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ONE.


In the end, I didn’t feel any guilt at my being the
immediate cause of Kate breaking up with Nick. He was cheating on
her with both me and Paul; she was going to find out eventually, I
was just the unfortunate one who caused the initial fight. The way
I saw it, I was just unlucky. Given the odds, it should have been
Paul she caught in bed with her boyfriend.

It’s one thing to find your boyfriend sleeping with
another woman. It’s another entirely to find out he’s sleeping with
another man.

Me personally, I’d have found it kind of hot because
I knew my husband was bi and I liked to see men fucking each other.
Kate, on the other hand, was much more conservative and uptight,
for a lot of reasons. It was bad enough that she found her
boyfriend banging another woman. It probably would have destroyed
her to find him banging another man. A woman she could compete
with. But a man? That’s a different battle altogether.

Kate moved out and Nick spent more than one evening
at our place either actually crying or on the verge of tears. It
was moderately terrible.

I didn’t help matters by pointing out that it was
never going to work out if he was going to keep sleeping with Paul
and fucking around behind Kate’s back.

“She wasn’t the right woman for you anyone,” I said
helpfully after a couple of glasses of wine.

He looked skeptically at me.

“Maggie,” Paul said in his warning tone.

“What?” I asked innocently while I looked at Nick.
His eyes were brimming with tears but he hadn’t started crying.
Yet. “Just pointing out the obvious.” For the two weeks since their
breakup Nick had revealed more and more details about Kate. That
she was much more religious and conservative than I had realized,
and maybe more than Nick had realized. What I didn’t understand was
how such a conservative woman would live with and have sex with a
man, when they weren’t married.

Nick never really gave me a straight answer on that.
The answer was, of course, that she was a hypocrite, ignoring the
parts of whatever generic Christian religion she found
inconvenient.

I hate hypocrites.

“Now’s not the time to keep pointing that out,” Paul
said.

“When is?” I countered. “It’s time for you to get
over her.” I said that mostly for my own benefit. I was tired of
his crying. “I know what you need to get over her.”

“What?” Nick sounded genuinely interested in my
sure-fire solution.

“You need to get laid.”

“Maggie,” Paul warned me again.

I pressed on regardless. “You can have your pick, me
or Nick.” I grinned. “Or both of us.”

“Fucking hell, Maggie!” Paul protested.

But Nick quickly downed the last of his drink,
winced slightly at that bad choice, and said, “You’re right. Let’s
fuck.”

I grinned triumphantly at my husband. “Told
you.”

“Both!” Nick said, not really answering any
question. I realized he was a little more drunk than I initially
thought. “Both of you. You’re right. I need to get laid.” Without
Paul or I saying anything else, Nick headed toward our bedroom.

I looked at my husband and shrugged. “I feel like
sex. How about you?”

He followed me up to the bedroom where Nick had
already removed his shirt. I went to our lover and kissed him.
Maybe that was the wrong thing to do. I was the cause of his
breakup, but he didn’t seem to mind.

I decided to make an attempt to apologize for
starting his breakup. I went down on Nick while my husband watched.
It should have been strange giving a man a blowjob in front of my
husband, but instead it was actually a lot of fun. Knowing my
husband and his boyfriend were bi made it easier for me to do
whatever I wanted with them.

Despite his emotional turmoil and the alcohol
running through his body, Nick didn’t have any trouble getting hard
while I fellated on him. He especially liked it when I sucked on
his balls, but I had learned that little trick from Paul. My
husband had shared a few details of what the two of them did
together.

When he was sufficiently hard, I looked up and him
and kept moving my hand on his cock. “Your choice tonight,” I told
him. “Who do you want to fuck? How do you want to fuck?”

“You,” he told me. He said this even with my husband
standing right there. Paul and Nick had been kissing while I blew
Nick, which I found kind of hot, but I didn’t want to upset my
husband in my effort to apologize to Nick. “I want to fuck
you.”

“Sure,” I agreed and got off my knees, which was a
relief. I quickly yanked off my shirt and bra in one move, mostly
because I was pretty damn eager to fuck, and then yanked down my
pants and underwear. Yeah, it wasn’t sexy, but the important thing
was to get naked as quickly as possible without spoiling the
mood.

