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CHAPTER ONE

“Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

“Are you?!”

I stared at the message that I’d drafted on my phone. To the uninitiated, it looked perfectly innocent, a normal invitation to some friends to come and hang out at my place the next evening.

But with a couple of key details that made all the difference.

The kids are away

Nicole will be here too

Okay, those made no difference whatsoever without a little context. First of all, Ross and Spencer were both single guys. Secondly, they had just yesterday found out that my wife Nicole was actively looking to hook up with single guys, and that my friends were apparently fair game. And finally, they had already told Andy, the other of our little band of old friends from high school—who had already been with Nicole and was the one who had spilled the beans in the first place—that they wanted her.

It wouldn’t take much reading between the lines for them to understand what I was offering them.

“You really want to do this?” I asked Nicole.

“They’re both kind of hot.”

“I mean… they’re also both my friends.”

“That isn’t stopping them,” she smiled.

“Of course it isn’t. There’s a lot you need to learn about men.”

“Oh, Sam. I’m learning plenty about men.”

I rolled my eyes and thought about this. She had given me an out; I could delete this message right now, never send it, and those guys would never get to know the pleasure of being with Nicole. Any normal guy, even most guys who think about the things I think about, would do that without a moment’s hesitation.

But they knew. They knew what Nicole and I had been up to. They knew what Nicole had done with Andy. I didn’t have much left to lose here, and I was getting swept away in the sheer debauchery of it all.

I hovered over the Send button for a second, feeling Nicole’s eyes boring into me, and then I pressed it.

Before we worried about entertaining those two, we had more pressing matters to deal with. Both Ross and Spencer were unusually slow to reply to the message, but we had a welcome distraction while we waited.

Andy was coming over.

Nicole took her time to get ready, and left me to tidy the place up for company. We would have a drink or two in the lounge, and then if all went well, we would move the party up to the spare bedroom. It felt like we were turning things up a notch, bringing this bizarre arrangement into our own home—especially if Ross and Spencer accepted their own invitation for the following night. But with the kids gone away for summer camp and a few of our neighbors away on vacation, it seemed low risk, and there would never be a better time for it.

When Nicole came down the stairs, I was floored.

We weren’t going out, and she and Andy had already been together. So there was no real need for her to dress up. And she had really embraced that.

A flirty orange tube top that revealed eye-watering cleavage, and plenty of her midriff. Tiny denim cut-offs that showed off her legs—right up to, and including, the lower edges of her buttocks. And that was all.

“Wow. You look…”

“Slutty? Thanks, I know.”

I watched her, jaw hanging open, as she strode past. She wouldn’t be caught dead dressing like that anywhere, let alone in front of someone we knew. Then again, Andy had seen everything there was to see, to put it mildly—and the whole point was to let him ‘see’ it all over again.

“Quit staring,” she smirked as she poured a glass of water. “You’ve seen it all before.”

“Yeah, but not like… that.”

“Well, you’ll have to get used to that feeling,” she said, sticking out her tongue and then walking away.

I couldn’t tear my eyes off her butt in that ridiculous pair of shorts.

“I said quit staring,” she called back over her shoulder, without even looking.


CHAPTER TWO

An hour later, we were sitting with Andy and a bottle of wine.

He could hardly keep his eyes off her. I could hardly keep my eyes off her. Meanwhile, Nicole did her best to pose and pout and drive her audience nuts.

Andy actually looked a little uncomfortable, compared to the last time. He had apologized profusely for his screw-up, though we had assured him all was forgiven. Yet I could sense that us telling him how we had acted on it had shaken him up a little, because he was quieter than usual. He was the kind of guy whose pride could be damaged more easily than most, and finding out that some of his buddies would have a fair shot at the girl he was banging was a pretty good way to do it.

Which, it went without saying, was beyond ironic.

But Nicole being Nicole, she had a read on the situation and wasn’t going to wait around for him to step up.

She took one last sip of her glass, then stood and placed it down with a flourish, bending at the waist and presenting him with an inescapable view of her butt about a foot from his face. Then she looked over her shoulder, balanced herself with a delicate touch of his upper arm, and sat down on one of his thighs.

“I don’t feel like drinking any more wine,” she sighed, shrugging with mock boredom, her bare legs pressed together alluringly. “What else could we do?”

That got him.

He put down his glass, grabbed her around the waist, and fixed her with a hungry stare. “I have one or two ideas.”

