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Chapter One




“Get off him,” some girl screamed. That’s all I heard. I couldn’t see who it was. I was too busy trying to keep this kid from hitting me. Bobbie Schaefer. Why won’t he just leave me alone?!

He had snuck up behind, knocking me over, then jumped on top. I was wriggling, trying to push him off. Nothing worked. All I could do was block a few punches. My head was already ringing from the couple he landed.

The girl kept screaming, attracting more kids over. I could feel his body move as she pushed at him, but he was too big. He was in 6th grade and I was a much smaller 4th grader! The crowd was pushing at Bobbie now. He was spending as much time swatting at them as he was hitting me.

Off to the side, a teacher yelled. The jerk got off, running away from the teacher, now chasing after him. He had to know he was in trouble now, but I didn’t care. I was free!

Standing above me was Morgan Fontaine, the cutest girl in our entire school. She was reaching down to help me up. I didn’t need any girl’s help! I scrambled away, standing, brushing the dirt and grass off me.

“Are you okay?” Morgan asked.

“I don’t know what I did to him. He’s been picking on me all year.” I said, trying to fight back the tears. My face still stung from the times he found an opening.

“I don’t think he’ll do it anymore. Mrs. Browning has him now.”

We both looked over, suddenly feeling sorry for him. All 250 pounds of the meanest teacher in school had a hold of his shirt dragging him toward the principal’s office. Other kids were crowding around, asking if I was okay. I said ‘yes.’ Truth was, I was more embarrassed than hurt. It wasn’t the first time he had decked me. I was used to it by then.

I started walking away, trying to hide from all the attention. Morgan wouldn’t let me go.

“Hey, mind if I walk home with you, Zach?” Wow! Morgan Fontaine knows my name!

“Where do you live?” I asked.

“Off Burgess. The red house on the corner.”

I knew where that was, only two blocks from mine.

“That’s right around the corner from my house, on Grantville Road. How come I never see you walking to school with the other kids?”

“My mom thinks I need to be driven. You walk every day?”

“I meet Steve and Billie. We walk in together. You should walk with us,” I said, amazed at my asking a girl to walk with us. Steve and Billie would not be happy. Her smile beamed at the invitation. She really was the cutest girl in school. Her dark red hair highlighted a face that always made me want to talk to her. I still couldn’t believe she knew my name!

“I’ll ask. My mom is weird about that stuff. Thinks there’s a kidnapper just waiting to get me.”

“You wouldn’t have to worry if you were walking with us,” I asserted, being the brave 4th grader I was!

We walked down Quincy, toward the street I lived on. Never had the walk seemed shorter, or gone faster. The two of us were just chatting away.

After I dropped her at her house, I walked home thinking that would be the last I saw of her. She’s popular! Not going to talk to a nerd like me. I already wore glasses in the 4th grade! Near-sighted, they told me.

Later that night, a woman showed up at our door. It was Morgan’s mother. Morgan had asked to walk to school with your son, she had told my mother. She wanted to get the details and to meet us. My mom called me out into the room. I was pretty small for my age then, didn’t get my growth spurt until my late sophomore year in high school. My black glasses framed a thin face, barely covering my embarrassment at having to talk to a grown-up.

“This is Morgan’s mother, Mrs. Fontaine. Did you want to have Morgan walk to school with you and your friends?” my mom asked. The shocked look on her face was hilarious in memory. I had never even mentioned a girl, much less invited one to be a friend.

“Sure. She’s nice.” I didn’t dare tell her about that jerk, Bobbie, and how we met.

She waited for a moment, expecting me to say something. “Well… tell her what you do,” my mother said. It was her turn to be embarrassed about her son’s shyness.

“I walk over to Steve’s house, then we walk over to Billie’s. Morgan lives in the red house just down from Steve. We could pick her up on the way.”

“Has anyone ever approached you… while you walked?” Mrs. Fontaine asked, clear worry on her face.

I looked at her in surprise. Why would anyone want to talk to us?

“No… they honk sometimes when we don’t move out of the way quick enough,” I laughed.

My mother scribbled something on a piece of paper, gave it to Mrs. Fontaine. Must have been her contact information.

“The boys have a good time walking in. It’s safe. They will watch after her. Besides, save you having to drive her every day, right?” my mom said with a knowing smile. Must have been some kind of ‘mom code’ that I didn’t understand at the time.

Mrs. Fontaine thanked her for the information, tucking the paper into her purse. “I suppose it’s okay… if you want to have her join you.”

She thanked my mom, said it was a pleasure to meet such a nice young man, then left.

“Well, Zach,” my mom smiled at me. “Looks like you have a new friend.”
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And that’s how I met my best friend. We were basically inseparable after that. Steve and Billie were not happy to have a GIRL join us every day. Over the rest of the school year, they gradually found other kids to walk with. It became just Morgan and me.

I had never had a ‘girl’ friend before. Though now that I look back on it, she was always a bit of what we used to call a ‘tomboy.’ She was active in sports, often joining the pickup games on the school grounds. As a plus, she was great at my favorite sport: soccer. She had started on a team as a 5-year-old, and was already the star of the local soccer club at 10. I would never be a star like her, but I had become a serious student of the game, even at that age. We would often kick a soccer ball between us all the way back and forth to school.

We even hung together in the schoolyard during recess. The other boys made fun of me for hanging around with a girl. I didn’t care. We were what I now understand as ‘simpatico.’ Comfortable with each other, with shared interests and some kind of connection which neither of us really understood.

It’s important to remember for our story that this wasn’t sexual. This was 4th grade! Just friends. We hung out at each other’s houses, watched TV, played out in the backyard, and studied together. Whatever kids do.

Frequently, one or the other parents would come knocking at the door, needing us to come home. They knew where to find us. I probably ate dinner at her house as often as I ate at my own. Her mom was a much better cook than mine was… I’ll deny what I said if you tell my mother!

What took our friendship to another level was her dad. They had this massive oak tree in their backyard. All on his own, he decided Morgan and her brother and sister needed a treehouse. He was an engineer by trade, so made it his hobby to build the best treehouse in the neighborhood.

And it was! Two levels, secure ladder to get up, carefully nestled in the split of the branches with plenty of support. He made it strong and big enough that he could get up in it with us. Mr. Fontaine even used pressure treated lumber to make sure it lasted a long time. After the first few months, he added a make-shift roof of a heavy tarp so we could be up there even when it rained.

I helped him build it! Well, you know what I mean. Still only 10… I was there while he did it. I think carrying and lifting small loads was the most I did.

Morgan and I wasted no time in entering ‘our’ clubhouse once it was completed. For some reason, her siblings never spent much time there. But we did. For the next two years, whenever weather-permitted, our parents could always find us in our own private space.

When Morgan asked, her dad ran some electricity up there and eventually made the roof permanent so it was relatively dry inside all year round.
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I can’t tell you how much this meant to our burgeoning friendship, and even later love. Again, this wasn’t sexual, even in later years. I may have wanted it to become more as we grew older, but for whatever reason these things happen, Morgan never came to think of me in ‘that way.’ I was just her best friend.

Mostly, we just spent time there… together. Talking, laughing, playing video games. It was OUR space… together.

Sure, we messed around a little as kids. She showed me her breasts when they first came in. They later grew to be excellent examples of the female form by the time she was sixteen. We kissed a little, even did some light petting. It was all very innocent at the time. We laughed more than gained any arousal.

Here’s the truth that will later impact our story. By the time we hit late middle school, I was madly in love. This girl had become the ‘everything’ of my life. Oddly, as we moved into puberty, her over-protective mother never tried to restrict our access to each other. Thought nothing of having us be in our treehouse ‘sanctuary’ without supervision.

And, I guess, in retrospect, she was right not to worry. Morgan had placed me firmly in what they now call the ‘friend zone.’ No matter how much I loved her, she had no interest in taking our friendship in that direction.

As we entered high school, our friends expected us to date. We never did. But our friendship grew even stronger.

By this time, I had grown to over six feet, and after a life in sports, plus weightlifting in high school, I was strong as an ox. No one messed with Morgan without receiving a visit from me. Quite a forceful visit, I might add.

I caught one guy harassing her in the parking lot after school. She was pushing him away, trying to get into her car. I gave the guy a 5-knuckle reason that was a bad idea, beating him up pretty badly. The school wanted to kick me out until Morgan explained what had happened. Word spread. You don’t mess with Morgan.

Our already strong bond took on a permanence that would stand the test of time again and again, especially after I got married years later – and THAT is the subject of our story.


Chapter Two




In high school, we were about as close as a boy and girl could get. We loved each other, confiding all our insecurities and joys, as only genuine friends could. Now that I look back on it, we spent an amazing amount of time together. Unhappily, for those mysterious reasons that these things happen, it never went to the next level.

I wanted to date other girls. Really did, but that closeness proved to be a two-edged sword. Because we spent so much time together, no other girl would date me. They figured I was WITH Morgan, or I was gay. Either way, these girls knew they couldn’t compete with Morgan for my attention, so they never tried.

And they were right, in one sense. I had… let’s call them ‘complicated’ feelings about my best friend. Oh yes. Conflicted even! I wanted to go out on dates with other girls, sure. Wanted to touch a real breast, even kiss a girl. But I was not interested in dating anyone else either. I wanted my relationship with Morgan to be more. I pined for her like only a teenage boy can, wanting her in the worst way!

Truth is, my love for Morgan was so strong, and I was so busy with school activities, that dating anyone else… I just never got around to it.

We often spent a summer evening in our treehouse. She would think nothing of wearing the most revealing outfits. Like a thin tank top with no bra, paired with yoga shorts that hugged her so tight, I had little doubt of what she would look like… down there.

And she had a lot to look at. By the time we reached later high school years, she was no longer just the prettiest girl in school; she was also the hottest. Her hair had grown into a lush auburn, grown to mid-back. Those deep brown eyes were bright with her native intelligence, and so sensual… Oh god… she had the most sexually expressive eyes I had ever seen. But maybe that’s just my prejudice. Her breasts were deep into C-cups, probably closer to D, and her lifelong love of sports had left her fit and trim. This girl was the total package.

Just not for me. When she would unthinkingly taunt me with that body as we spent time in the treehouse, I would frequently go home with a raging hard-on, beating my meat as soon as I got to my bedroom. I often had to hide my lap with a backpack or coat to keep my folks from seeing my excitement.

Turns out, Morgan knew about my feelings, just didn’t want them to interfere with our friendship. She had had some short-term boyfriends by that time, always tiring of them easily, never to return. Morgan didn’t want our closeness to go that same way. I was her best friend, too.

Instead, she went looking for another way for us to be… more intimate.
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When she started dating, she would always share her love life with her best friend. The fact that her best friend was jealous and wanted to be on that date instead never came up. Truth is, by that time, I understood the need for a sexual separation. Our friendship was the most important thing in the world to me as much as for her.

By senior year, Morgan was actively dating and had developed a reputation as a girl willing to do a lot. As we spent time together, typically in the treehouse, she opened up to me about her sexual adventures. She told me about the first time she allowed someone to finger her. About her first handjob. The time she sucked someone off under the bleachers.

All these stories hurt me in ways my young self could barely comprehend. I wanted to be the one doing them with her. Though I tried hard to hide my feelings. You can probably guess my frustration continued to grow. Inside, I knew the futility of waiting, that if Morgan would never be ‘the one,’ I needed to find another outlet somehow… and soon.

During that time of my life, I just couldn’t do it. Let her go, I mean. The pain of looking for another was just too much, despite the heartache of having her so close, yet untouchable. I loved her with everything I was.

Late in our senior year, something happened which even now is hard for me to explain. We were up in the treehouse. I was sharing my frustrations at being unable to find a date for the upcoming prom. No one would go with me.

And it wasn’t because I wasn’t good looking. By then I was six-feet tall, strong and fit. A handsome guy (at least that’s what my mother said). My longish dark hair and ‘brooding’ brown eyes… okay, maybe the glasses didn’t help. But I wasn’t one of those kids sitting in their basement playing video games all the time, either.

Anyway, I knew the real reason. My relationship with Morgan! Though I didn’t say that to her. My friend already had a date, of course. She had multiple offers.

That night, Morgan told me I wasn’t missing much, finally opening up about what her dates were really like. They weren’t the fun ‘sex fests’ she tried to imply. She told me about the assholes, the petting they all required, especially the popular boys. She had resisted going all the way up to that point, and was not sure she was ready. Apparently, the guys didn’t appreciate her ‘halfway’ approach.

I encouraged her to wait until she was sure. No reason to rush it. Listen to me! At the rate I was going, I’d ALWAYS be a virgin! Who am I to give her advice?

All our sexual openness over the years had made her willing to talk about what she did. “There was this one guy…” she would say, then launch into exceptional detail about what she did with them.

Morgan seemed to really enjoy telling me the stories. I was not mature enough to recognize the signs of her growing exhibitionism… or sensitive enough to understand what those meant. The more I think about this formative time in my life, the easier it is to understand how it veered in such an odd direction.

Those stories had no trouble getting my teenage libido going!

This time, the story was about the amazing size of Jack Albertson’s cock. He was a big football player at our school. Morgan went on and on. She could barely get the huge thing in her mouth when they parked out at the Maruski’s farm.

There was a secluded road up the side of the Maruski’s property, leading to a stretch of flat land hidden from the highway. Kids went out there to find some privacy. It became our ‘lover’s lane,’ I guess. All the kids knew about it.

Anyway, Morgan went on and on about how difficult it was to get her hand around that monster and how the head barely fit in her mouth, much less the rest. In the end, she just jacked him off. Her language was plain and explicit.

I can’t explain why this time was so different, or even how we transitioned from being one way and then suddenly another. Maybe it was the way she told the story, or the descriptive detail she used that day. Maybe it was my growing horniness and a burgeoning voyeurism of my own.

Whatever it was, I reacted, growing as hard as I had ever been in my young life. That stiff man-meat throbbed inside my gym shorts. It grew so much I had to change position to relieve the pinching pressure. She noticed.

“Liked that story, Zach?” she giggled, her eyes riveted on the massive bulge pressing out of my shorts. I wasn’t big like her date, but I wasn’t small either. Definitely above average… 7-8 inches, I think.

I tried to hide it. “I’m sorry. Don’t know what happened. I guess I did like it.”

She touched my leg. That intimate touch being our first ever. It just made my cock throb even harder.

“No need to hide it. I like doing that for you.” Morgan continued staring at the bulge, her eyes flashing with an arousal I had never seen. “Want to hear more?” she asked, her breathing now ragged.

“If you want to…”

“Pull it out and stroke yourself. I’ll tell you the story while you jack off. That would be hot.”

“Morgan… you sure? You never seemed interested in that stuff with me.”

“I’m not going to touch you, silly. I’ve just never watched a guy do it.”

My heart pounded in my chest as I reached down, pulling my shorts off. Her eyes locked on the shaft and its angry purple head, demanding attention. I couldn’t believe how hard I was!

“Take your shirt off, and lie back,” she said.

I was now completely naked with my best friend… for the first time! But to my disappointment, she didn’t take hers off. What was happening? Was she going to touch me?

I began stroking myself, and Morgan continued her story, eventually lying down to cuddle against me as she started over.

“Jack wanted to go out to Maruski’s for a little fun. I told him I didn’t go all the way. He said fine; that I could show him my tits and suck him, couldn’t I? I could do that, I told him.”

Pre-cum leaked out of the head. I used it for some lube.

“Is that how you do it? Use that stuff that comes out?”

“When?”

“When you beat off.” I must have flashed a bright red. She giggled, sitting up, taking her T-shirt and bra off. I had dreamed about those breasts almost my whole life. Now, there they were, right in front of me. She went back to cuddling, this time with her breasts pressing against my side. My friend seemed unembarrassed about taking her top off in front of me.

“No, I buy lube at the store. You drive me crazy with all your stories,” I confessed, still a little worried at what was happening. “I would get sore as often as I do it.”

“You beat off a lot?”

“Yes, Morgan. All high school boys do, especially ones frustrated about never getting a girl.”

Morgan’s hand came up. It was like she wanted to touch me, to do the stroking herself, but she pulled it back, settling into the cuddle tighter.

“Anyway… he had my blouse off soon as he found us a spot. There were already 5 cars there. I reached around, taking off my bra as slowly as I could.” She giggled at that, knowing I would think she was a tease. “He began pinching and stroking my nipples. I like that.”

“Who wouldn’t like THOSE tits?” I laughed.

She sat up again, holding her tits out to me. “You think so? You think they’re nice?”

“Those are the most beautiful tits I have ever seen. It’s all I can do not to touch them now.”

That seemed to shake her out of those thoughts. She fell back to cuddle against me, almost covering them up. No, she didn’t want to do that.

“I reached over to undo his belt, pulling his shorts down. He was HUGE, Zach! That log was never going down MY throat!” she protested to me. “Everything would have been fine if he hadn’t started talking. ‘Come on, babe,’ he told me. ‘You can take care of me, can’t you?’ What was I to say to that? We were already at the Farm with half our clothes off, but I hate it when guys plead like whiny little boys. The least he could do was take my hand and place it on his cock. I like guys that take charge so much better.”

“You want them to force you?”

“No, Zach, of course not. There’s a big difference between rape and being aggressive. I need an aggressive guy that shows me what he wants. I worried he had already ruined everything, that he would start whimpering if I didn’t take my pants off… which I wasn’t going to! We were past stopping now. I reached over to stroke him. He groaned at my touch… I liked that, at least.”

She reached up again, almost losing the war to touch me, pulling back at the last moment.

“You can touch it if you want,” I said, wanting that in the worst way.

“No, Zach! You know if we go in that direction, our friendship will be finished. You need to understand. Your best friend is a hopeless slut. Once we start, you’ll want me to be true blue, the way I know you are.”

She sat up again, abruptly. You might think with all her popping up and down, interrupting the ‘flow,’ so to speak, would disturb my erection. Not a chance! It did just the opposite. My eyes worshiped those flopping breasts with nipples now pointy and hard. Even then, I knew this had gotten her very excited. Yet, there was worry in those eyes, despite her unconcern about being naked in front of her best friend.

The conversation turned serious for a moment. “I would never have to worry about you cheating on me, would I, Zach?”

“No, of course not. I would never do that.”

“That’s why we can’t take that step. I’m sorry. I’ve always known you wanted to,” she said, touching my chest, seeming almost in tears. “But I can’t make the same promise. Isn’t this enough? I can tell you stories and you can beat off in front of me. That way, you can find your relief and I can be who I am. Win/win, right?”

“I love you, Morgan. Always have.”

“I love you too,” she said, “just as much. Don’t you see? That’s why I can’t do that. I’m just not the one-man woman you need. As much as I enjoy all the petting and sucking, I know when I go all the way, I won’t want to stop. I can’t bear the thought of breaking your heart, putting you through that turmoil. Can’t this be enough?”

I laid back on the beanbag chair, nodding it was, returning to stroking. What was I supposed to say? Hanging there with my dick out with the most beautiful girl in school? I couldn’t believe we were going this far! I wanted so much more, but I settled into the chair knowing this would have to do.

Morgan could tell I had agreed to her terms. “I got up on my knees,” she said, returning to the story. She had gone back to cuddling, pressing her breasts against me again. “The head was so big! I could barely get it in my mouth.” She looked up at me, pantomiming trying to get some huge log into her mouth. “Huge, you know what I mean?”

I nodded, shocked at her brazen behavior and the details she was telling me.

“Thankfully, both my hands were free. It took both of them to get around it. I figured I could suck on the head while going back and forth with my hands. That would work for you, wouldn’t it?” she teased.

“Oh yes. That would work.”

“So I did. Thankfully, guys seldom take very long.”

She pretended to suck and stroke with her hands at the same time. But her hands moved right next to mine, stroking up and down at my pace. It was like she was pretending to do ME at the same time.

The image of her actually doing it to me pushed my need over the edge. I was slamming hard on my cock, staring at her tits jiggling against me as her hands kept pace with mine.

I groaned. She stopped pretend-stroking, settling in to watch. My explosions went everywhere. As an adult, I now know that I produce a lot of semen. Way more than your average guy. But for our first time, Morgan’s eyes grew wide as the white cream went all over my chest and stomach, catching a little of her side boob. I tried to keep my grunting down to a low volume. That just made her giggle.

“No need to be quiet for me, Zach. I want to see the real you. All of you,” she giggled, looking at the cream everywhere. I had to pull a gym shirt out of my backpack to soak it all up. She just stared at the goo while I cleaned.

Our eyes could not separate as she cleaned off the cream that had flown to her boob. She put it in her mouth. “You taste so good…”
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Morgan, true to her words, was a randy young lady. Virtually every date ended in some form of sex. She remained reluctant to go all the way, though let the guys do about anything else. Tongues, fingers and lips were all allowed to be used on her. Luckily, she came easily and often. She would reward their efforts by sucking them to completion or a hand job.

And she really wanted to see the real me! For the rest of that year and into the summer, every time she had a date, she would tell me about the event in advance. After it was over, she would text me she was on the way to my house. Luckily, my bedroom was on the first floor.

She would tell me ahead of time, so I was always home when she had a date. She snuck through the bedroom window I left unlatched, telling me what she did with them while I stroked myself to incredible release. After that first time, nothing was more important to me than my after-date sessions with Morgan. I fantasized WE had gone on the date. That I was the one having sex with the woman I loved while she cuddled next to me.

At first, she stayed fully clothed as I stroked myself. That didn’t last. Soon, she took all her clothes off as soon as she came through the window, cuddling close to me on the bed. Sometimes, she showed me the red flesh of her folds as she told me about how the guy used his hands on her.

By late in the summer, she also broke another rule. She took great delight in cleaning the semen off me. I kept a box of tissues next to the bed. She would sit with her knees pressed against me, her tits bouncing as she leaned over me, wiping every trace of white goo off my body, including my cock. I just laid back and let her do it.

One time, I couldn’t help myself. I reached up to stroke her nipple as it swayed in front of me. After that, she required me to trap my hands under me, to prevent any more ‘getting handsy’ while she cleaned me up. I just smiled. Watching her breasts sway over me was plenty of eye candy to keep me interested.

Now that I look back on it, I realize how this time with Morgan reoriented my sexual brain for the future. It was like I had learned second-hand sex as the norm, living my sexual life through my best friend. In every way that mattered, she had ‘cuckolded’ me at a very early age, even though that description for me didn’t really fit… yet. Back then, I had never even heard of the term.

Nothing else mattered in my young life. I was so turned on by her actions and how excited she was to share her stories with me, I never even thought about going out to find someone else.

Well, at least not until many years after that.


Chapter Three




What a summer! As if we weren’t already close, we became attached at the proverbial hip by the time college started. Except for her dates on an occasional evening, we seldom did anything without the other along.

And that included evaluating colleges. We ended up both going to State U, the large public university in our area. It was a good fit for us both. I got a math scholarship, and she played on the women’s soccer team. I even pledged a fraternity. She wanted nothing to do with sororities, so ended up in the athletic dorms.

The reason this is important is that our strange sharing came to a halt for a bit. She found it tough to sneak into my fraternity room for a sharing night, with roommates on either side and restrictions about bringing female students into the house. Her roommate in the dorm also turned out to be a stickler for the rules.

We ended up connecting on campus more than anything else. She continued to tell me about her adventures, but my happy endings after she left had become a solitary affair without those gorgeous tits to feast on.

