to fall in love, but it was natural that she did.  Robin is polyamorous, we know that from the previous 300 pages.  Now we learn she’s also bi-sexual.  That makes it much more fun to write the sex scenes when you’re not worried about who touches who and whether they like it or not. 
 
    I’ve written this scene as an epilogue of sorts, but it could just as easily be a prologue to future adventures.  And I’m seriously considering another full-length book detailing the trials of keeping a threesome together.  We’ll see where that goes. 
 
    Thanks for reading and I hope you enjoyed. 
 
      
 
    Sean Geist - 7/18/2019 
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