“I hope you aren’t suggesting anything my husband would disapprove of.”

“Right now, I don’t know what he disapproves of, but I’d like you and me to find out.”

“I think we should do just that.”

And then she stretched, her exaggerated cleavage now popping right under his eyeline, and she silkily slid down to the floor to settle on her knees. He parted his legs and watched as she slowly opened up his pants with her fingertips, affecting a delicate caution to prolong his wait, and when she had tugged the zip to the bottom of its track his bulge lurched upwards for attention.

I watched from the armchair nearby as she freed his manhood from his boxers. It pulsed red and angry in front of her face, and with a tight-lipped smile and a smoldering glare she wrapped the fingers of one hand around his base, one by one, and flicked the head with her tongue.

He sighed, sank against my couch, and watched my wife service his cock.

She had been with Andy before—much of it in front of me—but this sight was something else. It looked like something out of a porno, which I supposed was no coincidence. That outfit wasn’t remotely Nicole’s style. Giving a blowjob down on her knees wasn’t either, now that I came to think about it.

This time, it was more of a performance—for him looking down at her, with her bulging cleavage straining at that tiny tube top, and for me watching from behind, her ass peeking out beneath those skimpy denim shorts, which were now stretching dangerously as she kneeled and leaned forward with her ass resting on her heels.

She dragged her hair back and chugged his cock, working it with her taut cheeks and her bouncing grip. He was squirming within just a couple of minutes and he took her elbow lightly in his hand, trying to signal to her that it was time for a change, while his tensed face betrayed the colossal effort that was going into holding himself back.

But she slapped his hand away and pressed down against his stomach until he relented and relaxed. This may not have been how she normally gave a blowjob, but she prided herself on always taking it all the way.

Not thirty seconds later, he stared down at my wife’s pretty face and her bouncing rack as she swallowed his load.

After a breather and another round of drinks—a more hurried one this time, knowing what would come next—Nicole teased his cock back to life and brought him to our spare bedroom. It was pretty bare, containing little more than a bed, a dresser and a walk-in closet, so it hadn’t been difficult to set it up with a ‘viewing station’ for me in the corner.

I squeezed past them as Andy carried her to the bed, and I took a seat. Whatever hesitation and doubt seemed to be restraining him at the start of the evening was gone now, and with the imminent prospect of fucking my wife again he was taking matters into his own hands.

He dropped her onto her feet close to the bed and tugged off her tube top, watching her firm breasts bounce back into place, and then almost ripped her shorts as he pulled them open and yanked them off. His own clothes joined hers on the floor within seconds, and then he scooped her up and brought her crashing down onto the bed with him in a passionate embrace.

In the bedroom Nicole had always had a funny way of switching at a moment’s notice between bold, commanding temptress and coy, obedient nympho, and something about this dynamic made that shift all the more pronounced. When someone needed to take charge and push the kinky yet uncomfortable fantasies of all three of us into lurid reality, she could do it with ease; and when each of our desires basically required that she be a subservient slut, she seemed to revel in that even more than Andy enjoyed taking advantage of it, or I relished watching it.

I had seen it before, but these two bodies entwining together naked was still an even more arresting image than I had pictured in the days when this kind of thing lived only in my imagination. There was nothing guarded or functional about their behavior, nothing that would suggest this was only the contrived, verboten act that it was. Instead it was raw lust unbound.

Breaking off from their deep kiss, Andy whispered something into Nicole’s ear, and then she languidly slid out from underneath him and flipped onto her stomach, lying flat on the bed and facing me. She ran the tip of her tongue along her lips, taunting me, as my friend climbed on top of her, pressed his rock hard cock between her thighs, and thrust up inside her, knocking the air from her lungs.

Propping himself up on his fists, he stared down at my wife’s prone body—her narrow waist, her wide, inviting hips and her full, round butt—as it bounced against his cock. She let out a hoarse moan and bent her legs at the knee to raise both feet behind her, gently pressing them around Andy’s hamstrings as if to hook him against her.

Not that he was going anywhere anytime soon. He pounded her hard and deep, making her flail and gasp in spite of herself. Then he wound up and slapped her ass with a deafening smack, and then again, making her cry out and call for more. She had told me they had done this last time, but it didn’t make it any less shocking to see it all now: the sheer aggression with which he spanked my wife, the glee with which she took it, the red handprints darkening across her buttocks.