That is, until one Friday in early October, when Morgan took it to another level. I got a mysterious text message from her that morning. She told me to meet her in the treehouse at 2:30 that afternoon. No word on why. Since I didn’t have any classes on Friday afternoons, I responded I would be there. Our hometown was relatively close, so I had no trouble driving over.

When I arrived, both her parents were at work, so we had the place to ourselves. I wondered what this was all about. The surprise came when I climbed up and she wasn’t there. All I found on the beanbag chair were her father’s binoculars and a folded piece of paper. Inside, the note said simply ‘Enjoy the show!’ What show?

Thankfully, it was unseasonably warm this year, so I sat on the beanbag that had seen lots of my butt since 4th grade, wondering what this was all about. Ten minutes later, I heard a noise at the gate. I poked my head up to see who it was. Her folks had one of those high-fenced backyards so popular in our area. The private patio had a collection of lounges and chairs.

In walked Morgan and a very large black guy. I was sure I knew him. Grabbing the binoculars… Fuck! It was Owen Thompson, a football player that had gone to State U from our high school.

Morgan ran inside, bringing back a couple of waters. They sat at the patio table, talking too softly for me to hear. Luckily, the treehouse had a perfect angle. I wedged the binoculars on the edge in a way that did not reveal my presence.

When she returned with the waters, she also brought a blanket and two towels. She draped the blanket over one lounge, looking up at me with a smile on her face, winking in my direction. The look on her face was playful and seductive.

Suddenly, I had an answer to the question of what I was doing there. They were going to have sex in front of me! THAT is the show she had in mind. She was upgrading her ‘second hand’ sex of before to my actually watching. I was about to see my best friend in action.

Truthfully, it felt like torture. My heart was being ripped out of my chest. I so wanted to be the person doing that, instead of him, as she guided Owen to the blanket. Morgan went all out for the show. She positioned the lounge to make sure I could see everything.

Another thought shook me. Unless something had changed since we had lunch earlier this week, my friend was still a virgin. I doubted Owen was going to put up with a little finger action, or a blow job, once he got going. My heart skipped a beat. Morgan wanted me to witness the loss of her virginity.

This was a major escalation in our sharing. Her shows for me were being graduated from ‘second hand’ to watching her live! Before the caps could even be taken off the water bottles, he was on her, pulling her face to his, kissing her aggressively… just the way I knew she liked it.

My heart pounded as pain ripped through me. I wanted that to be me!

Even so, I could not take my eyes away. I watched his hands roaming all over her body, yanking her T-shirt over her head. The bra followed shortly. His huge black hands covered those luscious breasts as she moaned with glee.

But there was something else… the show. I was as much a partner in this drama as Owen was. At every opportunity, she kept her body pointing at me. Those breasts glistened with the sweat of their efforts. Twice I caught her winking at me, lifting her chest to make the view easier. How she did it without him catching on surprised me. I guess he was too busy to notice.

He picked her up in his massive arms, pulling her shorts down while he moved over to the lounge. By the time she landed on the chair, she was completely naked, spreading her legs at me, gleefully pulling at his pants.

Holy shit! When his cock broke free, I almost cried out in concern. I knew this was much bigger than the way she described the guy in our first sharing encounter. Even though he was still semi-soft. Did she really want a log like that to be her first? Wouldn’t it damage her?

I could see the look on her face clearly with the binoculars. She was thinking the same thing as me when it flopped in front of her face. Both hands came up to grip the uncircumcised post quivering in front of her. Somehow, she got him to the side of the lounge, allowing me to watch her mouth take in only the head. Not much else was going down that throat.

He must have had that experience before. His booming voice began talking. It carried all the way to the treehouse.

“Too big for you, babe. You sure you’re ready for the other hole… for your first time?”

She smiled at him, then at me. Reaching into her shorts, she pulled out a bottle of lube. “You come prepared…” he said, bursting with laughter. “Get me nice and hard. I’ll get you what you came for.”

That was what she wanted to hear. Her mouth and hands were on him; licking, stroking, massaging his balls. She pulled at his balls, took each one in her mouth, licked across the bottom, flicked his foreskin back across the head. That girl was ready to get fucked! After years of messing around, she knew just how to get the guy ready!

“You some nasty girl… Eager… Maybe I should just jack off all over your face, make you eat my cum.”

She pulled back. I heard her talk to him, but all I got was a loud ‘No!’ That was not why she brought him here. He knew that, laughing with another burst of mirth.

“Naw, I wouldn’t do that to you,” he chuckled. “You want some dick, and I’m willing to give it to you.”

By this time, that rod stuck straight out from his body, ready to do some damage. He pulled Morgan up on her hands and knees. She shifted herself slightly, apparently trying to get more comfortable. But I knew the real reason. She wanted me to see him go inside.

He drenched his shaft with the lube. From what I had seen of those spread legs earlier, I wasn’t sure he was going to need it. The head touched her lips. She shuddered in place, turning her head toward me, a dark smile covering her anxiety. My best friend had decided it was time to give up her virginity, and she wanted this guy to do it.

For the first time, he noticed, following her eyes. I ducked down, making sure he couldn’t see me. He saw nothing, turning back to the action. He pressed inside, struggling to even get the head in.

“You some tight, bitch. I know you told me you were a virgin, but shit…” He pushed in further.

She groaned loudly. “So big… oh fuck… go slow…”

He did not let up the pressure, just went in slowly. Her groans became whimpers, then moans as I saw half of it go in. Somewhere in there, she cried out. Not a virgin any longer, I chuckled, wondering if there would be blood on the blanket when they are done.

None of that mattered to her. He was most of the way in, pushing for more.

“Oh god…” she cried out. “I’m so full…”

“Just about there,” he laughed. “Going to give it to you good real soon.

My friend cried out one last time as Owen flexed his hips, noticeably moving deeper. He was all the way in. Morgan’s body trembled in place as he stopped moving, allowing her sheath to adjust.

I knew it the minute she was ready. Her hips moved on her own. Pushing back-and-forth.

“You are nasty. Want some of this, don’t you?”

“Please… fuck me… I want to feel you take me… take me hard.”

“That I can do.” The next 10 minutes was maybe the most erotic thing I had ever seen. He pounded into her, reaching around to twist her clit, pinch a nipple. I couldn’t take my eyes off her tits, flopping around while he pistoned into her.

Her first release, when it came moments later, took my breath away. I had never seen Morgan cum before. She cried out, as if in abject agony. I knew that wasn’t it. She had just experienced her first vaginal orgasm by a man’s efforts. He twisted his hips, teasing her. She sputtered and laughed.

I couldn’t believe how hot this was, or how aroused she became. Her cries of pleasure were not like anything I had ever seen before. She was totally into it. My cock pressed against my shorts, wanting relief, but I didn’t want to miss anything.

Abruptly, Morgan pulled off his rod, rolling on her back. “Give it to me, big guy. I want to see what you’ve got…”

Owen smiled down at her, pulling on her legs. He lifted them across his chest… she wasn’t long enough to go over the shoulders of this giant of a man… then drove himself back in. Her groan of pleasure ripped at my heart again. Gradually, as he gained traction in this position, he pushed her legs further back, until her ankles were right next to her head as he pounded away.

I cringed at the vicious stabbing into her core, like a pile driver cracking open cement. Only this ‘cement’ gave with each plunge. Celebrated it. Welcoming more. Morgan groaned louder as he took her harder, her head flopping side to side as she came repeatedly, one after the other. Her head touched her ankles as she came again… and then again.

Owen was not used to this hip movement, slowing. This was it, I thought. He was going to give her everything she had been working for. At the last moment, he pulled out, blasting his seed all over her stomach, pointing higher, going for a boob shot. It wasn’t my quantity, I smiled to myself, but rope after rope made a mess over her stomach and tits.

Morgan was giggling and laughing, crying out, “I did it! I am no longer a virgin.” I knew she meant those words to only one person, and it wasn’t Owen.

“What you wanted, right?” Owen asked, touching her breasts as her chest heaved, trying to grab oxygen after the activities of the last… shit, I looked at my watch. They had been going at it for almost an hour. He had only cum once! Now that was stamina!

“That was good,” she said finally, looking up at him. He helped her off the lounge, pulling her next to his body.

“Gotta go, babe. Football practice at 5. Where can I drop you?”

“I’m going to stay home. My dad will give me a ride back to campus,” she said, staring directly at me.

“Up to you,” he said, not noticing her look.

He grabbed his clothes. “Let’s do this again. You a hottie.”

“I might take you up on that, we’ll see,” she smiled. “Let me walk you out.” She put on shorts and a T-shirt, no underwear.

Only a few minutes later, she came running to the treehouse, her tits jiggling under her nearly see-through T-shirt. One thing was for sure: she was excited.

“How did you like the show?” she yelled up the ladder as her head emerged into the opening. As soon as she was in the treehouse, she pulled her T-shirt over her head and pushed down her shorts. She was naked in front of me again… just like in high school. But this felt so different. Sexual tension charged the air. We both sensed it.

“I can’t believe you lost your virginity to THAT guy?” I said, unable to hide my exasperation.

Her giggle seemed to erase all doubt as she threw herself into my arms. She had LOVED it!

“You didn’t cum yet, did you?”

We were both surprised. I had been so engrossed in her performance; I had forgotten about the throbbing rod between my legs.

She pushed me back on the beanbag chair, pulling at my shorts. Soon, my cock sprang out, throbbing and solid, just the way she liked it.

Morgan cuddled into her usual position, pressing her tits against me, moaning.

“Do it,” she said. “I want to see you explode. If you can’t get excited by THAT show… you must have something wrong with you,” she chuckled loudly.

My fist was already pounding away as she stared at my efforts. Her hand came up a couple times, wanting to touch me. She even pressed against my body, draping her leg over, needing the touch on her clit. I tried to move my thigh over to help, but she batted it down, whispering for me to concentrate on what I was doing.

During that session, we came so close to taking that next step I needed so badly, but she kept pulling away. I tried to help it along by wrapping my arm around her body, pulling her tighter against me. Nothing worked. It was just like the high school sessions. I jacked myself and she watched my explosion, cuddling her naked body against me.

“How many times did you cum with him?” I asked when my breath had returned.

“Who cares?! Lots! Next time, I want the guy to cum inside me. I bet that feels great!”

“Next time?” I said. The uncertainty in my voice caught her attention.

“I didn’t lose my virginity so I could stay that way, silly. Now that I’ve crossed the last barrier, I’m ready for more.”

I pulled her into my arms, trying to hide the tears that were forming. She meant it. This girl was ready to cut a path across campus… with everyone… except me. I shuddered next to her, trying to cover my disappointment. My position in the friend zone appeared etched in granite.

“You need to think about safety, Morgan,” I said, as calmly as I could. “Are you on the pill? You should have used a condom.”

Morgan looked away from me… nope, not on the pill.

“Let’s go,” I said, as she reached for the tissues for her ritual cleaning. “If you’re going to do that with a lot of guys, you need to be prepared.”

We spent the rest of the afternoon at a family planning clinic, getting her protected… from pregnancy, at least. I wasn’t sure she would use condoms, but we stopped at a drugstore, buying her a range of sizes.

My friend was definitely ready for the next adventure. I wondered how often she was going to want me to watch.


Chapter Four




That first year of college was a whirlwind after that. Each of us discovered something about the other. Morgan had a strong exhibitionist streak. She loved having me watch her make it with whoever she could find. And I discovered a voyeur side that loved to watch her in action.

Morgan always did it at home in her backyard until the weather turned too cold. In all cases, she would entice them in, do what she wanted, hustling them out the door as soon as possible. Then she rushed to consummate her actions with me in the treehouse.

When it turned colder, she found a spot inside, an alcove in the hallway, where I could hide yet still see the action. Once, the guy nearly caught us when he followed her stare in my direction. Luckily, she pulled him down on top of her, taking his attention away before he could know for sure.

Morgan even started calling me her favorite ‘cuckold.’ I didn’t even know what that meant back then. When I looked it up, it actually made me mad. A cuckold is someone who shares his wife with another man, whether by his choice or hers. Since I had never made it with her in the first place, that was NOT an apt description. I had never had the chance to make her cum… ever. Her placing me in that group just made me feel that lack of intimacy even more.

We never repeated her cuddling naked next to me while I finished. With her newfound lust and willingness to be adventurous, we both knew being naked and aroused did not help us stay within the boundaries she had set. It would be too easy for her to crawl on top, so she could take advantage of the stiffness in front of her. And way too easy for me to let her!

And truthfully, after that first time, since I knew what was coming, I would often get too wrapped up in the action to wait. When she started moaning as the guys entered her, I was already pounding away. I often came several times before she was done. Isn’t youthful vigor wonderful?!

Oddly, it felt like we were doing it together, even though someone else was always touching her. I often tried to time my orgasm with her lover’s, but seldom succeeded. As I pulled myself, my tempo would almost instinctively pace hers, not his. My releases seemed to explode out of me as she cried out with her pleasure, as if we were cumming together.

In this weird world we had entered, our connection grew deeper during these sessions, tied together with those shared releases. When she came up after her second ‘show,’ she found tissues all over the floor. My cock already spent. She seemed disappointed, but somehow knew what had happened. She grabbed the tissues, delicately wiping the remains off my shaft, while our eyes found that odd linkage renewed and strengthened. I always groaned at her touch, knowing there was nothing that would make her do more.

Maybe… now that I look back on it… not waiting for her to lie naked against me was part self-preservation. The first time I watched her with Owen, my heart ached at watching her with another. Not because I didn’t want her doing it with them, but because I wanted to be the one to bring her that pleasure.

Here’s the funny part. I was never jealous of the guys or what she was doing. I wanted her to have all the pleasure she could.

No, I have to admit it now. Resistance to being naked with her all came from me. I wanted to do the touching desperately… to hold her in my arms after we found that bliss together… to let her know how much I loved her… and show our love in THAT way. Not just a friendly hug.

Unfortunately, what I wanted didn’t matter. My best friend was not willing to take it in that direction, no matter how many opportunities we had.

I felt it in my bones. Real emotional damage was coming. As the year progressed and our closeness increased, I wanted her even more. Her response was to push back against that even harder. There was genuine love there, a profound connection that neither of us really understood. Yet, there was a disconnect, too.

Morgan pushed it off as wanting to preserve our friendship, and I guess there was some truth to that. She went through guys with little concern for them. As the year went on, and I watched more and more, I came to understand that she didn’t want to fall in love with these guys. She didn’t need another anchor in her life. She already had one.

In my dense youth, I failed to grasp just who that was. All I could sense was the growing risk of being profoundly hurt by this woman I loved so much. Even then, as a young man, I instinctively understood we needed some emotional distance.
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Late that spring of our freshman year, I got a text about another session. It had been several weeks since our last one. I was excited to see her in action again. And I had built up some serious supply needing release… if you know what I mean!

The weather was beautiful, a soft spring day with flowers blooming everywhere. Funny how you remember so many singular details on important days in your life. This turned out to be one of my most important.

I was sitting in the treehouse, waiting for her arrival. I had already taken my clothes off and arranged tissues for the inevitable results.

The door opened, but she entered the backyard by herself. I was disappointed for her. The guy must have stood her up.

When her head popped into our clubhouse, she smiled at me. “Good, I see you have everything ready.”

She came in, immediately taking her clothes off, as if we were still in high school, ready to tell me another story. Instead, she sat down next to me.

“I have a confession to make, Zach. I tricked you.” A ‘what?’ must have been written all over my face. “There’s no show today. At least not one I’m putting on. I’ve missed our sharing, watching you cum. Want to do it again?”

She leaned back on the second beanbag, spreading her legs in front of me, rotating a finger on her clit. Her folds were already glistening with arousal.

“You’ve missed me too, haven’t you?” she asked.

I was so surprised at this sudden turn, I didn’t know what to say. My hand had no trouble. I was already stroking my growing shaft, watching her play with herself.

“I’ve missed you so much. None of these guys can replace what we have.”

As she spoke, her hand motions became more active, fingers finding their way into her opening. My stroking took on more energy as I feasted on my best friend’s pleasure.

No words came for a bit. It was as if our connection had become a solid bar, holding us in place, our eyes locked on each other.

She whimpered, ready to cum, just the way I had seen her do it many times with other guys. Something inside me broke at that moment. I got on my hands and knees, crawling to her, finding her mouth with my own.

“I love you, Morgan Fontaine. Always have.” That kiss grew into something more as she reached up to pull me closer. All the passion of our years of ‘not quite’ came out in that kiss.

But when my hand reached up to touch her breast, she shuddered underneath me, pushing me away.

“No, Zach… we can’t.”

My tears sprang unbidden, unwanted, as the emotion came pouring out. I couldn’t stop it as I sat on my haunches.

“Can’t or won’t?” I blurted out. All those years of not being allowed to touch her came out as a bitter accusation.

She gasped, pulling her legs up to cover herself. For the first time in front of me, she seemed vulnerable in her nakedness, as if she had revealed too much.

“It will ruin everything, my love. Don’t you see?”

By this time, I was sobbing with my face in my hands, unable to control what was happening. The disappointment of being denied again only amplified my shock at her calling me ‘my love.’ Ache filled me, threatening to split me in two.

When the crying slowed, I looked up at her. The shock on her face hurt even more.

“That’s what you’ve always said,” I practically yelled at her. “Then why do you always want me here, want me to watch you? Don’t you understand how much it hurts to watch you do that with every guy you can find? Why am I the only guy you won’t let touch you?”

I might as well have called her a slut or a whore at that moment. Her own tears came now.

“I thought you understood… how much I loved you… why it had to be this way…” she said, in between crying jags. “Don’t you understand how much I want to?”

“I… I…” Tears threatened to return. I pulled myself together, crossing my legs in front of me, taking a deep breath. “Truth is, I don’t really understand. Never did. I went along because I thought it was my only option to stay near you… didn’t want to lose you.”

I almost stopped as I watched tears run down her face. She knew what was coming, willing with all her might for me not to say what we both needed.

But it had to be done. “I can’t do this anymore, Morgan. It’s too much… you try so hard to keep us at arm’s length… all it does is pull us closer together. You know you feel the same. Isn’t that why we’re here today, to feed that connection that you’ve been missing?”

“It will ruin everything,” she whimpered, as if repeating it will make it a good reason again.

“I don’t care. I love you with every fiber of my being. And I know you feel the same about me.”

A subtle nod of her head told me she was agreeing inside, but couldn’t say it.

“I just can’t dance around it anymore, trying to pretend we don’t feel this way,” I said, emotions causing my voice to tremble slightly. “You’re too important to me.” I stopped for only a moment, knowing what was coming. My heart ripping in two. “I can’t lie for you any longer.”

I moved over, grabbing my clothes, pulling the T-shirt over my head.

“Please, Zach… don’t. I… I… don’t want to lose you,” she said, her crying now full sobs of terror. “You’re my best friend.”

I sat down on the floor, pulling my shorts on. How do I respond to that? I didn’t want to lose her either!

“You’ll never lose me as your friend, Morgan. Never. I just can’t do this… this… whatever the fuck this is we do here. It just hurts too much. Every part of me wants to touch you, devour you, be WITH you. Unless you can find space for me inside this… this world of yours, I would rather stay just friends, like everyone else.”

I finished dressing. Morgan was still naked, sitting on the floor of the treehouse, sobbing into her hands. I reached over, swiping her hands away. Mine went around her head, pulling her into a kiss that told everything I was feeling. She gasped at the passion, wrapping her arms around me, kissing me back just as hard. It took every force of will I had to pry myself away from that embrace I wanted so much. But I did, picking up my backpack. I knew this had to be done.

“We’ve come to a crossroads, my love. I want to be more than ‘just friends.’ If you can’t make that leap with me, then we’ll have to find that somewhere else.”

She said nothing more, dropping back to the floor, her sobbing now inconsolable.

My heart cracked at that moment. The heartache I knew was coming had arrived. Watching her cry broke my heart again. It didn’t matter that I knew it had to be this way. That the pain of our dance had become TOO painful.

Our relationship had become twisted by this need she had… that we both had. And judging from her wanting me here… alone… so close… yet still not touching… It became clear it would never end.

I stepped onto the ladder. “Give me a call if you want to have lunch or something, but I won’t be back for your shows again unless you change your mind about us.”

And with that, Morgan Fontaine stopped being my pretend sex partner. Our relationship had hit a hard wall, unlikely to recover. I sobbed all the way to my car.
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Chapter Five




“Heading out,” I told my wife Kimiko. “Just having lunch with Morgan. Should be back before the basketball game starts.”

“Ask her about Sally’s baby shower on the 15th. She hasn’t sent her RSVP yet.”

“Will do,” I chuckled, kissing her on my way out the door.

Even now, as I approach my 28th birthday next week, I’m still surprised at how things worked out. Kim’s almost as close to Morgan as I am.

I know what you’re thinking. Thought we broke up, right? Or parted ways, at least. And in one respect, we did. I am firmly in the ‘friend zone’ now… by my choice.

After the tear-filled scene in the treehouse, we didn’t talk to each other for a long time. The rest of the term, over the summer, and into the fall as school began again, I did not see or speak to her. According to her mother, Morgan had been inconsolable after our splitting; crying constantly, refusing to leave her room. A week went by before she even returned to campus. I know this because her mom called me to ask what had happened. I simply told her we had an argument.

And we truly had. One that threatened to make the split permanent. Truth is, I missed her so much that first week. At 19, life had ripped away a part of me, leaving only a hollow shell unable to understand why this had happened.

Morgan had been… I don’t know… my other half. Almost like a married couple. We shared everything. Virtually every waking moment since 4th grade had included her in it. What was I going to do now?

What else could I have done? I had to stop what we had become, knew it was for the best. We had fallen into a destructive cycle that would only end badly for both of us. Someone had to have the strength to stop it, didn’t they?

I went back to the fraternity house that day just as sad as my friend, moping around like a family member had died. And in a sense, one had. Morgan was a part of me… of my very existence. Even my fraternity brothers asked what happened to the ‘hot chick’ that used to come to the house all the time. No matter how many times I explained we were just friends, their winks and open skepticism told me they didn’t believe it.

Now there was nothing. The fact that my phone no longer binged with a new text from her took on its own significance. A black hole had appeared in my soul, sucking everything down into its well. Life, as I had known it, was over. That sorrow stayed with me for weeks afterward, threatening to become just as permanent as our break.
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Just before Christmas that year, I got a phone call from Morgan, inviting me to a lunch place near campus that used to be one of our regular meeting spots. Used to be…

I so wanted to see her! I said yes, of course.

When I walked in the door, she stood up next to the table, rushing into my arms. I could see the tears in her eyes. Mine weren’t far behind.

“Thanks for coming, Zach. Wasn’t sure you would.”

“Just because we don’t talk as often doesn’t change how I feel about you. Just glad you called. How are things?” The next hour flew by.

Do you have a friend like that? Even though you’ve been separated for a long time, when you get back together, it’s as if no time has passed?

That’s the way it was that afternoon. All the sorrow and loss from her absence seeped away. We were done with finals, so we spent the rest of the afternoon talking at a Wyatt’s Coffee Shop near campus.

Morgan looked the same, just as gorgeous as ever. Her hair was in a new style and she had added glasses, much to her frustration. Hours spent reading and staring at a computer terminal had not helped! But she was just as fit and wore outfits, even in the winter, that allowed everyone to see how great she looked.

