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Rishi and Priya had been married for six weeks and it still felt like they were on Honeymoon. Unlike some other couples they knew, they were just as happy as they looked in their pictures. Since their wedding, they had decorated their house just the way they wanted it and they felt like a true husband and wife. None of the shine had gone from their marriage, every day was filled with laughter and love. Neither of them thought that things could get any better. Little did they know, there was an even greater happiness ahead of them.

It is always hard to pinpoint the exact moment that a story begins. We could start with Priya, a traditional Indian girl from a traditional Indian family. She had been raised with strict values and gone to an all-girls’ boarding school that had enforced the lessons of her family. When she came to America for university, she was, in many ways, a sheltered and unworldly young woman. She had seldom spent time around boys. When she had met Rishi and fallen in love with him, he had opened her eyes to a different way of life and aspects of her character that had always been dormant. Rishi, with his understanding of a more liberal culture, had let her understand that she was a beautiful woman and that it was a wonderful thing if she dressed in a way that accentuated her beauty. At first, Priya had simply been delighted to develop her wardrobe and tastes in fashion. Then she had been even more delighted as she saw the effect of her beauty on Rishi. It was the look of love in his eyes that taught her there was nothing wrong with being sexy. At first just the thought of dressing sexily was shocking to her, but she soon grew to understand that she was a beautiful, arousing woman. Seeing the admiration, love and excitement in Rishi's eyes gave her a confidence she had not known she had been lacking. When she looked in a mirror, she saw an ordinary Indian girl, shy and, perhaps, a little bookish. When she looked in the mirror of Rishi's eyes, she saw a smart, sensual and sexy woman. She remembered one evening with Rishi when a man had stared at her as they walked by. When they were far away from him, she had asked Rishi why he thought that the man had been staring. He had whispered into her ear, “Because you're the sexiest woman he has seen all night, silly!” Then he had kissed her cheek, so in love and so proud of his gorgeous girlfriend.

Now that gorgeous girlfriend was his gorgeous wife. We could, of course, start the story with Rishi. He was a good-looking young man with a charming smile and a sharp mind. He had fallen madly in love with Priya and sometimes could not believe his good fortune that she loved him too. Although he was smart and attractive, he sometimes felt that Priya could have any man she chose. To him, Priya was not just a pretty girl, she was a movie star, a model, a goddess. He knew that men looked at her with lust in their eyes and it made him proud. The woman they wanted was the woman that loved him. Sometimes he wished that they lived in a world where Priya could have her pick of the men that wanted her, letting them worship her for a while. He would never share her freely, she was too precious for that. No, if Priya were to be with another man, that would always be the lady's choice. This was not something he had ever spoken aloud, of course. He was sure that Priya would not understand why he could imagine her with another man. It would be impossible, he thought, to explain to her that seeing her worshipped in the way that she deserved would be a pleasure to him. Such dreams hardly mattered, though. They were young and in love. Silly ideas about Priya enjoying her confident sexuality to its fullest could stay in the realms of fantasy.

The third place that we could start our story is with Tyrone. He was a friend of Rishi's from childhood. Tyrone had always been Rishi's most athletic friend. What had always surprised Rishi about Tyrone was that the guy was not an arrogant asshole. Most men with Tyrone's handsome face, flawless black skin and lean body would be unpleasant and egotistical. Tyrone was confident, but never brash. He was charismatic and he was a natural leader, but he was also a loyal friend to Rishi. At college, Tyrone had become a star athlete. College had given Tyrone even more confidence and now he was a young man with a star quality. When people met Tyrone, they had the feeling that he could be a successful politician one day, he had a powerful personal magnetism.

Any of these three characters could be the start of the story. We shall start, though, with the simple coincidence that brought them all together.

One day Tyrone called Rishi with some great news. “Hey man, you're not going to believe this!” said the deep voice that had become even richer since they last spoke.

“What's the news?” asked Rishi. He smiled across the living room at Priya and said, “It's Tyrone, sweetie. He says he has good news.”

Priya smiled. She remembered Tyrone from the very few occasions that they had met. Tyrone was tall, athletic and had a dazzling smile that made him unforgettable.

“I just got a job and it's two blocks from your house!” said Tyrone, his voice brimming with genuine happiness. “We can hang out after work!”

Rishi bellowed, “Yes! Great news, man! Priya, sweetie! Tyrone has a job and it's two blocks from here!”

“Oh congratulations!” Priya called, hoping that Tyrone could hear her voice.

“Is that Priya?” Tyrone said. “Tell her I'm gonna be coming over to flirt with the most beautiful wife in the world, ok?”

Rishi laughed and said, “He says he's going to come over to flirt with, and I quote... the most beautiful wife in the world!”

Priya laughed shyly and waved her hand dismissively. She liked what she heard, but she did not think Tyrone was being sincere. He was just a charming guy.

“Now I just need to find a place,” said Tyrone, his joy dimming. “I've been looking online, but I've gotta decide fast. I don't want to pick the wrong place and get tied into some lame contract on an apartment that I don't like. It's a nightmare, man.”

“What are you talking about?” laughed Rishi. “We have a spare room. Come stay with us. You can go apartment hunting and make sure you pick the right place. You can't choose somewhere to live without seeing what options you have, that's crazy.”