One of her hands slipped down beneath her. As her eyes rolled upwards and her body shook with his powerful thrusts, it didn’t take much to imagine what her hand was doing right now, and it was confirmed when a couple of minutes later she shouted out and then whimpered over and over, her face creasing with the bliss of her release.

He was going full throttle now, and he didn’t bother to change position. I watched Nicole as her whines and her spasms softened, until her eyes opened and locked with mine, a satisfied smirk tugging at the corner of her pouting lips.

“Oh, fuck,” Andy yelled, red-faced and breaking out in a sweat, as he jackhammered my wife’s pussy and flooded it with come.


CHAPTER THREE

“So,” I said, as we lay in bed that evening. “You’re really going to do it all over again tomorrow night.”

We had always planned to refrain from sex in any shape or form if and when Nicole made plans with another guy, until after she had been with him. It’s what we had done before her first encounter with Andy, and it was what we were doing now, less than twenty-four hours out from the visit of Ross and Spencer.

The fact that she had just fucked Andy again, and that she was resting her head on my chest and draping her legs against mine beneath the covers, was making that plan much, much harder to adhere to. My erection had already made itself known, and when she had noticed it with a giggle, any hopes that she would make an exception for this one night were dashed when she had breathed into my ear “Not until I’ve seen your other friends” and pointedly pressed her body against mine.

“That’s right,” she sighed. “As long as Ross and Spencer still want to.”

“I somehow doubt they’ve changed their minds. I just feel for whoever has to go second. Well, not really, because I’m going third.”

“Second?”

I frowned back at her as she looked up with a confused pout. “Second. There are two of them.”

“Ohhh. No, no. I’ll have them both at the same time.”

What?!

I sat up, catching her unawares and making her roll off and shoot me an indignant look at disturbing her rest. “Both at the same time? Like… a threesome?”

“Not like a threesome, actually a threesome.”

“Have you… done that before?”

“No, never,” she said with a sly giggle. “I’ve always wondered what it would be like.”

“But Ross and Spencer… you know them. I don’t think either of them is the two-guys-one-girl type.”

“They’ve agreed to tomorrow, haven’t they?”

“Yes, but… they probably think…”

I found my conviction waning as I spoke, and she tilted her head in expectation.

“I think they know they’ll have to share,” she said, blithely. “They’ll be here on the same night, after all.”

“I’m having a hard time imagining that.”

“I’m not,” she said with a flash of mischief in her eyes. “Besides, I know what you men are like, especially after Andy. If they have a chance like the one they’re getting with me—especially me, because I’m married to you—they will do whatever they have to do.”

Nicole went for a different vibe for the next evening. Gone was the skimpy top and shorts combo—instead, she chose a relaxed but short dress, sexy yet playful, eye-catching yet relatively innocuous. It was just about enough to get away with papering over any potential misunderstanding, not that there was going to be one.

Ross and Spencer had found out Nicole was a hotwife, and they had told Andy they wanted a turn. A day later, they had received a text from me inviting them both over, explicitly adding that Nicole would be here too.

Whenever I took a step back to think this through rationally, to make sure I hadn’t misunderstood something, I just ended up even more turned on.

We sat in the lounge and waited, trying to relax. I was nervous as hell, and even Nicole—not the type to let much worry her—was visibly antsy. And I couldn’t blame her. She had never had two men at once, and that was just one of the novelties and complexities to what might happen later that evening. Though from her sporadic fidgeting and restlessness, I could tell it wasn’t just nerves getting the better of her.

We had asked them to come over for nine, but a few minutes past the hour we were still waiting. No messages either, not since they had both accepted my invitation, just a few minutes apart the previous night (while she and Andy were having another round). It didn’t take a genius to figure out they had been talking, conspiring together, in the background.

Hell, had I been in their situation, I’d have been doing that even without the invitation—mainly to figure out how to get one.

More than twenty minutes past the hour, the doorbell rang. I glanced out the window on my way to the door to see both of their cars parked on the curb, which I had kind of expected.

“Hey, guys,” I said, a little loudly in my attempt to shake off my sheepishness. “Come in.”

Neither of them said anything, just nodded and watched me closely as they stepped in and kicked off their shoes. I wasn’t used to that from either of them—they were usually relentlessly wise-cracking, one-upping, jibing. I guess when a guy might be giving you a shot with his wife, you tread a little more lightly.