She had done well in the most recent semester, though she changed her major to business with a focus on marketing. Seemed to like it. At the end of last year, she had moved into an apartment with a friend she had made in the dorm.

I told her I was still an engineering student, now focusing on civil engineering. Yes, still living at the fraternity house. A buddy and I had been making plans to get an apartment together at the end of our sophomore year.

We laughed, choked down too many cups of coffee as we sat there, and found that nothing had changed between us. She was still my best friend in the world and even our time away had not changed that.

Just before we had exhausted our conversation, and our available funds for more coffee, she reached out, taking my hands in hers.

“I want to apologize for the way things got between us, my love. I knew what I was doing was hard on you, but you seemed to like it, and I did too. But it wasn’t fair. I didn’t care about the consequences… to you, or to us. Can you forgive me?”

“Of course, Morgan. I forgave you long ago. Just wasn’t sure you could be friends with me and not want to do it.”

“It’s been hard,” she said. “But I’ve thought about it a lot. Understand your point now. I was being selfish and too demanding of our friendship. I really am sorry.”

“No need to keep bringing that up,” I protested. “Are you seeing anyone now?” I asked, trying to change the topic.

Her wry smile in response told me nothing had changed on that front.

“No one steady,” she giggled. “You know the way I am. Relationships don’t work out very well. I’ll say this: none of my fun is the same without you.”

“Morgan…” I said, shaking my head. We weren’t going there again.

She laughed, a sparkle in her eye that told me she had done it on purpose.

“I want to be friends again,” she said. “Can we do that? Even without… the other stuff?”

“I’d like that very much.”
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And we were back together again from that moment on. She returned to her previous BFF status, where she remains to this day. And I couldn’t have been happier. The next few months, we spent so much time together… just like we had done before… that I thought about changing my roommate plans for junior year. In the end, I thought better of it. That temptation would be too great.

Our casual, friends-only status lasted several years. After graduating, I got a job with C&B, a civil engineering firm in town. She got a job at a large regional bank; part of their marketing efforts. We hung around so much, our friends thought we were dating. We had to remind them constantly that we weren’t. Though, I went to the bank’s holiday party one year, as her ‘plus 1.’ That was the only ‘date’ we ever went on. Normally, we just hung out with each other, watched TV, went to concerts, and got drinks. You know, friend stuff.

Most of that time, outside an occasional knowing smile when she told me of her date plans, our sordid past seemed to have fallen into history… where it belonged.

That is, until one Saturday night… gotta be three years after graduation. I had an apartment near my office. Morgan had been there many times. Anyway, I heard a loud banging on my front door. I looked out the peephole. Shit, it was Morgan. She looked seriously waxed.

I had to help her, as she stumbled into the apartment. She could barely say anything. I scolded her about drinking and driving, though I doubt she heard a word. She was zonked on my couch as soon as her head hit the arm.

It was already late. After she slept for a bit, I helped her into my second room. I had a futon in there in case someone visited, mainly using it as a home office.

When I finally got her settled on the futon, snuggling in the warm blanket, she opened her eyes.

She said, “Hey, babe. Where’d you come from?” Jesus, VERY sloshed! Not going to be a fun headache when she gets up in the morning.

“Sleep now. You’ll feel better in the morning,” I lied.

I got her settled, leaving her to sleep it off. I went to bed in my own room.

In the middle of the night, everything changed between us. I came awake, feeling a warm, naked body cuddling against me. Morgan.

I had been active on the dating scene since we ‘broke up’ freshman year, but most girls had trouble accepting that my best friend was a woman, and especially one as breathtakingly beautiful as Morgan. When I wouldn’t give her up for any of them, they didn’t last.

But those breasts… against my side… her cuddling against me in just that way… unmistakable.

“Want to hear about my date, big guy?” she asked softly, burying her head in my chest.

I wasn’t sure what to do. She was still under the influence, yet a tug had me. Maybe it was the memory of what we had done before. Or that she was so invitingly in my bed. Not sure why I broke my own rule. I told her to go ahead.

The detail and her enthusiasm pulled me in like it always had. There were two guys this time. They were friends here from out of town. She picked them up at a bar downtown. They took her up to their hotel room, and by her elaborate account, had taken her hard and often… just the way she liked it.

Even though I tried to fight the impulse, her story did its usual magic. I was hard as a rock under the blanket. She giggled at my trying to fight it, pulling the blanket back. She tapped lightly on the hard shaft inside my boxers, giggling more.

“Some things don’t change, do they, my love?” she smiled, looking up at me. Those smoldering eyes never failed to wipe away all my self-restraint. “Go ahead,” she whispered. “Stroke it. You know you want to.”

I pulled the boxers off, gripping my shaft with a fist, stroking myself as she continued with her story. About how they took her so hard, in both holes at the same time.

Her hand came up, as if she was fighting the impulse to touch me again. Instead, she settled her hand on my chest, stroking my light chest hair.

“I love everything about your cock…” she whispered, seemingly to the room. “The way the head throbs just before you cum… how straight it is… how hard it gets… the vein that runs along the top…”

She was panting now, as I pulled more actively, raising her leg to scrape her clit against my leg.

“Cum for me, Zach. I love how much you produce, the way it goes everywhere,” she giggled.

The pace of her scraping on my leg picked up as my hand grew more frantic with need. It had been a couple of weeks since I came last.

My seed went everywhere, just as she predicted, blasting out of me and all over my chest. She did not move her head, frantically rubbing her clit on me, groaning at both the cream covering the side of her face and her climax that came moments later.

She giggled at the seed all over her face, taking her finger, scraping it into her mouth. “Mmm, delicious. Nothing has changed, has it?”

The cackle of her laughter scorched my heart. Something had changed between us. I just didn’t know what it was yet.

Morgan got out of bed, heading for the bathroom. She wobbled a little while she gathered towels and tissues, returning to do her ritual cleanup. This time she grasped my shaft with a towel, scraping it clean as she giggled, staring at it as I softened.

What was different was that she crawled in next to me after she finished, falling quickly to sleep.

I wasn’t sure what to do. Did I want to sleep with her, with the obvious implications of that action? But getting her out would be a production. The beautiful woman lying in my bed convinced me. I was already naked. I slipped under the blanket, pulling her into my arms, and was quickly asleep myself. Her body cuddled up against mine.

Me and my best friend were off on another adventure. Though this time, as adults.


Chapter Six




It quickly got just as raunchy as it had been before. Morgan would find her latest score, telling me what she was doing. I would get a knock late in the night after it was over. She would walk into my bedroom, ripping her clothes off, jumping into bed. Well, you know what happens next.

Twice, she actually brought a guy to my place, telling him her roommate liked to watch. Neither cared, humping her while I openly sat in the room with my clothes on. She always made sure I had a clear view of what was happening.

Halfway through the second guy, she had him lay on his back. She mounted him ‘reverse cowgirl’ style, giving me a clear view of the shaft entering her depths.

“Take your clothes off,” she whispered to me. “Let’s cum together.”

The guy looked around her, a little confused. She didn’t care, beginning her motion. That convinced him to lie back and enjoy it.

I took my clothes off as quickly as I could. Our eyes locked as I stroked myself. Soon, that look transitioned to her sex, as she accepted the guy’s shaft. I had never seen the ‘act’ up close like this. I got off the chair, kneeling near the bed, my face only inches away as she groaned.

Her exhibitionist side ate it up, mewling with each plunge. I could feel her eyes on me constantly, but mine were too busy. I loved the way her folds would move in as he plunged inward, stretching out when he pulled back for the next thrust, as if her body was objecting to its withdrawal.

My shaft needed to be stroked! I scooted my chair closer, so I could sit, stroking my cock openly in front of her. Now those eyes never left my shaft. As I had done in the treehouse so many years before, her plunging toward release and my strokes took on a certain rhythm. She nodded her agreement about what I was doing, plunging down more aggressively. The guy groaned. I just hoped he would last until she was done.

Morgan knew all the signs of my pending release. I stared at her flopping tits, stroking furiously. She moaned and then I blasted loud groans telling everyone in the room what was happening. She came moments later, gasping out loud with the power of her release. The guy underneath came soon after. I think he still thought she was doing it for him!

The funny part was the way she got off, thanked him for coming, then hustled him out the door. Morgan ran back in, jumping into my arms. We dropped back on the bed, giggling and laughing at what we had just done. That night had just taken the crown away from Owen, for the most erotic thing I had ever done.
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Unfortunately, or I should say fortunately, that was the last, and only time, we did anything like that. Six weeks later, I met Kimiko Collins, the woman that would become the genuine love of my life; of the romantic kind this time.

She was two years younger, a Systems Admin for CloudTech, which had a large data center in town. We hit it off right from the start, just like I had done with Morgan in 4th grade. I got her number, called her up for a date that weekend, and we have been together ever since. We celebrated our 3rd anniversary last month.

Her father was a Marine from Connecticut. A nice guy. He was taller than I was and had arms like tree trunks. Her mother was a Japanese woman from Okinawa. He had met her when he was stationed there. The child they produced, now 25 years ago, was a stunning mix of the two. Her startlingly blue, yet almond-shaped eyes, darker-hued skin, and close-cropped brunette hair left me almost speechless when we first met. So beautiful…

We spent weeks getting to know each other. But it seemed obvious from the start that there was something there… a spark of romance that promised to grow into something more. When she took me to meet her folks back east, her father impressed me from the start. His barrel chest bellowed with laughter at every one of my lame jokes and her mother was sweet and just as beautiful as her daughter. I could see how they ended up together.

When we returned, I asked her to move in with me. She agreed.

Though the critical introduction had yet to be made. My previous relationships had all crashed on the rocky shoals of Morgan Fontaine. Could she accept Morgan as my best friend? I would never give up that lifelong friendship for someone I just met. Never.

I told her about Morgan, of course. Probably talked about her way too much. By the time they met, Kim was on edge, worried about what she would have to put up with from this ‘friend.’ But after meeting her, and receiving Morgan’s assurance of having no designs on her boyfriend, Kimiko told me she had no troubles with us spending time together.

A few days later, Morgan invited Kim to lunch by themselves, and a great friendship was born. After that, I think they spent as much time with each other as Morgan did with me.

Needless to say, our extracurricular activities came to a crashing halt. Certainly nothing like the session in my room with that guy. But even our times with sexy talking while naked stopped. Morgan had been right all along. I really WAS a one-woman man.

Kimiko and I got married a year later. Morgan, naturally, was my ‘best man.’
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That all changed after Kimiko and I were just short of our 3rd anniversary. By that time, we lived in a new housing development on the west side of town, and had been having serious discussions about starting a family. She was 24, and I was 27.

Contrary to what the counselors told us in high school, getting pregnant seldom happens right away. We had friends that had been going at it for two years trying to get the wife ‘with child.’ They were now going through tests to see if something was wrong. Nothing worked.

We knew that as Kim aged, especially past 30, that our chance of success would drop significantly. If we were serious about it anyway, we figured we might as well get started. That way, we would still be young when they moved out of the house!

A couple of days later, Morgan and I were sharing drinks after work when I let her know that Komiko and I were trying to start a family. Naturally, I expressed our concerns about waiting too long. She laughed, getting closer to whisper to me. “With the amount you put out, you’ll have no problems,” she giggled.

She was right about that. I produced so much seed, Kim often complained she needed to shower every time we made love.

“You should have seen this guy last weekend,” she said innocently, as if we were discussing the weather. She proceeded to give me the kind of details she had done lying next to me in the past. This time centered on how thick his goo was. By the time she was done, I was hard as stone, needing some relief.

Kim and I were supposed to go out to dinner that night. Instead, when I got home, I dragged her up to our bed, giving her a serious fucking. She cried out with release after release as I pounded away. Morgan’s story added an extra level of excitement to my normal arousal for my wife.

She had no complaints. Kimiko loved the way we made love, often suggesting we do it more. I always thought it was because of her desire for a child. But tonight, it became obvious this was just for fun, that she enjoyed the sensual pleasures almost as much as Morgan.

This became a pattern after that. My reluctance to have skin contact with Morgan did not prevent her from sharing her stories. Almost every time we had drinks, she would fill me in about her latest conquest. I would rush home, fucking my bride with a vengeance. The arousal that Morgan always generated needed an outlet.

It didn’t take long for my analyst wife to catch the pattern. Every time I went out with Morgan, I would come home, dragging her up to bed. She was confident in my fidelity, but she could not make that confidence match the behavior she was seeing.

One Thursday night, I came home and gave it to her especially hard. Morgan’s story that night had been about a night with three guys, filling all holes, and how often she came. This triggered the same reaction that she had bred in me for many years.

Kim did not stop me. She was as eager for the sex as I was. Though after that, she had questions.

After we were lying in bed, feeling the bliss of her multiple releases and my need, she got out of bed, going in to clean herself off.

As I said, she always did that because of the mess I made, but this time, she put on a robe, sitting on the bed next to me. We usually celebrated our love by cuddling afterward. This time, I saw the concern on her face.

“Why do you always come home horny after going out with Morgan?”

“What?” I said, surprised at this turn in the evening. “More than any other time?” We had an active sex life. I wondered how different those nights were.

Trying to deny anything was going on did not work. Even after only three years, Kim could already tell when I was shading the truth. I never outright lied to her, but like any husband…

“You better tell me what’s going on, Zach. I mean it.” She got up, walking out of the bedroom, down the stairs to the kitchen. I put on my robe, rushing down to find a wife whose suspicions had only grown while I was getting dressed.

“What are you talking about?” I asked. “We make love a lot. Why is this different?”

Kim exploded at me, screaming. She was pissed! My too obvious attempts to avoid her question had shaken her confidence in my love for her. Underneath, a little kernel of doubt had pushed through the fertile ground of her worries. Now she wondered if I loved Morgan more than I was saying. She demanded to know what was going on.

“No one gets that excited every time they see someone, unless they have feelings for her,” she stated flatly. “I need to know… do you love her?”

“Of course I love her…” I said, growing quiet. I had never seen a look like that on her face. Rage! I hoped she hadn’t picked up a knife on the way across the room. “… but not like that. As my closest friend… not named Kimiko. We have never made it… ever.”

“Then what is going on?”

I could see her fists clenching repeatedly as she tried to control her temper. Hiding it would only make things worse. She would know if I was telling her half the truth. I had no choice.

“Morgan sometimes tells me about her adventures,” I started. “She always has. I’ll confess, they can be quite arousing.”

“Like what?”

What the heck? Might as well let it all out now. I told her about the latest, the three guys and all holes filled. Kim gasped, listening to not only the story, but the detail Morgan gave. About how they did it, how many times she came, and how long they lasted.

Her face and chest grew pinker with every sentence. Here’s the odd part. Her hardening nipples were pressing against her thin robe. She was getting aroused, too.

I stepped up to her, ripping the robe off her shoulders. Kim turned her face away, trying to hide the flush that glowed there. My thumbs and forefingers circled her hard nubs. She groaned at the pressure.

“See… pretty hot. I’ve been listening to them since high school. Morgan is pretty wild and has had a lot of partners…” I paused, pinching her nipple, causing Kimiko to gasp. “She has lots of tales to tell.”

I left off the fact that she usually told them to me while nude, pressed against my also naked body, while I stroked my shaft.

“I’m her best friend,” I went on, “and her closest confidant. I’m not sure why, but she’s always needed me to listen. Nothing I said would stop her from doing it. I’m some kind of sounding board, I suspect, because I never make her feel like I’m judging her. And I’m not.”

My hand slowly made its way down Kimiko’s flat stomach to her folds, now leaking down her leg. I pulled her against me, inserting that finger. I could still feel the leftover seed that filled her from earlier.

“Let me tell you another one.” This time about doing the reverse cowgirl in front of a guy sitting on the floor only inches away. How far she spread her legs, letting the guy watch as every inch pushed inside her. How hard she and the guy came as he stroked himself all over the floor. I left out the part that I was the guy only inches away.

She was gasping by that point, holding onto my arm as my hand attacked her clit and opening, pressing hard on both. I gave every detail I could remember about that fateful night. The way her pussy glistened. The way the guy on the bed kept looking up, wondering what was going on. How her breasts flopped as she pounded down on the guy inside her.

Kim groaned, wrapping her arms around me, shaking as she approached her release.

“Morgan always cums explosively during her play, and tells me all about it,” I finished as my wife did her own explosion on my hand, shuddering against me.

“My oh my,” I chuckled, needing to hold her up as her entire body quivered with the pleasure. “My wife really likes these stories.”

Helping her sit at the kitchen table, I opened our sparse liquor cabinet, handing her a Jameson on the rocks. She wasn’t normally a whiskey gal, but she took the pour down like a shot. Wow!

My wife and I had just turned a corner in our relationship. We just didn’t know it yet.


Chapter Seven




Later that night, as we cuddled in bed, close to sleep, she lifted herself on an elbow, looking at me. “Are you going to continue being her friend?”

“What? Of course. Why would you ask me that? She’s been my best friend since 4th grade.”

“Did she tell you stories like THAT in 4th grade?” The rage was threatening to return.

“How could she…” I stopped suddenly. It was as if a new person had entered our bedroom, a jealous and spiteful one.

“Look, I have been friends with her for a long time. I will not stop being her friend just because you’ve become jealous about what she tells me.” I threw the blanket off, pulling my robe back on. “What the fuck, Kimiko? I’ve never cheated on you with her, nor would… not ever. Morgan wouldn’t allow it, even if I wanted to… which I don’t.”

This had escalated into the biggest fight we had ever had as a married couple. I wondered what would happen. Was this the end?

I walked downstairs, fixed myself another drink, and sat on the sofa, fuming with my own rage. I should have told her earlier, I guess, But I don’t get a blow-by-blow every time she gets together with her girlfriends. Why should I be any different?

The ugly truth surged through me at that moment. I knew this was different and why. I also knew the truth of how much further her stories had gone than being told them at a bar in the evening. Guilt found a home in my chest. An uncomfortable home filled with regret and wishes I had done things differently.

I thought for a moment of sending a text to Morgan, telling her about our row and warning her of what might come her way. Before I could do that, Kimiko came down the stairs. This time with nothing on. She sat next to me on the sofa, putting her hand on my leg.

“I’m sorry, Zach. While I was stewing up there, I realized I had told you it was okay for you to remain friends with Morgan. That remains the right choice. I’m still sure. No matter the subjects you discuss. I am especially sure of that since I have gotten to know her too. I believe you are both honorable people and will not cheat on me with her.”

“I’m so glad to hear your confidence in…” My sarcasm was now out of control. I knew it. But she had really pissed me off!

“Please, Zach… let me finish. I had a chance to think about it more when you came down here. I was just surprised at the… content of those conversations. But now that I think about it, they have served their purpose. We have had some of the best sex since we’ve been married because of those stories. You should go ahead. I will not interfere.”

“Do you mean that… that it’s okay? Or are you going to let it stew, then explode on me later?”

“No, I mean it. Go ahead. My price is that whenever she does, you come home and fuck me until I can barely stand. I LOVED the sessions we had after your talks. Can you do that?”

I grabbed her nipple, twisting it gently. “I don’t know… might be too difficult to get you interested,” I chuckled. Picking her up in my arms, I headed for the stairs. “We might need to practice…”

She giggled in my arms. “Let’s…”

[image: ]


The very next day, I called Morgan for an emergency lunch at our breakfast/lunch place near campus. She could barely believe it when I told her of Kimiko’s discovery and of her permission to continue.

“She agreed to let you talk to me about this stuff?” I nodded she had, sitting back in the booth. Morgan’s face was ANGRY… scorching mad! What the fuck?

“There’s no way I’m doing that,” she insisted. “No matter what she says. She’s gotta be afraid something will happen. I won’t continue under those terms.”

“Morgan, I…”

“Don’t give me that shit. I’m done with this conversation. I can’t believe you thought I would agree to that.” She got up and walked out of the restaurant. I sat there, dumbfounded.

Stewing about it all afternoon, I didn’t get a thing done at work. What could I say to either her or my wife? I had backed myself into a tight spot. My wife had agreed to continue, but I guess Morgan was right. She must have had reservations.

Maybe Kimiko did it just to preserve her marriage, thinking my insistence on maintaining contact with Morgan left her with no options. Now Morgan was outraged, implying I wanted to do something behind Kim’s back. And she was right. I had thought about that. But didn’t Kim want to listen to the stories?

I worked out what I hoped would be a viable plan on the way home. I would agree that Morgan would stop telling me stories, promising I never wanted this to come between us.

None of that mattered. When I got home, Morgan’s car was in our driveway. Oh, fuck!

Morgan and Kimiko were sitting on the living room sofa, chatting away as if nothing had happened. I wondered how long she had been there?

“Glad you could make it,” Morgan laughed, pointing to the loveseat for me to sit down across from them. “Me and wifey here have been having a little talk about my lifestyle and the stories I tell. Wanna hear what we’ve come up with?”

I settled onto the loveseat, nodding I would listen. Kimiko looked at me, smiling. That grin… what does that mean?

“I told her the stories… really got me excited,” Kimiko said. “And especially the way you made love to me after you heard them. You were so… aggressive. I loved that more than I ever thought I would.”

“So,” Morgan smiled, “I suggested a compromise. Instead of telling you the stories privately, I agreed to come over and tell them to you together. Whenever the fun takes place, I’ll send you a text to see if you are available. If you are, as soon as I’m done, I’ll come over and tell them to you both at the same time. That way, the memory will be fresh.”

My eyes couldn’t find a place to land. I kept going back and forth between the women sitting on our sofa. Would she really do that? Come over and tell her the stories here? She had to know what it did to both of us. Did she want to watch us make love the way I used to watch her?

“Would you do that? Come over late at night… to share?”

Morgan smiled, taking Kimiko’s hand in hers. “Do you want me to, Kim?” She stroked her hand up her arm. Kimiko stared at her. I could see her nipples pressing against her work shirt. “Would you enjoy hearing about my adventures?” Morgan continued, moving further up her arm, touching the side of her breasts with every pass.

“Yes,” was all Kimiko could say. Her breathing was shallow and trembling.

Morgan got up, walking to the loveseat, sitting next to me, doing the same hand on arm movement. “She wants to hear them, Zach. Don’t you want to hear them, too? Doesn’t it excite you how aroused she becomes?”

My cock was tenting bad against my work slacks. Kimiko had to see that!

Kimiko came over to me, going down on her knees, crawling between my legs. Her hands traced up my thighs, gripping my shaft with both hands. Morgan looked on, smiling at my wife.

“I want to, Zach…” Kimiko said. “… to hear them. Looks like you want that too…” She squeezed my shaft, smiling back at Morgan, “and I think your friend wants to tell them.”

My friend stood, looking down at us. “I think that’s my cue to leave. You kids have fun.” She grabbed her purse and walked out.

It was as if she took that cue to heart. Kimiko pulled her top off, unzipping her skirt, dropping it to the ground. She was standing in front of me, only in a bra and panties. She leaned over, doing the same to my shirt and slacks, leaving my stiff cock pressing against my boxers.

“Morgan told me you really enjoyed the stories,” she said, unsnapping her bra. “That you might like to show me how much you enjoyed them.”

I stepped out of my boxers, stroking my rigid cock. I certainly did!

“Take those panties off,” I barked at her. “I think you need to get fucked.”

She complied immediately, stepping closer to me. “And who do you think could provide said fucking?” she giggled, her voice low and trembling.

