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By Riley Storm

“Promise you won’t get mad,” Bree said to Blake.  She had just gotten back from the gym and was making a protein shake in the kitchen when Blake entered. 

“Uhh...I’m not sure how to answer that,” Blake said while grabbing his wife’s ass.  Bree had on skintight leggings and her ass always looked spectacular in them.  Blake could never stop himself from getting handsy when she wore leggings.  He knew men stared at her at the gym, he had seen it firsthand.  He loved the attention she got, as did she.  

“You know Meghan?” Bree inquired.

“Meghan?” Blake asked, uncertain whether he recognized the name.

“The petite Asian girl you’re always checking out at the gym,” Bree responded.

“Oh!” Blake exclaimed in recognition. “Meghan! Sorry, I didn’t remember her name.” 

“Oh, but you definitely remember her ass, I’m guessing,” Bree said laughing.  

Blake laughed, his face turning flush. “I was right!” Bree said jokingly.

Blake grabbed Bree by the waist as she laughed at him.  He pulled her in closer and they began making out, Blake’s hands wrapping around her petite waste.

Blake pulled away, “And...?” he said.

“She’s got an amazing body, I don’t blame you, I look whenever I get a chance too!” Bree said.  They kissed again before Bree turned back to her protein shake.  

“So, anyway, we were talking after yoga today, and she said that her and her boyfriend broke up last month.  He had been cheating and when she found out...the breakup was...bad.  This was the first time I had seen her at yoga in a month, so I guess that explained why.”

“Fucking idiot!” Blake exclaimed.

Bree laughed, “I know, that’s what I told her.”

Bree finished mixing her shake, taking a sip.  

Blake waited for Bree to continue, but when she didn’t, he spoke up, “so what is it that I can’t get mad about?”

Bree waited a beat, taking a large sip before continuing.  “Well, I get the impression she hasn’t been out of her house for the last month and she’s in desperate need of some company.  I invited her to drinks.”

“Ok?” Blake said, inquisitively.

“In an hour,” Bree responded, with a ‘please don’t be mad’ look on her face.

Blake pulled her closer. “So, you have a date with a hot woman and you’re hoping I’m not jealous?”  They both laughed playfully.

Bree smiled, “No, it’s just that I know we talk about this kind of stuff before I make plans, usually.”

“This kind of stuff?” Blake responded.

“Oh, you know what I mean!” Bree exclaimed.  “I’ve made it no secret that I want to explore women more.  She and I have never been shy about flirting with one another and I know she’s bisexual.  I figured we could hang out and see where it goes.”

“Ooooooh!” Blake said in an exaggerated manner.

Bree pushed him away playfully.

“I’m kidding, come here,” Blake said, pulling Bree closer, his hands around her waist.

“Do you plan on bringing her back here if things go well?” Blake asked.

“I don’t know, maybe?  She doesn’t know about our ‘situation,’ so she may find that kind of weird,” Bree laughed.

“Ok, well, just keep me updated.  And if things ‘progress,’ text me all the details,” Blake said flirtatiously, pulling Bree in for a kiss.  His hands running from her waist to her ass, Blake squeezed hard.

They pulled away again.  “I can feel your acceptance of this plan,” Bree said with a laugh, running her hand over Blake’s pants, feeling his rock-hard cock.  

“Yeah, but I am a little jealous.” Blake said.  “I’m jealous you get to fuck her,” he laughed.

“Well, play your cards right and maybe you’ll get to watch,” Bree said, winking at Blake.  Blake smiled and leaned in for a kiss.

4 hours later...

Blake sat on the living room sofa, not having heard from Bree since she got to the restaurant to meet Meghan.  His phone vibrated.  It was a text from Bree:

Bree: Coming back to the house.  Just waiting for our uber.

Blake: Our?

Bree: Meghan is coming with

Blake: Going well?

Bree: We kissed 😙

Blake: 🔥

Bree: We’re both pretty tipsy and I ended up telling her a lot more than I anticipated I would

Blake: About us?

Bree: Yup

Blake: How did she react.

Bree: Not how I assumed she would

Blake: How’s that?

Bree: She seemed very interested and wasn’t judgmental at all.  Seemed a bit envious, actually 🤣

Blake: So she knows I’m ok with all this? If you guys end up doing stuff?

Bree: It’s implied, yes  

Blake: Ok, should I get drinks ready or anything?

Bree: Are you trying to get us more drunk? 🤣

Blake: Maybe... 😈

Bree: Yeah, open a bottle of white win for us.  We’ll be there in 25 minutes, according to the app

Blake: Can’t wait!

Bree: 😊

30 minutes later, Blake heard the front door open.  Blake had used the time since their last text to take a shower, get wine glasses down, and open a bottle of white wine.  He was sitting on the armchair, beside the living room sofa, watching TV.  

Bree and Meghan entered the home, laughing to one another.

“He was almost too big, if I’m being honest.” Bree laughed.

“Is there such a thing?” Mehgan responded.  They both laughed.

“Here,” Bree said, nodding Meghan to follow her to the kitchen.

Bree entered the kitchen, dropping her clutch on the kitchen counter.  Meghan followed suit, bumping into Bree in the process.  They both drunkenly giggled.

“Can I kiss you again?” Bree asked, brushing a strand of Meghan’s hair from her face.

Meghan responded by leaning in, pressing her tongue in Bree’s mouth.  They kissed, their hands exploring each other’s body.

Meghan opened her eyes at the sound of feet shuffling.  Blake entered the room, startling Meghan.  She pulled away from Bree abruptly.

