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Prologue

Walker had lost track of MacKenzie (“Mac” to all her friends) shortly after they’d arrived at the party. It hadn’t been hard to do; they were just friends, after all (a fact that Walker hadn’t needed Mac to remind him of for years now), and frequently did their own things even when they hung out together. Also, there must have been hundreds of people packed into the frat house for the end-of-semester party, primarily jocks and other jerks.

Walker spent much of his time at the party looking around for people he knew but didn’t have much success. He spent some time chatting with a busty brunette named Dove, who’d been in his accounting class the year before, and got the sense that she might be open to more than just chatting. As usual, Walker’s mind was on Mac and what she might be up to, so he blew off Dove’s obvious attempts at flirtation.

After extracting himself from the conversation with Dove (which at one point consisted of her asking him what he thought about her ass in the tight leather pants she was wearing), Walker began looking in earnest for his friend. Not finding her on the main floor, he headed upstairs.

On his way up, two skinny blond guys passed him on their way down. They were both laughing.

One of them said, “What a slut.”

The other one said, “Can’t believe she’s still going.”

Walker’s heart sank as he continued up the stairs.

At the top of the stairs, Walker stood still for a moment, listening to the sounds coming from the first bedroom to the right. The door was wide open, and the noises coming from the room were unmistakable.

Moaning. Gasping. Laughter. Slurping sounds.

“Fuck, she’s so tiny,” a man’s voice said. “Makes Chris’s micropenis look big by comparison.”

Roaring laughter drowned out the slurping sounds.

When the laughter stopped, the slurping continued for a moment and then stopped. “Boys, I have one hand free,” said a woman.

Mac.

As if Walker didn’t already know it was her.

He almost turned around and went back downstairs. He felt an almost overwhelming urge to leave the party entirely, pretend he didn’t hear what he heard and know what he knew. Instead, he slowly, tentatively, approached the bedroom where his best friend was apparently getting railed by who knows how many guys.

The sight of her took his breath away. He’d seen her breasts before, as she’d changed clothes in front of him a time or two (girls change clothes in front of their besties all the time, right?), but he’d never seen her completely naked. And he’d certainly never seen her surrounded by four mostly naked men, her face and hair sticky with the cum of other guys who’d been there before these four.

Mac lay on the bed, her ass all the way to the edge with her legs hanging over the end. One guy was standing between her legs, thrusting away inside her pussy. Two others were on either side of her; she was stroking their cocks with her hands. The fourth, apparently “Chris,” knelt on the bed next to her head, feeding her his little cock. It probably wasn’t actually a micropenis, but Walker could tell it would’ve looked pretty small shoved in the face of a normal-sized girl. Mac’s petite body probably gave all these guys ego boosts when they saw their cocks in her hands, mouth, and cunt.

The guy between her legs grunted and held still for a moment, his legs quivering. Walker felt sick to his stomach when he realized he’d just seen another man come thanks to Mac’s pussy. When the guy pulled out, Walker saw that he hadn’t been wearing a condom, and the sight of milky, white cum seeping out of Mac’s reddened lower lips made Walker’s stomach churn. He thought he might vomit.

Despite the nausea that threatened to overwhelm him, Walker had an erection the likes of which he’d never had before.

The guy who’d just come backed away from Mac and plopped down, bare-assed, into a chair in the corner of the room, where he watched the rest of the action. The other three seemed content to stay where they were, leaving Mac’s pussy, still exposed by her spread legs and still leaking spunk, available for the taking.

Walker’s heart pounded. He couldn’t stop staring at his friend, at the forbidden fruit that seemed like it was finally his to savor. He unzipped his pants, freeing his rock-hard cock, and walked toward the bed.

He was inches away from shoving his cock into Mac’s pussy. Her head was turned toward Chris, who was fucking her face with joyful abandon, so Walker probably could’ve started--and maybe finished--fucking her without her even knowing. But that didn’t seem right.

He had his cock in his hand, pointed toward her opening. It took every ounce of moral strength he had not to rub himself against her as he said, “Hey, Mac.”

Mac let Chris fall out of her mouth as she turned her head, raising it slightly off the bed. She looked at Walker’s face, then down to his cock in his hand, and then back up.

“Walker,” she said, breathing heavily, “what the fuck are you doing?”

An unbidden rage flooded through him when he realized what was about to happen. Or, more accurately, not happen. “What everyone else is doing, apparently,” he snapped.

“Walker, don’t,” she said.

Walker looked from one of her hands to the other as she continued to jack the two men on either side of the bed. It wasn’t fair that these strangers got to do something he’d wanted so long to do. It wasn’t fair that she was giving these assholes so much pleasure when they probably didn’t even know her name. When he was the one who actually cared about her.

In hindsight, he’d scold himself for having those thoughts, but at that moment, his lust for her--his love for her--blinded him. He wanted nothing more than to just shove the other guys aside and take what he wanted.

But he couldn’t do that. It just wasn’t in him to force himself on a woman who’d said no. He wouldn’t do that to a total stranger, and he certainly wouldn’t do it to his best friend, who he’d loved since they were in high school.

“Okay,” he said meekly and zipped up his pants.

Chris’s little cock was back inside Mac’s mouth before Walker even left the room, and one of the two guys she’d been stroking moved between her legs to fuck her.

Walker went downstairs, planning on leaving the party. Instead, Dove stopped him, noticing he was upset. She didn’t pry too much, and he didn’t tell her, but she asked him if he wanted to go back to her apartment so she could try to make him feel better.

Six months later, Walker asked Dove to marry him. He and Mac didn’t talk about the night at the frat party for more than 20 years.