I got on the bed, on my back, and opened up my legs.
Nick stepped out of his pants and climbed on top of me. There was
no romance to what we were doing. That was fine. None of us were
looking for romance. To my mild surprise, I was wet enough to take
his cock in fairly easily. It had been a little while since he was
fucked, so it was a nice reunion of bodies. Nick started thrusting
into me as if he were trying to prove something. Maybe I was there
because it was a convenient, but I was fine with that.

The bed moved and I realized that Paul hadn’t left,
but now joined us on the bed. My husband turned my head and he
kissed me. Then Paul turned his head back toward Nick and I was
rewarded with the sight of my husband kissing Nick much more
passionately than he had kissed me.

“Can I join you?” he asked. I wasn’t sure if he was
asking me or Nick or both of us.

I let Nick answer. “Yeah. Sure.” That was generous
of him, even if he was fucking his friend’s wife.

“Want to do what we talked about before?”

I saw Paul run his hand down Nick’s back, all the
way to his ass, and then down between his legs. Nick slowed his
thrusting and I felt Paul’s hand manipulating Nick’s balls. He even
dipped down lower, exploring my pussy lips a bit. I didn’t know
what Paul was talking about, which made sense because it was Nick
who answered.

“Sure,” he grunted.

Paul grabbed the bottle of lube we kept under the
nightstand and poured some out on his hand and some directly onto
Nick’s ass. I felt some of it drip down to my pussy. He rubbed the
lube in his hand on his cock, which I now noted was as hard as it
could get. Then, moving carefully, he got behind Nick. It was then
I figured out exactly, more or less, what they were planning.

“Stop moving,” he told his boyfriend.

Nick paused, looking over his shoulder. “She was
right about to cum,” Nick told him.

That wasn’t exactly true, but if he had kept going I
undoubtedly would have had an orgasm.

“She’ll like this even better,” Paul said
confidently and gave me a wink. The weight on the bed shifted and I
wondered how porn stars did it, how people who were in regular
attendance did it, how anyone made sex between more than two people
work.

“Just relax,” Paul murmured to Nick.

It was obvious that Paul was trying to mount Nick to
fuck him in the ass. I could feel the downward pressure on me. It
wasn’t oppressive, but it wasn’t exactly a breeze to maintain
either.

“Just relax,” Paul repeated as Nick grunted. He’d
fucked Nick in the ass plenty of times before, and this shouldn’t
have been any more difficult…except for my presence.

“Oh.” It was a small sound from Nick, but I knew
then that Paul was in him. My husband moved his hips back and forth
a few times, getting deeper into his lover’s ass with each
stroke.

At first I wasn’t exactly sure what my role was. I
mean, they’d fucked before without me…and with me. They didn’t need
me there to prove to themselves they weren’t super gay. They
weren’t. They were bi. They both liked to fuck men and women. I
wasn’t being humiliated or used as a degraded fucktoy. But then
Paul began fucking Nick in earnest and I could feel the vibrations,
the impacts he transferred down through his lover and into me.

“Ohh…,” I groaned aloud as I began to
understand.

“You like that?” Paul said, trying to play the role
of the dominant but falling just short.

I picked up the slack. “Fuck yeah,” I breathed.
“Slam his ass. Make me cum!”

Only a couple of bi men could have thought up this
plan and dreamed it would be a good idea. Then again, as it turned
out, it was a wonderful idea. Essentially Paul was fucking the both
of us at the same time and Nick got to be fucked by Paul while
fucking me.

It was rather messed up.

It was also wonderfully enjoyable and thrilling.

It might have been dirty, but I’m the sort of woman
who liked being dirty for the sake of sex.

I let myself go, because I quickly figured out that
if either one of them came first, the whole metaphorical house of
cards would quickly come crashing down. When you at the point of
attention of two men, it’s easy to cum, especially when they both
want you to cum.

After I had been satisfied, it was like dominoes
falling. Nick came in me; I loved the little shot of hot cum
filling me up. Then Paul came. He actually pulled out and shot his
load over Nick’s back and ass. Why he didn’t
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