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Lyric waltzed into the front room
where her husband was busy watching a football game and sat down
beside him on the couch. She settled into the cushions and waited
for a commercial, knowing better than to interrupt the game, no
matter how exciting her news might be. When the inevitable beer
commercial finally appeared, she took her husband’s face in her
hands and gave him a big kiss.

Rich looked at her, surprised. “Well,
what’s up?”

She wiggled in her seat, her big grin
getting bigger. “It’s something wonderful, but you’ll have to wait
until Friday to find out.”

He looked at her skeptically. That was
four days away, a lot could happen in four days, and Lyric was not
known for formulating reliable plans. There was the time she had
wanted to surprise their neighbor, Mr. Weinstein, with an
extravagant birthday party to celebrate his eightieth year and had,
instead, sent him to the hospital with a heart attack because he
had been so shocked to see twenty people jump out and yell,
“Surprise!”

She saw his look and shook her head.
“Oh, this is nothing bad or dangerous. It has not a hint of the
possibility of a problem.”

He nodded, still not convinced. “So,
nothing like Mr. Weinstein’s eightieth?”

Her face puckered a little and then
brightened again. “No, it’s nothing like that. In fact, this little
surprise is for you. It’s my little gift to your hard work on the
Tillman project.”

The Tillman project had been his baby
at work for more than a month. He was an ad exec, newly promoted,
and it was his first big client. He and his team had slaved over
the best method to peddle an art app, something that, quite
truthfully, had seemed a little ridiculous to all of them, and had
won the company rep over. Just last week, they had gotten word that
the campaign had been given the green light and Rich had been given
a hefty bonus. It had been a great moment for him and he had
celebrated by taking his wife out to a fancy restaurant and buying
her a new diamond drop necklace. Now, it seemed she wanted to
return the favor.

“Rich, you’re looking worried.” She
leaned over just as the commercials were ending and whispered into
his ear. “Don’t.” She gave him another kiss and left him to enjoy
the game in peace.

The rest of the week was increasingly
agonizing for him. Lyric danced around and sang about having a
wonderful surprise, an astounding gift that would leave him
breathless. He tried to ignore her at first, but slowly, the worry
began to seep in. He loved Lyric with all his heart. They had spent
a good five years together and had one great little girl that
looked just as whimsical as her mother, with the long wispy blond
hair and freckled complexion, and he was happy. But, Lyric’s ideas
tended to be half-grown and wild, very unlike the things he handled
or planned. Often, things ended up with unexpected results, like
Mr. Weinstein in the hospital.

Still, there was a seed of excitement
growing in him as well. He knew that, by Friday when he got home
from work, he knew it was then because she had made it clear it
would be an evening surprise, he would be ready to climb the walls.
So, he gave her kisses and prayed that what she had in mind would
be something wonderful that would leave everyone involved safe and
sound at the end.

Thursday night they lay in bed after a
round of sweet and sensuous sex and Lyric had giggled as he held
her in his arms. It wasn’t something guys liked to hear after
love-making, so he spoke to her with a little edge in his voice.
“What is it?”

“I was just thinking about the
surprise for tomorrow and how much you’re going to like it. I mean
if I make you happy, well then.” She had left the thought hanging,
her emphasis on the last two words ringing in his ears, making it
hard for him to get to sleep.

The next morning, he had woken up to
her singing in the shower. It made him smile and he tried to put
all his worries aside and told himself that a woman like Lyric
would never do anything that would cause him trouble. Then he
thought of Mr. Weinstein and the worry lines creased his brow
again.

He went to work and found his thoughts
wandering time and time again. Once, his coworker, Jason, pulled
him aside and asked him what was going on. “Oh, uh, nothing man,
just a late night.” Jason had nodded and given him a look like he
had bedded a bedroom full of wild women. He decided he didn’t have
the fight in him to argue and just smiled slyly in
return.

The drive home he nearly got in an
accident when an old lady pulled out of a gas station into traffic
right in front of him. Granted, the lady was really the one at
fault, but he knew that his reflexes had not been as sharp as they
should be. By the time he pulled up in the driveway, he was feeling
like he was the one who was going to end up with the heart
attack.

He opened the door and everything was
quiet, not even Jolene was there to run and say hi to Daddy. He
walked into the kitchen and set his stuff on the table and grabbed
a beer from the fridge, all without mishap. As he took his first
sips, his nerves began to settle and he laughed at himself for
being such an idiot over his wife’s gift. Then, he heard Lyric call
to him from upstairs and his nerves hit full gear again.

“Hon, is that you? Come on up,
sweetie, we’re waiting for you.” Her voice was full of sugary
excitement, like a kid who is about to spring the world’s best
practical joke on their big brother.

“Um, yeah, baby, I’m home.” Had his
voice just cracked? He downed the rest of his beer and went to the
stairs. He looked up them to see if Lyric was still there, but she
had already disappeared, he assumed, into the bedroom. He started
up.

Then, his steps stopped.
His mind recalled hearing that she had said something about “we.”
What was it she had said? We’re waiting
for you. Oh God, who was waiting? It
wasn’t his birthday. Was it a celebratory party over his promotion
and the success of his first big account? He groaned as he climbed
the stairs, trying to prepare himself for the different scenarios
that ran through his head.

Nothing, though, could have prepared
him for the sight that greeted him when he stepped into their
bedroom. His first thought had been one of relief because the room
was not packed with people waving noisemakers and there was no cake
or balloons in sight. But then he saw what, or rather who was on
their bed and he felt rooted to the spot.

His wife was there, almost naked
except for a little teddy and thong panties which showed visibly
below the hem of the pink teddy. Next to his wife, was her good
friend, Jessica Hunt, and Jessica also had on a teddy, hers in
blue, and thong panties to match. Her thick black hair, such a
dramatic contrast to Lyric’s fine blond, was draped in front of her
face as she leaned down and sucked his wife’s tit, her teddy pushed
up one side to give her access. He could hear the sucking noises
and see her head move slightly as she focused her attention on
Lyric’s breast. Lyric’s mouth was open in a little round “o” and
her eyes were half shut as she looked down at her friend working
her mouth on her.

He was shocked. He was sure Lyric had
never been with another woman before and she seemed so natural in
Jess’ arms now. Rich didn’t know what to do, so he just stood
there. Finally, after what seemed hours, Jess broke away from his
wife and sat up again and the two of them looked over at him and
smiled. Lyric jumped off the bed and ran to his side and stood on
tiptoe to give him a kiss on the cheek. “Hi, honey, surprise.” She
didn’t yell it, just whispered it gently while letting her hands
stroke his chest through his shirt. “This is your gift from me to
you, for all your hard work. Jess agreed to help me put on a show
for you.” Now, she let her hands trail down his arms and led him to
a chair by the bed that had the appearance of being set there
specifically for him to view what would be happening. She gently
sat him down and then unbuttoned his shirt while Jess rolled on the
bed impatiently, looking at Rich slyly with her green eyes flashing
under her heavy lashes.

Lyric finished unbuttoning his shirt
and pulled it off him. “I hope you like it.”

She danced away, her toned legs
showing superbly under the teddy. When she climbed back onto the
bed, he saw her ass flash at him and he felt his cock twitch in his
pants, already getting hard from the moment he saw Jessica with her
mouth on Lyric’s breast.

Lyric got on the bed and this time it
was her lifting Jessica’s teddy, covering her face with the blue
teddy as she moved her mouth down to her heavy round breasts.
Jessica was bigger on top than Lyric, but Rich thought both of them
looked fabulous as he watched them exchange kisses and caresses.
Their hands moved over their bodies, exploring their breasts, the
curve of their toned stomachs, their hips and, finally, between
their legs.

Jessica was the first one to run her
hand between Lyric’s legs and feel the swell of her pussy under the
slim panties. Rich watched his wife gasp and arch her body upward
to press her pussy against Jess’s cupped hand. He felt the thrill
of it as if it were his own body, and his cock pressed painfully
against his pants until he had to shift in his seat to get more
comfortable.