I led them through to the lounge, where Nicole was already on her feet and greeted them both with a typical hug and kiss on the cheek, though the way her hand briefly slid across their backs and arms was a little more sensual than normal, a hint to help confirm their suspicions.

I poured everyone a beer and we sat down. Nicole led the way with the kind of questions she would ask whenever she was catching up with someone, assuming her typical role as the driver of the conversation, though her usual confident tone was inflected with the slightest tremor to her voice. It was almost imperceptible—I was only really sure it was there after the third or fourth time.

I was overwhelmed with sympathy, seeing my wife having a rare nervous moment. But that was tempered by the fact that this whole evening had been her idea—and that if she got her way, she would get to be with two men who she had, I had now learned, always found quite attractive, and friends of her husband no less.

It’s not that I couldn’t see the appeal. Of our tight-knit group of four pals from high school, they were the two bigger guys, and though I’d never say it to them, each of us was good-looking in our own way. It had added a level of complexity to those first few years of navigating girls and dating—no matter the girl, at least one of the other guys was interested, and a weird, unspoken competitiveness quickly grew among the group.

And I figured that was driving some of the appeal for them, not that I would say it to Nicole. Sure, any guy whose friend had a beautiful wife would have thoughts about her. But if they were offered her on a plate for a night, most would have doubts, to say the least. We weren’t most guys though—we were a group with a long history of either cock-blocking or being cock-blocked by one another, of liking a girl and either having to win some tacit competition for her against a friend or being the one left sitting with his dick in his hands and watching her pick the other guy.

Come to think of it, that last point probably had something to do with my part in all of this.

The chit-chat went on for a little while. I was taking a backseat, as I had done around Nicole and Andy, which felt even weirder when there was two of them courting her. But I could see Ross growing a little restless now, watching Nicole intently, lost in his thoughts.

And then he came out with it.

“Look, I’m just gonna be blunt about this,” he said. “We know about you and Andy.”

She tilted her head and gave him a little bemused smile.

“And what would that be?”

He widened his eyes and puffed his cheeks, as if to say: You’re really gonna make me say it.

“We know you hooked up with him. And we know your deal,” he added, pointing back and forth between Nicole and me, only able to hold eye contact with me for a split second. “We saw your messages, and he told us about it when we called him out on it.”

“We know that,” she said with a cagey smile.

Ross glanced at Spencer, as if requesting back-up.

“So,” Spencer blurted. “If we aren’t misunderstanding something… that’s why we’re here.”

With their eyes on her, she straightened up and gave them a slow nod.

“This is really something you… want to happen?” he asked, turning to me.

I felt more defensive now, with the pair of them staring at me like that.

“Hey, judge me all you like, but you’re both here, aren’t you?”

“I’m not judging,” he said, sounding surprisingly sincere. “I mean, maybe I did for a moment when I found out. But then I just thought about Nicole—her part of it was more interesting to me.”

“Same,” Ross added. “When you hear a woman like Nicole is… ‘available’… you don’t really care about anything else.”

Everyone glanced at Nicole, and she smiled flirtatiously at the pair in response to their praise.

“Even me being here?” I asked, feeling my cheeks redden.

“Who cares,” Spencer said, his eyes scanning her body from head to toe. “If I can mentally shut out Ross, I can mentally shut out you.”

“So, you’re both happy to…?”

He shrugged. “We never told you this, but we’ve done it before. So we thought, why not do it again.”

“You didn’t want a turn of your own?” I asked, unable to think of a more delicate way of putting it.

“Well, now that’s off the table,” Nicole smirked.

“We figured we could show you a better time than either Sam or Andy if we teamed up.”

Jesus. They would do anything to make this a competition—they were literally one-upping now.

And it was already working on Nicole. She took a conclusive sip of her beer, then moved from her armchair and sat between them on the couch.

“Okay. Prove it.”


CHAPTER FOUR

Watching Ross and then Spencer make out with my wife was a completely different feeling to watching Andy with her. When it was just Andy, it felt more like I was sharing her with a peer, an equal. But these guys had always had that little extra bit of luck with the ladies—well, they were taller—so now I felt more… redundant. Undermined.

Especially given there were two of them, sharing my and Nicole’s dirty secret, sharing Nicole.

I watched with my mouth hanging open as four hands began to touch her through her dress and on her bare knees. As lips parted I saw her tongue flicking against theirs, her hands grasping hungrily at their chests, their necks, their jaws, the prospect of being the center of attention for two men already driving her wild.

