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IT'S NOT GAY,

 IF
IT'S IN A THREEWAY.



Michael and I had been friends
since, I don’t know, fourth grade?

We were inseparable. Joined at the hip.
Together, we were like peanut butter and jelly; cookies and cream;
Bonnie and Clyde. The kind of friends people would gossip about.
The kind of friends that would do anything for the other. At least
that’s what we’ve always told each other.

Our friendship was formed in pre-k, when
he stopped some other kid from shoving clay down my throat during
recess; kinda like a guardian angel, but instead of a flaming sword
he would bite people who messed with me (personally, I found his
method extremely effective). After that we just… stuck together, I
guess? Personally, if you asked me, I couldn’t tell you why. I
always an introverted weirdo, and after Elementary school, I just
sorta dove right into the books and stuff, while Michael became
charming and outgoing and had a growth spurt.

In high school, he was basketball player for
the varsity team and had a reserved spot on the popular table,
while I ate my lunch in the bathroom and avoided making eye-contact
with people. Nonetheless, we persevered.

We got into the same college – he got a full
ride scholarship, I was balls-deep into debt – still as tight as a
boy scout’s knot. I never had to compete with anyone for Michael’s
attention. Sure, he had other friends, but none of them were
his best
bro. His
words, not mine. And the girlfriends…

Well, Mike was a pussy magnet, for sure, so
he never stuck with a girl for more than a couple of months at a
time. Certainly not long enough for anybody to memorize their
names. His type was ‘available’, and when you’re handsome and
popular, that’s pretty much any girl. I had my share of
girlfriends, too, but nothing that could compare to the revolving
door of Mike’s bedroom; nothing that would warrant me to get tested
every few weeks/months or so, anyway. I never thought I’d see the
day when Mike Shapiro could be tamed.

But then he met Rosa.

Anyone could see that
Rosa was the
girl of his dreams. She was funny, she was smart, she was pretty,
and more importantly – she didn’t seem to put up with Mike’s shit.
Most girls didn’t pass the three-day trying period with Mike
exactly because they thought he wanted somebody to always agree
with every dumb thing that came out of his mouth. The only other
person who called him out on his stupid shit was, well, yours
truly.

So, of course, I was #teamRosa since day
one.

And so was Mike, apparently. After five
months of dating, he started saying she was ‘The One’.
Finger-quotes and everything. That was how I knew this was Serious
Business. I tried not to make fun of him for it, but, y’know, how
could I not?

It was after their six-month anniversary that
Mike came to talk to me. He looked really somber. I thought they
had broken up – I didn’t expect it to be much weirder than
that.

“So…” he said, sprawling himself on my
couch, like he owned the place. Mike was a tall, strong dude, so
when he came to my two-bedroom apartment on the edge of campus, he
always took over most of the space. “You know how I’ve been telling
you Rosa is The One? I…talked to her about it.”

“Oh my God. Really? What did she say?” I
asked, squeezing myself at his side.

“Well, after a bit of convincing…she said
yes”, he said, tapping his foot nervously.

“Dude, that’s awesome!
Congratulations!”

“Yeah, yeah, hold your
horses. She has, uh,
conditions.”

“Conditions? You mean, like a
prenup?”

“What? Prenup? What you talking
about?”

“What are you talking about?”

He gave me a funny look. “About the
three-way?”

“Three-way? I thought you were gonna ask her to
marry you!”

“Marry me? Dude! I’m twenty-three! I’m not
gonna get married yet!”

“You just said she was ‘The
One’!”

“Yeah, the one I want to have a
threesome
with”, he rolled eyes. “You know, the first three-way is always the
most special. It’s gotta be with someone just as special. So we can
tell our children in the future.”

I blinked a couple of times. “What?
Are you serious?”

“Of course I’m serious.
Why wouldn’t
I be serious?”

“Because that’s –
that’s
ridiculous. Even for your standards, which…are not even that
high.”

“No more ridiculous than you thinking I was
gonna marry her, weirdo”, he rolled eyes, exasperated.

“But, wait – you
do
want to marry
her?”

“Oh, sure, just not now!” he
dismissed with a hand-wave, stretching his legs over my coffee table.
“Ten years from now, when I have my shit together, maybe. Right now
I can’t even afford cup noodles.”

I couldn’t even afford
to think
about cup noodles,
so I kinda knew where he was coming from. I guess his goal of
having a three-way was more affordable than a house with a white
picket fence, 2.5 kids and a labradoodle.

“Anyway,” he continued. “She agreed to do
it… with one condition.”

He turned to me with his big brown eyes, and
I already knew something bad was coming.

“She said we could have a three-way with
another girl if… we had one with a dude, first.”

It took me a couple of seconds to process the
information. “Sorry… what?”

“Yep. She says it’s only fair.”

“I’m pretty sure it’s just because she
wants you to change your mind, buddy.”