Now, Jessica moved her body down
Lyric’s, rubbing their bodies together and making Lyric squirm.
When she finally lay between Lyric’s legs, her head poised just
above her panties, she turned her head to look at Rich seated off
to the side. She let her eyes travel over his body and stopped
pointedly at his crotch. And then she licked her lips with her pink
tongue. That was the final straw. Rich groaned loudly and lurched
out of the chair, his clumsy hands working at his belt and his
pants as he watched Jessica’s head swivel back around and her mouth
land hot and wet on his wife’s pussy.

Lyric cried out just as his pants slid
to the floor with his underwear following behind. Jessica had now
worked his wife’s underwear down her body and flung them behind
her, not seeming to notice that they hit Rich in the chest. Then,
she put her mouth back on Lyric’s bare pussy and began to thrust
forward, obviously fucking her with her tongue. Lyric groaned and
writhed on the bed, and Rich watched her hands grip the comforter
tightly.

Rich took his cock in his hand and
began stroking as Jessica’s mouth moved more insistently on his
wife. He watched Jessica’s ass from the side as it swayed back and
forth and up and down as her head moved over Lyric. Her ass was
beautiful, round and definitely more than a handful, but taut. He
watched the muscles flex in her ass cheek and stroked
faster.

Then, she stopped again and sat back,
leaving Lyric writhing on the bed, begging for more. She looked at
Rich and waved him forward, a seductive smile on her face. “Come on
over, big man.”

He moved the few steps to the edge of
the bed and, suddenly, his cock was enveloped by Jessica’s sweet
mouth, the head hitting the back of her throat as she buried her
face in his pubic hair. “Oh, Jesus!” He cried out as she moaned
around his shaft and moved her head back and forth and Rich was in
such an ecstasy of feeling that he didn’t even notice that Lyric
had gotten up as well.

Then he felt his wife’s mouth on his
balls, her face fighting for room. Jessica slid up his shaft enough
and the two of them spent the next few minutes licking and sucking
and kissing his cock and his balls. The feeling of two mouths was
overwhelming and he found himself falling forward onto the
bed.

The girls quickly pulled at him to
bring him onto the bed the rest of the way. Lyric climbed on his
chest, while Jessica stayed between his legs. Both of them began
sucking his cock again, Lyric’s heart-shaped ass waving in his face
as she leaned down to put her mouth on him.

Jessica now sat up and moved to
Lyric’s side and pulled her up and off Rich. The two of them rolled
onto the comforter to the side of Rich and began making out again,
with Lyric moving on top of Jessica this time. As she moved between
Jess’s legs and put her mouth on her pussy through the fabric of
her panties, Rich sat up and moved behind her and picked up her
sweet ass from the bed and rubbed at it, making his wife moan
against Jessica’s now uncovered pussy. “Oh God, honey, fuck me,
please fuck me!” She looked briefly behind her, her eyes
pleading.

Rich grabbed her waist and pushed his
hard cock between her pink folds, feeling the wet lips part and
then clench as his cock thrust inside her. “Oh God, oh yes, it
feels so good, so good, baby.” She began slapping her ass back
against him, making her pussy slip back and forth over his
cock.

He started to move faster and Lyric
tried to focus on licking Jess, but soon her head was resting
against Jessica’s thigh and she was panting hard. Jessica slid
carefully out from beneath her and moved behind her to where Rich
was thrusting hard and fast into his wife’s tight pussy, making her
yell and holler with each thrust as she got closer and
closer.

But Jessica stopped him with her hands
on his broad chest, and then she took his cock and slipped it out
of Lyric’s pussy. Leaning down to give him a quick suck, she sat up
and turned her attention to Lyric, pulling her up and positioning
her beneath her, with her head at Jess’ pussy and Jess on all
fours, her ass swaying in the air in front of Rich. Lyric didn’t
waste any time, wrapping her arms around Jessica’s waist and
raising her head to put her mouth on her pussy and her tongue deep
inside her. A small groan escaped Jess’ mouth as she looked at Rich
a final time and then let her head drop onto Lyric’s
pussy.

Rich watched the two women sucking
each other, pulling loud moans and screams from each other, and he
saw Jessica’s ass waving at him. With a silly grin on his face, he
moved behind her and took his cock, wet from their mouths and
Lyric’s pussy, and slid it between her ass cheeks. He moved it up
and down along her crack before pressing it against her very tiny
hole. Her body stilled for an instant before she resumed licking
his wife and in that instant he grabbed her hips hard and thrust
deep, sliding all the way into her resistant little
opening.

She screamed against his wife’s pussy,
her teeth and lips pressing hard against Lyric’s clit as he moved
quickly, fucking her asshole fast and feeling the small opening
relax and let him move deeper. She began moving frantically with
him and his wife’s mouth on her clit made her cry out with the
powerful sensation. In just a few thrusts, or so it seemed to Rich,
Jessica was twisting in his grasp and yelling as her ass clenched
around his cock in a tight undulating grip that brought his own
orgasm to the edge.

Before he could come, Lyric moved out
from underneath Jess, and pulled her friend forward and off Rich.
Then the two of them spun around slipped their faces just
underneath his throbbing cock and he exploded over their upturned
mouths and cheeks and noses and chins. He shuddered violently and
would have dropped forward if the girls hadn’t put their hands on
his thighs and held him up. They moved forward and began to lick
his cock clean of the last drops of cum, sucking on his cock in
turns until he couldn’t handle it anymore and he pushed them back
onto the bed, where he fell between them.

Their loud heavy breathing filled the
room and their chests seemed to heave in unison. Jessica and Lyric
curled up against his sides and ran their hands lightly over his
chest, their fingers brushing each other. Eventually, Jessica sat
up and leaned over Rich to give his wife a kiss on the mouth. Then,
she pulled back and gave Rich a kiss on his stubbly cheek. “Thanks
Rich and Lyric that was wonderful. Rich you really know how to fuck
a girl.” Laughing at Rich’s loss for words, she slid off the bed
and went into the restroom, where they heard the shower start,
water pulsing against the tiles.

Rich closed his eyes, relishing the
feeling of complete relief that enveloped his tired body. Then he
heard Lyric chuckling, and he cracked an eye open to look down at
her. “What?”

“Well,” she said, adjusting herself
onto her side and balancing on her elbow so she could look into his
face, “you were pretty worried that I had planned something
disastrous.”

He began to protest but, as he saw her
smile, he gave it up. “You know your ideas can get a little
crazy.”

She pretended mock offense. “Oh, like
this one wasn’t?”

He shook his head and pulled her down
into his arms. “No, no, honey,” he kissed the top of her head,
“this is the type of crazy I like. This is good crazy.”

“Well, then, I’m glad I didn’t set up
the camera, you might have changed your mind.”

He reviewed the last hour or so and
was able to answer her without hesitation. “Honey, I think I like
your kind of crazy, no matter what it involves.”

“Good, because next week is Mrs.
Feeney’s ninety-second birthday and – “

His arms hugged her close. “Okay, let
me amend that. I like the kind of crazy that involves
sex.”

She giggled. “Well, Mrs. Feeney is
quite attractive for her age. I hear she still has almost all her
own teeth.”

Rich picked his wife up and brought
her mouth to his. “Enough. Thank you for my gift. My
once-in-a-lifetime gift.”

Jessica emerged from the restroom to
find her friends laughing so hard they almost crying. She smiled
and said, “Well I was about to head home, but since we’re all still
having a great time…” She pulled her shirt off, and Lyric
giggled.

“Maybe a whole lot more than once in a
lifetime, baby!”
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They had been talking it about almost
from the day they were married. Having another person join them
sexually was more Sharon’s idea than Ty’s, but he certainly didn’t
say no to the thought. Still, as their seventh anniversary
approached, they were no nearer to fulfilling the dream than they
had been on their honeymoon.

Sharon was frustrated. She realized it
when she woke up on the morning of their anniversary and began
picking up discarded clothing to put them in the hamper. She went
downstairs to start breakfast for Ty and Jeremy, their little boy,
and thought about all their racy talk when they were first
married.