I leaned forward, grabbing her waist, pulling her forward. I forced her knees on either side of me, leaving her sopping wet box right above her target.

“Take it. It’s yours to use any way you want.”

Kimiko reached down, holding me in her fist, guiding the head to her opening. We didn’t need any lubricant. She groaned as I entered her, using my hands to force her down on me.

“Use it,” I said, forcing her further down.

She moaned, closing her eyes. Her hips moved, as if on their own, lifting herself off, then down again.

“You’re in control. I want you to use that cock however you like. I offer myself to you.”

She slammed herself down this time, gasping at the desire that filled her. I reached up to massage her breasts, pinching them gently. Her hips moved faster, changing the angle to scrape her clit on each pass.

My pinch grew stronger as she moaned again, thrusting her chest out at me. Her hips acted without thought, plunging herself down forcefully while she twisted her hips. Moments later, the plunging became frantic. She was close. I grabbed those hips, taking back my control.

“You need to be fucked… want it so bad… Morgan loves it, too. Loves how different one cock is from another.”

A hungry sound escaped my wife’s lips, the wave of her release beginning its journey. My hips never stopped as she cried out with the pleasure, trembling as I plunged into her depths. She collapsed on my chest, heaving with the power of her climax.

This happened so fast, I hadn’t even cum yet.

“You, okay?” I chuckled.

“Take me upstairs. I have further use of this,” she smiled, hopping off, tugging my cock to get me on my feet.


Chapter Eight




Our sex life was on fire. Every few weeks, Morgan would send a text late at night. My lusty friend would come over to tell us the story of her latest adventure. After Morgan left each night, Kimiko and I would fuck like crazed teenagers, often pretending to act out whatever happened in the tale.

The surprising part was my wife. Kimiko really got into the whole experience. She began dressing up for the stories, her outfits getting more and more revealing as the weeks passed. She and Morgan began talking to each other frequently, especially during the day of Morgan’s dates. I never figured out what they were talking about. I only knew what it was doing to my wife. She was really getting turned on.

Morgan and Kimiko spent more time together, my wife often returning from their trips with ever more revealing outfits. This became an extra part of our ritual. When Morgan arrived, I would greet her at the door by myself. Kimiko would come down once Morgan and I had settled in the living room. I would always sit on the loveseat. Morgan at one end of the sofa, Kimiko at the other. She would model her new attire for us before the story began.

Holy shit! Those outfits got skimpier with each story. Kimiko had gone to wearing lingerie that left nothing to my imagination, giggling when Morgan would compliment how she looked.

One night, after we had been doing this for several months, Kimiko came down in a blue teddy with only a thong underneath. Her perky tits were clearly visible. Those nipples were small pebbles even before the story began. This was her most blatantly sexual outfit yet. I could only stare at her from my place on the loveseat.

Morgan sat in her usual place. She pointed to the other end where Kimiko usually sat. Instead, my wife settled comfortably right next to our friend. As Morgan’s hand came up on Kimiko’s leg, telling her to settle back, my friend looked up at me, smiling. She nodded her head, telling me to sit right next to my wife.

When I moved into position right next to Kimiko, Morgan pressed against her waiting listener, pushing her harder against me. My hand came up instinctively, to match the hand on her other thigh. My wife was now a quivering mass of need that had grown strong over the last few months.

Morgan told the story. This time of a woman being taken by a man and another woman. Kimiko groaned at what that meant, leaning back, closing her eyes. Her legs spread wider ever so slightly. Somehow I knew. In her mind, she had become that woman being shared.

My eyes caught Morgan’s. She just smiled, mouthing, ‘Watch.’ I got it. This story hadn’t actually happened tonight. She was doing it just for my wife.

As the story grew more detailed, more graphic, Kimiko’s groaning became deeper. Morgan’s hand moved up, unclasping the bow at the front of her sheer top, peeling it away, revealing her breasts with nipples so hard they seemed ready to rupture.

Her eyes flew open as she shivered in her nakedness. She started looking at Morgan, but soon her body subtly shifted to me, her legs opening wider. Our eyes smoldered, unable to separate.

“Tell us what you want, Kimmi,” Morgan whispered.

My wife started at the words. She reached up to my hand. “Touch me,” she said, her words so soft I could barely hear them.

My hand on her thigh moved further up, grazing the thong still covering her sex. Moisture had already turned them a darker blue. Morgan’s hand went to the nipples instead, gently pinching them between thumb and forefinger.

Abruptly, Morgan pushed my hand away. “Go over to your seat. You’re supposed to watch only, remember?”

I did what I was told. My entire body was shaking at how reflexively I obeyed. All those years of training me to listen and watch had taken hold. I began to unbutton my shirt, to take my clothes off. Morgan shook her head… ‘don’t do that,’ she was telling me. I settled down in the seat, watching them.

“You like being watched, don’t you, sweet Kimmi?” Morgan whispered.

Kimiko whimpered, closing her eyes again, leaning back against the sofa. Morgan’s fingers traced along her slit, pulling the fabric aside to touch her flesh. Those legs came apart even further. Morgan leaned closer, just as Kimiko gasped at a finger going inside.

“You want him to watch you… to watch you give yourself completely…”

“Yes…” Kimiko trembled.

“… and to watch him stroke himself. He gets so aroused by your pleasure. He wants to watch.”

I had to sit on my hands to keep from touching myself as my cock tented against the slacks holding it prisoner. Morgan stared at me. There was something different here, as if Morgan had taken control of both of us, pushing all the levers she had finely tuned over 10 years. I was glad I sat on my hands because I needed to touch myself. Desire scorched through me.

A flick across her clit made Kimiko gasp. “You want him to be naked so he can stroke himself… to watch you.” Kimiko’s eyes flew open. She looked like she had never seen me hard before.

Morgan pulled the thong down my wife’s slender legs. Kim even lifted her hips to help. Morgan spread Kim’s legs wider, giving me a clear view of her glistening folds.

“Look how hard you make him, sweet Kimmi. How much he wants you.”

Kimiko’s eyes came open slowly, as if from a trance. They grew wide when she saw my cock trying to break through the khaki material.

“I want to see it,” she said. I knew what she meant, standing working on my belt.

Morgan leaned over, whispering something I could not hear, then got up. “You love birds need some alone time. See you later.” On her way out, she reached down, tapping my shoulder. “She’s all yours.” And then she was gone.

Kimiko had not changed position, though she pulled the teddy off her shoulders, leaving herself completely naked in front of me. Her hand was circling her clit as she stared at me.

“Take your clothes off. I want to watch you do it.”

I flew out of the loveseat, tearing at the belt and zipper, yanking my shirt off. Nothing had ever interested me more.

As I got everything off, I couldn’t tear myself away from Kimiko’s hands as she finished what Morgan had started. She groaned as her other hand went to work, plunging fingers through her folds, the circles on her clit growing more frantic.

“Do it… let me watch you cum.”

I settled back, letting my hand do what it knew how to do. Her eyes fixed on my rod, like it was the first time she had ever seen it. I was interested in what she was doing, but after doing this so often with my best friend, I knew this was as much performance as it was pleasure. My hand movements became exaggerated so she could watch every stroke from across the room.

My wife and I had entered our own little world of mutual stimulation. For long moments, I stroked, and she moaned with her plunges.

Yet that wasn’t enough for her. Her hands dove under knees, yanking them up, pushing her sex out at me.

“Fuck me… right now!” she screamed at me.

I sprinted across the room and drove my cock home. She whimpered with a sudden blast of pleasure. There was something in the way she said it. I knew she didn’t want soft and gentle. I pounded into her, pressing my hands against her knees, fully exposing her sex to whatever I wanted.

She cried out with a release that came almost immediately, panting as her body shook with the waves crashing into her. That didn’t stop my harsh plunging. She groaned more, feeling the cycle begin again. I crashed into her until she came again, then I pulled out, yanking on my shaft until I exploded all over her. It went everywhere, her stomach, her chest, her face. While laughing, she sputtered, her hands remaining trapped as she held her knees back.

Kimiko laid her head back on the sofa, relaxing her legs. My cream was everywhere…

I walked over to the kitchen, bringing some towels. She giggled constantly while I cleaned her, making sure I hit every tickle spot I could. Wow! Something had definitely happened tonight.
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Luckily, the next morning was Saturday. We were languishing in bed after a long night. I had picked her up after my cleaning, took her up to bed and we could not seem to get enough of each other. Exhaustion finally took its toll late that night.

“What got into you last night?” I chuckled, pinching her nipple.

She cuddled in. “Too much?”

“Not even close! Loved it. Was it Morgan’s story?”

Kimiko looked away for a moment. I had to assume she wondered how much she should say.

“You can tell me, Kim. I won’t be upset, no matter what you say.”

“It’s those stories… I’m feeling kind of jealous of her lifestyle and freedoms.”

“Could you do that if you were single?” I asked.

“I could… I wasn’t with a lot of men before we met. Your wife was not very aggressive on the dating front. But I’m so shy around guys, I would probably need help from someone like Morgan.”

Something about what she said… her tone…

“Could you do it if you were married?”

“What? No, I’d never…” She said all the right things, but the eyes… they told a different story. She giggled. “It’s fun to fantasize about. Hearing about Morgan getting passed around at that party last month, or going to the Zebra Club with the black guy… I really get excited listening to them.

I sat up on the bed, taking a deep breath. It was time for my own confessions.

“Can I make a confession? You may not like it…” Kimiko got the worried look I thought she would. “It’s about Morgan. Before we got married, we shared a lot…”

“A lot… I thought you said you never made it with her.”

“We haven’t, but…”

And I started talking. I told her about the depths of our sharing. How Morgan and I had been best friends for a long time. How she tricked me into watching her lose her virginity. How she would come over to my house and tell me the stories while I beat off in front of her.

That last made Kimiko gasp. “In front of her?”

“Hard to believe, right? She has a strong exhibitionist side. Wanted me to watch.”

“She just sat there and watched you beat off?” Kimiko couldn’t believe it.

“No, not exactly… There’s another part of the confession.” It was my turn to look away, wondering how to tell her without it destroying her relationship with me or Morgan.

Full disclosure! I decided to give full disclosure. About how she used to come through my window. That we were typically both naked when she told me the story. About how, when I had my apartment… before Kim and I met, I assured her… she would bring guys over so I could watch them go at it. About how that story about the reverse cowgirl and the face inches from her crotch… that was me, I told her.

I expected her to blow up… yell at me… run out of the house screaming… anything but what actually happened! Kimiko went wild, pushing me back on the bed, slamming her mouth on my cock. She seemed even more aroused than last night.

As soon as I was hard, she rolled on top of me, impaling herself on my tool. Her chest came down against me as her tongue dove into my mouth. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her tight, feeling her love, her passion.

Though I didn’t move down below. She was moving enough for us both. She humped me savagely, crying out with repeated releases, shaking with her arousal. I came hard, slamming into her as she cried out one last time.

My mind was spinning about what I should take from this. She didn’t seem upset at all about my having done all this with Morgan or how many times I had seen her naked. Was she excited by my having watched Morgan? Was it the idea that she wanted to do that, even if we were married? How far did she want this to go?

When she finally slowed, heaving with the constant cumming, I rolled her to my side, stroking her hair. She was soaked with sweat from the workout she had just given herself. I couldn’t let it go.

“Do you want to do that… for me?” I asked, more tentatively than I wanted. “Make love to someone else while I watch?”

She looked anywhere but my eyes, flushed with embarrassment. “Would you be upset?”

“No, babe… not upset. Kind of hot, actually, especially now that I know how aroused you get. Would you?”

“I don’t know… maybe? I’d need Morgan’s help.”

That much was clear… for both of us. Going out to pick up the right guys has become an art form these days. Morgan has told me how different it is in only the last few years. Very few guys will approach a woman in a public setting anymore. You have to do a lot more of the work yourself.

“Could you go out on your own and come back with a story to share with me?”

She shuddered against me. I could tell that might be too much for a beginner.

“Maybe someday,” she finally said. “Not sure I have the courage. I’d rather you were in the room with me… so you can watch.” She giggled at the thought of that, looking up at me. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? For some big stud to take me right in front of you?

“Only if you do, babe. Only if you do…”
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Chapter Nine




Kimiko and I spent most of Saturday and Sunday talking about how we would do this, especially if there would be any ‘rules of the road’ we would have to follow? I wasn’t sure.

Morgan had always kind of ‘done her own thing.’ We were separate from each other somehow. I loved my best friend. No question there. She made it clear from the start that she did what she wanted. And I was good with that.

But this was my wife. Could I really let her go to some bar, returning the next day with a story? We had been talking about having children, her getting off birth control. That would certainly not be possible if she was fucking multiple guys. Might be selfish of me, but I was not interested in raising the kid of some bull that happened to make it with Kimiko one night.

Apparently, in the middle of all this discussion, Kimiko had been texting back and forth with Morgan. Kim told her about my revelations, about the naked times Morgan and I had spent together. My friend was very excited about this new turn, and even more eager to make Kimiko her new protégé in playing.

The chatting back and forth eventually became long phone calls between all of us, separately and together.

“I can’t believe you told her about our little sessions,” Morgan teased me on one of those calls. I had told her how excited my wife had become, and that I didn’t want to hide anything from her anymore.

“You may have unleashed a demon,” Morgan chuckled. “Sweet Kimmi’s a hot one. And seems very interested in doing something in front of you. Would you like that?” Even over the phone call, she could hear the excitement in my tone. “Are you sure? I’m not kidding about demons. Once you let her play like that, she’ll want to do more.”

“She wants it… and I want to watch her. Just not sure how I will handle her going out on her own.”

“You never objected when I did that,” she giggled.

“That was different.”

“Is it… really? You are definitely a cuckold. You’ll love watching her cum on another man.”

“What? Why do you keep using that word?”

“I can arrange that,” she assured me, ignoring my question.

In the end, we decided that Kimiko could play if Morgan would help her. Morgan eagerly agreed. All that week, Kimiko and I humped like crazed teenagers, just like that first night the three of us played at home. We played out scenarios of her meeting guys, making it with them. Should I watch or not? How would she tell me about what happened?

Friday morning, Morgan sent a text to us both, the way she always did, telling us of a planned date for that night. She has been with this guy before, she said, so expected it to be a short, but intense night.

I got nothing done at work that day… suspected Kimiko didn’t either. We were both home early, cleaning the house and fussing over what she would wear, in case a surprise guy came with our friend.

That wasn’t working for me. I sent a text to Morgan, asking her if she was planning to bring the guy back to the house. ‘No, she is not ready,’ was the terse reply. Not ready? What does that mean?

Kimiko decided to go ‘total slut’ with her outfit. I had bought a slinky bedroom set for her on a business trip to San Francisco a year ago. This was a mid-thigh coverlet made of a transparent material that revealed everything underneath. It came with a bra and panty set, though Kimiko decided not to wear either. She might as well have been naked for all it covered. I guess that’s the point, wasn’t it? Just the next step from that Blue Teddy she wore last time.

After we got the text that Morgan was on her way, I was upstairs playing with Kimiko’s nipples, to make sure they were hard, when the doorbell rang.

“Are you ready?” I asked my wife. “Tonight could be very interesting.”

“Are you?” she asked. “It’s probably more exciting for you than me…”

“I doubt that,” I roared as I headed for the door.

[image: ]


When Morgan came in, she gave me a hug that set the tone for the rest of the night. We had hugged before, but those were ‘friendship’ hugs, quick and only upper body contact. This was completely different. She pressed her body against me, holding her face close to mine. If it hadn’t been Morgan… of the ‘never letting me touch her’ fame… I would have expected her to kiss me.

“You ready, lover boy?” she teased, looking at me. “Sweet Kimmi might finally be your chance to become the cuckold you have always been.”

I yanked back from her. “What does…”

Before I could finish, Kimiko came down the stairs. She had her hair up in a traditional Japanese style, complete with a bun on the back, and long kanzashi hair pins. Seeing her long hair like that, and her body exposed inside that transparent gown, left me speechless.

Morgan had no such troubles. She walked straight to Kimiko, giving the same more-than-friendly hug. Only this time, their faces met in a kiss that caused my rod to begin its journey to fullness. They were a long past friendship now.

My friend pulled back. “Are you ready?” she asked my wife. Kimiko giggled. Her eyes sparkled. Words were unnecessary.

Morgan whispered in her ear, soft enough I couldn’t hear, then walked into the living room. Kimiko and I followed. Instead of going to her regular seat on the sofa, Morgan sat apart on the side chair next to the sofa. My wife didn’t seem to notice, guiding me to the sofa to sit next to her, right across from Morgan.

Before I could sit, Kimiko turned me to face her. “Cuckolds shouldn’t be dressed. I think you would be more comfortable if you got out of these.”

Anger flashed through my mind, turning to Morgan. Did she put her up to this? She knew exactly what I was thinking, winking with a nod at me.

“Sweet Kimmi, maybe he’s not ready to accept his status yet.”

That anger threatened to explode into the room. I wasn’t something to be ordered around!

Morgan came over, whispering in Kimiko’s ear again.

My wife nodded, her fingers coming up to my T-shirt, pulling it over my head. Shorts and underwear followed as she stepped back, looking at Morgan behind her. There I was, standing naked in front of these two women.

Morgan traced a finger down my arm, our eyes dancing to that language that had only been ours my entire life.

“She doesn’t mean anything negative, Zach,” Morgan reassured me, bringing the other hand up to trace up and down both arms. “She just knows you like to watch while you stroke yourself. You can’t do that with your clothes on. Cuckold just means you like that, is all. You do, don’t you?”

Her broad smile guided my eyes downward as we both stared at ‘Little Zach’ already at half-mast even before we started, poking out stiff and proud, toward my wife. Fuck, I guess I did…

Morgan nodded back to Kimiko again, taking her place back on the side chair.

I was surprised to see plush bath towels covering the sofa cushion. What is she expecting… oh… She’s going to do something in front of Morgan!

Kimiko guided me to sit in the middle of the sofa. She sat beside me, folding her right leg underneath her so she could press against my naked body while facing Morgan.

“This guy was really… vigorous,” Morgan started her story. As she spoke, I could see her eyes switching between my growing rod and my wife. Kimiko was ready.

“You should stroke yourself, my cuckold,” Kimiko said, leaning against me, reaching to place my hand on my shaft. “I want you hard and ready.”

That was fucking enough! I jumped up, standing across from them. It felt pretty silly to be doing this with most of a hard-on, but I could not understand what was going on.

“What the fuck, Kim? Why are you calling me a cuckold suddenly?”

“Because you are,” Morgan cut in.

“You put her up to this?” I said, maybe harsher than I wanted. The two women just laughed.

Morgan came over to me, looking back and forth between us. Kimiko seemed to be shocked at my reaction. Morgan wrapped her arms around me, pulling my eyes to hers again.

“Zach, please…” Morgan said. “Your wife doesn’t mean anything negative by that… and neither do I. It’s just who you are.”

“You want to see other men take me, don’t you, my love,” Kimiko said, rising to join her friend with arms around me. “And you certainly enjoyed watching your best friend do it all those times. Doesn’t that make you a cuckold?”

“Well… I’m not… I can’t…” Emotions flooded me, suddenly uncertain about where I stood in my own world.

“I know what you’re feeling, Zach,” Morgan said. “Strong men aren’t supposed to be like this. They’re supposed to be jealous and outraged when their woman touches another man. The word ‘cuckold’ has all those cross-currents of weakness and submission built in.”

“We don’t think of you as weak, babe,” Kimiko said. “I’ve always admired your strength of purpose and willingness to do the right thing. In that, you are the strongest man I know. And you always bring me so much pleasure.” Her tone melted my anger.

“But that’s not what we’re talking about, is it, Zach?” Morgan went on. “You don’t react to all this like other men. You’ve never been like that. No matter what you are supposed to be, you ARE a cuckold. I like you that way, and so does your wife. Own it. We don’t mind or want you to be any other way.”

By this time, I was more confused and hurt than anything else. What they said was true, but I thought cucks were soft and submissive, obeying their wives, had small dicks, and all that shit. I certainly wasn’t like that!

Despite my discomfort, I helped Kimiko back down to the sofa, sitting next to her.

The anger was oozing out of me, but I needed to make sure they understood. “I’m not going to be some kind of submissive, licking boots and crawling around on a leash! Not a fucking chance!”

Those words caught Kimiko by surprise. My embarrassment grew deeper. It was obvious. She didn’t even know what I was talking about. I looked at Morgan again, flabbergasted. What the fuck?

Morgan knew exactly what I was thinking, roaring with laughter. “We’ll try to keep that stuff to a minimum,” she smiled, “though I did bring the chastity cage your wife asked for.”

“What? I didn’t agree…” I was about ready to leap up again, but Kimiko’s startled look told me she knew nothing about that either. I stared at Morgan. That hard, exasperated look I had used so often with her just made her smile. I finally got it.

Kimiko’s hand settled on my thigh. “She’s teasing, Zach,” she said, stroking my leg.

“But if it’s going to get that kind of rise out of you, we might want to try it,” Morgan roared again, Kim joining in. “You should see your face…” my friend chortled. That got me chuckling along, my nerves still on edge.

I settled back on the sofa, trying to accept this place inside that had been pushing at me for so many years. They were right, but I…

Morgan moved down to her knees, crawling between my legs. She carefully avoided touching my rod, already starting to grow again. Instead, she moved her hands up and down my thighs. “Your wife wants you to be her cuckold,” Morgan said. Her voice was sultry and sensual. Every time her hand passed over Kim’s, it lingered, causing my wife to stop breathing for a moment. “She wants to cry out with pleasure on a big dick while you stroke yourself to one of your monster blasts. No one cums like you, Zach. Don’t you want that?”

Her hands got closer to my cock, making me gasp. It had the intended effect. I was now sticking out hard and ready.

Kimiko leaned in again, pressing her thinly clad breasts against me. “Stroke yourself. I want to watch you do it while she tells her story.”

Morgan tapped Kim’s hand on my thigh, returning to her chair. My hand went back to putting on the show.

Once the story began, we were all spellbound by the action and the joy she always brought in telling what she did. Occasionally, Kim would cover my fist on my cock as I laid back. My eyes never left Morgan.

Yet it was my wife who could not handle her reaction. Kim’s breathing grew more and more ragged as Morgan went through the time she had. How the guy pounded her cunt against the wall in the shower. How controlling he was, just the way she loved it. And how many times she came.

Morgan hadn’t even finished before I saw her winking at my wife, nodding for her to go ahead. Kimiko stood, sloughing the gown off her body, and mounting my lap. She didn’t ask me to move my hand, just pushed it away as she grabbed the head, impaling herself.

The story continued as Kimiko went wild, pounding herself on my shaft, cumming hard.

“You like having Morgan watch you…” I whispered to my wife.

“Mmm…” was all she could get out.

Morgan stopped talking, coming up behind her, still fully clothed. Her hand traced Kim’s back, lingering as it passed my arms around my wife. Those hands settled on Kim’s hips, moving with her plunges on my rod.

I leaned back, dropping my arms to lie softly on Kimiko’s thighs, letting Morgan do what she wanted. Morgan was staring at me over that moving shoulder. Our eyes locked with a sexual tension that pushed me further back onto the sofa.

Morgan took firm control of Kim’s hips, moving her up and down, as if SHE was the one doing the humping. My wife groaned, turning her head to look at our friend. Morgan didn’t appear to notice… or care. Her eyes were on me.