Chapter One

Despite his more or less happy marriage to Dove, Walker had always loved Mac and probably always would. His love manifested in a purely platonic way in middle school and grew into something beyond platonic throughout high school and their adult lives.

Throughout their college years, Walker was aware of Mac’s bedroom (and bathroom, and under-the-bleachers-at-home-football-games) activities, none of which ever included him, but he tried to ignore them. Mac had cautioned him against seeking more than friendship, not (according to her) because she didn’t like him or find him attractive but because she didn’t want to risk losing the best friend she’d ever had.

He didn’t want to risk that, either, but sometimes the lack of “more than friendship” gnawed at him.

And “sometimes” meant “all the goddamn time.”

Petite and blond with a gorgeous face and perky little tits, Mac’s sex appeal was enough to turn any guy’s head, but that’s not what kept Walker interested. She was empathetic and kind, understanding and wise, and had often been a shoulder for Walker to cry on. He often went to her when he had problems with his marriage, and she came to him for advice about the sometimes questionable morality of her sex life (she was desperate not to be called a homewrecker but frequently failed to do--not do--the one thing that’d get her branded as such).

Dove knew all about the special relationship her husband had with Mac and was, in fact, friends with Mac herself. Although somewhat jealous of how close the two of them were, Dove never felt threatened by Walker’s manic pixie dream girl because she’d seen from the beginning that he was in an eternal friend zone.

And Dove was hardly the perfect wife anyway.

---

“Fuck,” Walker moaned, raising his hips. “That feels so good.”

Walker had been away for work all week and had intentionally abstained from masturbating, looking forward to the greeting sex Dove always provided upon his return. Dove had only been working his dick with her magic hands for a couple of minutes, but he was already close.

“Oh, yeah?” Dove asked, slowing down her stroking. She gently flipped her index finger along the sensitive underside of his cockhead. “You like that?”

“Yeah,” he whispered.

“Robert liked it, too,” Dove said. “I think he liked my hands more than my pussy.”

Walker groaned, feeling both the metaphorical knife to the gut and the hastening of his climax that always worked together when Dove talked about her indiscretions.

“Not Cal, though,” Dove said, whispering the words into her husband’s ear as she resumed stroking him quickly. “That guy loved my pussy.”

“Fuck,” Walker said.

“You are leaking precum like crazy, baby,” she said, working the slickness coming from his tip around and around the head of his cock. “You must be close.”

“I am,” Walker whispered.

“Now, Winston… that dude always had precum going on,” Dove said, jacking him again. “I think he was horny 24/7. Always was when I was with him, anyway.”

“Who wouldn’t be?” Walker asked. “So fucking sexy.”

“Damn right I am,” Dove said. “And with Winston, he got off on knowing I was married. And that I always fucked him right here.”

Walker choked back a sob as his pleasure built.

Dove stated the obvious to drive home the point. “In our bed.”

That did it. Walker groaned again when he felt his orgasm arrive. Just before the first blast of cum erupted from his cock, Dove let go of him. His cock twitched madly as he came, and he cried out in frustration as Dove giggled at his not-quite-satisfying climax.

“Was hoping you might last a little bit longer,” Dove said, wiping her hands on his stomach and adding the precum from them to the cum from his ruined orgasm. “Was that good for you?” she asked, kissing him on the cheek.

Ignoring the wound in his stomach from the metaphorical knife to the gut, Walker smiled and said it was.

---

Things might have been very different if Walker had never told Dove that he got off when he found out about her cheating. It had happened three times that he knew of, all during the last ten years. The first time he’d demanded a divorce, but they worked through it, and he believed her when she said it would never happen again.

After they reconciled, Walker couldn’t stop thinking about Dove’s infidelity. About the man--Cal--who she fucked. To this day, Walker never told her about how he’d stalked Cal on social media, finding out everything about the man who’d made his wife stray. At first, he told himself he just wanted to know what this guy might have had that he himself didn’t and what he might be lacking so he could work on it to ensure she never cheated again.

He was lying, and the erection he got whenever he saw a picture of Cal told the truth.

Ashamed and confused, he didn’t jack off to the thought of Dove and Cal even though his urges were leading him in that direction. The second time she cheated, though, with Robert, was a whole other story.

It might have helped (“helped!”) that he caught them in the act. He was supposed to have been away for work but got back in town early and wanted to surprise Dove. He opened their bedroom door, eager to see his wife after a week away. He saw her, alright, sitting up in their bed with Robert’s massive cock in both her hands.

Robert had made eye contact with Walker before Dove did, and he immediately looked guilty. Not guilty enough to avoid coming all over himself, Dove’s hands, and Walker’s bed, but guilty nevertheless.

That night, he told Dove he was going to sleep on the couch. He also masturbated on the couch, with images of Dove making Robert come fresh in his mind.

Walker eventually told Dove about this, but not that it had become his go-to fantasy when masturbating. He also didn’t tell her that whenever he watched porn by himself, he made sure to find actresses with big boobs and dark hair instead of the Mac-like blond waifs that had been his previous choices.

Dove hardly tried to hide her affair with Winston, which ended with Walker catching her in the act once more. “In our bed.”

The only difference this time was that she was the one who was making eye contact with Walker when she came on Winston’s dick. That, and this time Winston wasn’t even out of the house before Walker started jacking off, and Dove walked in on him as he finished.

Walker hated how much he enjoyed Dove’s sluttiness, but he reasoned that leaning into it would eventually make the pain go away, leaving only pleasure behind.