One of the things they had considered
was having Sharon pick up some stranger in a bar and then take him
to his car and fuck him while Ty watched from their own car, which,
of course would have to be ideally situated, but she didn’t think
it would be too hard to arrange. Hell, he could just move the damn
car when he saw her step out with whoever she had chosen as her
partner.

The smell of burning eggs brought her
out of the naughty zone and back into the domestic circle. As she
flipped the eggs and got some ham cooking, her mind again wandered
and her body began reacting. Her sex life with Ty had always been
good, they were both rather adventurous in the bedroom, but they
had met young and married soon and she had never really experienced
sex with any other man. Oh, there had been some feel-ups in high
school, but Ty had been it for the real deal.

She had always had an active fantasy
life, and she knew Ty did too. She knew because of the many stories
they had told each other while getting busy in the bedroom. They
also had no trouble imagining what different neighbors and
acquaintances and coworkers would be like in the sack. So, she had
no idea why they hadn’t taken that final step and invited someone
into their sex life.

Well, today was the day she was
determined to make it happen. She quickly partitioned breakfast
onto three plates and then grabbed the phone to call the babysitter
and make sure she would be there at the appointed time. They had
been planning on going out to dinner anyway, it wouldn’t be much to
alter that and go to a club instead.

She ran upstairs and quickly shook
Jeremy awake and scooted his little five year old butt down the
stairs in the direction of breakfast. She loved her little man
because he was such a clone of Ty, with his blond hair and green
eyes and little chin and dimples. She smiled after him until he
reached the stairs and then ran into her bedroom and jumped onto
the bed, kissing and hugging her husband until he was
awake.

“Good morning, sweetie. Hurry up and
come eat breakfast. I have some big news for you.”

Ty’s green eyes opened wide and he
stared at her toned flat stomach. “You’re pregnant?”

She laughed and shook her head while
pulling on his arm and moving him off the bed. “No, you sleepy
idiot, I’m not pregnant.”

He stretched and stood and walked to
the bathroom. “What then?”

She sighed. “I’m not going to yell it
through the bathroom door.”

The door opened. “Fine. Tell me
now.”

She smiled mischievously. “No, after
breakfast, but hurry up, let’s get down there so our son doesn’t
have to eat like a latch-key kid.”

They made their way down the stairs
and into the kitchen, Ty trying unsuccessfully the whole way, to
get Sharon to tell him what was going on.

When they had finished breakfast and
cleared the dishes and gotten Jeremy back upstairs to pick out some
toys to take to the sitter’s, Ty cornered his wife and made her
tell him the secret she had kept from him all morning. “Well, I was
thinking that for your anniversary present, I was going to finally
find a guy and fuck him while you watched.” She rushed the last bit
and her voice trailed off in a high pitch that made her sound
girlish.

Ty leaned back for a moment and didn’t
say anything, just stared at his wife while his mind seemed to be
trying to latch on to what she just said. She put a hand on his arm
and smiled. “Honey, we talked about it a lot, but it doesn’t mean
that it has to happen. I just thought it might be something
different and exciting that would let us celebrate our anniversary
in a meaningful way.”

He finally took her in his arms and
kissed the top of her head. “Honey, I think it’s the best idea
you’ve had all year.”

She laughed and slapped at his arm
playfully. “I’ve had a few others that were pretty good, too, like
the underwater sex toys we used in the Jacuzzi and the handcuffs
and . . .”

He stopped her fake protest with a
kiss. “Sweetheart, all your ideas are the best. Now, go get ready
and I’ll get Jeremy together.”

***

A few hours later, they had dropped
Jeremy off with the sitter and were sitting in a coffee shop
Googling night spots. They decided on a new club that seemed to be
a popular choice with the local college crowd. “Wow, do you think
you can snag one of those babies?” Ty teased his wife.

“I’m no cougar, honey.” She played at
being offended, but she knew she was far from being some old lady
trying to hit on a pimply teenager. She had only just turned
twenty-seven, a far cry from getting an AARP card.

“I know, baby. Well, we might as well
go shopping and get you an outfit for tonight.” He smiled as she
squealed. Shopping had been the magic word.

They spent quite a few
hours trolling the different boutiques downtown, Sharon seeming to
consider every piece of clothing in every store. Ty just kept
thinking of what the night would bring as he stood holding his
wife’s purse and giving nothing but positive reviews of everything
she tried on. At one point, she had huffed, “You say
good to everything.
There must be something you like better than the
others.”

He shrugged. “What can I say, you look
stunning in all of it. This has to be your call.”

She did finally settle on a gold mini
that sparkled as she moved and high heels that seemed to push her
ass up into the stratosphere. Then, she topped it off with a sheer
blouse and something really wild. “What do you think of these?” She
held up a package that had two golden nipple pasties in
them.

Ty looked at them and wasn’t sure what
to say. He just grinned and nodded. She smiled and threw them in
with the rest of the outfit and they made their way to the car,
arms loaded down with shopping bags because, of course, she hadn’t
only shopped for the night. It was her anniversary, after
all.

They got home and Sharon showered and
powdered and pampered herself. She got dressed and smiled at her
reflection in the mirror. She did look hot and, she thought, it
would be the right kind of hot to attract a college guy on the
prowl. She had piled her strawberry blond hair up on her head, with
just a few strays artfully deployed to frame her narrow face and
high cheekbones. She didn't bother with anything too heavy make-up
wise because she thought her light freckles and big blue eyes would
give her an air of innocence that would be a good complement to her
outfit.

The outfit itself was something that,
when she marched downstairs and twirled in front of Ty while in it,
made him gasp and then pull her close. “You know, we don’t have to
go anywhere. We can stay right here and I can rip these off you
instead of some young hot stud.”

She laughed and pushed him away.
“Well, I think I’m ready to go. Get the car Jeeves.”

They drove for the hour it took to get
there and then parked a little ways out so Ty could keep a clear
view of the whole parking lot and the entrance to the club. He gave
Sharon a big kiss, on the cheek because she didn’t want him to
smear her lipstick, and sat back as he watched his wife head out in
pursuit of their extracurricular fun.

It was almost an hour and a half
before Sharon appeared again and he had just been ready to go in
and get her himself. Now, though, she came walking out of the club
with a gangly young guy with dark longish hair hanging in his face.
He had an air of Goth about his clothing, but he was acting
anything but moody. Several times while they made their way to his
car, the Goth guy grabbed Sharon around the waist and pulled her in
for a kiss. It made Ty feel slightly strange watching another man
kiss his wife, but he couldn’t deny it also turned him on like
crazy.

As they reached the car, an old
beat-up Toyota, Ty started his car and began driving over to a spot
right alongside it. By the time he parked again, his wife and Goth
guy had disappeared inside and were making out in the front seat
like a couple of high school kids. Soon, Sharon’s blouse was off
and the Goth guy had taken one of the pasties and stuck it to the
window so he could put his mouth on Sharon’s tit.

Watching Sharon’s head go
back and her mouth open silently in an “o” of excitement as the guy
sucked her nipple made Ty have an instant hard-on. He watched as
Sharon wiggled around in the car and then she seemed to slink down
and disappear from view. Suddenly, he saw her head start bobbing up
and down and the guy’s head go back against the car seat as his
mouth muttered what Ty imagined were many Oh, fuck’s and Fuck, yeah’s.

Ty’s view wasn’t perfect, but he got
enough of a picture that he was able to fill in the missing
moments. Sharon’s head bobbed for a while and eventually, began to
move faster, but then, she suddenly stopped and got back up and
began wiggling around, apparently working her way out of her
panties and lifting her skirt. When she was ready, she turned
around and got on all fours, the Goth guy getting on the other seat
to be behind her. Then, she put her face and her hands on the front
driver’s side window and Ty watched as she got repeatedly rammed up
against the lightly tinted glass. Her lipstick got smeared all over
the glass as her open mouth slid along it with each
thrust.