This sight alone, in reality little more than a PG-13 scene times two, was almost enough to make me black out. This was such a transgression, such an insane thing to see my wife doing with anyone, let alone with such a nightmarish combination of people. The potency of both the arousal and the emotion it was triggering was more than I had bargained for.

I sat there riveted, in a state of confused, pained lust. This was horrible. It was also exhilarating, intoxicating. Even more so with each little progression between them.

Hands slid up her thighs. One rose up her flat stomach and tentatively cupped the underside of her breast, making her press her chest forward urgently. And then there were Nicole’s hands, sliding down my friends’ torsos, slowly but inevitably heading for their crotches.

She pressed her palms over their bulges, a smile playing on her lips while she tongue-kissed Spencer. So far they had both been a little cautious, gentle, as they felt her up, but that was like a green light for them. Instantly they became more aggressive as they fondled my wife. Their hands roamed higher up her thighs, below the hem of her dress, and smothered her breasts, pressing and squeezing and making her pant against their mouths.

In turn this made her tear open their pants and plunge her hands down beneath the denim. She wrapped her fingers tightly around the growing lengths taking shape through their boxers.

Their hands were on her tits. Her hands were on their hard dicks. I could have stopped them there—I had enough material now to keep me going with Nicole for whole days straight.

Except I doubted I could have stopped it really, even with the conditions and the safe word she and I had agreed upon in advance. She was so overcome with lust that she would have probably just shut me down in front of them. And neither of them was going to argue with her right now.

Their hands had disappeared under her dress. I don’t know who it was, but one of them reached her pussy and made her shiver and sigh, her legs parting, demanding more. She was writhing like she was possessed, her chest being groped while they massaged her between her legs. They had full control over her right now, and she could barely muster the agency to keep gripping and rubbing their surging cocks through the straining fabric.

“Oh, my god,” she whimpered in the meekest, most high-pitched voice I had ever heard come out of her. Her head fell back against the top of the couch, her expression almost pained as she cried out and jerked her hips back and forth. They had already made her come.

Orgasm or not, she didn’t seem to want a breather when she had two hard cocks in her hands. She peeled both waistbands down, released their members, and stared ravenously as she wrapped her fists around their shafts.

Unsurprisingly, Ross and Spencer were both a little bigger than Andy, and me for that matter. Nothing crazy—they weren’t porn stars—but it was a little galling to see her hands around two dicks that were both up to an inch longer than mine, and a little chunkier, too. And her eyes had lit up. It was another detail that added to the debauchery of the evening.

As she slowly jacked them off, they unbuttoned the straps of her smock-like mini dress and freed her pert breasts. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and she almost certainly wasn’t wearing panties under there. Their palms and fingers gently rubbed and squeezed her bare flesh, coaxed and teased her stiff nipples.

She was too worked up to sit still and endure this heightened stimulation anymore. Once again she lowered herself to the floor and flipped onto her knees, looking up at them both with her breasts out and her hands gripping their surging cocks.

What a view to have of your buddy’s wife. It almost made me wish I could somehow experience being on the other side of a dynamic like this. But not quite; for whatever reason, my desires placed me firmly on this side of the room, watching my wife in heaven with two other men, and possibly the most high-risk pairing she could have picked.

I was curious to see how she could handle larger cocks like theirs. But Nicole gave the best blowjobs I had ever had, and even if they were a little bigger than she was used to, she took them down her throat with ease. One bulging, veiny, reddened cock sank between her lips and disappeared, and then the other, her fists bouncing at each base all the while. It was a blur, her head bobbing up and down in one lap and then the other—seamlessly alternating as though she had meticulously planned this out ever since she found out they both wanted her, which she no doubt had.

Ross reached out and tried to pull her up, but she instead grabbed his wrist and lowered his hand against the back of her head. As with Andy, she wasn’t getting up until she had swallowed their loads, and Ross’ impatience was rewarded with the now undivided attention of her mouth as she left Spencer with only her bouncing hand; though from the way he was currently squirming and fighting to control his breathing, that was probably more than enough for him right now.

Over and over she thrust the wet tightness of her sucking mouth, lips straining and cheeks taut, over his throbbing cock. He slid his fingers through her hair and cradled the back of her head. Her fist tightly pounded the base of his cock. He panted and wheezed.

Then all the tension in his body melted away and he sank into the couch while pressing his cock forward up her throat. She slipped all of it inside and held on as he blasted each surge of come into her mouth, gulping it all down dutifully.