Kim seemed to understand what was going on, turning back to face me, closing her eyes. That look at Morgan just made her groan deeper, relaxing her hips, allowing more control of the hands.

Morgan winked at me. I almost gasped. What was Morgan doing? Did Kimiko understand she had just become her proxy, doing what Morgan couldn’t do? Of course she did…

“Sweet Kimmi wants this,” Morgan said, whispering in her ear. “Wants to be used and on display… to be taken hard by a giant cock.”

I heard the words, but the drama on top of me wasn’t about another man. This was about Morgan and Kimiko, some kind of dance with me at the center. Morgan’s eyes would not let me go. Once Kim noticed, she let her take control.

As Morgan spoke, she pushed at those hips, plunging them down on my rod, to emphasize every point. “Imagine your man sitting on the side, watching that cock splitting you wider than you have ever been. Feeling the power of his control over your body. Every thrust sending sparks. You are helpless to stop them… or him.”

A moan came out of my wife’s throat that sent shock waves through me. I had never heard anything like that! Guttural, animalistic. Her hip thrusts became more than just Morgan. She was hungry for the pleasure, needing it. Her breathing was fast and shallow, giving herself to the sensations. Little whimpers came with it.

Morgan wouldn’t let up. “You want that… to feel the bliss… to have your man watching… to give yourself to the…”

A scream of orgasm interrupted the flow, a wail of pure bliss causing Kimiko to shake on top of me. She screamed again and again as Morgan’s grip on Kim’s hips plunged her down on me more frantically, extending the blast. I could see my wife quivering, unable to stop the orgasmic waves crashing through her.

Morgan’s eyes never left me as she smiled, nodding her head at me. Fuck, my friend had just made love to me, using my wife to do it. What?

Kimiko collapsed against my chest, her breath heaving, trying to recover. She was shuddering, allowing the waves to settle down.

Morgan reached up, stroking my face. Her expression a confusing blend of desire and regret. “That was fun. You kids might need to get to bed, sleep that one off,” she giggled.

And she was gone. I heard the door close behind her before Kimiko opened her eyes again. Looking around.

“She left?”

I had been so wrapped up in the drama above me it just occurred to me I hadn’t cum yet. I pushed my wife off me, dragging her, practically sprinting, for the stairs. This guy needed to fuck someone, and I had only one person in mind! Kimiko apparently agreed. She pulled me up those stairs, just as eagerly.


Chapter Ten




We fucked liked crazed bohemians until deep in the morning. My wife wanted more and more… and her ‘cuckold’ willingly gave it to her. The pleasure of our repeat coupling, and seeing my wife so flush with desire, had fired my own to a level… not since…

Oh fuck… what was I going to do? Guilt flooded through me with every plunge into her welcoming depths all night. I knew I was fucking my wife, that it was her voice crying out with pleasure. But it was Morgan’s eyes I kept seeing. Her penetrating into my very soul while she ‘humped’ me with my own wife. Why would Morgan do that… push us so close to the forbidden zone she had protected so carefully in the past?

Kimiko was even more confusing. Why did my wife go along with it? She had to know what Morgan was doing. Kimiko gave in to her completely, allowing Morgan to control her hips, even bring her to orgasm. She seemed to love what my friend did to her.

When we awoke the next morning, after a night of what could only be called ‘total debauchery,’ all Kimiko wanted to talk about was when we were going to ‘do it.’ I knew what ‘it’ was… with someone else. I didn’t have a clue even how to get started.

But Kim did. As soon as we were out of the shower, and she had the now disgusting bedclothes in the washer, she texted Morgan. Details soon followed.

One of Morgan’s ‘regular’ guys was in an open marriage. She assured us he was a good lover, trustworthy, and would not be any threat because of his marital status. He liked to put on a little show for an audience, she said. As she talked about what Morgan had planned, Kimiko’s enthusiasm made me wonder if my wife wanted outside play to be a recurrent part of our love life?

Three weeks later, I was helping my wife get dressed for the first man’s arrival. This would not be like any Saturday we had ever spent together. Morgan insisted Kimiko dress ‘normally’ for the start, not come down ready to play in some see-through nothing. Not sure why she thought that was so important.

All afternoon we talked about what she should wear. My wife surprised me, doing her own insisting. I was to be the one to pick the outfit and actually put it on her. I was also to get her ‘ready.’ She told me this in the shower, while making me scrub her and shave all her pubic hair.

Let me tell you, THAT was hot!! Shaving her pubic hair, knowing what was coming… I was hard as a stone the entire time. In the back of my mind, I was thankful we had put our family plans on hold for longer. Taking her off the pill would have made this a very different evening.

She stayed naked after that shower, waiting for me to decide. I felt torn. Jeans and conservative blouse, sexy lingerie underneath? Or something more revealing, yet still presentable. The yoga shorts and tank top I settled on could technically be worn out of the house, if it wasn’t for the lack of underwear she refused to put on.

I held the shorts in front of her naked frame, letting her slip her legs through. The already glistening folds of her desire were now bare for me to see. Her words had me shaking before I got the tank top over her shoulders.

“This man is going to fuck your wife tonight…,” she said. “She is going to let him do whatever he wants to her. No resistance. You want that, don’t you? To watch him do that?” My body (and cock) were so aflame, all I could do was nod.

Kimiko’s perky breasts did not require any support, but without the bra, those nipples broadcast her desire for this to happen. They were hard pebbles, eager to be touched, poking out the front of the tank top. I shuddered as she playfully pirouetted in front of me, explaining how she hoped this would not be on her for long.

Fuck! My wife was worse than Morgan now! She was intentionally taunting me, feeding that cuckold desire I had finally come to accept. All those years watching Morgan had trained me to get very excited in just this circumstance. How did she know that? I wondered if Morgan had told her…
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Later that evening, I was greeting Morgan and a guy named Carson at our front door. He was about my height, but older. He must have been mid-40s… a construction worker. That line of work kept him trim and muscular, apparently.

Kimiko and I greeted him with hugs and handshakes. I’ll confess, his hug with my wife, and the way he held her out with an appraising gaze, set my cock on fire. I could tell she felt the same. As soon as Kimiko saw him, with his close-cropped dark hair and sensual brown eyes, she was panting to get started.

I fixed everyone a drink as we chatted, eventually migrating to the living room. Kimiko directed me to sit with her on the loveseat, touching closely.

She held my hand nervously, as if uncertain of what she was doing. But the way she jerked every time I touched her told me she was like a coiled spring, eager to release that tension at the first chance.

Morgan and Carson sat on the sofa. Close, but not touching. The message was obvious. He was here for someone else… that ‘someone else’ was sitting right next to me, eager to let that coiled spring loose.

Once we were all settled in, with drinks in hand, Morgan started talking about Carson’s ‘lifestyle.’ I guess she saw this as a model for our own efforts. He and his wife had been happily married for 20 years. After a lot of discussion, they opened things up to see how they liked it. They have both been ‘playing’ actively for five years. Apparently, Morgan had become one of his favorite regulars, and had even done a threesome with him and the wife.

Could I do that, go out and have sex with someone else, knowing Kimiko was doing the same? I shuddered to think of that.

The truth sank in as Carson spoke about the fun he and his wife were having, how much closer they had been since they started. I looked next to me. My ‘coiled spring’ was ready to split apart with her need to start. She could do it. No question.

But no. I didn’t want to do that. There were only two women in the world I wanted to make love to. And one of them was not available. So Kimiko would have to play on her own if it came to outsiders.

When Morgan thought the discussion had run its course, she looked at me. “Why don’t you show our visitor what you are offering him?” I shuddered at the words. ‘What I was offering…’ Fuck, she’s right. That truth sank in deeper. I was approving this, wanting it to happen. Kimiko would receive the pleasure, but I… Morgan knew this was as much about me as it was my wife. I truly became a cuckold that night.

I stood up, helping Kimiko rise. My arms guided her to face the man in front of me.

“Her name is Kim,” I said. Carson moved up to the edge of the sofa, stroking his cock in his jeans. Kimiko shivered as I lifted her tank top off her shoulders. I reached around, gripping her breasts, pinching her nipples gently. “And she has been very anxious to meet you.” The yoga shorts came next.

Morgan giggled. I wasn’t sure if she knew about it, maybe even told her to do it, but she seemed surprised at Kimiko’s newly shaven status.

Tapping Carson on his leg, Morgan stood, moving toward the loveseat. “Time to play, sweet Kimmi,” she whispered to her. “Go to him. He’ll know what to do.”

I could barely believe what I was seeing, as I watched my wife’s tight, nude ass sashay toward the now standing Carson. I could see her trying to be ‘sexy’ for the man standing in front of her, still fully clothed. As far as the guy was concerned, I had left the room. He gave me no further thought.

His hand moved up her arm, tracing a delicate line across her shoulder, gripping her chin. “Your friend tells me this is your first time. Are you ready to give yourself to me? To show your desire in front of your cuck, here?”

A flare of anger filled me. Morgan’s sudden hand on my arm drew my attention. She leaned over close to me, whispering. “This part is for her, not you. Why don’t you get yourself ready so she can put on the show you both want?”

I could not take my eyes off the two in front of me, but my hands moved as if on their own. The T-shirt came over my head. My jeans and underwear hit the floor. My cock was already nearly there, drawing more and more elevation as I watched his hand come up to her breast, listening to her whimpering at his first touch.

Morgan was whispering to me again. “You love this, my friend. Everyone here knows it. Hard to hide,” she giggled. “I know how much this excites you. Why don’t you sit down and let them have their fun?”

I turned my head toward her, struggling to take my eyes off the man whose lips were now devouring my wife’s mouth, pulling her naked body against his. The groans coming out of Kim made my shaft grow even more. Morgan’s smile left no doubt she was enjoying this just as much.

“Time to put on your own show, Zach,” Morgan giggled, stroking my arm, lifting it to my shaft. “You’re like a fucking cannon with that thing. I could cum just watching you shoot that massive load.”

My attention swung completely to Morgan with that, trying to figure out what she meant. My hand knew. It followed her push, stroking my shaft, pointing it at my friend. Desire filled me. Shame quickly followed. I was supposed to be looking at my wife. Instead, all I could see was my best friend standing next to me.

My nakedness took on a new meaning suddenly. How many times had I done this… stroked myself while Morgan looked on? So many… It seemed natural, normal, even expected.

“Sit, stud,” Morgan said. “I want to watch too.” As she said that, she walked out of the room.

I settled down on the loveseat, getting comfortable for an evening of pleasuring myself. Kimiko was standing there as Carson’s hands went wherever he wanted.

I’ll confess… I really did like this. Stroking myself while Morgan taunted me had brought the strongest sexual pleasure I ever had. Since high school… when Morgan first told me about Jack, of the giant cock.

A surge of sensation filled my shaft, my stroking became hungrier. I had to slow down, knowing this could be a long night. Squeals of delight from across the room pulled me away from those memories.

Carson had just ‘ordered’ Kimiko to take his clothes off. And I mean ordered. Kimiko was his to use now, willing to do anything. His stroking, kissing, and aggressiveness had done its job.

Clothes fell to the floor as Kim slowly removed every garment, wanting to extend the sheer eroticism of this moment. She found every opportunity to touch his muscular frame while she did it. When he was free, my wife looked back at me for the first time. It was only for a moment. Her smile told me she was getting what she wanted, and happy I was already naked.

Carson wasted no time, flinging her on her back on the sofa, his tongue diving into her sopping wet box. He seemed eager to position himself so I could see his tongue entering her slit, flicking at her clit. Kimiko whimpered under his growing assault of her senses.

Abruptly, movement on the side caught my attention. Morgan walked into the room. She had taken all her clothes off elsewhere. My friend sat next to me, draping her leg over mine. I could see her shaved box glistening with her own need. She just settled back on the loveseat, watching. Her hanging foot moved slowly between my legs as the action on the sofa moved a step.

Kimiko came for the first time, mewling as Carson’s tongue took all she wanted to give. He did not let her recover, or settle back, scrambling on top, ramming his shaft into the one spot where my wife wanted it more than anything. Her mewling became a groan, then a cry of bliss.

Her hips reacted to him immediately, pushing back, finding a rhythm, as her legs wrapped around him, giving herself to the pleasure.

As his pace continued, she looked over at the loveseat. Her eyes didn’t come to me. They went to Morgan, and her naked leg draped over mine. They smiled at each other.

Morgan leaned over as my wife stared at us. “She loves you stroking yourself. And she really likes me touching you. Watch this…” She reached over, putting her hand over my fist, as if she was stroking me.

Kimiko groaned louder, her hips becoming more active with her partner. The three of us had opened something we didn’t understand. At least, I didn’t understand… Morgan and Kimiko seemed to. Their eyes would not separate as I watched her breasts bounce with each thrust of Carson’s.

It was as if my wife was in two places at once. Feeling her own body ravaged by a skilled lover while her mind feasted on the two of us, naked, skin touching skin, while I stroked actively, with Morgan’s help. We held that spark, that touch, as Carson hammered away at her.

Kimiko couldn’t hold back any longer. Her head whipped back onto the arm of the sofa as she wailed her release. Her body twisted, writhing underneath him. Those legs pumped his hips, demanding he give everything he had.

Carson pulled out abruptly, causing Kimiko to gasp at the sudden end. “I’m not done with you yet,” he chuckled.

He yanked her off the sofa, pulling her to the other side of the arm, roughly shoving her across it. Her eyes simmered with desire for more as she found mine staring at her. She was panting with the strength of that blast. Carson massaged her ass, flicking her clit, keeping her active. I had to assume he was letting his own release settle down so he could have another go.

Morgan didn’t care. She had my wife in her grip now. Just as Carson stepped up, slamming himself back home, Morgan pushed my hand off, doing the stroking herself. Oh, fuck… this is the first time she had ever touched me like this!

I looked down at my friend in surprise. She wasn’t paying attention to me. Kimiko was moaning again, and not just from the renewed thrusting. She welcomed that, eagerly pushing back. It was in her eyes… focused, hungry. She was staring at Morgan’s hand, stroking me.

That stroking became more active, ready for me. My groan told them all I was close. Kimiko no longer cared about herself. Morgan eyed my wife as if waiting for something. Kimiko gave a slight nod of her head. Morgan’s hand reacted immediately. I couldn’t believe it. My wife had just given Morgan permission to finish me.

It didn’t take long. I had to look at Morgan as I felt my rising need. She was breathing shallowly, almost as aroused as I was. I had seen her like this many times. But never for me.

When the explosion came, I was feeding off my wife’s moaning as I grunted. Kimiko was staring at my release. Rope after rope covered my stomach and chest, some flying onto Morgan’s naked hips. It seemed to never end.

Morgan sat mesmerized, still holding onto my softening rod as she stared at the white cream now covering my chest. “You’re a fucking cannon with that thing!” she giggled. “I could cum just watching you shoot that load. Love that!” She was giggling with glee, using her hand to smear the stuff around, creating pools.

That stopped with a loud grunt from the sofa. Carson was piledriving into Kimiko and she was shrieking with her rising need. She screamed, her head flying up, seemingly out of control. I had never seen her so dominated like that.

Carson’s grunting continued as we saw him bury his shaft deep, his hip flexing with each blast. Kimiko collapsed onto the sofa, gulping for air, trying to recover.

I could get used to this…


Chapter Eleven




Carson was a workhorse. He would cum, take a brief break, then be right back at her. Kimiko came and came. By the end, she lay helplessly groaning at all the repeat cumming. Her pussy was so full of his cream it squelched every time he made another plunge.

We had moved up to the bedroom, where I sat on our bedroom loveseat. After that first round, Morgan had gotten up, disappearing. She came back after Kimiko’s third or fourth release, showered and dressed… must have gone to our guest bath.

Morgan sat next to me again, this time like the old times, touching but not active. She cuddled close as I continued stroking. I had already cum twice… wasn’t sure I had another in me. Carson never gave me a chance to find out. After that final go, he had reached his limit for the night… and so had my bride.

He walked into our bathroom, closing the door. I could hear the shower running. A whimper came off the bed. I rushed over, holding Kimiko in my arms. The blissful look that turned toward me made my heart sing. She loved it!

Morgan came over to the other side. Her hand was much more active, stroking her breasts, running her finger through the goo covering her sex. Kimiko whimpered when she traced up the slit, touching lightly on the clit.

“Please… please…” Kimiko said. “I can’t take another…”

“Oh, I think you can,” Morgan giggled. She tore her blouse off, then spun between Kimiko’s legs, arms underneath, pulling her ass forward. Morgan’s face dove into the mess, slurping at every bit of the goo, licking and touching wherever she wanted. My friend’s eyes never left mine. Kimiko’s groaning returned, unable to stop thrashing at the constant torment from our friend.

She began to shake, pleading. “No… please… stop…” But her hands told what she was feeling inside. Both were on Morgan’s head, guiding her for more. She whimpered as Morgan’s tongue made deep gashes in her slit, stabbing at her clit repeatedly.

A powerful orgasm burst out of Kimiko, unstoppable and bone-rattling. Her shriek filled the room, bringing Carson’s head poking out of the bathroom, laughing. “Oh, yeah, give it to her!” He stayed long enough to watch my wife tremble on the bed, then dropped back in to finish.

Kimiko thrashed around, groaning and gasping. I could almost see the powerful waves scorching through her core as she now tried to push Morgan’s tongue away.

Morgan finally gave up, hopping off the bed. My friend was always full of surprises. She came around to me sitting on the edge of the bed, watching. She straddled my lap… fully clothed, mind you… driving her lips down on mine. I sputtered at the unexpected touch. This was our first kiss ever, in all the years I had known her. At least, she had never given me one like this!

I soon found out why. Her tongue pushed into my mouth, and with it, all the ‘stuff’ she had gathered from eating on my wife. Fluids poured in, making me suddenly pull back, surprised at the bitter, salty flavor that came with it. Instinctively, I knew what it was: Carson’s semen.

Morgan wouldn’t let me get away, aggressively maintaining her lip lock as the goo flowed in. I sputtered, finally giving in, letting her do it. I no longer cared because I was so overjoyed by the lips the goo was attached to. But as soon as I started kissing back, Morgan pulled away, smiling at her triumph, returning to the bed.

I got up, walked to the bathroom, knocking. Carson opened, already dressed. “I need some towels. You made quite a mess.” He looked at my grinning face, smiling. He stepped aside, allowing me to pick up several, heading for the bed, wiping my face on the way.

Morgan was sitting next to Kimiko, who seemed drained by the experience. Our friend was stroking her body affectionately, though not to excite.

When Carson came out, ready to leave. Morgan and I both stood up. I dropped the towels on the bed, walking him to the door. We chuckled about how wiped out Kimiko was. The funny part? I was still naked. He didn’t seem to care.

“That was fun,” Carson said at the front door. “Let’s do it again sometime.”

“We just might,” Morgan replied. She hugged him, letting him out.

I had known Morgan for a long time. She had no intention of inviting him back.

“Why did you imply he would be back?” I asked.

“He’s not good enough for her,” she stated flatly. What? That man made my wife cum more than I had ever seen before!

“Let’s go upstairs. Your bride needs some attention.” She hooked her arm in mine, laughing and chatting all the way up.

By the time we got up there, Kimiko had towels in hand, wiping herself off. The sheen of active play remained everywhere. I took the towels out of her hands, pushing her back on the bed.

You know, I’ll confess. Doing that for her… wiping her clean like this. After the night we had… I had never loved her more. And judging by the way she could not take her eyes off me, she was feeling the same.

“Well, how was it?” I asked softly.

“So great…”

Not sure why I had to ask this, but it hung in my brain, needing an answer.

“Better than me?”

“No, not even close. You’re a much better lover than him.” There was no point in discussing it. That was final.

“Told ya,” Morgan grinned.

I was a little confused. “Then why did you cum so hard… so often?”

She leaned her hand back, as if contemplating an answer. “Knowing you two were watching me was electric. Besides, we used to go at it that long when we first started dating. You would take me all night. And he’s no bigger than you, either, babe.”

“I wonder how hard you’d cum if he had an enormous cock?”

“I can arrange that,” Morgan laughed, standing up to go. “You kids have fun. I’ll let you know when I can put the big dick together. I have a good idea who I will bring. Remember Jack from high school? He got over his whiny phase…” she giggled. “Lives in my apartment complex. Works downtown somewhere. He’ll get the job done. We still get together for some fun. He’d be willing, I’m sure of it.”

Jack… fuck. The way she described him, he certainly fit the big dick requirement! I wonder if she told him about our conversations? Of course not. I knew Morgan better than that.

I stood up, walking her out.

“Thanks, Morgan. You made all the difference for her.”

“That’s where you’re wrong, Zach. She was putting on a show for you. We both were.” She giggled, touching my arm. “Did you enjoy my beating you off?”

“That was so intense. Why’d you do it?”

“It was her idea. She wanted to watch me do it.”

“And the kissing thing at the end? That surprised me.”

“No, that was all me.” She kissed me gently on the lips. More than a friend, but short and sweet. “I think you should try that after the next guy. Did you see how hard she came?”

“Not sure I could stick my face in some other guy’s goo…” I shuddered at the thought.

“That’s what cuckolds do, my dear. Especially when they know how much pleasure it brings their wives.”

“Stop with that cuckold talk,” I said, still uncertain how to handle that. “Are we still on for lunch on Wednesday? I have a meeting at 10:30, so I might be a couple minutes late.”

Morgan nodded. Her hand traced down my naked frame on the way out, almost touching lower. She winked at me. “I enjoyed touching you. Maybe we’ll get another chance someday.”

“I would like that,” I said.

Another grin, and she was gone.

I hustled back upstairs. Kimiko was under the covers, gently snoring. I cuddled close to her, taking her in my arms. All I could think about was how we got here… and what a night it had been.

It was all my doing. This had all begun because of my revelations about listening to Morgan. How hot it made me feel. Tonight though, Kimiko had taken her own steps. It might have been for me at the start, but as soon as the orgasms started, she was ready all on her own. We had discovered a slut buried deep inside my sweet young wife. She would do it again, whether I was there or not. That much was clear.

And you know what? After watching her get that much pleasure, I didn’t mind. She claimed she got so excited because of our watching. Some of that was true. I suspected she wanted me to feel okay with everything.

Her purring next to me made my heart join in as I pulled her in closer, settling in for some much-needed sleep. One thing was certain. I didn’t really care. If it brought her that much pleasure, I was good to do it as often as she wanted.
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When we woke the next morning, all I heard was whining. Not kidding. Every part of her body was sore. Her very fit partner had changed her position repeatedly. All that stretching into position, and the hip-thrusting that followed, had left screaming muscles and joints in its wake.

Kimiko is in excellent aerobic condition, being a dedicated walker. None of that mattered when unaccustomed muscle groups were being pushed and prodded for two hours. I showed her some stretches that might help ease the discomfort and gave her some pain relief capsules. Only time would cure the rest.

That Sunday, we went out to eat, walked around the mall, even got some drinks at a local bar. The conversation never stopped.

I quickly dispelled any notion that I was uncomfortable with what had happened. Once she realized I really was good with everything, her excitement overwhelmed whatever residual nervousness that remained. She wanted to do it again.

She went on and on about it. Asking about me watching her. How I enjoyed undressing her in front of him. Amazed at how many times she came. My wife had loved everything about the event and made it clear she wanted to do it again.