Ty reached down and undid his own
pants, feeling the pain of his erection as it pushed to be freed.
The moment it was, Ty moaned and spitting into his hand, grabbed
his shaft and began stroking it while he watched his wife getting
slammed over and over into the window. Her eyes found his through
the darkness and she seemed to blow him a kiss before one very
powerful thrust made her open her mouth in a silent scream and put
her hands up higher to strengthen their hold and keep her from
being jammed against the glass too harshly.

He kept watching as his wife began to
frantically mouth something over and over, arching her back against
the guy behind her and, then, Suddenly she sat up and her tits
pressed against the glass and her taut stomach rippled. Ty’s hand
moved faster on his hard throbbing shaft, his breathing becoming
ragged as he saw Sharon’s hands slip down the glass again and her
flushed face came into view.

Then, the guy seemed to grab Sharon
and turn her around, sliding her from Ty’s view. All Ty could make
out were his wife’s legs up on the guy’s chest as the guy leaned
forward and his body bounced up and down. Ty assumed the guy was
fucking his wife hard and the little he was seeing was tantalizing
enough that he soon felt his cock pulse in his hand and he came
just as the kid thrust forward into his wife and then collapsed
from view.

Moments later, his wife emerged from
the car, a little disheveled but radiant. The guy got out too,
smiling a big goofy grin and trying to convince Sharon to come back
inside with him. She shook her head, though, and gave him a quick
kiss on the cheek and sent him on his way.

Walking over to the car and Ty, she
saw his hungry expression and hurried over. After she had settled
herself and buckled the seat belt, she patted his leg casually and
looked over at him. “Well, sweetie, let’s get you home, shall
we?”

Ty drove over the speed limit the
whole way back and the moment the car hit the driveway, he had
turned it off and was pulling Sharon toward the house. They tumbled
inside and made their way to the stairs, tripping over each other’s
feet as they kissed and groped each other, peeling off clothes and
leaving them in a trail like Hansel and Gretel.

Once inside the bedroom, they feel
onto the bed and Ty climbed on top of her, kissing his way down her
body as she writhed on the comforter. When he got between her legs,
though, he stopped and looked up at her. “You know, I couldn’t see
very well from the car.”

She looked at him with lust-glazed
eyes. “What?”

“I didn’t see all that went on because
it was too hard to see from where I was in our car. I want you to
tell me everything that happened.”

She giggled and tried to push his face
down, but he dodged her hands and scooted up to her breasts,
resting his chin directly between them. “I want you to tell me the
story of what happened tonight.”

She heard the rawness in his voice and
felt it echo in her body. Her eyes looked at him dreamily.
“Okay.”

“When we got to the car, he didn’t
waste any time, he just ripped off my blouse and took off my
pasties and put my nipple in his mouth and sucked. His mouth was so
warm and the feel of his tongue as it stroked me made my pussy
begin to ache and throb.” Ty began to move back down her body.
“Then, he took his mouth off me and I decided to return the favor
and my hands moved to his pants to unzip them. It wasn’t easy
because there wasn’t a lot of room, but I wiggled around and
managed to free his cock. It was big and thick and I knew I just
had to have it in my mouth, so I slipped down into the wheel well
and buried my face in his crotch.”

Suddenly, Sharon let out a squeal as
Ty’s tongue found her clit and began to lick and suck it, moving
his tongue over it softly. He stopped though, when she hadn’t
resumed her narrative. “Keep going.”

Sharon shuddered, her need for his
tongue a powerful ache deep in her pussy. She focused and started
talking again. “Well, it wasn’t easy or very comfortable down there
giving him head, but as my mouth slid up and down his thick cock, I
felt such an amazing thrill in my pussy. It was like each time his
cock hit the back of my throat, an electric thrill traveled
straight to my clit. Finally, I couldn’t stand it anymore and I got
up.”

Ty’s head filled with the image of his
wife appearing in the window again, her breasts pushed against the
window. He licked her clit and pushed into her folds with his
tongue as he thought of her face forming that orgasmic “o” in the
glass.

“Well, he went behind me and grabbed
my hips with his strong hands and I wiggled my ass because I needed
to feel him inside me and then I looked up and saw you in our car
staring at me and that’s when his dick shoved inside and stretched
my pussy wide.”

Ty groaned, his mouth pushed hard on
her pussy, and she moaned in return. Her breathing was getting
harsher, but she continued with her story in short, breathy pieces.
“Then, he began to fuck me hard, shoving me up against the glass. I
felt his fingers slip underneath me and . . .and . . .and I! Oh,
fuck, honey!” Suddenly, Sharon’s body convulsed and Ty knew she was
coming. He jumped up and rammed his cock deep inside her, feeling
her pussy grip him over and over as he moved on top of
her.

She tried to keep talking, but it just
became nonsensical and, eventually, Ty just kissed her and let his
mouth quiet her as his cock kept shoving in faster and faster,
making her wiggle beneath him. His own head was finishing the story
now as he saw the kid pounding his wife and then coming and
thrusting deep, pushing her against the glass for him to clearly
see her expression of ecstasy.

Ty cried out and thrust forward hard
and his cock released deep inside her, his semen filling her. He
heard her yell as her pussy clenched hard around his spurting shaft
and he knew her orgasm was hitting her again. Finally, he collapsed
to the side and weakly pulled her into his arms, feeling her
breathing join his as their chests heaved hard and they tried to
calm themselves down.

An hour later, their eyes closed and
their breathing slower, they curled closer and pulled the blankets
over their naked bodies. Ty gave his wife a gentle kiss on the ear.
“That was a wonderful anniversary, baby. Thank you.”

She smiled and pressed her ass against
him. “And thank you, sweetie. Now, what are we going to do for next
year?”
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Chelsea was not happy when she saw the
charge on the credit card bill. Two thousand dollars for a video
camera? My God, they were both still starving college students.
What the hell did he think he was doing? Chelsea put the bill on
the table and began pacing in the tiny kitchen of their apartment,
trying to figure out how she was going to broach the subject with
Mike.

She was still getting to know Mike in
a lot of ways. They had only been married a year and there were
suddenly, now that they were living together full time as man and
wife, things that bothered her that she hadn’t even noticed when
they had been dating, like the fact that he talked in his sleep. A
lot. There was also his annoying habit of insisting that the toilet
seat lid remain down when not in use or his penchant for leaving
something wherever he felt like it when he was done with it. All of
this, though, was nothing in comparison to his habit of buying
something, usually a large ticket item, like the tv, without even
bothering to tell her and then the bill would arrive and she would
have to ask about it and he would get defensive because, hell, he
was working too, and the whole thing would spiral out of control
and he would end up on the couch and she would end up with a pint
of ice cream in the bed listening to Air Supply.

Chelsea took the bill in her hand
again and thought, maybe, there was a way they could deal with the
extra expense without her saying anything. It was on a credit card,
which meant reasonable payments, but, and here she sighed again,
reasonable was going to fly out of the window if he kept insisting
on spending like this. She got up, leaving the offensive paper on
the table and poured herself a drink. Nothing alcoholic, she was
just becoming parched even thinking about the fight ahead of them.
Well, she would let it lie for now, because tonight was their
anniversary and she wasn’t going to ruin it with an argument about
money.

In fact, she needed to start getting
ready. Mike had said he had something special planned and he wanted
to get going right after work. She was pretty sure that was his
coded way of telling her that if she needed five hours to get
ready, then she better take it early enough that she would be ready
when he got there. She laughed. She had to admit that not only Mike
had annoying habits that his partner had to deal with. She had
been, from their first date three years ago, notoriously late for
everything. But she always reminded him that if he wanted the hot
gal he fell in love with, he had to give her time to make herself
hot. He would always grin at her like a wolf and then agree to let
her have extra time, but she didn’t want to push it today. He had
seemed extra excited about what he had planned.

She went to their room and got
undressed. She walked into the restroom and started the tub,
putting in some bubbles because she knew she needed the tension
relief. As the steam filled the bathroom, she turned to watch her
image in the mirror. She had been such a geeky kid, all legs and
teeth and big eyes, she always expected to see that girl return.
But she was happy when she saw that she hadn’t reverted to her high
school days.