When he was done, she licked and sucked his length until it was clean of any remnants. Spencer’s growing frustration was palpable, but then so was his relief as she turned all of her attention to his tense, throbbing member.

He took less work than Ross did. As soon as Nicole’s hot mouth was squeezing on his cock again, he was blowing hard, and just a few moments later his body was stiffening up. She took that second load with just as much hunger as the first, polishing him off afterwards, until the translucent coat of come around his member had been replaced with the wet gleaming sheen of her saliva.


CHAPTER FIVE

“So, like… what does this for you?” Ross asked, in a furtive whisper.

Nicole had stepped out to fetch us all some more drinks, though I knew that really she wanted a moment to herself, and to let me talk to these guys. I had spoken to Andy at length before we arranged anything with him, but our approach to this evening had been totally different.

I did want to talk to them. That didn’t mean I liked it.

I felt my face flushing as I thought of the least embarrassing way possible to answer that. “Really, I don’t know. Maybe it’s seeing Nicole become a real life porn star. Maybe it’s because the jealousy makes me screw her non-stop for weeks afterwards. It isn’t really a logical thing.”

“Surely there’s some… reason?”

I shrugged. “Probably. I haven’t thought too deeply about it. I like it, she likes it, no one gets hurt.”

He nodded, but still wore a doubtful frown.

“But seeing her with us?” Spencer pitched in. “And Andy?”

“Yeah, that wasn’t the plan, until Andy found out. Turns out Nicole was interested when he threw his hat into the ring, and you guys too.”

“But surely you get a say.”

“I do,” I sighed. “But it raised the stakes, I guess. It wasn’t something I had ever thought about. But it just made things a little more interesting.”

There was an awkward silence as they digested that, looking somewhat satisfied with the answer, though I couldn’t really expect them to get it. I had my own questions, though.

“And you guys? Why would you want to do this?”

Spencer stifled a laugh. “The chance to screw your buddy’s girl, no consequences? Why wouldn’t we?”

“No, I get that. But we both know it isn’t that simple. Imagine someone else finding out you did this, you know, with me watching and everything. From the outside, it’s still weird. They’d judge you, almost as much as they’d judge me.”

Ross shrugged. “I’ve done some pretty weird stuff.”

“Same,” Spencer said. “And getting to bang Nicole, and have that memory forever… I can make a few compromises.”

“And to have that hanging over you,” Ross added with a grin.

I shrugged. “If you saw how much she and I were going at it after Andy, you would know that isn’t really the burn you think it is.”

Nicole came back into the room at that moment, and the conversation died there. She was carrying a tray of beers, and looked around as she handed them out.

“It’s gone quiet in here.”

“We were just talking it out,” I said, taking a swig.

“And?” she asked brightly, sitting down between the two guys again. “Anything that I should be worried about?”

“Nope,” Spencer said, giving her a suggestive smirk. “Only your husband needs to worry.”

We drank and chatted for a little while, Nicole as ever leading the conversation. We all knew that no one was there to talk, that she was biding her time to give everyone a quick rest and let Ross and Spencer ‘reload’, but that didn’t mean the room wasn’t still rife with sexual tension—if tension was even the right word for it.

They were looking at her like a slab of meat while the stilted conversation stopped and started, and she wasn’t any better. As I let them talk and quietly watched from the side, I felt a jolt of excitement as I caught every lingering, lowering look; they took in my wife’s tight curves, scanning the shape of her body through her dress, while her gaze would take in their upper bodies before subtly flitting down to their crotches.

I was watching my friends mentally undress my wife, not satisfied just to have her go down on them, and my wife gazing longingly at the two sizable cocks she had just drained, but not yet taken inside her.

Eventually, their drinks running low and the two guys starting to look restless, Nicole took charge once more. And when she did, she caught everyone by surprise.

“Okay,” she asked, with one last swig. “Both of you boys, clothes off.”

And then she stood, unbuttoned the straps of her dress, and let it slide all the way down to the floor. As I had suspected, there was nothing else under there. Her nipples stood out, hard and swollen, and if I was in any doubt that maybe it was just because of the cool air from the AC, my eyes were drawn to her pink, shimmering folds, engorged and wet with her arousal.

She did a playful little wiggle, pretending to be cold, making her perfect, shapely breasts tremble. Then she gave me a little smile and turned fully back to the two guys, now staring rapt at her naked body.