Kimiko wanted me to know how exciting it was to have me stroking myself in front of her. “It was just like Morgan said,” she giggled. She tried to explain what it felt like having a strange cock inside her for the first time since we had married. Knowing that I approved allowed her to relax more, she told me… to accept whatever Carson did.

Orgasm for a woman is much more complex than for a man, she tried to explain. It is a combination of physical and mental that must work together perfectly. She could have so many because she had gone in with her mind completely focused. That Carson took her so aggressively just opened that window even further.

At one time, I must have cringed about something she said.

“Remember my saying you were a much better lover? I meant that… and not just because you needed to hear it. After making love for so many years, there’s a sensitivity we have developed with each other. You have a subtle way of finding just that right spot to maximize my pleasure. He didn’t have that, and I could tell he wasn’t interested in learning it either. Carson does what he does. Morgan told me she goes to Carson when she needs a vigorous humping. No strings, just physical. I suspect Carson’s wife decided to open things up when it became clear that was ALL he could do.”

Kimiko asked me about Morgan and her touching me so openly during the session. I wasn’t sure how much to say. I didn’t want to betray how much Morgan had told me, even though I was honest about what had happened.

My wife finally confessed that she had been having regular lunches with Morgan. Knew all this was going to happen. She just wanted to make sure I would be honest with her. She relaxed noticeably at my openness.

We could not make love that night. She was still too sore, but we took a bath together, stroking and touching. Seems strange, doesn’t it? That her getting fucked by another man seemed to have brought us even closer to each other.

The conversation with Morgan on Wednesday was not as cozy. For the first time in our long relationship, I felt my friend was not telling me the truth. Not lying exactly, just not giving me the complete story.

I asked her about the stroking and kissing. Even before I was married, she had often pushed me away, sometimes aggressively. Remember, I called a stop to all her sharing when it became obvious my romantic feelings were always going to be stronger than hers for me.

And look what good that did! Years later, as soon as she showed up at my apartment to do it again, we were right back at it. Still, none of those included her openly touching me. Active avoidance would be the way I would have described it.

Morgan claimed it was Kimiko’s idea. That’s when I felt it became misleading. Yes, Kimiko gave her approval, but there was something else. I pressed the issue, needing to know before we did it again.

She was almost in tears before I finally got it out of her. The real truth. My friend confessed how much she had always wanted to have a physical relationship with me, but was afraid it would change things between us.

“So what if we had touched more?” I asked. “Would that really have been so bad… for us to have a closer relationship like that?”

“Zach, come on. You know the way I am… always sleeping around. Does that seem like wife material to you?” Sorrow bloomed under the surface of her normally glib attitudes about everything. “It’s too late now, anyway,” she said, trying to fight back the tears. “You’ve got Kimiko.”

That took me aback. She had actually thought about a loving relationship with me some time in the past? Why had she never said anything before?

She must have been able to tell what this did to me. “You know how much I love you, Zach. Always have. I’ve never hidden that from you. It’s just… well, you know. We can’t.”

I nodded. I really understood, especially now, when Kimiko had become so important. There was no way I would dump her for Morgan, no matter how strong my feelings were. Unlike Morgan, I had never slept around. I truly WAS a one-woman man. Always would be. She had to know that, which only made all this more complicated.

Have you ever had a relationship that always existed just below the surface like this? My love for my best friend had never wavered since 4th grade, yet the complications seemed impossible to get past. No matter how strong those feelings were, the two of us had made our life choices and now we had to live with them.


Chapter Twelve




Several weeks went by before our next attempt. The guy Morgan had picked was busy with a work project that kept him on the road, traveling for business. I thought my wife was going to have that proverbial stroke; she was so anxious to do it again! It was practically all we talked about.

I discovered that she and Morgan continued to have their regular get-togethers. With Kimiko’s hard focus on playing now, I had to assume they were talking about it… a lot!

Yet, when I saw Morgan… I don’t know… it felt like she didn’t want to dive too deeply into the ‘complications’ that had already surfaced. We ended up talking about everything BUT what had happened, or was going to.

My ‘cuckold’ status became apparent when they scheduled the date. Kimiko’s entire attitude toward me and what we were doing became more… not sure how to describe it… more controlling? Dominant? Not like she was ordering me around or anything, but she and Morgan made the plans, ‘telling’ me what we were doing.

There was no discussion about what I wanted or my role. I was the ‘cuckold,’ both of them said several times. ‘We know what you’re going to do…’ she would giggle. And she wasn’t far from wrong. I was just as excited as she was by the time the weekend approached.

This time would be different on several levels. The most important of which was Kimiko’s experience. We no longer had restrictions on what she could wear or do. Jack was there to give her the enormous cock she wanted.

Watching Jack walk in the door made me concerned he might be too big. Thinking about that guy and my 5-foot-3 wife gave me chills. He was massive. Mid-6-feet and had to be 240-250 pounds, at least. He seemed like a dedicated weightlifter or fitness nut because his barrel chest and tree-trunk arms bulged out of his too-tight T-shirt. I had to assume his tool would match the rest of him the way Morgan described him. His shock of blond hair and crystal blue eyes shone with the intelligence underneath. He was ready to play.

I greeted him at the door alone. Kimiko and Morgan had decided to share this one. I was to be abandoned on the loveseat by myself to enjoy the show. After I fixed a drink and we sat in the living room, the ladies came downstairs to gawking stares from their men.

My wife had on a red lace open crotch teddy that had the breasts cups completely missing. Her small breasts didn’t need support, but leaving them exposed got our guest’s attention. Or maybe it was her bare feet and lack of any other makeup. She looked like a luscious nymph, ready to take what she wanted.

Morgan was just the opposite, looking like a total seductress. Her black lace bustier and garter/stocking set with 4-inch stilettos highlighted her much larger breasts by barely covering them. The plunging back and lack of panties told us all what she had in mind. She was a half-a-foot taller than my wife, especially with those heels on.

They entered the room arm-in-arm, giggling and showing themselves to Jack, ignoring me completely. His eyes bulged as big as his muscles at the sight in front of him. I expected it to happen much like the other session, where I would do some undressing and watch them. That wasn’t at all what they had in mind.

Both of them walked up to Jack, pulling him off the sofa. He towered over them, his massive hands stroking them. “Hey, ladies. My name is…”

“Don’t tell us,” Morgan barked, causing him to smile. “We want to pretend this is an anonymous fuck, that we just met you at a bar.”

Jack smiled broader. “I can do that.”

The ladies worked to get his clothes off. When they lay in a pile on the floor, it was my turn to gasp. Holy shit! Morgan hadn’t lied! Soft, he had to be 7-8 inches. I couldn’t imagine how a fully erect version of that would fit inside my diminutive wife.

Obviously, Kimiko had no such doubts. While Morgan stroked his chest and kissed, my wife focused on his lower assets, groaning with each stroke of her hands. I got the impression she had to resist dropping to her knees for more direct stimulation.

The first time she looked back at me was when he grew in her hands. The look of shock was almost comical. Only the flush of her face and chest and those rock-hard nipples betrayed how interested she really was.

Morgan leaned up, whispering in his ear. They moved toward the stairs. No one whispered in my ear. I wondered for a moment if I was going to be left down here on my own. Just before the first step, Kimiko turned to smile at my surprised look.

“Are you coming?” she smiled. “Don’t come up with any clothes on. You’re not allowed to wear any the rest of the night.”

What the fuck? I almost yelled back at her, even though my shaft had sprung to life, tingling at the words. Was I willing to do this? Have them tell me what to do all night? Inside, the truth pushed out at me. The truth of my position here, of what I really wanted. Yes, I wanted them to be this way. Only watching…

Clothes flew off my body as quickly as I could get them off, chasing them up the stairs.

When I arrived, sitting on the loveseat next to the bed, the action had already started. Jack was lying on his back, Morgan and Kimiko were on either side licking and sucking that log, giggling like schoolgirls… Kimiko especially. She seemed to have gone to another level of excitement. The idea of having that huge thing inside had her giddy.

That playfulness didn’t last. Jack was already hard, wanting some real stimulation. He took charge, pushing Morgan to the top of the bed. Kimiko was on hands and knees in the center as he approached from the back.

Morgan seemed to understand his plan. She scooted forward, spreading her legs for us all to see what she had. Her hips moved closer to Kimiko.

Kimiko looked back at me, nodding. ‘Why aren’t you stroking?’ she mouthed to me. I was so entranced with what was happening, I forgot all about my role. My hand went up to my hard shaft, stroking it up into the air so she could see. She and Morgan exchanged glances, smiling.

That was the last smile my wife had for a while. She groaned as he entered. “So big… please…”

“I’ll take it easy,” Jack chuckled. “Not my first time with a newbie.” He turned to look at me, shrugging his shoulders, as if we were in this together. I just laughed to myself. In this together? Not that I was tiny, but no one had ever complained I was too big!

Once Jack’s massive member pushed inside her, Kimiko cried out with her release, shaking on the bed as he pounded into her, reaching around to squeeze her clit. I thought she would pass out after that one, but the big guy was just getting started.

Now she was groaning and cumming, seemingly nonstop! Jack had other plans for that mouth. He and Morgan exchanged glances, then he pushed Kimiko’s head down toward the bed, directly into Morgan’s waiting pussy.

I was sure my wife would turn her head aside or something… but she didn’t. Her tongue came out, diving straight in, licking Morgan’s folds and clit with each plunge of the shaft that took her. Morgan leaned forward, guiding that tongue where she wanted it, and reaching to twist Kimiko’s hard nipples.

Soon, Morgan, Kimiko, and Jack each had their role. They were working as a team to bring mutual pleasure. Funny! I felt part of the same team. Morgan kept looking at me as I stroked. We were all bringing our own pleasure to the party.

Jack liked this position, but he wanted to change partners. For the next hour, he would pull out, rearranging the bodies, putting Morgan on her knees for a good pounding. Kimiko didn’t need to be asked. She went straight to the front, spreading her legs as Morgan’s tongue took her place.

What is it with these big cocks and their stamina? That guy had been pounding away… shit, I just got it. He was switching bodies whenever he felt like he was about ready to cum. That’s why he took his time going back in. He HAD done this before! Smart man…

None of that mattered to me. As hot as this was, I couldn’t last. They were probably on the 3rd body switch when I exploded all over myself, grunting loudly with the incredible pleasure. Kimiko was facing me at that time. She smiled, nodding her head, tapping on Morgan to make sure she had heard.

Then they forgot all about me again. Jack certainly did. He pulled out, pushing the ladies out of the way, lying on his back. He lifted Kimiko off the bed, raising her above his throbbing shaft. She grabbed it, found the opening, pushing him back inside.

Now, she had some freedom. Her head turned to me just as I returned from cleaning myself off. My wife flexed her hips, catching my attention. Fuck, and I thought Morgan was a dirty girl.

Kimiko began flexing those hips actively, driving the shaft in, then pulling out so I could see the entire length re-entering with each plunge. She looked at me the entire time she did this, groaning as her hips became more frantic. She never stopped staring at me when she came, as if her body had been disconnected from her brain. Only the deep cry from her throat told me what had happened.

Morgan decided to change things up. She came up beside my wife who was bouncing actively on that rod. She suckled her nipples, pulling Kimiko into long kissing sessions. Both ladies seemed to enjoy that.

Jack pushed her off again, getting Morgan into place for the switch. When he was ready, they went to it. Along the way, when he couldn’t hold off any longer, blasting his load into my wife.

Funny, now that I think about it… all night long, through position after position, he came three times, though never in Morgan, only Kimiko.

Morgan worked that shaft with my viewing clearly in mind. She was slow and methodical, allowing me to watch as each downward plunge filled her. Then she shifted up again, so I could watch her pussy fight his leaving. Jack grunted with each of these. She must have been squeezing him hard with each journey. I couldn’t keep my eyes off the intersection of his shaft and their sex. This was so hot!

Exhaustion set in, even for Jack. They had been going at it for a solid two hours, humping all over the room. He even slammed into Morgan as he leaned her against our dresser! They took breaks after his releases. During those, the ladies cuddled on either side, kissing him and each other. His recovery never took long.

This last go-round, Morgan came over to sit next to me. I was still stiff as a post, stroking slowly, trying to last until the end. There was none of the active touching of before, just watching.

Jack had Kimiko on her back. He kept his weight off her with his elbows. He was giving her a savage fucking, almost brutal. My wife simply went wild, screaming with each release, making almost unintelligible sounds. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Carson didn’t even win a ‘participation’ trophy compared to this!

I was shocked at the next fifteen minutes. Kimiko had completely surrendered to her desire, letting him do with her as he wished. And he was rewarding her with the best sex she ever had. I was certain of it. She came again and again, unable and unwilling to stop… ever!

Her legs barely touched the edges of his hips because of his size as she tried to wrap them around, but her ankles pulled at him as best they could. Her voice came back… I shuddered at the intensity.

“Fuck me, Jack… yes… oh god… more…” Over and over.

And he was happy to give her all she wanted, smashing into her. He had become a jackhammer that I was sure would hurt her… but she just wanted more. Morgan gripped my leg as I tensed up, shaking with her reaction.

Finally, he grunted his last, holding himself inside as my wife shrieked at the feeling of his hot cream scorching her insides for the last time. They both collapsed on the bed as he rolled to her side, a hand gently stroking her breast.

I suddenly realized I hadn’t been breathing in a while, taking heaving gulps of air, almost in rhythm with my bride’s. Morgan finally relaxed beside me.

Jack didn’t hang around. Didn’t even request a shower. His job was done. Morgan walked him down to get his clothes and see him out.

I was so on edge. That last go round had left me shaken, unable to deal with my wife’s brutal fucking and her cries of pleasure as he did it. All I could see were the globs of white cream leaking out of her sex, the irrefutable proof of what I had been witnessing all night.

When Morgan returned, she looked at me in surprise. “What are you doing? Your bride needs you.”

As if shaken from a stupor, I started toward the bathroom, bringing towels along.

“That’s not what I meant. Do it!”

Do what? I stared at her in confusion. She grabbed the back of my head, pushing me toward the bed. I suddenly realized what she meant. To do to her what Morgan had done last time. Ooh… not sure about that. It was a mess. This guy produced almost as much as I did and he had done it three times!

“You know she wants it,” Morgan whispered in my ear. “And you do too.” She reached down, stroking my shaft. I shuddered at her touch. “Clean her up!”

I got on my knees on the bed, leaning my head down. What a fucking mess! Finally, I closed my eyes, took a deep breath, and leaned forward. I was abruptly aware of my ass in the air, but no longer cared.

My tongue reached out, tentatively at first. Kimiko hadn’t moved at all since Jack left. When I touched warm flesh, her body squirmed, a moan coming out of her mouth. I took a swipe down her thigh… there was so much! She whimpered now. A bolder stroke along her sex, more whimpering. What the hell? Might as well do it!

My tongue went straight into her slit. A rush of white cream followed. I sucked and licked, trying to gather as much as I could. Kimiko’s moans grew deeper as I found more cream to gather. Her hips moved, hands coming up to touch my head.

Those hands guided, gently moving my tongue. I let her pull my hair, as my tongue dove repeatedly wherever she sent me. I couldn’t believe we had never done this before! My heart gave in… to her guidance… feeling the love… her need.

I couldn’t get enough. My tongue couldn’t stop. I groaned as a pair of hands gripped my turgid rod. No need to look. It was Morgan.

She whispered to me. “Love your wife, my cuckold. And let me love you back. Give yourself to us.”

I felt something crack inside me, a last layer of resistance swept away. My tongue found her slit, moving up to help by sucking on her clit. The lashing was over. This was gentle, tender. Even Morgan’s stroking was slow, steady. Her other hand massaged my ass.

Love swirled in the room as I finally let go. Kimiko had my head firmly in her hands as Morgan picked up the pace. The two of them used me as they wished. My wife’s cry of release sent me over the edge, as Morgan giggled at the stream of my cum going all over the bedsheet.

I collapsed on the bed, barely able to breathe. My wife pulled on my hair softly. ‘Come up,’ her touch said. I did, crawling up to lie beside her. Morgan came to my other side. Both of ‘my women’ cuddled up against me.

“I told you,” Morgan laughed. “Much better than Carson.”

My wife giggled. She lifted herself to kiss me sweetly, smiling at the remains of her goo still on my face.

“Did you like Morgan’s hand on your cock? I asked her to do that for me if you did cleanup. I’m so glad you did. It pleases me so much when she… touches you.” She looked over at Morgan. “She loves you so much. Always has.”

I was confused, moving my head back and forth between them. They had said nothing to each other, but their eyes did, talking a language all their own.

Laying my head back on the pillow, I just laid there, breathing, enjoying this turn my life had taken. My wife had just asked my best friend to touch me. And I wanted her to so much.

“Yes, my love. I enjoyed that very much,” I said. Their grins of joy left me unsure of where this was going. I was just glad it was.
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Chapter Thirteen




Afterward, we cuddled like this, falling asleep. When I woke in the middle of the night, someone had gotten up to put a towel over the mess I had made on the bed, draped a blanket over us, then gotten right back into bed. Morgan was on one side of me, Kimiko on the other. Could life be any better than this?!

I have always struggled to sleep late, even on a weekend… one of my ‘faults,’ according to Kimiko, especially on those weekends she wants to sleep in. Apparently, Morgan shares Kimiko’s view. They were both dead to the world when I got up at 7 o’clock the next morning.

No matter. I was awake. I took a quick shower in the guest bath to avoid waking them, cleaned up any mess downstairs, and went into my home office.

Trying to get anything done was hopeless. Only one thing had my attention: the two women sleeping naked upstairs.

My loving wife, Kimiko, who had just had her sexual world reoriented by a giant! Jack and his massive cock could have fucked her all night if I would have let her.

Then there was my loving best friend, Morgan. Her openly sexual nature had taken us in directions I wouldn’t have believed possible only a few weeks ago. It was exciting, I’ll give you that. Now, as I thought about what happened, I was failing to ‘connect the dots’ between how my marriage was before and where it was going.

Kimiko, I understand. She’s always been a sensual creature. One reason I love her so much. Was it surprising she enjoyed Jack as much as she did? Nope…

It’s Morgan that has me mystified. We had been friends since 4th grade, yet it wasn’t until the last few weeks that she first touched me… you know, THAT way. Sure, I had seen her naked lots of times, but she never touched me in an overtly sexual way.

My brain froze at that thought. Who am I kidding? All those years of beating off in front of her, and watching her make it with others… if that wasn’t sexual, what was?

As an adult, I can understand how ‘out there’ our relationship really is. Morgan is definitely an exhibitionist. She loves to perform. I’m a voyeur. No question there either. Watching her really gets me going. And there appears to be some truth to my being a ‘cuckold’ as an overarching theme.

These tendencies, back in high school and after, had left us doing things normal friends wouldn’t. The cuckolding stuff was just an extension of the other quirky activities I did with my friend.

As I contemplated it all in my office that day, I knew there was something missing. ‘Quirky activity’ didn’t cover why this had built such a strong connection between Morgan and me. There was something more…

Making love with Kimiko is pleasurable in a sexual way. It’s also tender and romantic, and provides an indispensable bond to our relationship. When I am in bed with her, love pervades everything we do, and are, as a couple. My wife and I refresh our relationship every time we make love.

With Morgan, I love her almost as intensely, yet it’s so different. The sexual part, especially. It’s raw, kinky, self-indulgent, hard to grasp. Despite it being a part of our relationship for so long, it’s never been the core. The sustaining source, if you will, as it is with Kimiko.

Morgan and I share these powerful feelings. Neither of us has tried to deny it. As I sat there, staring out the window into our backyard, a startling insight came to me.

The sex with Morgan HAD been loving… just in her own way. Maybe her idea to keep the sex from ruining everything we had was to make it once removed. In that sense, we had sex ‘together’ through her having sex with others. Makes sense, right? Okay, it’s a stretch…

In one sense, you can see how it came about. She had terrible trouble with men. Not because she chose ‘bad men.’ No, it was all about her own preferences.

I can’t count the number of times she has cheated on this boyfriend or that. Though, truthfully, she seldom dated any of them long enough to call them a ‘boyfriend.’ I couldn’t recall any of them that she disliked or didn’t want to be around anymore. No, she just needed something else. To this day, Morgan has a wanderlust in her very soul. Monogamy would never be ‘her’ way.

As I looked back, that must have been why she cultivated this odd sexual/nonsexual approach between us. She knew I was a ‘true blue’ kind of guy and didn’t want her inevitable philandering to tear us apart. In this warped logic, if we never had sex together, but shared it through others, we could escape the heartache and remain close.

And in a sense, it worked. We were still ‘together’ all these years later. I was the only consistent non-family relationship in her life, male or female.

But what now? Everything we were had been scrambled into a mess of emotions and lust last night. Our forced sexual separation was breaking down. My wife was even getting involved in our sordid game.
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I simply couldn’t understand where this was going. My mind spun through all these possibilities through much of the morning. By the time I looked at the time again, it was already 10 o’clock. That’s late, even by Kimiko standards. I chuckled, deciding to rouse the lazy bums out of bed.

What I saw when I arrived in the bedroom almost made my heart stop. They were sleeping ‘together,’ cuddling close, Morgan’s arm draped over Kimiko’s shoulder. She nuzzled her head in Kimiko’s neck as if she had just kissed her there.

But there was something else that took me a moment to figure out. The blanket looked different from when I covered them up earlier. Askew somehow. What the… it had been put back on upside down, as if they had thrown it off the bed, then pulled it back on. Only the warmth mattered to them when they did it. I caught it only because I had rearranged the blanket when I got out of bed.

Despair filled me. It couldn’t be more obvious. They had made love while I was downstairs. My wife and my best friend had taken our playing as open permission that they could be together whenever they wanted. What the fuck?!

I turned, escaping back down the stairs. The new reality of my life suddenly made me shudder. Morgan had always been this way. No surprise there. Now that Kimiko has confirmed my ‘cuckold’ status, did she think it was okay for her to be that way, too? That she could play with whoever she wanted, no matter my feelings?

All those years of not touching Morgan instantly seemed like such a waste. I could have been enjoying my best friend, even if she was playing around. What gave Kimiko the right to…

FUCK!!! Unexpected anger swelled in me. I needed to get out of there. Clear my head. Maybe go for a walk. I snuck back into our room, pulled some walking clothes and shoes out of our closet, moving toward the steps.

“Hey, babe. Where’re you going?” Kimiko asked sleepily from the bed.

“Taking a walk.” I didn’t stop to listen to her response, rushing down the steps.

Before I could get my clothes on and out the door, Kimiko came down, dressed to walk. “That sounds good. I’ll go with you. Need to work off some of this soreness.”

“No, that’s okay…” I started, regretting it instantly.

She stood back, startled. “You don’t want me to go?”

My anger flared back, now wanting to strike out. “I don’t want to take any time away from your girlfriend.” Then walked out the door.

“Zach… what?” she said in surprise as the door closed in her face. Before I even got to the sidewalk, Kimiko ran after me. “Wait, Zach… please…”

I turned back to her. She had to see the anger there. “What did that mean?” she asked.

My brain had spent all morning on that exact question. This news had made me more confused than ever. My wife had just cheated on me without a thought of what it meant to us. My confusion was even knowing if it was cheating. I had left them there, naked, in bed together. Wasn’t that implied permission at least? That just made me angrier.

