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The First Encounter: Happily-married young couple Tanner and Peyton Elliott bring home a new friend, Alena Fox, after a night of drinking. They end up having sex several times, and Alena proposes an arrangement: free rent for her, sex with her—whenever they want it—for them.

The Second Encounter: Tanner comes home to find Alena playing video games alone in the house. They make love, and Peyton comes home in the middle and joins in. They shower together, and then compete to see who can make Tanner climax first, as a bet to see who chooses the evening movie.
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TANNER

I GUESS YOU MIGHT BE wondering how I felt about my wife’s little ‘surprise I’m bisexual’ revelation.

Or maybe you’re not wondering. I don’t know. It’s a problem with this format, it being one-way communication. You could be not worried about it at all and just telling me to get the hell on with it, and I’d never know.

On second thought, maybe one-way is better.

Well whether you care or not about how I felt about my wife turning out to be an equal opportunity sexpot, I’m going to tell you anyway.

Put simply, I thought it was fucking awesome.

I mean, who wouldn’t think it was awesome? It’s the dream, isn’t it? Getting to watch your beautiful lovely intelligent romantic sexy-as-hell life-partner get it on with another super-hot chick? What red-blooded American man would object to that? I mean, I guess I could have chosen to be a huge putz about it. I suppose lots of men would have. But my God. If you weren’t an insecure little man-baby, watching your wife get it on with another hot chick was Heaven. Times Nirvana. Plus Elysium. Our libidos had not been lacking before, but Peyton getting her Alena-time on a regular basis made our sex drives go supersonic.

One thing I didn’t expect from getting into a free-use three-way relationship is how much hornier you get.

That seems ridiculous to say out loud, now. My wife and I have an insanely sexy, always down-to-fuck woman living in our house; why in the world wouldn’t that make you horny beyond belief? And don’t get me wrong, even before Alena Fox moved in with us, my wife and I got it on about as much as you’d expect any good-looking couple in their twenties who really liked each other to get it on. That is to say, a fair amount. Even before Alena moved in, Peyton and I were physically intimate at least four times a week. Now that she’s moved in though... man. I’d hesitate to put a number on our weekly sexual encounters. We had to average at least three or four times a day that we were getting off together, in some fashion or another, whether it was just the two of us or all three of us. Whatever Alena had brought into our household as far as lust and horniness, damn if it wasn’t contagious. Since she had moved in, it seemed like all three of us were almost always ready. Even a few months after she moved in, that horniness showed no signs of slowing.

Another pleasant... let’s not call it a surprise, let’s call it a pleasant development...Another pleasant development was the total lack of jealousy Peyton and I had exhibited since Alena moved in. I can’t say for sure what Peyton felt, not being inside her head and all that, but speaking for myself, I didn’t feel any jealousy at all when I would watch my wife have sex with Alena, even without my participation. If Peyton felt any jealousy when she saw me with Alena, she didn’t show it. She just seemed happy and horny and glad it was happening, which is exactly how I felt when I saw Alena and her together. When you take jealousy out of the equation, your sex life can be pretty fucking great. Better than you ever thought possible. 

Case in point.

It was my turn to get home from work when the other two were going at it. Far from causing any jealousy in me, when I walked up our apartment building hallway and the sexy siren sounds of my girls grew increasingly louder, my excitement skyrocketed in tandem. They were definitely audible from the communal apartment hallway, but whatever, it was what it was. So our neighbors knew we had tons of incredible sex. Was that really something to be ashamed about? Peyton and Alena were careful about opening the door when the coast was clear. I say the hell with it, let the neighbors be jealous.

I came into the living room to find my two lovelies naked, scissoring on the couch. Peyton was on the bottom, lying on her back on the couch with her right foot on the floor, left pointed straight at the ceiling, propped up over Alena’s shoulder. Alena had her left foot on the floor, right knee on the couch between Peyton’s thighs. Their pussies were pressed tightly together, Alena doing all the work from her top position, grinding her crotch against Peyton’s in a lovely, sexy rhythm. They were sweaty and panting; they seemed like they’d been at it for a while. 

Both of them were moaning and groaning, their voices rising and falling, their bodies undulating and grinding. The sound of their moaning and their bodies moving on the couch and their pussies sliding back and forth across each other was loud enough that, for a moment, neither of them heard me come in.

“Oh, yeah,” Alena moaned, leaning forward and pressing her hands to Peyton’s breasts. Peyton’s calf was pressed against Alena’s larger tits. “I’m gonna fuck you, baby.”

“Yes, please,” Peyton gasped, reaching her hands around and grabbing Alena’s ass, squeezing her, pulling the top woman’s pussy harder against hers. “Keep fucking me, keep doing it, keep fucking me!”

“Oh, my God,” I said, staring, and they both turned their heads towards me. They both got a big smile when they saw me, happy I was home.

“Hey, baby,” Peyton breathed. “Wanna watch, or join us?”

Wanna watch, or join us?

What a question.

How is this my life? How did I get so lucky?

“Don’t let me interrupt,” I said. “As long as I can enjoy the view.”

The girls got back at it. I watched, my cock getting harder and harder. As long as they were okay with me watching, why wouldn’t I be? It was a glorious, amazing, sexy sight, watching my wife and our roommate, our love-doll, our sex slave, the girl we used for our mutual enjoyment, the three-way sex goddess that had invaded our home and our hearts, and had taken up residence in our lives, scissoring on our living room couch.

“Yeah, fuck, yes,” Peyton groaned, her hands squeezing Alena’s ass. Alena was moaning too, her eyes closed, her lips parted.

“Fuck,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. “Oh, yes, Peyton, oh God, your pussy feels so good baby...”

It wasn’t long before I couldn’t take it anymore. I couldn’t just simply watch. Even if I couldn’t just watch, though, I didn’t want to interrupt my ladies entirely. Stripping naked, I stepped close to them in their place on the couch and began slowly jerking off as I watched up close. Alena opened her eyes and looked at me, and she smiled, a big, happy smile. She reached over and took my cock in her hand, gently stroking me a few times, not enough to make me cum but just enough to stimulate me.

Taking one step back, I continued jerking off, just out of my ladies’ reach. It was not that I did not enjoy their touch; in fact, most emphatically the opposite was true. I loved being touched by both of them, and I loved touching the both of them. But I wanted them to concentrate on each other. I wanted to jerk off while I watched them get each other off. I wasn’t sure yet what I would do with my load when I came. Maybe I would feed it to one or the other of them, I didn’t know yet. Cross that bridge when I get there.

In the meantime, I simply watched my two ladies scissoring, while I stood there naked, observing, jerking off to the pace of their grinding.

“Are you enjoying the view?” Alena asked, looking at me.

“Oh, yes, very much,” I said, jerking myself off, enjoying the feeling of my skin moving along my shaft, of my nuts bouncing back and forth as I stroked my big cock. It was so tempting to touch them. I know they would have welcomed me touching them, joining them in whatever fashion I so desired. But I wanted them to enjoy each other. I was impressed with my discipline, my ability to not touch the two insanely sexy ladies on the couch before me. With my free hand, I reached back and fondled my own ass, which felt surprisingly good, better than I’d expected that it would.

“Fuck, this is so hot,” Peyton groaned, the words coming out staccato with every short breath as they fucked. “Watching my husband jack off to me and you having sex... such a fucking turn-on.”

“Tell me about
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