Tyrone hesitated. “That's generous, buddy, I really appreciate you for saying that... but I can't move in with you newly-weds! I don't wanna cramp your style, you know? You don't need me hanging at your place, ruining your date nights and flirting like crazy with your hot wife!” he said, laughing warmly, truly grateful for his friend's generosity.

“Don't be crazy,” said Rishi. “Priya, do you think Tyrone should come here until he finds an apartment?”

Priya nodded eagerly. She agreed with Rishi that it would be insane for Tyrone to find an apartment without seeing it. There was also a small, secret part of her that relished the idea of handsome, flirtatious Tyrone spending time at their house. She knew that she would wake up in the morning and Tyrone would be there at breakfast. When she went to bed at night, Tyrone would be only yards away, getting ready for bed. She could hardly admit it to herself, but the idea excited her enormously.

“She's nodding!” Rishi said with a laugh. “See, man, you have to come stay with us for a while? Deal?”

Tyrone gave a deep, friendly chuckle. “If you insist. You a good friend, you know? Just hope you don't mind me checking out your beautiful wife all the time!” he said.

Rishi imagined how it would feel to have his hot, handsome friend admiring Priya. It was exciting. Priya was his wife and he wanted to show her off. More than that, he wanted her to enjoy showing off. Maybe having Tyrone around would bring out Priya's wilder side. He could dream.

It was as simple as that. They all agreed that it would be a fun way to live. Rishi was pleased that it had not been just his idea. Priya was eager. It was her choice too. Tyrone, for his part, felt honoured to have a friend as good as Rishi. He also felt pretty pleased that he would get to be around Priya. There would be ample opportunities to get a good look at the gorgeous, curvaceous Indian girl. There might even be opportunities to have just a little feel of that great body, as long as he did not cross too many lines.

When Tyrone moved in, it was just Rishi at home. They got all the worst of the work done before Priya got back. They wanted all the mess gone and Tyrone to be installed in the house like he had always been there. When she returned, she found her smiling husband and his handsome friend sprawled in the living room and looking exhausted from a day of moving boxes. “You guys look so tired!” she said sympathetically. “Let me get you something to eat!” There was a traditional part of her that loved to feed her husband and any guests.

Tyrone grinned. “Priya, you are an angel, you know? After a hard, hard day of work, a man loves to have a beautiful wife make him dinner, even if that beautiful wife is married to someone else!” he said, making no attempt to disguise his gaze as it roved over Priya's blouse, taking in the shape of her breasts.

Rishi grinned, seeing his friend admiring the view. “We're lucky men, Tyrone,” he said, likewise admiring his beautiful wife.

That had made Priya scurry shyly away with a girlish giggle. It was easy to embarrass her, but she loved the attention from men, especially men as hot as Tyrone.

When Priya had spent her time working hard in the kitchen, she came through with dish after dish of food for them. The guys praised her cooking endlessly and eventually managed to get her to sit on the couch and actually eat with them. Tyrone and Priya were on the couch and Rishi sat in an armchair, enjoying the chance to see his shy wife drawing Tyrone's gaze.

“Damn, I think I moved into heaven,” said Tyrone, putting down his plate. “The food is amazing and the hostess is the hottest girl that I've ever shared a couch with. Rishi, my man, you are gonna have to watch me like a hawk in this house! I'm gonna eat all the food and I'm gonna flirt with your lady every time I get the chance!” He was so open about his intentions that it was impossible to be angry with him.

“As long as you make my lady smile, you flirt, buddy,” said Rishi. He found that there was a weird burning in his chest and face that was somewhere between embarrassment, jealousy and excitement. It made him proud that his wife was so beautiful that Tyrone was always staring. It also gave him a bizarre thrill to imagine Tyrone pushing things further than flirting. He would not want Priya to be upset, but if Tyrone were to slap her ass or kiss her cheek, Rishi knew that would drive him wild. If Priya smiled about it, the excitement would be tripled.

Priya said nothing, though she kept glancing at Tyrone, her eyelashes fluttering as she gazed shyly at the sexy man sitting next to her. At one point, Rishi noticed her gaze drop down to Tyrone's sweatpants where there was a suggestive bulge. The bulge was long, thick and looked heavy. Rishi knew that despite her sheltered upbringing, Priya had to be imagining Tyrone naked. Perhaps she was even imagining what that huge bulge looked like when it was aroused.

“I think there's a little smile hiding there,” said Tyrone, moving Priya's hair away from her face as she turned away, giggling. “Yeah, I thought so! Anyhow, I better get a shower. I've worked hard, I've eaten well and soon I'm gonna be passed out and asleep. I'll leave you two honeymooners alone for a while. Try not to make too much noise, I'll be jealous,” he said, standing up and stretching his muscular arms, his broad shoulders flexing.

Priya watched dreamily as Tyrone left the room.

Rishi grinned at his wife. “So I think you're glad that he's staying for a while,” he said with a naughty wink.

Priya gasped and giggled. “Oh, I just think he's a nice guy,” she said, starting to clear the meal, looking flustered.

“You think he's a hot guy, you mean,” Rishi said with a warm chuckle. The idea provoked excitement and jealousy in him, a combination that he found thrilling.

“Oh, you know I don't think like that!” protested Priya, looking awkward. “You're my husband and I love you!”

“I know,” said Rishi, giving her a
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