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Chapter 1



I first met Jake back in college, a time when I was all gangly limbs and social awkwardness, barely able to string a sentence together around a girl. Jake, though, was a force of nature. At six feet, he wasn’t gym-rat muscular, but he had that lean, rugged look of someone who’d spent his life hauling hay or chopping wood. His nose was a bit too big for his face, but it didn’t seem to faze him. If anything, it added to his charm—a kind of unpolished confidence that made him magnetic. From our freshman year, he was the guy who’d hit on anyone with a pulse: dorm-mates, seniors, grad students, even a professor once, with a grin that said he knew exactly how outrageous he was being.

Jake had no fear of rejection. He’d stride up to a woman at a party, say something cheeky, and half the time, they’d laugh him off. But the other half? I’d watch, dumbfounded, as he’d walk away with them, his arm slung casually around their waist. I was skeptical at first, thinking he was exaggerating his conquests, but then there was that rainy day in our junior year. We were driving in his beat-up sedan when he spotted a woman—probably in her forties—walking home, soaked to the bone. Without missing a beat, he pulled over, offered her a ride, and when she invited him into her house after we dropped her off, I ended up taking the bus back to campus. That was Jake.

He was a great friend when women weren’t around, full of stories and easy laughs. But bring a girlfriend into the mix, and he was trouble. He’d start with harmless charm—compliments, jokes, a lingering look—and then push, testing boundaries like it was a game. It didn’t matter if you told him to back off; he’d just smile and keep going. I learned that the hard way at a party in our senior year. I’d brought a girl I was seeing, and Jake, true to form, flirted shamelessly. Later, I found out she’d left with him. She didn’t come back that night, and I didn’t see her again.

After that, I kept my distance from Jake when I was dating someone. It wasn’t worth the headache. But something strange happened in the years that followed. The memory of that night—the betrayal, the audacity—started creeping into my fantasies. I’d picture her with him, half-naked in some dimly lit bedroom, her lips on him, his hands on her. At first, it was just anger, but then it morphed into something else. I imagined myself there, watching, maybe even guiding her as she moved with him. It was confusing, but it got me hard every time.

By the time I started my first real job, I was cautious about bringing girlfriends around my old college crew, especially Jake. My most serious relationship before I met Emma was with Sarah, a woman so conservative she’d blush at a suggestive joke. I figured she was immune to Jake’s charm, so when we visited my old college town and he invited us for drinks, I agreed, but not without a warning. “Sarah,” I said as we drove, “Jake’s still the same guy from my stories. He’s gonna hit on you, no question. It’s just who he is.”

She laughed, brushing it off. “You’re being dramatic. That was college. I’m sure he’s grown up. I want to meet this legend from your stories.”

I shook my head. “You don’t know Jake. He’ll try to get in your pants before the night’s over. He’ll start friendly, then push until he sees how far you’ll go. I trust you, but don’t be surprised if he tries something.”

Sarah just smiled, unfazed. “I can handle him. It’ll be fine.”

Jake’s place was a small townhouse he’d bought cheap in our old college town, where he’d stayed for work. The moment we walked in, he was on form, handing us drinks with a wink. “Damn, Sarah, you’re stunning,” he said, his eyes lingering a little too long.

“No thanks,” she shot back, taking the drink but waving off the compliment. “I’ll take the drink, not the flattery.”

Jake grinned, undeterred. “Fair enough. Just the drink then… for now.”

We settled in, Sarah perched on an armchair, me on the arm beside her, her body language screaming taken. Jake seemed to take the hint, at least for a while, and we fell into easy conversation about old friends and college antics. But I could feel the undercurrent, the way Jake’s eyes kept flicking to Sarah, waiting for an opening.

About fifteen minutes in, Sarah excused herself to use the bathroom upstairs. When I glanced around a moment later, Jake was gone too. My stomach twisted, but I was tipsy enough—and trusted Sarah enough—to stay put. When she came back down, her cheeks were flushed, and I studied her, wondering if anything had happened.

Later, in our hotel room, she told me the story. “He followed me upstairs, kept going on about how hot I was,” she said, rolling her eyes. “He even asked if I’d ever considered a threesome. When I said no, he leaned in like he was going to kiss me and told me to think about it.”

I raised an eyebrow, sliding my hand between her thighs as I kissed her neck. “Sounds like he got you worked up,” I teased, feeling how wet she was.

“He didn’t touch me,” she insisted, pushing herself against my fingers. “Just… shut up and fuck me.”

As I went down on her, I couldn’t help but push. “Did his talk about a threesome turn you on?” I asked, my lips brushing her skin.

She didn’t answer, just grabbed my head and pulled me closer, coming hard against my mouth. I kept going, teasing her. “You didn’t answer. If you were single, would you have let him fuck you?”

“Maybe,” she gasped, her hips bucking. “Now fuck me.”

I slid into her, her eyes closed, and I could tell she was imagining it—him, me, both of us. It was the hottest sex we’d ever had, raw and desperate. But after that night, Sarah clammed up, refusing to talk about threesomes or anything remotely adventurous. Our relationship fizzled out not long after.

Years later, when I met Emma, everything changed. She was different—open, playful, unafraid to explore. Early on, we dove into each other’s fantasies, using toys, roleplay, and porn to push our boundaries. Emma loved videos of one woman with multiple men, and I loved whispering to her about watching someone else fuck her while I used her vibrator. It was a shared fantasy, one we played with often.