Dove didn’t cheat again, as far as Walker knew, and as time went on, he got closer and closer to his pleasure-filled, pain-free goal. He never quite got all the way there, but he got pretty close.

Getting close to something he wanted but falling just short of it seemed to be his lot in life.

---

He’d just finished wiping the cum off his belly and chest when Dove said, “So, Mac called me today.”

“Oh, really?” he asked. “What’d she want?”

“She wants to take us out to lunch so we can meet her new boyfriend,” Dove said. “Gavin, I think she said his name was.”

“Sounds like an asshole,” Walker said.

Dove laughed. “You say that about all her boyfriends.” She rolled her eyes. “And we both know why.”

“Wonder why she didn’t call me?” Walker said.

“Because the last time she wanted us to meet someone she was seeing, you told her no thanks,” Dove replied. “She’s your best friend, and one of my better friends. She just wants us to get to know other people in her life.”

Walker shrugged. “Not sure why it matters. How long was she dating that last guy? Two weeks?”

“Three months,” Dove said, playfully slapping him on the shoulder.

“Ah, a new record then.”

“Now, who’s being the asshole?” she asked. “Anyway, we’re meeting them tomorrow at Rooster’s.”

“That’s cool,” Walker lied, rolling over to go to sleep.


Chapter Two

Walker parked the car next to an annoyingly giant pickup truck, the kind he always assumed was driven by a man with even more sexual hangups than himself. His feelings on the matter were only further reinforced in this case when he saw the bumper stickers advocating for less gun control, more prayer in schools, and a certain grifter politician with orange-tinged skin.

“What an asshole,” Dove said, looking at the truck.

“His cock’s probably even smaller than mine,” Walker said.

Dove nudged him with her shoulder. “Stop it. You’re hardly small.”

“I know,” Walker said. “I’m perfectly average. Unlike your other guys…”

“They were, too,” Dove said. “Well, except for Robert. There’s a reason I mostly did him with my hands because… ouch.”

Walker held the restaurant’s door open for his wife, feeling the familiar and not-quite-unpleasant mixture of gut-stab and cock-twitching.

The Rooster’s hostess asked them how many were in their party, and Walker told her they were meeting someone who was already seated. They looked around the restaurant for a moment before seeing Mac, who waved at them. She was sitting at a booth next to a handsome, muscular-looking guy wearing a camouflage shirt and a red ballcap.

When they got closer to the table, Walker saw the ballcap had the letters “MAGA” on it, and his stomach churned.

“Hey, you guys!” Mac said, standing up. She hugged Dove and kissed her cheek. Something about seeing his tiny blond friend kiss his curvy, dark-haired wife gave Walker an inappropriate thought he’d surprisingly never had before.

“Hi, Mac,” Walker said, opening his arms for a hug that didn’t happen.

Mac sat back down, and Walker and Dove slid onto the seat on the other side of the booth. Sitting across from his old friend and her unlikely boyfriend, Walker was amazed at the size difference between the two. Gavin had to be twice as wide as Mac and looked to be at least a foot taller. He started thinking about how the other man could probably pick up Mac like she weighed nothing and throw her across the room. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat as the erection begun by Dove talking about Robert grew even more.

“So, this is Gavin,” Mac said. “And these are my good friends, Dove and Walker.”

Gavin didn’t acknowledge the introduction. His eyes were glued to one of the many televisions installed above the bar in the middle of the restaurant. Walker glanced at the TV and saw a football game in progress. He wasn’t sure which teams, as he’d never been much of a sports guy.

“Nice to meet you,” Walker forced out, extending a hand to shake Gavin’s.

Gavin took his eyes off the TV and nodded at Walker. “You, too,” he said, crushing Walker’s hand in his grip. “Mac tells me you’re one of her oldest friends.”

“I am,” Walker said, trying to ignore the implications of the other man’s red ballcap. “Met her in middle school.”

“And never fucked her?” Gavin said. The question was so unexpected, so bold, that Walker merely blinked, and Gavin laughed. “I had her on her knees within the first hour.”

Mac slapped Gavin on the back of his head. “Stop!” she said, but there was no anger in her voice. Everyone at the table knew how quickly Mac fell into bed with new guys, and she was hardly embarrassed about it. She embraced her sluttiness and wore it like a badge of honor, refusing to let anyone make her feel ashamed about what she chose to do with her body.

“So, Gavin, what do you do for a living?” Dove asked, apparently thinking a change of subject was in order.

“I do my dad’s accounting,” Gavin said.

“His dad owns Backwoods Burgers,” Mac said.

“Backwoods Burgers and Barrels,” Gavin snapped. “Get it right.”

Mac rolled her eyes. “Of course. Backwoods Burgers and Barrels, the Town Centre Mall’s finest fast-casual restaurant slash gun store. For when you really need a 1000-calorie cheeseburger and want to shoot up a cardboard target that looks suspiciously like a certain Democrat President.”

“You’re lucky you use that liberal tongue of yours to do things other than mock me,” Gavin said.

Walker was grateful for the sudden appearance of the Rooster’s waitress, hoping the distraction would be enough to allow his raging hard-on to subside. They ordered drinks and appetizers and chatted about mundane things for a few minutes.

“I’m guessing if they’re your friends, they voted for the current Idiot-in-Chief,” Gavin suddenly said. He seemed prone to making rude, shocking statements out of the blue.

“For me, it came down to the lesser of two idiots,” Walker said, unable to help himself.

Gavin scoffed. “Figures. Next time’ll be different. No more stolen elections.”