“Look, I know we’ve been experimenting with adding some spice to our bed… and that we’re both very close to Morgan. Despite that, since when does that give you permission to make love to her without even telling me?” Her face flushed, eyes turning away. “That’s what I fucking thought.”

I began walking again. Hard, angry steps, trying to put some distance between us.

“You saw us?” she asked, rushing to catch up.

“I didn’t need to. It was written all over you when I came up to wake you.”

“I don’t know what to say.” Her face was crestfallen, unable to grasp what had just happened. There had to be some guilt and shame mixed in there. I shuddered at the dark thoughts I was having. There better be some fucking guilt, at least!

“No need to say anything. Your actions made it clear. I’m the fucking cuckold, right? You can do what you want.” I was walking again, those angry steps taking out my growing rage on the pavement.

“Zach… please… it’s not like that.”

“Have you ever cheated on me before tonight?” The accusation cut her off. She stared at me, trying to stay up with my punishing pace.

“I’m sorry, Zach. I can’t believe you would think that.” Her head bowed slightly. “But, since you asked. No, I haven’t.”

“Except this time…”

“Honestly, babe, I didn’t think you would mind. You left us in bed together… naked… and you know Morgan…” she giggled.

“Shit…” My own ridiculous anger pushed back at me. How stupid I was being. Of course, they took that as my approval.

We had come to a neighborhood park with a playground, benches, and an open field. The place was swarming with kids and parents watching them play. The normalcy of family life seemed so distant from my jumbled feelings at that moment.

I wondered if we still planned to have kids. I found a bench away from the crowd, sitting down. To my shame, I jerked when Kimiko sat next to me. No matter the circumstance, my wife didn’t deserve that.

I had been thinking about what all this meant for our future, even before my discovery. Now, despite the hand on my leg and the body pressed against me, I wondered if we had gone completely off course.

“Is this the way it’s going to be? You go off with whoever you want… like Morgan does?” I asked.

“Of course not… wait, I thought that’s what you wanted me to do? Go out and tell you about it when I was done.”

“Even Morgan told me she was going out before she did, so I would be home when she got there. That’s not what I’m talking about… and you know it. Let me guess, you’re already working out an arrangement to see Jack again…”

Kimiko jerked beside me. “Of course. Morgan thought it would be even better the second time.” She paused, staring at me. “I’m really confused. I thought you wanted that.”

“Whoever said anything about repeat visits? No, Jack isn’t about me at all. You REALLY liked that guy… Babe, you’ve never cum like that with me. No need to lie. I was there.”

“He really was good,” she grinned. “But that’s just sex, babe… and sex we did together.”

“That’s what I thought too,” I said. “Is that even true anymore… doing it together?”

Her face hardened. “Is that what this is going to be? You constantly throwing zingers at me? Zach, I’m serious. Being with Morgan this morning. It wasn’t…”

“And what about that?” I interrupted. “Since when are you into girls? You’ve carefully hidden that secret since I met you. I noticed since we started this. You really enjoyed it when Morgan touched you.”

Her face went bright pink on that. “It’s been a long time,” she said sheepishly. “I fooled around a little with my friend Sherrie in high school. It was fun, just not where I wanted to go. Morgan… she can be quite… persuasive, especially when we’re naked in bed together,” she giggled. “She started out…”

“Kimiko, for fuck’s sake!” I couldn’t believe she wanted to tell me about it.

My wife took a deep breath. Must have been trying to figure out how to handle this enraged bull sitting next to her.

“I’m really sorry about this morning, Zach. I’m serious. Honestly, I didn’t think you would mind,” she smiled. “You know her much better than I do.” Her hand came back to my leg. This time, massaging and stroking. “I woke with her kissing my neck and hand caressing my breasts. After the night we had… I don’t know, it just felt comfortable. I’m sorry. I didn’t think about what it would mean for the two of us. We were in bed together… You had left us there… I just thought…”

I suddenly felt petty and silly. I squeezed her hand affectionately on my leg. She’s right. I am being unreasonable.

“Tell me about it,” I said, trying to reconnect. She clearly needed to get this out.

So she did, in the same detail Morgan used to. About them stroking and kissing, going down on each other, how soft and wonderful the releases were with her. I found myself falling back into old patterns. Listening, wanting to stroke myself. No! You need to stay focused.

When there was a break in the narrative, I interrupted, gently this time. “Glad you had a good time, but I’m still wondering what this means for our future. Are you going to be with her whenever you want?”

“Would you mind? She’s around all the time. Kind of hard to resist now that we’ve opened the possibility…”

“Do I get to sleep with her, too?”

“Of course not, you’re the…”

“Before you say cuckold, you need to know that would REALLY piss me off. What? Because I get off on watching, you now have permission to do whatever you want? I’m not THAT kind of cuckold.”

I stood abruptly, walking back toward the house. Kimiko hustled after me, putting her arm in mine like we had done hundreds of times.

“I’m sorry, Zach. I keep apologizing, even though what I’m really feeling is confusion. I’ve done some research about cuckolds… thought I understood what it meant. But you, my love… you don’t fit into the categories I saw online. How am I supposed to react to all this? One minute you’re pumping your cock while I get wonderfully hammered by the big guy… and let’s not forget, your happily eating his cum out of me afterwards. The next minute, you’re the outraged lover, accusing me of cheating on you with the friend you left me naked in bed with. I don’t know how to handle that.”

“Let’s get back to the house,” I said, patting her hand on my arm. “This is a conversation we should have with Morgan, too.”

On the way back, Kimiko brought up Jack again. She would love to have a repeat. I just let her talk about how great it was as my heart hammered in my chest. Would that guy leave anything for me after a few rounds of his ‘awesome’ tool?

“Morgan thinks I would like another round with him, be more relaxed because I knew what to expect,” she said.

The future had become an even more unknown place than it normally is. I no longer knew where I stood with my own wife, or with Morgan, for that matter.

Unfortunately, my wife really wanted this. Her eager tale of desire told me all I needed. I patted her hand again, agreeing to do it. Her shriek of delight told me I had made the right decision… for her, at least.

Maybe I really am becoming the cuckold they want.


Chapter Fourteen




Morgan was gone when we got back. She left a note, saying she had lunch plans with a friend, asking if we could connect later. That didn’t happen until much later. Her ‘friend’ took her back to his place, and they seldom left his bed for the rest of the weekend. One thing’s for sure about my best friend, she’s insatiable. Seldom passes up an opportunity for a solid poke.

My mixed feelings about what had happened only grew worse as Kimiko went on and on about the next gathering with Jack. She actively texted with Morgan working out the details. In-between getting her needed humping in bed, Morgan apparently had plenty of time to arrange another session with Jack next weekend.

Kimiko’s enthusiasm and frequent assurances of it only being about sex, helped me get over my nervousness. Or maybe it was the fact that we were back to humping each other… like crazed teenagers.

All that lasted until Jack arrived at our house that Friday night. Then our relationship, all three of us, took a sharp turn… not sure how to even describe it… sideways?

It started the same. Me answering the door. The two ladies coming down in slinky lingerie. But as soon as Jack was in, my wife leaped into his arms, wrapping her legs around him. Their lips crushed together. I gasped at the surprise of it. The big guy had no trouble supporting her slim weight, grabbing her ass to pull her crotch against him. Oh, yes. Kimiko wanted to get fucked all right!

Morgan turned to me and smiled. She came over, standing in front, partially blocking the view. As she slowly removed my clothes, she forced my eyes down to hers, away from my writhing wife. Kimiko’s top was already on the floor as Jack had her pressed against the wall, sucking on her nipples to her moans of delight.

“Time to let all that go, Zach. You’ve given your permission. Now it’s time to do the watching you crave.” As my clothes hit the floor, her hand wrapped around my shaft, already finding its fullness. “See, you want to watch this. She’s not leaving you for him. Sweet Kimmi just likes what that cock does for her. And who can blame her?”

Morgan stepped away from me, pointing toward the loveseat. She walked over to the necking couple against the wall. “Don’t be selfish now,” she giggled. “There are other mouths to feed.”

Jack chuckled, letting Kimiko drop to the floor for the first time since he arrived.

“Enthusiastic, this one,” he grinned. “Gets me going.”

We could all see. His massive rod was pressing against his jeans, broadcasting his own growing ‘enthusiasm.’

Morgan and Kimiko almost ripped his clothes off in their hurry to get at him. Morgan dropped to her knees, lavishing that tool with all the expertise she had learned in the last 10 years. Kimiko came right down beside her, and the two of them shifted position to make sure I had a full view of their sharing his enormous man-meat.

Fuck, this WAS hot! Watching them lick his shaft, while occasionally stealing their own touches with each other, had me stiff as a post. Both Morgan and Kimiko took turns looking at me, making sure I knew they noticed what I was doing.

Morgan turned, looking at me. “Wanna share?” she teased. What? Me sucking on that? Not a chance! I shook my head no.

Kimiko abandoned their joint efforts, coming over. She placed her hand on my rod, whispering in my ear. “I would not mind if you wanted to do that. Kind of hot.”

My look must have given her my response. She got up, winking at me, returning to the action. Kimiko was no longer interested in sucking. She pulled at Morgan. “Let’s go upstairs,” she begged. My wife was greedy for his shaft to go somewhere else.

Jack picked Kimiko up in his arms, heading for the stairs. Morgan came over to me, extending her hand. “Ready for some real fun?” she teased. “I think you are going to like what we have planned. I know I will.” Well, that was kind of cryptic. What did she mean by that?

But I let her lead me by the hand, following my wife and her pleasure into our bedroom.

By the time we got there, Jack was already on his back with Kimiko positioning herself to slam him home. Even though she had experienced his girth before, it still took a while for her to work a behemoth like that all the way down. Though, the way she groaned as she worked it… she was enjoying the journey!

Tearing off the rest of her teddy, Morgan sat next to me on the loveseat in our bedroom. No stockings this time, just her luscious, naked body. Soon, her leg draped over mine, foot swaying as Kimiko finally found her home. The groan that came out of her throat sent a pulse to my shaft that almost hurt. I was so hard.

Morgan giggled. “Fun seeing her get what she wants, isn’t it?” All I could do was nod.

We said nothing more while Kimiko had her fun. I couldn’t take my eyes off her pussy, especially after she moaned with her third release, shaking on top of Jack. It throbbed with the sheer volume of pleasure he gave her. She collapsed on him, whimpering.

Morgan turned to me. “Let’s see if we can make those a little stronger. She got up, walking to the bed. Her hands massaged my wife at first. Tender, loving, soothing, covering her back, ass, and upper legs. It seemed to bring her back after that string of releases.

Kimiko responded, turning her head toward her masseuse. “So nice…” she said, wrapping her arms tighter around her big lover. Jack turned his head toward me, smiling, like we were in this together. And I guess we were.

At that moment, I finally came to accept that we WERE in this together. That wink told me that Jack had no designs on my wife. He was as amazed as I was at how her enthusiasm seemed to infect everyone in the room, making it so much hotter.
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But soothing was not why Morgan was there. As she smiled back at me, I realized what she was doing. She wanted my wife to experience the ‘full’ Jack treatment. Her hands moved down to Kimiko’s hips to get them moving again. Her whimpering grew stronger as Morgan pushed down harder, returning the focus to pleasure.

Jack quickly got into the game, thrusting upward at the same time. Kimiko throbbed, shaking, as she abandoned all control, leaving them to take her where they wanted.

Between Morgan’s massaging and pushing, and Jack’s thrusting, I could see her pussy contract in an agony of ecstasy. Jack pushed Morgan’s hands away, grabbing onto my wife’s hips. She was HIS now! His massive arms slammed her down on him while he thrust upward. Oh man, it was hammer time! I chuckled to myself.

Kimiko wrapped her arms tighter around his chest, holding on against his growing assault. She was helpless against the pull of the pleasure, like riding a wild bull! Moments later, her trembling became something more. She was shaking, screaming out… “Oh my god… fuck me… I love this…”

Jack whispered into her ear loud enough for us to hear. “Cum for me, sweet Kimmi.”

That was all it took. An orgasm tore through her that took MY breath away, much less hers. Every part of her roared outward, needing an outlet for the power. This was not a single explosion. It seemed to go on and on as his hips kept working her. Out of breath, she collapsed on his chest, gasping for air.

Morgan leaned over, kissing gently on her head. “That will do, sweet Kimmi. I want you to have lots more of those.”

“More?” Kimiko whimpered from on top of Jack.

“Lot’s more,” Morgan said.

Our enthusiastic couple on the bed kept slamming away, both of them cumming again, Kimiko rolling off, cuddling for the next round. Her hand never left his shaft, gripping and stroking the behemoth for more.
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Morgan had walked back to the loveseat, and her now ‘regular’ position, draping her leg over mine.

Jack recovered at his usual speed, allowing Kimiko a bit longer to rest while enjoying her strokes as he hardened. When he was ready, he pulled her up on her hands and knees, moving her around so her face pointed toward us on the loveseat.

What the fuck? She looked wasted already. How was he going to do more of that?

Yet, there was something else. A lust painted on her face. A lust that needed satisfying. She wanted as much as she could get.

Kimiko returned our gaze, finally. She smiled when she had enough breath to speak.

“That was nice…” she mewled.

“Told you so,” Morgan giggled.

Jack was up on his knees behind her now, leaning to push her face into the bed. This left her pussy totally exposed to whatever he wanted. Kimiko whimpered, knowing what was coming, wanting it badly. He pushed himself roughly in with a groan from my bride.

He started his pile driver routine again. My wife simply gave herself to him, surrendering her desire completely. I could see her body relax, accepting every inch of him. As he built up his momentum, Kimiko winked at Morgan. She returned with a simple nod.

And in some ways, that was the last I saw of my wife for the next half hour. Jack simply took it to her. Grabbing her hips, thrusting harder and harder into her, it was as if her first round on top had just been a warm-up.

Her moaning simply wouldn’t stop. That first cry of release filled the room, making my cock throb again. I had been stroking through the last session, but now I needed relief. My own groaning matched hers.

Morgan pushed my pumping hands off my shaft. “Not yet, babe,” she whispered, leaning in to press her naked breasts against me. She grabbed my shaft, stroking at a slower pace.

Kimiko cried out with another release that shook her entire body. Jack did not seem to notice, continuing his pounding. He had already cum several times. This gave him even more staying power to torment my wife.

This time, her eyes did not close. They were focused on me, or more accurately, on the hand stroking my shaft. I could see her quick glances at Morgan, who was paying very careful attention to her.

“Do it,” Kimiko whispered to Morgan. Do what? Morgan moved my cock straight toward the ceiling, waving it around. Kimiko nodded her approval.

Without warning, Morgan plunged my cock down her throat. I almost pushed her off in surprise. But this young lady knew how to suck cock. I loved it, though I kept anxiously looking at my wife, wondering what she would say. Morgan lifted her head.

“Kimiko has given me permission to touch you however I like, while she is… otherwise engaged,” she giggled. That mouth went back to work. A furtive glance at Kimiko found her nodding and smiling her approval.

You’ve got to understand how much of a shock this was to me. For a decade, I was not allowed to even touch her. In the last two weeks, she has stroked me to release and now this!

I was distracted by Kimiko cumming again. Morgan pulled off briefly, saying only “This is so good,” then plunged back down.

It’s odd that I knew this, having never received a blow job from her, but Morgan was not trying to get me off. This was just for her pleasure. She licked up and down, massaged my balls, and suckled on the head. She had positioned her motions to make sure Kimiko could see every plunge.

Occasionally, she looked at my wife, whose eyes only left the action on the loveseat when her release took control. The two women would smile at each other, then both go back to what they were doing.

Kimiko seemed to breathe heavily, even though Jack had not made any changes. Her focus was solely on Morgan and what she was doing. When Morgan looked up, she got another nod from my wife.

My best friend pulled away from my rod, dropping her leg over my lap. Oh fuck… was she going to…

“Morgan…” I could barely get the words out. “… are you sure?”

She grabbed my head in her hands and kissed me. It’s funny. My mind flashed to The Princess Bride and the ‘five greatest kisses of all time!’ All those years of frustration. All the need I ever had for this beautiful woman came out in that one kiss. In my heart, it WAS the greatest!

I wrapped my arms around her. She pulled back from me. Our eyes unyielding, devouring each other, finding the love that had always been there.

“You have always been the love of my life… you know that,” Morgan said softly. “Now, I have permission.”

Both our heads turned to Kimiko. There she was, smiling at us, nodding her head.

“Go ahead,” she said. “You both need this.”

And that was that. Morgan reached her hand down, guiding me into the one place I never thought I would go, but had always wanted to. She dropped herself onto my shaft with a loud moan from both of us.

I grabbed her head into my hands this time, pulling her lips back onto mine. Everything else in the room disappeared. It was just my best friend and the forbidden love we had always shared.

“And I love you just as much, Morgan Fontaine. Always have. Just never thought I would get a chance to show you.”

Our hearts melted into one as we found our own pace together. Not fast. Slow and intimate, needing to release the sexual tension that had built over ten years. When I could pull myself away, I glanced at my wife on the bed. Kimiko only smiled at me, a knowing approval… when she wasn’t screaming with another blast of her own, of course.

Jack started grunting. We all knew what that meant. It seemed like both couples began pacing together, synchronizing our movements. Morgan came first, shaking with the pleasure.

“So good,” she moaned.

I could hear Kimiko’s and Jack’s roar as they rushed to join Morgan. But it was my own blast that triggered the two women. I had been building this up all day. My shout delivered on all those years of pent-up desire for Morgan AND for the freedom to let Kimiko see it.

“Oh god,” Morgan shrieked. “I can feel every blast in me… this is… amazing! Oh fuck… I’m going to cum again.” It was as if the sheer volume I delivered had somehow triggered another release as Morgan fell against me, shaking with the intensity.

I held her tight, pillowing her breasts against me. “Only for you this time, my love,” I whispered in her ear. “Only for you…”

Morgan whimpered at those words as if they were the sweetest she had ever heard. I glanced over her shoulder at Kimiko. Her knowing smile made my heart sing. She was okay with what we had done… wanted it to happen.

I guess she knew all that tension had been building for years. Maybe now my friend and I could find some peace.


Chapter Fifteen




That peace settled into the room. Jack pulling back from my wife, rolling her to his side. Morgan rolled off my lap, panting in her seat, cuddling next to me. But Kimiko wanted more.

She rotated on the bed, pressing her shoulders against Jack, on her back. Her hips had other ideas. She spread her legs, leaving her crotch totally exposed. Getting it twice from her giant lover plus adding her own arousal, she was drenched with goo between her legs.

I could not keep my eyes off of the mess. Kimiko wanted me to… what did she call it… ‘reclaim her?’ But there was so much… I cringed at the thought. Her lover’s enormous cock had ravaged her all night long.

That didn’t matter to Kimiko. My wife crooked her finger, beckoning me to come to her pussy.

“Do it,” she ordered, softly but insistently. She reached down to spread her labia apart. More of his seed poured out. Morgan giggled beside me, pushing my body to get up, to go to my needy wife. That last resistance crumpled.

I jumped up onto the bed between her legs, smashing my face into Kimiko’s messy crotch. Her groan filled the room. I could feel the bed shaking as Jack pulled up, wanting to watch.

My tongue drove into her core, releasing even more of his seed. I lapped it up, using broad scoops to get as much as I could. Hands went under her hips as I pressed my face harder against her sex. The whimpering began quickly as Kimiko’s hands came to my head. She didn’t need to guide me this time. The touch simply welcomed what I was doing.

I stabbed repeatedly at her clit on each pass, causing her to moan louder. When she came, it was amazing! She thrashed against my touch, shaking at its power, wrapping her legs around my head as she trembled.

Calming down, our eyes met across her sweat-covered body, still quivering with the power of her latest release. Love and understanding and intimacy… I’ve always been astonished at how much conversation could be had across a simple gaze. Ours spoke paragraphs, even chapters.

Jack apparently loved what he was seeing. He was already hardening for another round. He rolled onto his back again, pulling Kimiko away from my mouth. She couldn’t have been more eager, lowering herself onto him with a renewed gasp of pleasure.

Morgan wasn’t about to be left out. She rushed to the bathroom, returning with a wet hand towel, washing my face off. She used her hands to push me onto the bed, on my back, right next to Jack. Her leg lifted over my body, right next to Kimiko. Our mutual gasp of pleasure could be heard over my wife’s groans at Jack’s continuous motion.

I couldn’t help looking back and forth between my wife and best friend, both bouncing to their delight. Despite Morgan’s larger breast size, Kimiko’s nipples were so hard and distended that I barely noticed the difference.

Kimiko did. In-between her releases, my wife pulled and pinched at her larger friend. I wasn’t much different. I was pounding upward, giving my new lover everything I had. This made her breasts bounce away from Kimiko’s grasp, getting the ladies to giggling as they made a game of it. Occasionally, the stimulation below took Kimiko’s attention off the game, causing her to shudder with another release.

Jack and I nodded at each other, agreeing to slow down a little. I wanted to see what would happen. It didn’t take long for them to react. Morgan leaned toward my wife. I scooted a little closer, and she grabbed Kimiko, bringing her lips to hers. Now it was as if there were three pairings going on. They actively touched and kissed as both Jack and I rotated our hips to keep them occupied.

The passion of this three-way mix increased with every kiss and thrust. Our slow spell ended as we all grew interested in one last go. Jack started it, thrusting into Kimiko with increasingly hard plunges and grips on her hips to push her downward.

I followed. My hands pulled Morgan’s breasts back to me. She giggled, dropped to my chest, kissing me with the same passion we had on the loveseat. There was nothing tender or soft about this go-round. I matched Jack thrust for thrust, pounding upward to her increasingly desperate need for release. Her hips met mine with the same intensity.

Kimiko was the first to go off. Morgan followed. They kept groaning and cumming until Jack and I couldn’t hold off any longer, blasting our need into willing sheaths.
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We all collapsed from exhaustion, panting and cuddling, trying to recover. Jack pushed his way free, heading for the bathroom. On the way back, he reached for his clothes, telling everyone he needed to go.

While dressing, he kissed Kimiko, thanking her for the fun time, winked at Morgan and nodded his head to me, whispering, ‘thanks for the loaner.’ That got all of us laughing, especially Kimiko. ‘Maybe he can loan me again soon,’ she giggled. Jack nodded. He would like that. Morgan walked him out, still naked.

Kimiko wasted no time, scrambling up to plant her crotch on my face, grinding it down, demanding I provide the cleanup she loves. By this time, I didn’t care, driving my tongue upward to whimpers from my bride.

Her groans grew even more intense as I heard Morgan returning to the bedroom. I could not see her, but Kimiko asked her to join us. Morgan immediately dropped between my legs, taking my cock in her hand. It had to be slathered with my cum and hers, I thought, though not even close to hard. I had cum twice in the last hour. I might need a little more time.

Her mouth and tongue closed on the flaccid shaft. Arousing did not seem to be the purpose. She was doing the same cleanup I was doing to Kimiko, gathering excess fluids. She reached over for the towel she used on my face, finishing the job while Kimiko shook on top of me, crying out with the pleasure she loved.

The three of us collapsed on the bed, one of them on either side of me. You know, I really don’t consider myself much of a stud. I was tall and fit, but able to handle two women at once? Not a chance!