Chelsea looked at her tall five foot
ten inch frame and admired the gentle curves that had replaced the
straight as a board thinness of her childhood. She still had the
long legs, but now they were toned and were topped by a lovely
heart-shaped ass that offered just enough to make her jeans happy.
Her torso was also long and her breasts, well, she felt they were
her best asset. They were full, but not so overpowering that they
seemed wrong with the whole. When she was younger, they had seemed
like two giant balloons stuck to a wall. She didn’t know what to do
with them and it wasn’t like many boys had asked her to try. In
fact, it was Mike that had first made her feel comfortable with
herself. She smiled when she thought about his lousy pick up line.
It had been so trite, but his charm had been real and she had felt
flattered that he had even noticed her.

She smiled into the mirror and shook
her long wavy red hair. That’s right, she had also been a redhead,
with the freckles to match, but the freckles were faded and her
hair had deepened to a lovely auburn that went so well with her
striking green eyes and her creamy complexion. Mike called it her
sun burnt complexion, since she practically had to make herself a
ghost with all the suntan lotion before she could tolerate the sun
and not get burnt. She sighed and then, suddenly, she realized that
the tub was still running and ran to shut off the tap before it
flooded the whole place. Just what they would need on top of a
large credit card bill, a fee for clean-up after she damaged the
apartment below theirs. She turned the knobs to stop the flow and
slipped into the water and made her mind stop turning in circles,
at least for the moment.

By the time Mike showed up, Chelsea
was ready for whatever he had in store for her. She wore a nice
classic little black dress with some nice silver jewelry as
accents. She had gone a little more daring on her make-up, though,
choosing metallic shades of gold and green for her eyes and an
almost gold for her lips. She thought he’d be pleased to show up
anywhere with her. She had decided to just let the thing with the
video camera go and enjoy the night with her man.

“Hey, starshine, you are beautiful
tonight.” Mike walked into their house and dropped his stuff on the
floor to twirl her in his arms.

“So, what’s the big special date?
Where are we going?”

He closed his grey eyes and shook his
head, refusing to give up any information. “No, you’ll just have to
trust me. I will tell you that I am taking you to dinner at
Corsica’s.”

She squealed in delight. She had
determined that money was no object right now and Corsica’s was
definitely the right place for that kind of thinking. “Oh my God,
Mike, that sounds amazing. You have to have reservations like weeks
in advance for that place.”

He nodded. “Yes, you do, unless you’re
me.” He smiled mysteriously and took her hand. “Come on or we’ll be
late.”

“Don’t you want to change or
anything?”

“What, I don’t look good enough for
you?” He teased.

“No, you always look great, you know
that.” She rushed to the kitchen to grab her purse off the counter
and then they were out the door.

Dinner was as glorious as she imagined
it would be and they laughed and talked all through the meal.
Chelsea thought nothing had ever felt more perfect in all her
life.

Then, Mike stood up, patting his
stomach, which was as lean and toned as could be, but which he was
pretending was now stuffed. “Well, that was astounding. Is my lady
ready to go?”

Chelsea stood up and took his hand,
her heart beating as fast as it had on their first date. “She
is.”

They left the restaurant and drove for
an hour to a beautiful little bed and breakfast. When Mike got out
of the car and walked around to open her door, she noted how
peaceful everything seemed. “Yeah,” he took her arm and escorted
her to the door, “I may have arranged for us to have the place to
ourselves for tonight.”

She looked over at him, stunned. What
in the world? “Has a rich uncle died or something?”

He chuckled as he pulled a key from
his wallet and opened the door onto a quaint little sitting room.
“Well, something. Something.” His voice trailed away as his arms
wrapped around her and he kissed her softly on the lips. “Come on,
our room assignment is on the door.”

They had fun walking down
the hallway and reading the different names on the doors.
The Oriole. The Mockingbird. The Blue Jay.
They saw their name on the room marked
The Cardinal. Mike
mumbled something about that being an appropriate name.

“What?” She looked at him
quizzically.

“I said, get in here my ravishing
beauty.” He pulled her inside and slammed the door.

They had been making out for about a
half hour when the knock came on the door. Chelsea jumped and
instinctively tried to cover herself, now that she was only in her
panties. Mike gave her a strange look and jumped up to get the
door. There was a quick muffled conversation and then Mike let
someone in.

Chelsea was shocked to see it was
Mike’s friend, Kyle. She grabbed the blankets around her more
tightly. “Is there something, um, wrong? Do you need something
Kyle?” She kept looking back and forth between the two, trying to
figure out what was going on.

Mike Sat by her on the bed. “Nothing’s
wrong, sweetheart, everything’s right.” He leaned into her and gave
her a deep kiss and, for a moment, she forgot that Kyle was even
there.

Then, she felt another person settle
on the bed on the other side and she felt hands on her shoulders.
She pulled away from Mike and turned to see Kyle completely naked
and kneeling behind her on the bed. She turned back to ask Mike
what the hell was going on, but he was gone from her side. She
looked around the room, panicked.

“Don’t worry, Chelsea, you’re gonna
love every minute. Now, come here.” He pulled her back to lie on
the bed, the sheet slipping down to her waist and her breasts full
and firm, settling like two perfect hills. Her breathing was rapid
and her eyes were still darting everywhere as he leaned over her,
his muscled chest pressing down on her breasts and kissed
her.

His lips were soft and as the kiss
continued, she felt herself begin to respond. Without realizing it,
her legs had begun to scissor on the comforter and she leaned into
him, feeling his hands slide along her arms and then her back until
one hand cupped her ass cheek and squeezed it gently. She drew in
her breath as she felt sensation heighten in her body, felt her
nipples harden as his chest moved over them.

He broke away from their kiss and
moved his head to her breast even as his hand moved from her ass
and slipped between her legs to cup her pussy. The warmth of his
palm on her mound made her moan and she moved her hips up to push
against it. He sucked on her nipple harder until she cried out and
pushed his head back, but he simply moved to her other breast,
making her gasp again as the feeling traveled through her and
centered at her clit.

Now, his fingers parted her sweet
folds, slipping inside and stroking her clit before moving them
down and inside her deeply. Groaned, her hands coming up to grasp
at his head at her breast and pulled him hard against her as she
arched her back and pushed his fingers deeper, letting him explore
until he found her sweet spot. He took his head away from her
breast and began moving his fingers rapidly, making her body
respond hard and fast with an orgasm that roared up and shook her
as it coursed through her.

Then, he was on top of her completely,
his body pressing all along hers and his hips moving above hers.
She felt his cock slip inside her and her body spasmed again as her
orgasm regained strength. His cock was not as thick as Mike’s, but
it was long and slightly curved and stroked her inside in a way
that kept her orgasm going. Her mind focused on the thought of how
different Mike felt inside her and then she realized that she
didn’t know where Mike was.

She opened her eyes and tried to look
over Kyle’s shoulder as he thrust into her, and she suddenly saw
the light and lens of the camera pointed in their direction, and
behind it stood Mike, his dick in one hand and his other hand
resting on the camera on the tripod.

She gasped and Kyle reacted as if it
were him that had made her make noise. He began to move faster on
top of her, pulling her legs up to drape over his arms so that her
ass was raised from the bed and she felt him deeper than ever. She
tried to stay focused on her husband and the camera, tried to see
what he was doing, but her body pulled her back to Kyle as he moved
inside her.

She gave up as her body shook with
another orgasm, Kyle’s cock stroking her sweet spot over and over
and sending ripples of pleasure through her. Her arms gripped
around his chest and she pushed up against him, feeling now his own
urgency, knowing he was close. Mike stepped away from the camera
for a moment and then went back to apparently adjust something and
she lost track of him again as Kyle began groaning loudly. “Oh
fuck, yeah, oh God, oh fuck, oh fuuuccckk!”