On and on it went, while they were eating their appetizers and then their meals. Gavin would spout off inane political opinions, sometimes taking a break to comment on the football game he was watching. Walker and Dove kept mostly quiet, choosing not to make a scene. At times Mac would interject with a question about a movie or TV show she knew Dove liked in an attempt to ease the obvious tension around the table.

When they were finished eating, the waitress brought them their check, which Gavin paid in full with no comment.

“I need to use the ladies' room,” Mac said. “Wanna tag along, Dove?”

“Sure thing,” Dove replied.

The two ladies got up and left the two men alone. To Walker’s great relief, Gavin didn’t say another word, instead remaining focused on the football game. It seemed like a long time had passed. Walker was about to text Dove to ask her if everything was okay when she and Mac returned to the table, giggling like schoolgirls.

“What’s so funny?” Walker asked.

“Tell you later,” Dove said, looking at Mac, who simply nodded.

As they all walked away from the table, Mac said, “Well, this was fun,” although Walker wasn’t sure that was true for any of them. “We’ll have to do it again sometime.”

“I look forward to it,” Dove said, placing her hand on the small of Mac’s back.

Seeing that simple gesture made Walker envious, as he had been so often in his life.


Chapter Three

“So, what were you and Mac laughing about?” Walker asked Dove that night after they’d gone to bed.

“Well,” Dove said, reaching her hand under the covers. She started rubbing his cock. “Mac had a proposition for me.”

“Oh, yeah?” Walker said, stiffening immediately at her touch.

“Oh, yeah,” Dove said, stroking him now through his sweatpants.

“What kind of proposition?”

Dove moved her hand into Walker’s sweatpants, grabbing his cock.

“She wants to do something special for Gavin,” she said.

“That’s nice,” Walker said, enjoying his wife’s work down below but not really caring about Gavin or what it was that Mac wanted to do for him.

“I hope you think so,” Dove said, “because she wants my help.”

“Okay,” Walker said, focusing more on his pleasure than what she was saying.

“Okay?” Dove said. “So you wouldn’t mind me helping our friend out?”

“Of course not,” Walker said. “Why would I?”

“You just didn’t seem to like Gavin very much,” Dove said.

“Dude’s a right-wing blowhard,” Walker said. “Can’t stand him.”

Dove stroked faster now and leaned toward Walker so her lips were right next to his ear.

“He wants a threesome,” Dove whispered. “Poor guy’s never had one.”

Walker groaned, feeling his orgasm quickly approaching. “Neither have I.”

“He thinks I’d be perfect for one,” Dove said.

His cock was almost at the point of no return, but Walker almost asked her to stop. His mind reeled and his stomach churned as the implications of what she said sank in, but the practically painful buildup of pleasure in his groin demanded to be released.

“He wants to fuck me, Walker,” Dove said. “He wants to fuck Mac and me at the same time.”

He started coming at the sound of his friend’s name, whispered into his ear in what he would later realize was an intentionally raspy, sexy way by his wife. Dove giggled.

“Looks like you want that, too,” she said, squeezing and stroking him as he filled his sweatpants with cum.

He wanted to tell her how much he didn’t want that, but he couldn’t. He never lied to his wife.

---

“You’re actually considering it?” Walker asked the next morning as they ate breakfast.

“Yeah,” Dove said. “I think I am.”

“The guy’s an asshole,” Walker said. “I think I might literally hate him.”

Dove shrugged. “It’s not like I like him that much, either.”

“So why would you fuck him?” Walker asked. “Why would she?”

“I’ll ignore that you seem just as concerned with her being with him as you do me being with him,” Dove said.

Walker sighed. “I just don’t get it. I guess the sex must be really good.”

“She says it is,” Dove said. “Best she’s ever had.”

Walker rolled his eyes. “That’s a tough target to hit.”

“You slut-shame your friend a lot for someone who gets off on his wife being with other men,” Dove pointed out.

“Would this just be a one-time thing?” Walker asked.

“Probably,” Dove said. “I don’t know.”

“Any chance I could get the same deal?” Walker asked.

“A threesome?” Dove said. “I’d be fine with that, in general. A threesome with Mac? I’m not sure.”

“Why not?” Walker asked, hoping he didn’t sound like he was whining.

“I know how you feel about her, Walker,” Dove said. “For all my indiscretions, I never fell in love with anyone else when I fucked them. If it were just about sex with her, it’d be different. But it’s not.”

All the old, embarrassing thoughts of unfairness came rushing back, but to Walker’s credit, he didn’t honor any of them by giving them a voice.

“Besides, it’s not just me you’d have to convince,” Dove said. “If she’d be on board with it, I’d consider it, too.”

---

“No,” Mac said over the phone when Walker asked her if she’d consider a threesome with him and Dove after the one with Gavin. “And you already know why. We’ve been over this a dozen times before.”

“But I love you,” he blurted out, surprising himself with words he’d never spoken aloud.

“I love you, too, Walker,” Mac replied. “Platonically, like it’s always been. I don’t want to change that.”

“And you don’t care that things would change between you and Dove if you fucked her?” He was getting angry now and wasn’t sure if he was doing a great job of hiding it.

“They definitely wouldn’t,” Mac said, oozing confidence. “She’s shown she can have sex with others and not get attached. You’re already attached to me, Walker. I don’t want to ruin our friendship, and I don’t want to break your heart.”

“So, you’re just thinking about me, is that it?”

“Not entirely,” Mac said. “As I said, I value our friendship, so some of it’s entirely selfish. And I don’t want to damage your marriage. You and Dove are great together.”