“Yeah, duh. I figured that out, too, dummy. That’s
when I had an idea – what if it was you?”

“It was me what?”

“The other dude! In the
three-way!”

I squinted at him, trying to figure out
whether or not Mike was joking. Something told me that big, flashy
smile of his was not a joke at all.

“You want me to have sex with your girlfriend
in front of you?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. “Are you sure about
that?”

“When you put it like that, it sounds
creepy.”

“It is! It is super
creepy!”

“Yeah, but I’d rather it be
you than some
other dude I don’t know.”

“I’m pretty sure threesomes are
supposed to be with people you don’t know, exactly to keep it from
being awkward.”

“Relax, dude. It’s not a big
deal. We’ve
already shared everything – even a toothbrush that one time when we
went camping –”

“Wait, you used my toothbrush?”

“Never mind that. The point is
that we share everything, so we might as well share this
too! I mean,
we have a three-way, then you’re my best-man, and then my kid’s
godfather… it’s all part of the big plan!” he wrapped an arm around
my shoulder, squeezing me against his pecs. “Besides, It’s not like
we haven’t seen each other naked before or anything.”

“We certainly never saw each
other naked
while Eiffel-towering the same girl, Michael.”

“That’s why the say there’s a first time for
everything! Please, Daniel. Pleeeeeease”, he pouted.

I groaned. You know the thing
about not putting up with Mike’s shit? Well, it doesn’t always work. “Alright,
fine. But if it gets weird, I’m outta there.”

“Don’t worry, dude. It won’t get
weird.”

It would, though.

It would get weird.


* * * * *

 

They scheduled the, err,
event
for Saturday, three
days later. I can’t lie and say I wasn’t nervous; in part because I
also had never had a three-way before, in part because if something
bad happened my friendship would be on the line, and in part
because… uh, how do put this?

Let’s just say, in the locker
room after
practice, dudes always got really self-conscious whenever Mike was
around. It’s not that I’m not well-endowed myself, mind you, it’s
just that I can’t play baseball with my dick.

So you can imagine why I was
scared it would be a bit underwhelming for Rosa, given she’d been getting dicked
down by Mr. ‘Jockstraps don’t fit me’ Shapiro for the last six
months.

It was Rosa who greeted me into her
apartment, where Mike was already waiting. She welcomed me with a
full kiss on the lips, which almost knocked me out of my socks;
that was, until I realized she was probably just doing it because
Mike was staring at us.

“Come on in”, she said, to my stunned
self.

Rosa was wearing nothing but a towel, which
she dropped on the way to the bedroom. She…damn, she was hot. Rosa
had the body of an angel and the face of someone who could tempt a
priest to sin. The face Mike gave me when we made eye contact told
me he knew exactly what I was thinking.

“You see? That’s what I’m talking about”, he said,
excitedly. He jumped off the couch as soon as he saw me, wrapping
his hand over my shoulder, leading me to the bedroom. He wasn’t
wearing any pants, and I was trying really hard not to
stare.

This is fine. It’s gonna be
fine, I
repeated to myself, over and over, as I heard the door lock behind
me. The dark room was lit only by the burning candles, and I could
barely see anything. I guess that was for the better.

I could still feel, though.
Hands – Rosa’s smaller ones – taking my shirt, aided by Mike’s
stronger ones, undoing my pants. Taken to the edge of the bed, I found myself
exposed to those two proverbial Greek deities, finding myself very
thankful I had decided to shave (and trim) the day
before.

I didn’t really have any idea what I was
supposed to do, but I guess neither did the other two, because we
just stood there for a while, staring at one another. It was Rosa
that took the lead.

And by taking the lead, I mean she took
us both into her mouth.

I shuddered at the feeling of her tongue
against my dick. It took me a second to get hard, and even less
than that for Mike to get a boner; she would alternate between me
and him, nurturing my cock all the way down her throat before
switching to her boyfriend, or backing off so she could take us
both at the same time.

The touch of Mike’s skin against mine was
sending shivers running up and down my spine. He had his hand
around my waist to keep me from falling off the bed, and I found
myself leaning against him, the heat from his body making me feel
dizzy.

“I think you guys should kiss”, Rosa said,
bringing me back from my stupor.

“What?” we said, at the same time.

“You know, make out”, she winked. “It’s
not fair I’m doing all the work. Like I told you, babe – you gotta
show me what you want to see me doing with that other
girl.”

“Wait, what? You didn’t tell me that”, I
hissed at him, through gritted teeth.

“I thought she was joking!” he whispered
back.

“I will do to her, whatever you do to him.
That’s the deal”, she insisted, the tip of her tongue drawing
perfect circles over the tip of his dick.

Mike turned to me. He looked at me in the eye,
and in that moment we had one of those strange wordless
conversations. He knew what he wanted. I didn’t know what I wanted.
His body felt really good against mine. The smell of incense was
really strong. I hadn’t gotten laid in two months.
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