“Oh, God...” Meghan stammered.

Blake laughed.  “Sorry, I didn’t mean to interrupt anything.”

“Sorry...” Meghan began.  Bree cut her off, “It’s fine, Meghan, really.”  Bree put her hand around Meghan’s waist turning both to face Blake.

“Blake, Meghan, Meghan, Blake,” Bree said, pointing to each in turn.  “I know you two know of each other, but now you’ve been introduced.”

Blake approached Meghan, extending his hand.  Meghan took it gently.  

“Very nice to officially meet you,” Blake said.  Meghan smiled.  “Listen, I opened a bottle of wine for you two.” Blake made his way to the counter with the bottle of wine on it.  He had already uncorked it and began pouring two healthy glasses before either lady protested.  He handed each of them a glass before offering them to follow him into the living room.  

Bree and Meghan walked past Blake, his outstretched arm guiding them into the adjacent living room.  After Meghan passed Blake, he couldn’t help himself and glanced at her body from behind.  Blake had seen Meghan’s ass plenty at the gym, but it looked even better in the form fitting sundress she now wore.  Bree looked back at Blake, catching him glancing and smiled back at him.  Blake mouthed “oh my god” in response. 

Blake took his seat on the arm chair, allowing Bree and Meghan to sit at either end of the sofa.  They sat facing one another, wine glass in hand, both sipping nervously.  

“How was happy hour?” Blake said, trying to break the awkward silence.

“Good!” Bree said. “Good,” she repeated, giving Meghan a playful glance.  Meghan laughed in reply.

“I feel like I’m missing something here,” Blake responded with a laugh of his own.

Bree drank.  “We talked, we drank...” Bree paused, taking another sip before swallowing loudly and saying, “...we kissed.”  Bree and Meghan both burst out laughing.  Blake tried to join in, but felt like an outsider.  He noticed the way they looked at one another.  There was a desire, a thirst, between the two of them.  Their glassy eyes clearly indicated they were both slightly drunk and Blake liked his odds of seeing a show.

“Well, ok!  Sounds like you two had fun then.  It’s unfortunate I wasn’t there to witness this.” Blake said, playfully.

Bree looked at Blake, then at Meghan, who returned the glance, before looking away and sipping her wine.  

“You want to?” Bree asked Mehgan.  Meghan glanced at Blake, who was staring between the two of them, waiting in anticipation.  Meghan could sense his eagerness, even though he was trying to play it cool.  Meghan smiled back at Bree.  It was all the signal she needed.  She shifted closer to Meghan, put her hand on the back of her neck and leaned in.  They kissed, lightly at first, before progressively becoming more passionate.  Blake watched as their tongues twisted together, their mouths devouring one another.

After a long kiss, they separated.  Bree looked back at Blake, Meghan following her gaze.  Blake’s mouth was slightly ajar, his eyes wide.  Bree and Meghan both laughed.

“Are you ok?” Bree said between laughs.

Blake smiled, “Wow...just...wow.” It was all Blake could muster as a reply.

“Do you want to watch more?” Bree asked Blake.

Blake smiled, nodding silently.

Bree looked at Meghan.  “Do you mind if he watches what we talked about?”

Meghan smiled, glancing at Blake.  Blake had his hand over his crotch and was rubbing lightly.  Meghan could see his erection bulged against his pants.

“I’m not sure he’d make it if we asked him to leave,” Meghan said, nodding to Blake’s bulge.  Bree laughed, Blake looked down at his hand and smiled at Meghan.  Maintaining eye contact with Meghan, Blake unlatched his belt, unbuttoned his pants, and pulled his zipper down.  His bulge, contained by his underwear, emerged out of the tight pants as soon as his zipper was down.  Blake reached under his underwear and grabbed his cock.

Meghan, was intently watched Blake as he began stroking his cock under his underwear.  Bree turned Meghan’s head toward hers and kissed her again.  Her hands explored Meghan’s body.  Bree pulled one of Meghan’s dress straps over her shoulder, followed by the next.  She pulled the top of the dress down to reveal her firm C-cup breasts, Blake’s surprise that she wasn’t wearing a bra came with a gasp.  Her skin was golden brown and her nipples erect with excitement. 

Meghan pulled her hands up, covering her breasts with embarrassment.  She was so caught up in the kiss that she didn’t realize Bree had exposed her tits.  Bree pulled away, “No, no, no.  It’s ok.  You’re fucking hot.  Show him.” Bree slowly pulled Meghan’s hands away.  Meghan gave little resistance, looking between Blake and Bree.  Blake smiled as Meghan’s tits were exposed again, and he began stroking his cock harder.

“Wow.” Blake said, “You’re fucking sexy.”

Meghan smiled at Blake, her eyes glancing down at his hand working underneath his underwear.  Bree ran her hand through Meghan’s thick black hair, pulling her closer.  Bree began kissing Meghan’s neck, using her hair to manipulate her head however she wanted.  Meghan inhaled with excitement.

Bree licked Meghan’s ear, running her tongue around the profile of her ear before sucking on her ear lobe.  Pulling Meghan’s head back further, Bree trailed her tongue down Meghan’s neck, down to her tits.  Bree flicked a nipple with her tongue before devouring Meghan’s nipple with her mouth.  She sucked and licked in rhythm with Meghan’s movement.  With each flick and suck, Meghan moaned with pleasure.

Bree’s hands began migrating down Mehgan’s waist until finding the bare skin of her thigh.  Bree’s hand worked up Mehgan’s dress
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