Though, as Morgan snaked her hand across my chest, intertwining her fingers with Kimiko, it occurred to me they were with each other as much as they were with me. They could not keep their eyes off each other.

I rolled them into my arms, pulling them closer to me… and to each other. For long moments we just lay there, letting the feelings find their depth.

For the longest time, I had loved two women with all my heart. One I married. The other, in our own way, had placed me firmly in the ‘friend zone.’

What was I to make of all this now? My wife had invited our friend to make love to me so she could watch. Kimiko must have known it would mean much more than a quick fuck for Morgan and me. For so long, Morgan had kept me at her odd version of arms-length. Now what?

Like Tantalus of Greek mythology, doomed to stand with food and water forever out of his reach, Morgan had been both my joy and punishment. I often felt it was my lot in life to have her so close and yet always out of reach.

Now, as I felt her naked form fully pressed against my side, with my wife on the other, it occurred to me she had never been a punishment at all. Even through the frustration of my early cuckold days with her, I now understood that her mix of touching and not touching had been the best approach for the two of us.

Morgan understood our true natures better than I did. She could never be the one-man woman that my ‘true blue’ nature required. If we had taken that fateful step of making love back in high school, it would have doomed us to repetitive cycles of sizzling erotic heat and crashes of despair when her ‘wanderlust’ nature pushed her to cheat on me.

I had seen this cycle play out too many times with her various boyfriends over the years. There was just something in her that needed the ‘hunt,’ that needed new pleasure to keep her soul refreshed. This was true no matter how much in love we were. In the end, that nature would have asserted itself, leaving us to live with the aftermath, torn from the clear love we had for each other.

Kimiko recognized that, knew Morgan was not a threat to her or our marriage. In her very different way, my wife had come to love Morgan as much as I did. She understood the pining for what ‘might have been’ was probably the greater risk. Her permission for Morgan and me to finally be together had been one of the most thoughtful gifts she could have ever given.

Okay, it wasn’t entirely a selfless gift. Kimiko got a solid boning by Jack as the price, but did that really matter?

Even after only two times, I understood Jack was in much the same position as Morgan. He had no interest in stealing my bride away. Over the years, I had been with several women that saw sex only as a means to an end. They had to give it because that’s how you attracted a guy, though they had no interest of their own.

Finding an enthusiastic partner that loved what you did for them? That had to be a fairly rare find. But settling down with them to raise a family for the rest of his life just because of that? No interest… Jack never even stayed to cuddle afterward. His pleasure was over, so he wanted to get out of there.

Kimiko purred against me, gripping Morgan’s hand on my chest.

“Quite a night,” I said. “Tried some new things.” They both laughed again, their hands growing tighter.

“Did you like our little surprise?” Kimiko asked.

“You put her up to that?” I asked my wife.

“With your permission for me to have Jack, it was the least I could do.”

“Thank you, Kim. It meant a lot.”

“You both needed it,” she scoffed, as if she did nothing out of the ordinary. She sat up, crossing her legs, resting her knees against my side. This was normally one of her favorite positions for talking in bed, but now it gave her a chance to touch Morgan as well. “I was sick of all the longing stares and ‘not quites’ that ruled your relationship,” she smiled.

Morgan purred against me, cuddling closer. “Thank you,” she said, reaching out to touch Kimiko again.

“How’d you know?” I asked.

“How could I not? You two already had the kinkiest relationship I had ever heard of. That you never took it that final distance told me there was something else going on. It didn’t take me long to figure out what it was. Morgan loved you so much she was willing to avoid touching you to preserve what you had. For a slut like her…” She winked at Morgan, smiling, “… that meant a genuine sacrifice.”

Kimiko got up, running downstairs. Morgan cuddled next to me, stroking my chest. I felt like her long-lost lover, united after an extended absence. She belonged lying next to me, just like this!

My wife returned with water bottles, bringing them back to her position. She had been getting humped for a couple of hours. That’s some thirsty work, apparently! After taking some deep pulls, she returned to her thoughts.

“And you, old ‘true blue’ Zach. You couldn’t hide anything from me. Just not the way you are… too honest. It’s one thing that attracted me to you… besides that lovely tool, of course.” She thumped my soft shaft playfully. “Your honesty is one thing I have always loved about you, and I knew Morgan loved that, too. You would never have cheated on me with her.” She giggled again. “Needed a little nudge.”

Kimiko got off the bed again, facing us. “I’m starving. That guy gave me a workout. Need some energy.” She held out both her hands.

“You’re right,” Morgan said. “It’s time for me to go, anyway… let you kids have your fun.”

Kim walked around the bed, pulling Morgan into her arms, pressing her naked body against hers. “Not a chance that’s happening. You’re staying. We have a lot to talk about.” And that’s final!

Morgan looked at her, as if trying to figure out what she meant, finally nodding she would stay.

“Great! We can shower when we finish.”

I followed the two naked butts, walking arm-in-arm down the stairs. Kimiko seemed to have no interest in getting dressed.


Chapter Sixteen




Kimiko began pulling food out of the fridge and off shelves, compiling everything from sandwich meats to salad, chips and cottage cheese. Whatever we had available. “I have some ramen noodles too. They’re quick.”

Morgan and I were laughing. She wasn’t kidding about being hungry! Nothing like cumming multiple times in a night to get the appetite up.

I fixed the drinks. Before long, we were eating and laughing, remembering one thing and another about the night. As they started comparing notes on how great Jack’s cock was, I sat back to think about what we were going to do from here.

Kimiko had taken a bold step, allowing me and Morgan to close that last hole in our relationship. Well, technically HER hole… Okay, a bad joke…

But what now? My head was spinning with possibilities. Where does this fit into our future? Were Morgan and I now going back to the ‘friend zone’ after what just happened? And if not, what would that mean for Kimiko? Did she want access to Jack any time she wanted in return? What about our plans to have a family?

All these thoughts were swirling as Kimiko looked at me.

“Kind of overwhelming, isn’t it?” she smiled. “Wondering where we go from here?”

“Something like that… Frankly, I’m unsure whether this is a door you should have opened. Be hard to close it now.”

Morgan nodded her agreement with that. My best friend and I had no clue where we were going next.

“Why does it have to be closed?” Kimiko said.

“What does that mean?” Morgan gasped from the other side of the kitchen table.

“I mean it just like it sounds,” Kimiko said. “I’ve been thinking about this a lot. This is my answer. Why should you stop sleeping together? Just because that’s not the way it’s supposed to be? I actually like the whole idea of it,” she giggled. “Think of this. I come home late from work one night, only to find you two in bed, humping away. I’d tear my clothes off and join you. What could be more exciting than that?!”

She took a big swig of her drink as if she was just warming to her topic.

“I’ve been working this out in my head ever since I found out about how you played naked together before we met.” She looked back and forth between us. “There is one thing I know for certain, Zach. You will not leave me for her. You two have been pining over each other for 10 years. If there was any threat of THAT, it would have already happened.”

I burst out laughing. The surprised look on Morgan’s face was priceless!

“Are you serious? Make it any time we want?” I said, still unable to believe it.

“Sure. Why not?” Kimiko laughed. “If we put any restrictions on it… rules would be broken… probably sooner than later… all that crying and gnashing of teeth. Too messy.”

“What about you and me?” I asked, still incredulous.

“I’ll get what I need.” She smiled at the quizzical look on my face.

“And what is that?”

“The same open access…. to both of you, this time. And maybe an occasional bonk from a big dick like Jack. I need to make sure my cuckold gets his needs filled just as much.”

“What?” I couldn’t believe what my wife was saying. “You want to have an open relationship?”

“Not exactly open…. Let’s call it a ‘closed loop.’ You, me, lover girl here, and an occasional bonk for me.”

What made this so hard to accept was that Kimiko was really quite conservative. Very Japanese in how loyalty to family was paramount to all things. She always dressed conservatively. Never took extraordinary chances. Until all this, she had never even hinted at a willingness to be frisky with our sex lives. Even now, I could hardly believe what I had seen her do upstairs.

“This is all because you liked Mr. Big Dick?”

“Not really,” she assured me. “That’s just a bonus. Jack and all that pleasure just opened my eyes. It’s about love, silly. I love you. You love me. We both love Morgan. I figured… why not? See how it goes…”

That brought a gasp out of Morgan. Her face went flush. I thought for a minute she was going to rush out the door, despite being naked. Kimiko seemed to know exactly what she was thinking.

“I know you and I could handle it, Zach,” Kimiko said. “The only question mark is Ms. Wanderlust here. She’s sitting there wondering whether this means she has to give up her philandering ways, becoming ‘true blue’ like her beau. Am I right?”

For the first time I could ever remember, Morgan Fontaine was left speechless. She stared back and forth between us, caught like the proverbial deer in the headlights.

I leaned forward, taking Morgan’s hand.

“You didn’t discuss this with Kim in advance?” I asked my friend, still in disbelief. All she did was shake her head no.

“That’s not surprising since I didn’t talk to her about it,” Kimiko laughed again. “I only decided it as I watched you making love earlier. I was just humping. You two were making love. When Jack had me on top, he was watching you off to the side. He whispered, asking me if the two of you had been an item before. I told him… only for about 10 years.”

The calmness of her face and loving tone told me this was really happening. She had had some kind of epiphany tonight.

“Here’s the thing,” my wife went on. “What I discovered was that I wasn’t jealous. I was happy for you. Happy for us. Happy for the love you could finally let free. Isn’t it better this way? No more pretending. No more hiding what everyone else has always known. You two… why do you think you couldn’t get a date in high school? Everyone knew.”

Morgan stirred a little, looking at Kim. “Why didn’t you ever say anything? You let us remain friends…”

“You think I didn’t realize how much you loved each other? It felt a little threatening at first, I guess. But after I talked to Mr. True Blue here… and then met you… There’s a reason you never got together, isn’t there?”

Both our heads turned toward Morgan. Talk about deer in the headlights!

“Come on, Morgan. Time to be honest,” I said, squeezing her hand with mine.

Tears were forming in Morgan’s eyes, and uncertainty with it. The ugly truth of her life was about to be exposed.

Kimiko came around the table, pressing her naked breasts against her. “It’s time to get all this in the open, don’t you think, my love?”

I think it was the ‘my love’ that forced it out of her.

“I have always loved you, Zach,” Morgan said, turning to me. “With all my heart. But… but…” Those tears were flowing now. I came around, pressing my naked body on the other side. Kimiko and I had our arms around her.

“It’s okay, Morgs.” She looked up at me. I hadn’t called her that since high school. “We know how you are, and we love you anyway. You’re always telling me to let things go, that I keep too much inside. Now it’s your turn.”

Morgan looked up at me, tears flowing freely, on the edge of sobbing. “I always wanted to be with you, but you know the way I am. I’m a hopeless slut. I can’t stop… Your friend is bad for you. Always will be.” That sobbing grew closer. “I tried in college when you started dating that Sally something. What a bitch! I hated her. Couldn’t allow you to end up with someone like that.” Her name was actually Sara. And she’s right. Turned out to be a very nasty person. “I suddenly realized why I hated her so much, besides her being a bitch. It was because I loved you. Selfishly… only for me… I gave up playing around, spent more time with you. You and Brett were in that apartment on 15th Street.”

I almost cringed, watching my friend on the edge like this, unable to stop what she was going through.

“I almost came over, confessing my love to you. But…” The sobbing wouldn’t stop now. I looked at Kimiko, wondering what to do. She mouthed, ‘let her cry it out.’ So we did. Morgan sobbed in our arms. We were crossing into uncharted waters now. I just hoped she would still be with us when we made it to the other end.
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“Why didn’t you go over to his apartment?” Kimiko asked softly, trying to pull Morgan out of her sobbing.

“I stopped at a bar to get a drink, met some guy that got me going… Kent something, I can’t even remember now. I spent the next week in his bed. He did every nasty thing I could get him to do. You deserve better than me, Zach…”

“That’s why you never came over?” I asked, incredulous, almost in disbelief.

Morgan’s sobbing started again. Over her head, Kimiko hit my arm… HARD. ‘Stop it,’ she mouthed.

I knew why Kim would be upset. It was cruel to be so surprised while our friend sobbed. In my defense, I was in such shock at what she said, I could hardly believe it. She never told me any of this before.

“Morgan…” Kimiko said, holding her chin, pulling her tear-streaked face up to her. “We’ve all made bad choices in our lives… all of us. We accept you this way, have always known how you are, and still love you. No need to cry.”

She hit my arm again. ‘Say something,’ she mouthed.

Morgan had stopped crying at least. I knelt next to her. Her eyes were so full of pleading for forgiveness, it almost broke my heart, but I knew the wanderlust would return. It was in her nature. I had seen this play out with my best friend as long as we had known each other. I kissed her gently on the lips. Intimate, yet chaste. The kiss of a close friend.

“We can work something out,” I said. “How about this as a place to start? When you’re with us, you give us your undivided attention. When you’re not, you’re free to do whatever you want.”

“I don’t want to do anything else… or anyone.” She started crying again, barely getting the words out. “I thought I lost my chance to love you the way I wanted long ago and have been happy to take any love Komiko allowed you to give me. I’ve only ever wanted you, but have always been afraid… I couldn’t bear the thought of hurting you more than I already have. I don’t deserve your love.”

Stroking her hair, my own tears now threatened to break loose. I had always known this was the reason… that she blamed herself. And she was right. I had to face my own truth. It would have ripped me apart to be with her and then have her go off with some random guy just because the wanderlust set in again.

But that no longer mattered. Decisions needed to be made. Only the genuine truth would work now.

“Come on, Morgan,” I said, shaking her chin with my firm hand, pulling her back from her crying jag. “Time to face the real you. We both know your wanderlust will return. It’s inside you.”

“I’m a hopeless slut…” Morgan said, tears threatening to erupt again.

“Slut is an overused word nowadays. Not sure that’s the way I would describe you. You enjoy sex, that’s for sure. So? So does my wife, and I’m not far behind. I’ll feel hurt a little when you go to another, but it’s not because you’ve done something to me. It’s because I will be jealous that the other person is getting your affections and not us. Truth is, we don’t want you to go. We like you to be with us. Still, there is that reality about you that we accept. Maybe we could even design some purpose-built breaks where you can let yourself go, take some of the pressure off. A lifestyle resort for a week or something. All I’m saying is that if you give in to your need, you will still be welcome when you return.”

“You’d do that?” Morgan said, trying to keep the trembling out of her voice.

“Been doing it for the last 10 years. Why not the next sixty?” I chuckled. “Not my first time wanting you so much, only to have you tell me about what you did with others…”

Kimiko came back into the conversation. “That’s why this works for you, Morgan. Zach and I have each other. Now YOU have us too. And we have you. You can consider this your home, the place where no matter what, we will always want you back.”
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My wife giggled, pinching Morgan’s nipple. “Right now, though… I need a shower, and I think we need to get back to bed. I’m tired. You want to join us?” she asked Morgan, stepping back, holding her hand out.

As I stood there looking at my wife’s extended hand to… to… you could only call her my lover. My wife was welcoming my lover to join us for a very long time. That hand was one of friendship and of her own love.

I had to rethink the very nature of my relationship with these two women. Kimiko wasn’t doing it as a selfless act for me, or even for Morgan. She genuinely loved her in much the same way I did. That she had space in her heart to share us both, and to allow us to have our own space between us, spoke much about how confident she was in me… and in Morgan.

And she wasn’t far off. I would never have left her for Morgan. Never! I loved my wife so much at that moment it hurt. Could we make this work? A firmness came into my very soul. Of course we could!

“You want me to join you?” Morgan said to me, still surprised.

“So much… more than I can say,” I whispered, extending my hand next to Kimiko’s. She took both of them, rising with us. Kimiko giggled, taking her in her arms before heading for the stairs.

That shower was the first of many we would share. Both of them touched me as they wanted. They used hands and mouths to get me very ready. Active use of both, let’s say.

Though I wasn’t the only one being touched. The two of them touched each other just as much. Both had a soft release before the shower ended.

As did I. They shared my cock between them until I gave Morgan all my copious seed.

“You have no idea how long I’ve wanted to swallow your entire load. Next time, I’ll get it all…” she bragged, wiping the remains off her chin, shoving it in her mouth.

I kissed her deeply, cum or no. We had never loved each other more.

I can honestly say that shower was the beginning of our unconventional life together. And it also set the pattern. We took care of each other, both selfishly and unselfishly. We were in this now as a single unit… as one… together.

As we moved toward the bed, after drying each other off, Morgan’s uncertainty about what would happen returned. “I really should go…” she said.

Kimiko was the first to respond. “No, please… stay. We want you to. This is your home now, as long as you want to be a part of it.” I joined in, welcoming her to stay, wanting it just as much. Finally, Morgan relented, crawling under the blanket. I let Kimiko get into the middle, catching Morgan’s eyes with my own.

In another one of those moments where we were almost telepathic with each other, an entire conversation passed between us without a single word being spoken.

My wife had helped to break down the barriers keeping us apart and making this new ‘lifestyle’ a possibility. She needed a reward. Morgan nodded her agreement, turning Kimiko’s face to hers, smashing their lips together. Kimiko started at the sudden change, but gave into the tongue demanding her submission.

I moved down between her legs, licking and stabbing with glee at her hungry sex, until my tongue caused her to moan. When she was ready, I moved on top, sinking my rock-hard shaft into her depths, as Morgan and I focused only on Sweet Kimmi, until she cried out with her final release. I soon followed.

Morgan did not seem interested in her own, as if this was a reward for Kimiko and the breathtaking offer she had made to our friend. She simply showered my wife with kisses and caressing to show how much it meant to her.

Luckily, we had a king-sized bed. I moved to the side, positioning my wife on her back between us. Morgan followed, taking the same position on the other side.

Looking down at their bodies, stroking their soft, bare arms, I smiled. Kimiko was so exhausted she could barely keep her eyes open. She had likely cum more this night than she ever had in her life. But the last one may have been the sweetest for me.

“Thank you… I love you both so much. I still can’t believe this is happening,” I said. “But I’m glad it is.”

They both giggled in response, cuddling closer. Such a strange turn our relationship had taken. My hand found Morgan’s, lying on Kimiko’s chest. Our hands intertwined fiercely as we looked down at the sleeping woman between us. Could life ever get better than this?


Epilogue




It turned out life could get better. Morgan moved in with us the next weekend. As I look back on it, it has been a truly unconventional life. We faced the same challenges as any married couple, though the presence of two women in the house instead of one made them even more complicated… in my view, at least! Thankfully, the love each of us shared with the other blossomed and had transformed us into a genuine threesome. We made it through them all.

Surprisingly, Morgan and Kimiko got on very well. We gave our new roommate the guest room for all her stuff, but she seldom slept there. She slept with us.

And true to her word, the first time Kimiko came home to find Morgan and me going at it, she tore her clothes off and joined us. No tears or recrimination. I’ll confess, it took some getting used to when I came home to find Kimiko and Morgan in that same situation. I seldom joined them. Their sharing seemed more intimate, private somehow. Instead, I confirmed my cuckold status by taking my clothes off and watching them from the loveseat.

Kimiko continued playing with outside lovers for the next year, with Morgan and me always watching. Jack was a favorite, though not the only one. Morgan knew several well-endowed guys in town. They all enjoyed my loving wife’s enthusiasm.

My wife’s outside play stopped when Kimiko and I decided for her to get pregnant. Two years later, Kimiko had our son, that we named Hiro, after her maternal grandfather. We had the whole family over for The Seventh Night ceremony (Oshichiya), revealing the name to the grandparents who flew in from Okinawa. The grandpa beamed when he heard the name.

She continued allowing Morgan and me to make love as often as we wanted, especially as she started getting large with Hiro, though we seldom did it without her present after that. Didn’t seem right, somehow.

Morgan still went out to play when she wanted, always coming home to share her adventures with a hot session that night. Kimiko would occasionally skip these after-play stories. She knew how much I enjoyed them. The difference now was that Morgan would come over to suck me dry as I responded to the details.

But even Morgan stopped her outside play after Hiro was born. Not sure why, exactly. The presence of a child in the house seemed to have awakened her own maternal instincts. She helped with childcare, offering needed support.

This is not to say that everything was rosy, just that our threesome had no big problems. Our biggest challenge was our families. They were not accepting of a new presence in the household. How do you explain the path we took to adopting a polyamorous lifestyle? Or even the dynamics of the mutual love we have for each other.

Kimiko’s mother was especially upset. Her traditional view of marriage was rooted in Japanese family traditions. How would this be possible when you have another woman in the house?

She’s right, of course. Our lives were way outside the societal norms they were used to. Thankfully, as the years progressed, they came to accept Morgan as just another member of the family.

And I have some news I wanted to share before closing out my narrative. There will be two new children in our household soon. From two mothers. Both Kimiko and Morgan are pregnant with my babies. They are due within days of each other.

Does that make them twins?
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Click here to sign up for the mailing list.
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GK specializes in hotwife and soft cuckold erotica, with a focus  on power exchange relationships. He likes writing about women that own their sexuality and couples that explore new sensual experiences, because he admires the courage they display in taking these actions.

His writing career started when the muse hit him in 2014. Now, with 70-plus books and novellas, his writing is still going strong. He believes that all erotica needs to be anchored in the reality of the life the couple is sharing with each other. That informs every decision about plot and character.

You can find him online at my website: oakviewpublishing.com

He is also on: TWITTER, MEDIUM, FACEBOOK, and GOODREADS. All under the tag: gkgrayson.

You are welcome to email me at gk@oakviewpublishing.com.
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THE EVOLUTION OF MARRIAGE | SEASON TWO

These couples know that something needs to change in their relationship. They want to push away their ‘late married blues’ and dull sex lives to find a fresh path. These efforts often involve risk and emotional turmoil, but each couple finds themselves unable to resist the tug of desire as their marriage evolves into their own unique journey. In Season 2, we find unexpected paths, kinks long hidden, and desires waiting to be unleashed. This 6-book series examines these different paths. Even though the route is unique for each, the results remain explosively erotic!

Check out these titles in The Evolution of Marriage | Season Two.

My Wife Meets Her Bull at the Country Bar

My Wife Listens to a Different Melody With Him

My Sizzling Barbecue

The Basketball Player and the Hotwife

My Husband Has His Cherry Popped

Whose Reunion Is It Anyway?
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BEING SET FREE series: These husbands set their wives free to be the hotwife they want to be. Turns out, being a MILF to college boys was just wanted they wanted... as a start. Soon, that wasn't enough. The three book series is available as a bundle, called Being Set Free.

MILF Set Free

MILF Set Free 2

Eileen Set Free

Being Set Free (bundle of all three books)
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THE HOTWIFE KEY PARTY: ROWAN: Parker and Rowan had been experimenting with the hotwife lifestyle for over a year. Then they get a mysterious invite to a party in Malibu. All expenses paid to ‘satisfy unfulfilled fantasies.’ Neither of them were sure what that meant, but a close friend assured them the invitation was genuine.

Enter 'Casa Del Grande Toro', a celebrity villa perched high on the bluffs above the Pacific Coast Highway. Here, they find a glamourous array of hotwives, sexy husbands and an eccentric collection of handsome and hunky single strangers.

What Rowan and Parker don't know is that they've been drawn into a secret celebrity sex club, a hedonistic society exploring everything erotic. When their mysterious hosts draw out keys in the fashion of the fabled swinging key parties, they must decide how far they are willing to go.

The Hotwife Key Party: Rowan
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