“We are,” Walker said. It was true, and Walker hoped, on some level, Mac was jealous of that fact, either because Dove had Walker or that Walker and Dove had a relationship unlike any Mac had ever found. “But don’t you think it might do some damage if she fucked you and your dickhead boyfriend?”

“You guys only got stronger after she cheated on you,” Mac pointed out. “And you discovered something about yourself--something you enjoy--because of it. This would be a controlled situation with someone who cares about the two of you and your marriage. A situation that couldn’t possibly result in you losing her, and one you’re guaranteed to get off on even more than those other times. Seems like a win-win to me.”

“Maybe,” Walker said. He felt confused, and the stirring in his pants didn’t help matters.

“Tell you what,” Mac said. “Gavin and Dove weren’t sure we should let you be there, but I think you should be.”

“Be there?”

Mac laughed. “C’mon, Walker, tell me you don’t want to watch.”

He couldn’t. He never lied to Mac, either.


Chapter Four

After a few more conversations with Dove and Mac, Walker gave the threesome his blessing. Dove relented on her reluctance to let him watch, and Mac told him that Gavin had come around on the idea, too. Despite his kink, and the chance to see Mac naked again after all these years, Walker was hesitant to take them up on the offer to watch. Even though he’d come to love the fantasy, he’d always had conflicting emotions when thinking about his wife with other men.

This time, for obvious reasons, those conflicting emotions were in overdrive. This time, he’d be cuckolded not once, but twice.

By the only two women he’d ever loved. All at the hands of an obnoxious jackass.

He could hardly hold back the tears as he jacked off thinking about the big day.

---

When the big day arrived, Walker helped Dove get ready. He took her shopping for new clothes and underwear just for the occasion. He helped her pick out a new tank top and jeans, which were tight enough to show off her huge tits and round ass. The lingerie they bought was so skimpy Walker told her she might as well just not wear it, and she said she wouldn’t be wearing it for long anyway.

He sat next to her when she bathed, and they talked about mundane things like a new restaurant they wanted to try and the recent death of an actress who hadn’t been popular since the 90s. They didn’t discuss Mac or Gavin or what Dove would be doing with them in only a couple of hours, although it was all Walker could think about.

After her bath, Dove dressed in her new lingerie, tank top, and jeans. They walked out of the house and got into the car. Walker turned the key and backed out of the driveway like they were going to the grocery store or something instead of to Gavin’s apartment, where his heart would break and his cock would fill with blood and yearning.

---

Mac opened the door before Dove even finished knocking. The nipples of her perky little breasts were visible through the sheer material of her nightgown, and Walker couldn’t help but glance down to see if she wore panties. A dark, thin patch of pubic hair quickly answered that question.

Mac threw her arms around Dove and kissed her cheek, laughing giddily, then turned her head to smile up at Walker.

“Come on in,” Mac said. “We’re so excited this is happening!”

The second thing Walker noticed about Gavin’s living room was the giant deer head mounted above the couch, which sat along a wall on the side of the room farthest from the door. The first thing was Gavin, completely naked, seated in the middle of that couch. His formidable cock--not porn star huge but bigger than Walker’s because of course it was--was already erect, no doubt thanks to some pregame attention from Mac.

“So we’re just gonna skip to the fun stuff?” Dove asked, mirroring Walker’s thoughts.

“Gavin was afraid someone would lose their nerve if we waited,” Mac explained.

Walker frowned at that, knowing he was the “someone” Gavin was worried about. The way Dove stared, practically drooling, at Gavin’s shaft made it clear she wouldn’t have any issues getting to “the fun stuff.”

Gavin patted the couch on either side of him. “Have a seat, ladies. Walker, you can sit in the recliner.”

Mac went and sat down without hesitation. Dove turned to Walker and smiled.

“You okay, baby?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” he said, which wasn’t exactly true, but he moved past her to sit in the recliner, which was facing the couch.

Mac made eye contact with Walker as she stroked her boyfriend’s upper thigh. After what seemed to be a long time, Dove joined the couple on the couch.

“Just let us know if we need to stop,” Dove said.

“Yeah,” Mac agreed. “We don’t want you to be uncomfortable.”

“Well, too uncomfortable,” Dove said, and the three of them laughed as Walker felt his face reddening with embarrassment.

Gavin sighed as Mac wrapped her tiny fingers around his big cock. He turned his head to face Dove so that their lips were only inches apart. Mac began stroking Gavin, who then kissed Dove.

Despite his misgivings about Gavin and his feelings for both Dove and Mac, Walker thought he’d be fine with a lot of things. He thought he’d be perfectly okay with Dove touching Gavin’s cock--maybe even sucking it--and that he wouldn’t enter any potential deal-breaking territory until Gavin went to fuck Dove.

But he was wrong. Seeing his wife’s juicy lips brushing against Gavin’s awful mouth, followed by what had to be serious tongue action between the two, was too much to bear. Walker couldn’t handle that, so he knew he wouldn’t be able to take anything more.

“Stop,” Walker said. “Please.”

Gavin pulled back from Dove, and Mac took her hand off his cock. He laughed.

“Seriously?” Gavin said.

“I’m sorry,” Walker said, knowing his face must still be flushed red. “I can’t do this.”

“You’re not doing anything,” Gavin said. “And the people who are are more than willing and able to.”

“Maybe you should go home, Walker,” Mac said. “If it’s too much.”

As terrible as watching this might be, Walker thought not witnessing it would be so much worse. Knowing what they were doing but not really knowing would be its own kind of hell.

“She’s right, Walker,” Dove said. “Maybe, if you’re up for it, you can watch another time.”