Suddenly, Kyle had pulled out and spun
her around and brought her face up to take his spurting cock into
her mouth. He shoved deep and she felt his long shaft push down her
throat even as it filled it with semen. She struggled to catch her
breath and finally, swallowed, gulping down the salty load from her
husband’s friend. Kyle pulled out slowly and then bent down and
kissed her cum-smeared lips before getting off the bed and walking
over to Mike by the camera. She watched them have a quick
discussion and then Kyle moved over to a chair in a corner and
gathered up his clothing and left. She watched his naked ass as the
door closed behind it and felt her pussy clench in response. She
sighed and fell back on the bed, trying to wrap her head around
what had just happened.

Then, Mike was there, stroking her
hair, talking to her. “Honey, I know this is a shock, but I want
you to know that I did everything for us. It wasn’t something I
even considered until Kyle approached me after Alan’s party and put
the idea to me.”

She remembered the party he was
talking about. It had been a birthday party for a college friend of
theirs and they had ended the night pretty wasted, though Mike had
been much farther gone than she had been. Yes, a night to remember,
apparently for more than she remembered it for.

“Chelsea,” his hands continued to
touch her lightly, bringing up sensation in every nerve, “I just
want so much to give you everything and we never have the money for
it and – “

“Wait, did Kyle pay you for tonight?”
Mike shook his head sheepishly. “How much?”

“Five thousand dollars.”

Suddenly, the two thousand dollars for
the camera seemed like nothing, and now she understood how Mike had
managed to get them into Corsica’s and how he had arranged for the
bed and breakfast. “And how much is left?”

“Well, about enough for a really good
meal at McDonald’s.”

She looked at him a moment longer and
then started laughing. She couldn’t stop. It was all so unreal. She
had just had sex, on camera, with Mike’s friend and had unknowingly
been paid for it. More than that, it had gotten them a camera, a
fancy dinner and a night in a bed and breakfast. That was it. Mike
smiled and moved closer. “So, you’re okay?”

“Hell no, you’re the worst businessman
ever.” Mike’s smile wavered and she leaned up to give him a kiss.
“But the whole experience has made me hot as hell. Is the camera
still rolling?”

“Yes, but I can turn it
off.”

She shook her head and pulled him down
on top of her. “No way. That tape is going to make us rich. Now,
shut up and fuck me.”

The camera caught every
move.
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“Oh, you think I can’t make this shot?
Why, because I’m drunk or because I’m female?” I looked at my
husband, Richard’s, close friend, Alex, and pretended to
pout.

“No, no, that’s not it at all. I just
think it’s a tough shot no matter what.” He was slushing his words
slightly after a long night of drinking that had started with beers
and was ending with harder stuff.

The dinner had been planned for about
two weeks, ever since Richard had told me that Alex’s prissy second
wife, Ellie, had left with their young son to go live with her
mother. I had immediately suggested to Richard that we have Alex
over for dinner. “You don’t want your friend stuck moping at home
like the last time.”

Richard had nodded, remembering, I’m
sure, how he had had to dig Alex out of mounds of pizza boxes, beer
cans and dirty underwear to rescue him from the dissolution of his
first marriage. That had been eight years ago. Now, here we were
again.

I didn’t really mind. For as long as
I’d been with Richard, a very contented twelve years, I’d known his
friend, Alex. I have to admit that Alex was an eye-catcher. He was
tall, with broad shoulders and a long, muscled torso that screamed
football player. Which was very funny when you found out that Alex
actually played soccer in high school and college. He also had the
dark, brooding looks of the angtsy Hollywood star with dark hair
falling artfully into his dark hazel eyes. He had always been the
more serious of the two friends and so it always seemed weird to me
that his marriages fizzled.

Whatever, it didn’t bother me. I liked
having Alex around. When he was around, Richard became wilder and
more adventurous. Tonight seemed like it would be no exception. Of
course, I have to admit that I was helping with things in that
direction. My chosen attire for the night was my slinky little blue
mini that hugged my curves, barely covered my ass and pushed my C
cups up and together to give me cleavage even Dolly Parton might
have stared at. When Richard had seen my outfit, he had smirked and
said I must be planning a different kind of evening than he was. I
denied it but, of course, he was right.

As I leaned over the pool table now, I
made sure that ample cleavage was directly in Alex’s inebriated
line of sight. I pressed my breasts lightly against the edge of the
table to make my dress open even more at the top. I knew my ass was
facing Richard at the same time and I gave it a little shake.
“Okay, watch how it’s done.” I moved my cue and watched my ball
roll into the intended pocket. I stood back up and blew at the top
of the stick with a long sigh.

Richard and Alex both laughed and
high-fived me. I quickly went and re-poured the drinks. I knew it
wouldn’t be long for the fun to begin.

Being the most sober of the group, I
easily won the game. Alex quickly demanded a rematch and we got the
game going with me doing the break. As I leaned forward, I could
sense Richard’s eyes on me. I gave him a wink, but he didn’t
notice. I shifted and moved so that my dress would ride up my
thighs even more than it was. Alex was now right behind me and I
could almost feel his hands on my ass.

When I stood up, I bumped into Alex.
“Oh God, sorry. I didn’t know you were right there.”

Alex gave me a little smile and put a
hand on my shoulder. “It’s okay, Cyn, I can handle it.”

I’m sure you can.
I let my eyes roam over his lanky
body. Yes, indeed.

Suddenly, Richard was beside me and he
pulled me tightly to him for a crushing kiss, sliding his tongue
into my mouth and running his hands down my back to cup my ass. I
could feel Alex’s heavy breathing right next to us and wrapped my
arms around Richard to press even more tightly against him,
standing on tiptoe to rub myself against his crotch.

Richard pulled away and before I knew
what was happening, Alex was stepping into his place and putting
his own sweet mouth on mine. Richard only laughed. “She’s
wonderful, isn’t she, Alex?” He rubbed his hands over my ass and
down the back of my legs while Alex kept his mouth pressed on
me.

I felt an incredible thrill race
through my body as I stood sandwiched between my husband and his
friend. I pulled away from Alex and immediately, while Alex still
had his arms wrapped around my waist, Richard pulled me back and
put his face between my breasts, kissing and licking.

When he stopped and pushed me back up,
he smiled. “You know, Alex, I think I’d like to fuck my wife, if
you don’t mind.”

Alex started to awkwardly pull away,
confusion showing in his drunken eyes. Richard laughed. “No, man, I
meant, I’d like for us to fuck my wife.”

I knew at that moment they were both
fairly far gone. I also knew all my fantasies were about to come
true.

Richard quickly pulled down my dress,
allowing my breasts to finally fall free. Alex hesitated only a
moment before he leaned down and took a nipple in his mouth,
sucking roughly, his tongue rasping against it and hardening it to
a throbbing point.

Richard reached around to tweak my
other nipple, causing me to gasp with the pain of it. He kissed and
sucked at my neck as he moved his hand downward, stopping between
my legs to rub his hand harshly against my already wet
panties.

Alex stood up now and took a step
back. I thought maybe he was rethinking things, until I saw him
reach for his belt. His hands shook as he undid the buckle and
unzipped his pants, watching the whole time as Richard mauled my
neck and rubbed my pussy.

Now, I pulled from Richard’s grasp to
fall in front of Alex and yank his underwear down to join his pants
around his ankles. When I saw his cock, I smiled. He was huge, not
as thick as Richard, but long and slightly curving. My pussy
twinged when I thought of how good he would feel inside me. I
decided to move things as fast as possible and opened my mouth
wide, taking his cock as deeply into my mouth as I could. I heard
Alex gasp as my throat opened up and my lips touched the base of
his huge shaft.

Richard had not been idle behind me. I
had heard his pants being unzipped and now, his thick cock appeared
beside my cheek, demanding some attention. I pulled off of Alex,
leaving a trail of saliva, and took Richard into my mouth. After
sucking him hard, I began to alternate between the two, getting
both of them hard and wet.