“I won’t ask twice,” she said, eyeing their groins.

Both of them hurried to tug their clothes off. She and I had planned to move up to the spare room again for the last part of the night, but it looked like she was done waiting. This was happening right here in the lounge.


CHAPTER SIX

All three of them stood, and I watched my wife immerse herself between their two bodies, sliding her hands all over their torsos while their two pairs of hands roamed her naked curves. Whenever their movements opened up small gaps between their bodies I saw both cocks rapidly hardening, pressing against Nicole’s abdomen and the small of her back.

She was in her element. I didn’t know what exactly I was in, but I was enjoying it all the same.

Somehow, Nicole naturally sank each end of her body against them as she stood on her tip toes. One hand was jerking Ross as she pressed her breasts to his chest and kissed down his neck, the other hand rubbing Spencer against her pussy while her ass gently churned against his pelvis. She was telegraphing her desires to them, and enticing each of them into accepting their positions.

Ross stepped back to let her slide down his torso, pressing teasing kisses down his abs until she was just above his cock. Meanwhile she messily smushed Spencer’s head back and forth between her wet folds.

She bent over at the waist and, at the same time, she pushed her pussy down over Spencer’s shaft and slipped Ross’ cock back into her mouth. She greedily sucked one dick while rocking back against the other, succumbing to the grips and thrusts of both men. It was a mind-blowing sight, and I could only imagine what she was feeling.

It didn’t look sustainable though, not with her balanced carefully on her tip toes to reach both men. Spencer hoisted her up by the thighs, embedding himself deep inside her, and pulling her legs higher until they were parallel to the ground and jutting backwards either side of his pelvis. Ross held her up at the same time, his hands just below her breasts, while she gripped his hips for support. Just for a moment, my wife was suspended in mid-air and impaled on my two friends’ cocks.

And then, without Nicole letting either of them pull out of her even for a second, all three of them fell onto their knees on the couch. She was slung low between them, one arm wrapped around Ross as she serviced him, her legs bent at a wide angle so that her ankles were crossed behind Spencer while he began to fuck her.

And just like that, my wife was getting spit-roasted by my pals on my couch.

Through the wet smack of her lips around Ross’ cock she began to moan, her voice quaking with Spencer’s hard thrusts. Everyone in that room was experiencing some kind of pleasure now, including me—I could no longer resist jerking off to this scene—but I don’t think anyone was enjoying it quite as much as Nicole. She looked like she’d been taking two men at once for her whole life.

I was overstimulated now, trembling with the rush of hormones triggered by this depraved sight. I felt light-headed with arousal, dizzy even.

Strangely, on top of everything else, the image of her squirming excitedly and rubbing herself while stuffed at both ends gave me a sense of satisfaction at letting her experience this. Maybe I could try to replicate this with someone else, I thought; I could give her this feeling myself, and experience her shivering against my cock while someone else is also inside her. Maybe Andy would be willing to help out.

She was rocking between them faster now, her fingers dancing over her clit, seemingly the only part of her that was completely within her control: Spencer had a vice grip on her hips and ass and was pounding her from behind, and though she was bouncing her tight little mouth up and down Ross’ cock, he was meeting her face with upward pumps of his own. She surrendered her body more to them with each passing second, and it quickly became clear why.

“Ohmfckingod,” she moaned against the cock in her mouth, and then her hips began to buck, her arm twitched, her knees trembled. She came with their two cocks inside her, wave after wave, still taking a hammering at either end.

It clearly felt good for both of them, having her spasm around them while they thrust into her, because they were beginning to tense up and accelerate.

Suddenly, Nicole gripped Ross’ length and slipped it out of her mouth, and pushed Spencer away until her pussy slid off him. They looked down at her questioningly.

But she languidly twisted in between them, sliding her knees one way and her torso the other, until she had turned herself around and had presented each man with a new hole to fill.

Neither of them was complaining. Ross looked even more fired up as he found himself grasping my wife’s wiggling hips and sliding his cock into her pussy, while Spencer, who had barely been able to control himself when she blew him, watched in awe as she held him in her sultry gaze and licked his straining glans.

Seeing her so casually turning to let the two men swap ends of her body was nearly enough to make me come on the spot. I had to stop jerking my cock and just watch the rest of the spit roast.