Walker looked at his wife as if she were a stranger. “Another time? You’re planning on doing this again?”

Gavin laughed again, and this time Mac joined in. Dove’s face went red, matching Walker’s own.

“What’s so funny?” Walker asked.

Gavin patted both women on their thighs and stood. He walked slowly to Walker, his cock swinging ahead of him. He bent forward, placing both hands on the arms of the recliner as he leaned toward Walker’s face. Walker felt Gavin’s cock touch his pants leg and looked down to see sticky precum smeared there.

Walker felt like he might vomit.

“It’s already happened, Walker,” Gavin whispered, his hot breath assaulting Walker’s face. “This is us doing it again.”


Chapter Five

“What?” Walker asked. He’d understood every word Gavin had said, but the combination didn’t make any sense.

“Gavin, don’t,” Mac said from the couch.

“Last time you were away for work,” Gavin said. “Mac and I got together and fucked the shit out of your sweet, sexy wife. Dove felt guilty, so we concocted this scenario to get you on board.”

Walker couldn’t breathe. His mouth suddenly felt parched, and he broke out into a sweat. He started to ask Dove if it was true, but he didn’t need to. He could tell by the look in Gavin’s eyes that the awful man was telling the truth.

And enjoying what that truth did to Walker.

“You fucking asshole,” Dove snapped. “Why would you do that?”

Gavin stood upright, and a string of precum connected his cock to Walker’s pants leg for a moment before breaking loose and hanging from Gavin’s tip.

“I just wanted him to know there’s no point in stopping this now,” Gavin said. “And, also, to make him feel a little better. You’ve already fucked me once, and nothing changed between you two. And nothing will, no matter how often you come on my dick, right?”

Walker looked at Dove, who wouldn’t make eye contact. She’d never been able to come from vaginal intercourse with Walker and, in fact, told him that she’d only ever achieved that feat with Winston. His heart sank.

“If you want us to stop, we will,” Mac said. “Regardless of what’s already happened.”

“What’s the point?” Walker asked. “Do whatever you want.”

Gavin smirked as he suddenly reached down to grab Walker’s erection, which by now was straining uncomfortably against his pants.

“Holy shit, you are harder than I am right now,” Gavin said. He moved to the side, his hand still gripping Walker. “See, girls? He’s fine.”

“You’re such an asshole,” Dove said.

“I think everyone here knows that,” Gavin said. “But you still want me to fuck you, don’t you?”

Dove looked at her husband, who simply shrugged.

“I do,” she said, not taking her eyes off Walker. It was the second time she’d ever said “I do” while looking Walker in the eyes, but this time was very different from the first.

“Good,” Gavin said, returning to his position between Mac and Dove. He reached around to the back of Dove’s head and grabbed a fistful of her hair. “Then let’s get started.”

Gavin shoved Dove’s head down toward his crotch, and she had her mouth open in time to take his cock into her mouth. Walker wanted to look away but couldn’t, his gaze fixed on his wife’s lips as they stretched to accommodate Gavin’s cockhead being shoved between them. Wet slurping sounds filled the room as Gavin moved Dove’s head up and down on his shaft, pushing her down far enough to gag her when the tip of his cock breached her throat. Dove coughed, oozing saliva and precum from the sides of her mouth as she slid up and down the entire length of Gavin’s shaft. Mac sat silently, watching the whole thing and occasionally glancing over at Walker.

“She ever suck your cock like this?” Gavin asked Walker, who ignored him.

“Leave him alone,” Mac said.

“Why?” Gavin asked. “Look, he obviously likes this.”

Mac looked back to Walker, who suddenly realized he was stroking himself through his pants. He stopped.

“You ever see his cock, babe?” Gavin asked Mac.

“Once,” Mac snapped. “You know that.”

“Oh, yeah,” Gavin said. “That time he walked in on all those guys running a train on you. How’d that turn out, Walker?”

Walker didn’t say anything.

“Stop it,” Mac said, trying to sound playful, but Walker knew she was upset.

“That’s what you told him, wasn’t it?” Gavin asked. Before she could answer, he asked, “What’d you think of his cock?”

Mac smiled at Walker. “I thought it was nice. A good size that wouldn’t hurt… unlike some people.”

Gavin sighed mockingly. “I tell ya, Walker, having a cock this big is a blessing and a curse. Of course, your wife doesn’t seem to mind.”

Walker rolled his eyes at Gavin’s hubris. Gavin’s cock was big, but Walker doubted most women would have any real issues with it. Even anal probably wouldn’t be too bad with the proper preparation.

Dove started to pull away from Gavin’s cock to say something, but his hand held her head firmly in place. She resumed sucking.

“Take it out,” Gavin said. “Let Mac see that cock she seems to like so much.”

Walker almost told him to go fuck himself but instead unzipped his pants before he knew what he was doing. He reached in and freed his cock, holding onto it and stroking it slowly.

“Go suck it, babe,” Gavin said, nudging Mac. “I know you want to.”

“Gavin…” Mac said.

“Look at the poor bastard, Mac,” Gavin said. “I feel so bad for him, I almost want to suck his dick.”

“I’m sorry,” Mac mouthed silently to Walker. “I can’t.”

“She won’t do it,” Gavin said, shrugging. “I tried.” He gasped. “I’m super close to filling up your wife’s mouth. Is that okay?”

Walker wondered what would happen if he said no, but he never got to see. Dove tried again to pull away from Gavin’s cock, but again he held her down as he raised his hips toward her. Dove coughed and gagged as Gavin’s midsection twitched against her face before cum began seeping from the sides of her mouth.