When Emma suggested visiting my old college town to hear about my past, I couldn’t help but think of Jake. She’d heard my stories about him, and I wondered if she was curious—maybe even serious—about our threesome fantasies. The idea of introducing her to Jake felt dangerous, but also thrilling. Unlike Sarah, Emma might not say no. And part of me didn’t want her to.
























Chapter 2


The drive to my old college town was a four-hour stretch of winding roads and quiet anticipation. Emma sat in the passenger seat, her legs crossed, one foot tapping to the low hum of the radio. Her dark hair caught the sunlight filtering through the car window, and I stole glances at her, my mind racing. She’d suggested this trip to “see where I came from,” but I couldn’t shake the feeling that she was curious about more than just old haunts. I’d told her plenty about Jake—his relentless charm, his boundary-pushing antics—and I wondered if she was testing the waters of our shared threesome fantasy.

Our sex life had always been adventurous. Emma wasn’t shy about her desires, and we’d spent countless nights exploring them, from toys to whispered fantasies about her with another man. The idea of her with Jake, though, felt different—realer, riskier. As the miles ticked by, I imagined him starting with his usual playbook: a sly compliment, a lingering touch, seeing how far she’d let him go. My jeans tightened at the thought of her pressed against him, his hands exploring her curves, her breath quickening. Part of me wanted to warn her again, like I had with Sarah, but another part—the part that got hard thinking about it—wanted to see what would happen.

“You’re quiet,” Emma said, breaking my reverie. Her voice was playful, her eyes glinting with mischief. “What’s going on in that head of yours?”

I grinned, keeping my tone light. “Just thinking about the trip. Wondering if you’d like to meet Jake while we’re in town. You know, for drinks or something.”

Her lips curled into a wicked smile, and she tilted her head, studying me. “Jake, huh? The guy from all your stories? Sounds like he’d be… fun. I wouldn’t mind the attention.”

My pulse quickened. She wasn’t shutting it down, wasn’t laughing it off like Sarah had. Her words carried a weight, a hint that she might be as curious as I was. “He’s a lot,” I said, testing her. “You sure you’re ready for him?”

“Oh, I can handle him,” she replied, her voice low, almost daring. “Question is, can you?”

I laughed, but it came out tighter than I meant. She was teasing, but there was an edge to it, like she knew exactly what I was thinking. I pulled into a rest stop, muttering something about needing to pee and get gas. While Emma stretched her legs outside, I slipped out my phone and texted Jake: In town with my wife, Emma. Up for drinks tomorrow night? His reply was instant: Hell yeah. Bring her over. My place, 8 pm.

My stomach flipped. This was happening. I rejoined Emma, who was leaning against the car, her sundress clinging to her hips in a way that made it hard to focus. “All good?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice steady despite the heat building inside me. “Jake’s in. Drinks at his place tomorrow after dinner.”

She nodded, her smile unreadable. “Cool. Should be interesting.”

That evening, we checked into a small hotel in town, the kind with thin walls and creaky floors. As we unpacked, I suggested a nice dinner at one of the few decent restaurants in town. “After that, we’ll head to Jake’s,” I added, watching her closely.

Emma paused, holding up a dress—black, low-cut, the kind that hugged her curves and showed off her cleavage. “You mean the Jake?” she asked, her tone teasing but curious. “From all the stories?”

“Yup,” I said, leaning against the dresser. “That Jake.”

“Interesting,” she said, her smile widening as she went back to unpacking. Then she held up the dress again. “How nice is this place? Jeans and a sweater, or…” She draped the dress against her body. “This?”

“That dress is fucking hot,” I said, my eyes tracing the way it would cling to her. “The restaurant’s not fancy, but I wouldn’t mind seeing you in that.”

She walked over, her hips swaying just enough to make my breath catch. Taking my hand, she slid it up her thigh, under the hem of her sundress, until my fingers brushed her underwear. “It’s got another nice feature,” she murmured, guiding my hand to her warmth.

I groaned, feeling how ready she was. “That’s… really nice,” I said, my fingers lingering. “Kinda ruined by the panties, though.”

She laughed, pulling back. “We’re going to a restaurant, not a strip club. I’m not flashing my pussy to the whole place just because you’re horny.”

“Fair enough,” I said, grinning. “You look sexy as hell either way.”

We got ready, Emma slipping into the black dress, me in a button-down and jeans, feeling a little underdressed next to her. Dinner was good—candlelit, intimate, the kind of place where you could forget the world for a while. But my mind kept drifting to Jake’s place, to what might happen when we got there. Emma seemed relaxed, sipping her wine, but there was a spark in her eyes, like she was anticipating something too.

As we drove to Jake’s townhouse, my nerves kicked in. This wasn’t like with Sarah, where I’d been half-expecting Jake to crash and burn. Emma was different—open, adventurous, maybe even willing to play along. The thought sent a jolt through me, equal parts excitement and unease. What if she went further than I expected? What if I wanted her to?

Jake greeted us at the door, his grin as wide and unapologetic as ever. “Goddamn,” he said, his eyes raking over Emma. “You’re a lucky bastard, man.”

Emma didn’t miss a beat. “Thanks,” she said, her tone playful but firm. “Now hook me up with a drink.”

I laughed, trying to shake off the tension
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