Alex was the next one to change things
up. Grabbing me by the shoulders, he steered me to the pool table
and, lifting me up onto the edge, pushed me back on the felt top.
His fingers clumsily pulled my panties down and I watched him fling
them away. I didn’t see past that because Alex quickly spread my
legs and buried his face in my shaved pussy, prodding deeply with
his tongue and making me fall back to the table with a groan. My
hands moved along the felt as my body writhed under Alex’s mouth,
pool balls rolling as I knocked them with my hands.

Richard came to the side and watched
his friend lick me, holding his dick in his hand, keeping it hard.
Alex stood and, together with my husband, pulled me up and off the
table. Alex spun me around and bent me over the edge of the table
the moment my toes touched the floor. With his hands on my ass
lifting me even higher, Alex pressed his cock against my wet folds
and thrust.

My body shook as that huge cock
entered me from behind. The slight curve in it made it rub against
the walls of my cunt and made me shiver with the sensation. I was
trying desperately to gain a handhold on the felt of the table to
steady myself, but there was really nothing to grab and I continued
to shift harshly back and forth.

I heard a commotion from the other
side of the table and lifted my head to see Richard climbing onto
the table. I already had my mouth hanging open with Alex thrusting
in my pussy like he was, but seeing Richard suddenly in front of me
was a shock. Suddenly, my mouth was as full of cock as my pussy and
the hard thrusting of both men was practically folding my body in
half.

Alex pulled out just before I lost it
completely and Richard pulled out as well. I wasn’t empty for long,
though. Scooting to the edge of the table, Richard signaled Alex to
help him maneuver me on top of him. Richard and I had often used
this position, with my back to him and sitting on him, but he had a
surprise in store for me. As I positioned myself above him, he
grabbed my waist and brought my ass down on his cock. I cried out
as his huge shaft pushed into my tiny puckered opening.

The pain was incredible but Alex
leaned forward and licked my clit a few times, making my pussy
clench and sending chills through my body as I instantly got close
to coming. Suddenly, the pain of having Richard in my ass was
translated to an incredible need to have my pussy filled. I moaned
loudly and reached forward to pull Alex to his feet. “Fuck my
pussy, Alex!” I growled at him.

His breathing came faster as he moved
up and felt me grab his cock to guide it into my wet cunt. As the
head of his cock pressed against my wet folds, I let go and felt
him thrust deep, rubbing up against my husband’s cock in my ass and
making fuller than I’d ever been before.

With just a few thrusts, my body
exploded into powerful orgasm, throwing me forward into Alex’s
muscled chest as I screamed in rhythm to the spasms that were
clenching both my pussy and my ass tighter. I could hear Richard
behind me grunting and then I felt his cock throb as it released
his warm semen deep inside my ass. A few strokes after that, Alex
was also coming, pushing deep into my pussy as he filled me with
his own semen. The feeling of the two cocks throbbing together
inside me sent another round of spasms through me and I rocked back
and forth on their cocks until I couldn’t stand it
anymore.

Slowly, we disentangled ourselves and
slipped to the floor in a heap of exhausted bodies. I could feel my
husband’s and Alex’s breathing slowing as I lay between them. My
eyes closed and I drifted off, still feeling tiny ripples of my
orgasm roll through me.

Eventually, we began to stir. Richard
was the first one to pull away, stand up and begin dressing. Alex
and I soon followed. It was still dark outside, but I knew it was
early morning and soon it would be light. Once dressed, I went to
the kitchen to get a snack and a small drink to take the sting off
the night.

When I returned, I found that Alex and
Richard had set up the pool table again, with the balls racked and
ready for the break. I set the tray of food and drinks down on a
side table and looked at the two men, who were giggling and
elbowing each other like schoolboys. “Okay, what are you two up
to?”

Alex shrugged and looked at Richard.
Richard smiled and came over to take me into his arms and give me a
hug. When he pulled back, I saw the sly look in his eyes. “We were
just hoping you would be up to a rematch.”

I looked from one to the other, and
then I sighed. “Okay, but winner takes all.” I knew I would
win.
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“I can’t believe it, Logan, you both
have the same birthday. That is very unusual.” Allie put the plate
of eggs and hash browns in front of her husband’s hometown friend
and then went to make a plate for her husband.

Logan nodded, his mouth already full
of egg. Her husband, Jack, was the one to give her the full story.
Of course, she had already heard a good portion of the story a week
ago when Jack had mentioned he wanted to invite Logan to stay over
and celebrate his thirtieth birthday. Still, she good naturedly
listened to the spiel again. “So, we were the two scrawniest kids
in fourth grade. I was the newbie in town, you know, it was just
another move for a military family, but, anyway, there was this
bully, Tim Racy, ugly and mean as could be and he spotted me and
figured I was new to town. He walked up to me during recess and
started threatening me, swinging his big fists around and acting
all tough. I was quaking in my pants.”

Logan, downing his mouthful of food
with some coffee, took up the narrative. “Yeah, he was shaking like
a leaf and I was watching this fat sixth grader getting in his face
and I just got pissed, so I picked up a rock and threw it at Tim
and beaned him right in the head.”

Jack was smiling and nodding, fully
engaged in the memory. “Yeah, it was awesome. That day, we became
best friends. Shared everything. When we found out that year that
our birthdays were on the same day, it was totally perfect. It just
seemed right, you know?”

Allie watched the two of them smiling
and laughing together and knew she had made the right decision to
let Logan stay for Jack’s birthday. She’d had to rework some things
she had planned for Jack on that day, but it hadn’t taken too much
work or sacrifice. She had just moved her plans to today, one day
before Jack’s birthday. It would just take some cooperation from
Logan and everything would work out fine.

She sat down with her plate of food
and saw that the guys were just about done with theirs. That was
men for you. They inhaled food and inhaled life. Jack was always
full of energy and a sense of adventure. She looked at his wavy
blond hair and bright blue eyes with love and then she focused on
Logan. “So, Logan, um, tonight I saw there was a special showing of
the new Star Trek movie at the Paramount. I heard you’re a real fan
and I thought you might want to catch it while you’re in
town.”

Logan’s brown eyes shifted her gaze
and she was caught by how handsome he really was. If he and her
husband were the scrawniest kids in fourth grade, they had done a
lot of growing. Jack was athletic and had the sturdy build of a
football player. Logan, slightly taller than Jack, was lean but
still muscular. His square jaw and longish brown hair with the
single streak of gray at his right temple made him look more mature
than Jack and his more withdrawn nature reinforced that impression.
Allie made herself stop and focus on what Logan was saying. “I
would love to go. Jack and I use to play Spock and Kirk all the
time. You can guess who was Spock, right?”

“Oh, uh, yeah, I guess, but, um, I’m
afraid that Logan and I will be busy with things for tomorrow’s
party. I just didn’t want to make you sit around while I bored Jack
with all the details. Jack I can make you stay, but I don’t want to
torture his best friend.”

Logan’s face fell a little, but he
nodded. “Oh, sure, no problem. I’ll go watch it for the both of us,
Jack.”

“Thanks for understanding, man. I wish
I could go but, you know, women and party planning. It’s like our
wedding all over again.”

Allie slapped him on the shoulder,
playfully upset. They all laughed and finished breakfast in good
spirits.

Two hours later, they were waving
goodbye to Logan after having made sure he was clear on directions.
Then, giving Jack a sly smile, Allie pulled her husband into the
house and headed for the stairs. Stopping just a few steps up the
flight, Allie turned and gave him a kiss, letting her tongue push
lightly into his mouth before breaking away and dragging him
forward again.

When they reached their bedroom, she
sat him on the edge of the bed. “Okay, birthday boy, I just have to
go change and then your birthday present will be ready to go.” She
gave him another quick kiss and disappeared into the
bathroom.

Allie knew Jack would be sitting out
on the bed practically ripping the sheets in half until she got
back out there, so she hurried to change into the new black leather
bra and panties. Along with these, she had purchased a garter belt
and new black net stockings. The final touches were the spike heels
that put her already tall frame a little higher. Oh, there was one
more thing she needed to do. Leaning into her reflection in the
mirror, she put on the fire red lipstick that she had chosen a week
ago. Taking a final look in the mirror, she fluffed her flowing
golden hair and stepped back out to the bedroom again.