Finally, Gavin let go of Dove’s head, and she jerked back. Her makeup starting to run from the sweat and drool on her face, she gasped and coughed, choking down what she could of Gavin’s spunk. She took in large mouthfuls of air as she wiped cum from her chin.

Walker wanted desperately for Dove to look at him, give him some visual sign that she was okay, but she wouldn’t turn his way.

“Take off your clothes,” Gavin said. “Both of you.”

Dove nodded and did as he ordered. Mac waited until Dove had her clothes off before slipping out of her nightgown.

Walker, still slowly stroking his cock, looked from his wife to Mac and back again, awed by their beauty and how different they were. He knew Dove often resented his attraction to Mac, and of course, it was an incredible attraction, but he thought his wife was every bit as beautiful. He wanted them both more than he wanted to breathe.

Gavin stood up and went to stand next to Walker. “I need to recharge,” he said. “Walker and I want to watch you two for a bit. Why don’t you both eat like you’re starving?”

Still breathing heavily from her oral exertions, Dove lay back on the couch. Mac moved to position her head between Dove’s legs, her pussy only inches above Dove’s head. In one movement, Mac lowered her mouth to Dove’s pussy while her own pussy met Dove’s tongue. The two women began licking and kissing each other’s lower lips like their lives depended on it.

As if they were starving, and pussy was the only item on the menu.

Dove had told Walker she’d never been with a woman before, but looking at the way she tended to Mac’s pussy that was hard to believe. Walker knew Mac had been with several women over the years, and her expertise in this area was on full display now. Both women squirmed and moaned, enjoying the other’s attention. Walker could smell their combined arousal as they worked.

Mac spread Dove’s asscheeks with her hands and began gently massaging Dove’s asshole. That sent Dove over the edge, and she came, squealing into Mac’s pussy. Mac giggled when she realized what was happening, and her own orgasm quickly followed. Mac pressed her crotch against Dove’s face as she came, causing Dove to cough and gasp for air like she had when choking on Gavin’s dick.

Mac collapsed onto Dove, who raised her head up to get air. This time, both women were panting.

Walker, stroking his cock, jumped a little when Gavin patted him on the shoulder. “Good show, huh?”

Walker surprised himself by nodding, but after all, it was a good show.


Chapter Six

After letting Dove and Mac rest for a few minutes and assuring everyone (quite loudly) that he was ready to go again, Gavin announced that it was time to move to the bedroom. Mac told Walker it was okay for him to wait in the living room if he wanted, but he declined and went with them to the bedroom.

Dove still hadn’t said anything more to her husband and wouldn’t even make eye contact.

Walker sat in a wooden desk chair at the end of the bed--the “cuck chair,” as Gavin put it. Gavin positioned the women beside each other on the king-size bed, facedown with their asses in the air. From his vantage point, Walker could see both of their pussies, gleaming with their own juices.

Gavin got onto the bed between them and shoved fingers into both pussies, making Dove and Mac moan in unison. He moved his thumb around both of their assholes as he fingered them, and a new panic shot through Walker.

As far as Walker knew, Dove had never had anal sex. She’d told him as much and had always denied him access to her rear hole, no matter how much he’d asked. The way she was twitching her ass now, though, at the mere touch of Gavin’s thumb, terrified Walker that his wife was about to give this terrible man something she’d never given him.

Of course, maybe she already had…

Gavin moved so he was behind Mac, not taking his fingers away from Dove’s pussy and ass. Walker couldn’t see Gavin’s cock or Mac’s pussy from his angle at this point, but it was apparent what was happening: Gavin was guiding his big cock into his girlfriend’s wet and waiting cunt. Mac’s cries of discomfort mixed with pleasure were muffled by her pillow.

As Gavin began thrusting into Mac, Walker turned his gaze from the awful man’s ass to his wife’s bottom. Gavin had removed his fingers from her pussy and focused entirely on her ass. He’d completely worked his middle finger inside her anus and slowly moved it in and almost all the way out.

Dove’s moans from Gavin’s anal intrusion were louder than Mac’s from being fucked.

“I know something about your wife you probably didn’t know,” Gavin said as he had his way with both women. “She fucking loves anal.”

And, just like that, a wave of resignation washed over Walker. The metaphorical knife wound in his gut was deeper than ever, but with it came an odd mix of acceptance, regret, and disappointment that was equal parts pain and relief. He wanted to cry, but at the same time, he was hornier than he’d ever been.

He felt dizzy as the paradoxical potion known as cuckold angst rocked his heart, mind, and cock.

Mac cried out as she enjoyed her second orgasm of the evening, this time thanks to her boyfriend’s cock. Next to them, Dove continued to twitch her ass against Gavin’s hand. Walker noticed there were two fingers moving in and out of his wife’s asshole by now.

“Do me a favor, Walker,” Gavin said as he pulled out of Mac, who collapsed, panting, onto the bed. “Get me the lube out of the top drawer of the nightstand.”

Walker stood and did as he was told without argument, without even thinking about what the lube would be used for.

“Lube her up,” Gavin commanded as he moved behind Dove.

Walker looked at the tube in his hand. It read “Easy Anal.” He looked up at Gavin and said, “I don’t…”

“Put some lube on your wife’s pretty little asshole,” Gavin said, laughing. “I know you’ve never done it before, but it’s not that difficult.”

Walker stood there, holding the anal lube, his brain short-circuiting.

“If you don’t, I’ll fuck her dry,” Gavin said. “It’ll hurt, and she’ll blame you as much as me.”