Just like earlier, Spencer was already close. He clutched her tightly and got comfortable, ready to blow any second. She still wasn’t willing to let him come so quickly, not while Ross was banging her pussy in pursuit of his own release, and so she slid her tongue down his cock and began to fondle and lick his balls instead, gazing up at him wickedly, savoring his frustration.

Ross was going at a frantic pace, so that she had to steady herself against Spencer to avoid falling away from his crotch. She moaned loudly, distracted from her task, and noticing this he reached between her legs and began to rub her clit as he pounded her.

“You like that? You like being fucked hard in front of your husband?”

“Mmhmm,” she moaned plaintively, sucking on Spencer’s balls and squeezing his shaft in her hand.

“Suck my cock,” Spencer instructed, sensing just how malleable she was right now, as he reached down and grasped her breasts. “Show him how much you love it.”

She instantly pushed up and sank his cock all the way back down her throat, hungrily, rapidly bobbing her head and fist against his length. She was as desperate for him to come now as he was.

As Ross rubbed her clit she emitted involuntary whines, her hips rolling between his fingers and his cock while her head bounced against Spencer’s lap. It was a frenzy of movement, and she was handling it like a pro. I was stunned at this wonderfully whorish performance, not wanting it to end.

But at this level of stimulation, there was no way it could last. Spencer was the first to go, hungrily palming my wife’s breasts as he bellowed and spurted into her mouth once again. Ross followed mere seconds later, bouncing her pussy against his shaft as he blasted wave after wave of his seed into her.

And with the simultaneous onslaught of hot come into her mouth and pussy along with the rapid strokes against her clit, Nicole surrendered herself to the most powerful orgasm I had ever witnessed.

Moaning coarsely against one cock while thumping her pussy down over the other, she quivered between the two men, her skin gleaming with breaking sweat. Her chest, still being mauled by those hands, heaved up and down; her lean stomach and her arching back undulated wildly; her limbs spasmed and fought to stay in place.

And then, completely spent, she collapsed against the couch, and I saw the shimmer of my friends’ come where it leaked at the corners of her lips and down her inner thighs.


CHAPTER SEVEN

The next few days were a heady blur. The hours at work were an agonizing wait to get home and take out my pent-up arousal on Nicole, who was more than willing to take it. Our sex life had never been so intense, and I had never been able to sustain myself at this level. Orgasm after orgasm, and yet my cock would always pop up for more.

I lusted after her constantly. My wife, who had now fucked all of my closest friends.

When the week was out and the kids’ summer camps were over, we no longer had the house to ourselves. We had to drag ourselves back into normality, to put on our Mom and Dad faces, and wait for the nights when we were finally alone. It wasn’t easy, but the wait would always pay off. By the time we were back in our bedroom, it was explosive.

The days turned to weeks. We settled into a pattern, enduring the long wait each day until we could be together again, with only our continuous exchange of filthy text messages to keep ourselves from going completely crazy in the hours between.

Meanwhile, I was in no rush to see the other guys just yet, and it seemed that neither were they. For all three of them, their encounters with Nicole had ended on good terms, and no one had necessarily ruled out more. Maybe that would come down to me and her to initiate. But all I cared about right now was banging my wife at every given opportunity, and that awkward next beer with the other guys could wait.

“Except,” Nicole said one evening after I had said that out loud, “it can’t really wait.”

“What do you mean?”

“Your high school reunion is next month.”

“Oh, jeez. I completely forgot about that.”

“I know you did,” she said, jabbing me in the ribs. “I’ve had to remind you of all of our commitments lately.”

I shook my head and laughed. “You’re to blame for that.”

“I’m still able to function as a human being, so there’s no reason you shouldn’t be, too.”

I rubbed the bridge of my nose and thought about it. “I guess I have to go, don’t I?”

“Of course you do! Twenty years is a biggie. And you should see your friends, you can’t avoid them forever.”

“Well, it isn’t just me who’ll be seeing them. I accepted the plus one, too.”

She smiled, a little mischievous glint in her eyes. “I know that.”

“… Wait. What are you—?”

She shushed me and held a finger to my lips. “Remember what we agreed after that night with Ross and Spencer. I can do whatever I want, now.”

“Yeah, but—”

“No buts. Do you think I’m ever going to do anything crazier than sleep with your three best friends?”

For a second, it sounded reassuring.

But there was something in her tone, in her gaze, that told me that was not a rhetorical question.

She had merely set the bar.

Thank you for reading

I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it! I welcome any feedback via ratings or reviews.

M.
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