The moment Jack looked at her and she
saw the way his eyes traveled over her body from head to toe,
lingering on her pouty red lips and her long legs in their elevated
state, she knew she had picked well. Now, she moved forward slowly
and slid her tongue along her red lips. “Well, birthday boy, are
you ready for your present?” Jack nodded mutely, his eyes still
roaming over her curves. “Okay, then. Let me make you more
comfortable.”

When Allie had left the note in Jack’s
briefcase about her proposed birthday gift, he had come home
looking like he expected to cash in that night, but she had made
him wait. Then, his friend, Logan, had called and said he would be
in the area and would it be alright if he spent some time with them
in celebration of Jack’s and his joint big day. Allie had not had
the heart to say no, knowing the full story behind their
friendship, and so, Logan had become a complication. Now, though,
thanks to her brilliant plan, Logan was out of the way and she was
ready to give her honey the birthday of his dreams.

She moved to just in front of him, and
pushed him back on the bed, making him lay down with his legs still
hanging off the side. Then, straddling his legs with her own, she
leaned forward and pressed her body along his on the bed. Wiggling
her ass and moving against him, she whispered in his ear. “I know
you love it when I wiggle.” She let her mouth move from his ear to
his mouth and then down his neck. She felt him shiver beneath her
and smiled, licking her red lips as she slid her body further down
his.

When she had gotten her heel-clad feet
back on the floor again, she kneeled between his legs and began to
undo his pants. Then, as she pulled them down with her hands, she
leaned forward and placed her mouth on his cock, breathing and
warming it through the fabric. He began fighting to sit up, but she
put a hand out and pushed him down again. Taking her hands and
placing them on his boxers, she began to massage his cock and his
balls until, suddenly, she grabbed the waistband and yanked them
down at the same time her head fell forward and she opened her
mouth to take him fully inside.

Jack jumped as his shaft slid all the
way into his wife’s mouth and hit the back of her throat. He felt
her gag and fight to hold him in, and he felt her tongue rub
against him as he throbbed in her mouth. Finally, she pulled off
him and stood, pressing her leather covered pussy against his
balls. “Now, birthday boy, scoot up and give me some room on this
bed.”

Jack inched himself further onto the
bed and Allie climbed on, making room for herself by putting her
hands on his inner thighs and spreading his legs. Then, crawling
between them on her knees, she bent down and let her mouth fall on
him again. As she lowered her face to his crotch, her ass came up
and bounced up and down in rhythm to her bobbing head. Jack groaned
as she moved her lips up and sown his shaft, sucking it all the way
to its base. His eyes were only for those red lips circling his
cock.

Then, she pulled off and began using
just her tongue to lick at him like a lollipop. His eyes opened
wide every time she used her tongue at his sensitive place at the
base of his cock. His eyes followed the dip and rise of her back
and the sweet curve of her ass cheeks when, he suddenly spied Logan
at the door, his mouth open and his eyes on Allie’s ass, bouncing
with every move of her mouth.

At first, Jack was shocked. What was
he doing here? Wasn’t he supposed to be at the movie? What had
happened? Jack didn’t bother giving much thought to the answer as
his friend watched his wife deep throat him. He found he didn’t
mind having Logan’s eyes on his wife’s body and, reaching a hand
out to put on Allie’s head, he looked directly at Logan.

Logan, seeming to sense that someone
was watching him, looked up to see Jack staring at him. In shame,
he began to move out of the doorway. Jack, though, shook his head
slightly and Logan watched as his friend motioned him into the room
and also motioned at his wife’s bobbing ass. It took him only a
moment before he walked into the room and began unzipping his
jeans, pulling them down along with his underwear and stepping out
of them, leaving them pooled on the floor as he stepped
forward.

Allie was moving on Jack quickly,
pushing her mouth onto him until she felt him in her throat. Deep
throating was one of the things that Jack always asked for but
rarely got. That’s why she had thought it would make a good
birthday present. As she listened to his grunts and groans, she
suddenly felt hands on her ass cheeks, rubbing and caressing them.
Startled, she sat up and turned her head to see Logan close behind
her, his pants off and his cock standing at attention. “What the
fuck, why are you here?”

“The movie was experiencing technical
difficulties and they had to issue every one refunds. I came back
after that and I . . .”

Allie stopped him there, or rather her
body did because Jack’s hands came up and began tweaking her
nipples, making her face him again with a small squeal. Jack’s
fingers pulled at the little leather bra and freed her breasts,
using her hands and fingers to stroke, pinch, and caress her aching
breasts. A craving ran through her and she fell forward again to
attack Jack’s cock with a new fury. Her pussy spasmed as she felt
his cock slide into her mouth and she forced herself even lower.
Then, as Logan’s hands began to part her ass cheeks and she felt
his tongue dart into her little hole, she cried out and shook with
need.

Logan’s tongue moved in her ass like a
small cock, thrusting and pushing in further and further. She felt
one of his hands reach under her and then his fingers were stroking
her clit, making her jump with the sudden touch. She tried to turn
her head one more time, but Jack held her steady on his shaft,
pressing his hands to the sides of her face and moving her up and
down.

Then, Jack let his hands wander down
her arms and he lifted her forward. She protested. “Oh no, you were
getting my mouth for your birthday, remember?”

“I remember that I was getting
anything I want on my special day and, right now, I want to fuck
you with another man at the same time.” Her shock allowed him to
pull her onto his dripping wet cock and plunge into her pussy. She
gasped as she felt him inside her, feeling the way his long cock
stroked her. The sudden feel of him inside her made her shiver and
she closed her eyes in ecstasy.

At that moment, she felt Logan press
up behind her and then his cock was pushing between her ass cheeks.
Her eyes flew open and she tried to squirm away, but Jack’s hands
were planted firmly on her hips. Logan’s hands she felt higher,
just under her ribcage, and he reached further to massage her
breasts. For a while, Logan didn’t move any further, just kept the
head of his cock pressed up against her tiny hole as he caressed
her breasts, but then his grip on them became hard and he thrust
forward and she felt her small hole widen as his cock slipped
in.

She screamed as he began to move in
rhythm with Jack’s thrusts in her pussy and she felt as if her body
was going to burst. Her pussy was throbbing and with just a few
thrusts, she felt close to an orgasm in spite of the pain. She had
never felt so full, so stretched and their cocks rubbing against
each other deep inside her, separated by only the thin skin between
her pussy and ass, pushed her over the edge, at last. Her body
began to shake between the two of them and she moaned as the spasms
tore through her, causing her pussy and ass to both clench around
the large cocks that were thrusting even faster.

Suddenly, Jack’s hands began lifting
her up and then, Logan’s were also pulling her up and off. Pushed
onto her back on the bed, the two men now kneeled above her on
either side, their throbbing cocks in their hands. She only had
time to open her mouth and slip out her tongue through her red lips
before they were both coming, spurting their warm semen over her
face and breasts. Reaching down, Jack slid a hand under her head
and brought her mouth to his cock, pushing deep down her throat and
holding her there as the last spasms sent more semen down her
throat, giving her no choice but to swallow.

Letting her fall back onto the bed,
Jack settled beside her. Logan, breathing heavily, fell down beside
her on the other side. After a few moments, their breathing began
to calm and Allie worked her way out from between the two friends.
Placing a hand on each of their chests, she shook her head at them,
but she was smiling. “Well, Jack, I guess you felt you needed to
share your birthday present. You’re just lucky that I let
you.”

Jack grinned like the little boy he
was at heart. “Well, it is Logan’s birthday, too. I thought it was
a nice way to celebrate.”

She watched the two friend’s share a
look and smiled down at them. “Oh, it was sweetie. I just hope you
have my birthday marked on the calendar because I expect you both
to be free on that day.”

Their faces told her that there would
be no chance her birthday would be forgotten this year.
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