Walker nodded, swallowing hard. He squirted a generous amount of lube onto his free hand and began rubbing it into his wife’s anus. His pinky finger slid against her sopping wet cunt as he rubbed the lube into her ass. She moaned at his touch, and he smiled.

“Thank you, baby,” Dove said. It was the first thing she’d said to him since saying “I do” earlier.

“My turn,” Gavin said, turning so his cock pointed toward Walker.

“I’m not going to do that,” Walker said.

“It’ll be easier on her if you do,” Gavin said.

“Please, baby,” Dove pleaded, her ass twitching again.

“Yeah, please, baby,” Gavin said, mimicking Dove’s voice.

Walker sighed and squirted out some more lube. Then he reached out and touched another man’s cock for the first time in his life.

As Walker worked the lube onto the shaft, starting with the bulbous head and working his way down the entire length of it, Gavin sighed and moaned. It was a little over-the-top, as if Gavin was exaggerating, but who knows? Maybe he enjoyed it. Walker couldn’t exactly say the feeling was mutual, but it also wasn’t terrible. His regret over doing it stemmed more from the fact that it wasn’t his own cock he was lubing up to enter his wife’s ass instead of the act itself.

“I think that’s good,” Gavin said. “Now, get out of my way.”

Walker remained standing next to the bed instead of returning to his chair. Dove had her head turned so she could see her husband. She smiled as Walker squirted a third round of lube onto his hand and began stroking his own cock.

“You ready, Dove?” Gavin asked, rubbing the tip of his cock between Dove’s ass cheeks. “I’ll be a little more gentle than last time.”

Walker groaned as he felt the metaphorical knife go deeper. He stroked himself faster.

“I’m ready,” Dove said, not breaking eye contact with Walker. “Thank you.” Walker wasn’t sure which man she was talking to.

A moment later, Dove’s eyes went wide, and she gasped. Walker didn’t take his eyes off her face to look, but he knew Gavin had penetrated her. Dove’s head barely moved for the first little bit, so Gavin must have been sticking to his promise to be gentle. Walker imagined the other man slowly feeding his cock into Dove’s tight little hole, and part of him desperately wanted to see it. Most of him, though, the part that won the argument, wanted to see nothing other than his wife’s pretty face as her most untouchable place was violated.

Dove closed her eyes, smiled, and sighed. “I’m good,” she said. “Go ahead.”

Suddenly her face was shoved into the pillow, her smile morphing into a grimace of pain. Gavin grunted as he mercilessly fucked Dove’s ass.

“I tell you, Walker,” he said as he pounded away. “The only thing better than knowing you’re getting something another man wants but can’t have is having him there to watch the whole thing.”

“Oh my God, Gavin,” Mac said from her side of the bed. She giggled when she said it.

“It’s true,” Gavin said. “He can’t have you, and he’s never done this to his own wife in all their years together. And even if either of those things changes, he’ll always know that…”

His next several words were punctuated by Dove’s head slamming into the pillow, each time more forcefully than the last.

“I…”

Head slamming. Dove moaning in pleasure and pain. Walker stroking.

“...did it…”

Dove crying out. Mac laughing. Gavin grunting.

“...first!”

The word trailed off as Gavin growled. Suddenly, Dove’s head stopped slamming into the pillow and shook a bit as Gavin unloaded into her ass.

When Gavin pulled out of Dove, Walker couldn’t resist looking down there anymore. Gavin’s cock was coated with his own cum, the rest of which was busy rushing out of Dove’s ass and sliding across her pussy before dripping down to the bed below. Gavin sat back on his legs and patted Mac’s thigh.

“Clean me off, babe,” he said.

Disregarding all thought of the sanitary, Mac scrambled around and took Gavin’s deflating cock into her mouth, sucking and licking him for several moments. Dove collapsed onto the bed and rolled onto her back, spreading her legs.

“Your wife needs to come again,” Gavin said. “Mac got to twice, but Dove only got to once. Why don’t you help her out?”

“It’s okay, baby,” Dove said. “You don’t have to.”

Walker looked at Dove’s pussy, now with a thin layer of Gavin’s cum that had seeped out of her asshole. The metaphorical knife was even deeper than before.

Walker crawled onto the bed, between his wife’s legs, and started licking.


Epilogue

They were all hungry when it was over, and Gavin announced that he and Dove would go out to get food. They got dressed while Mac lay on the bed, covered by a sheet, and Walker sat in the chair at the edge of the bed. Before they left, Gavin leaned down to whisper in Mac’s ear. Mac shook her head, and Gavin whispered something else. He kissed her on the forehead and came over to Walker.

Putting a hand on Walker’s shoulder, Gavin said, “Thanks for being a good sport about all this. It was fun.”

Walker nodded.

“Now it’s your turn,” Gavin said, nodding toward Mac. “You deserve it.”

Gavin and Dove left.

Mac threw off the sheet, again revealing her lithe, naked body. Walker got up and went to her, unzipping his pants. He hadn’t come yet and had started to soften after he’d made Dove come with his tongue. The sight of his old friend lying there, presumably waiting on him to finally have her, stiffened him again.

Mac looked at his cock and then up to his face. She smiled. “Come and get it.”

They both laughed at that, but there was something wrong. She may have been smiling, but her eyes told Walker how she really felt. The head shake she did when Gavin whispered his instructions into her ear flashed through Walker’s mind.

“I can’t,” Walker said, hating himself for saying it.

Mac laughed. “Of course, you can,” she said. “Really. I don’t mind.”

“Yeah,” Walker said, zipping up his pants. “You do.”

He covered her up with the sheet, kissed her forehead in the same place her boyfriend had, and went home.

---
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