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The Lion’s Den was crowded when Joe and his
girlfriend Carly arrived. There were a lot of open spots at the
bar, but Carly insisted they grab the last available table, a small
square one with four stools around it.

They sat down, setting their fresh drinks on
the table in front of them. Joe had a bourbon and Coke. Carly had a
chocolate martini, which she had gotten for free because it was her
birthday.

“Nice place,” Carly said with a nod as she
looked around. Though they had been living and attending college in
the same town as the Lion’s Den for almost four years now, neither
of them had set foot in the place before tonight. It was a standard
nightclub, a bit nicer than most around here, with a very
well-stocked bar, a dancefloor, a couple of pool tables in one
corner, lots of blue and red lighting, and an abundance of young,
well-dressed men and women who were here to dance, drink, pick
someone up, or some combination of the three. The driving beat of a
techno band Joe didn’t recognize throbbed through the room, and the
dancefloor was packed with swaying, gyrating bodies.

Joe kept his eyes on Carly. She was planning
something. He was sure of it. Ever since she got up this morning,
her green eyes had had that bright, fevered gleam they got when she
was feeling super-horny and ready for some particularly kinky
hijinks. Normally she, like Joe, was fairly vanilla and content
with a simple, monogamous sex-life. But every now and then she got
that horny gleam and became capable of almost anything. The last
two times it had happened, she had instigated threesomes with other
men—first their friend Grant, then a few months later her rough,
dominating ex-boyfriend Brandon. During these three-ways Joe had
discovered a side of himself he had never known existed, a side
that enjoyed fucking other men as much as he enjoyed being with
Carly. Though he had been shocked at first, he had come to embrace
these new feelings. Indeed, when he saw that look in her eyes this
morning, he found himself hoping her birthday would culminate in
another threesome. It couldn’t be with Grant or Brandon, though:
The former was happily monogamous with a girlfriend now, and the
latter had moved out of town shortly after his tryst with Joe and
Carly. That had been over two months ago.

They had celebrated Carly’s birthday with a
long bike ride in a local park, a movie, and then a nice dinner
out. That glassy shine in her eyes had grown stronger and stronger
as the day wore on. It made Joe both nervous and excited, and his
cock had been half hard in anticipation all day.

After dinner, they had returned to their
apartment, and Carly had disappeared into the bathroom with some
unfamiliar clothing-store boxes that had been stashed under the
bed. Half an hour later, she emerged from the bathroom clad in a
slinky, strapless black dress Joe had never seen before. It was cut
low enough to show off a generous helping of plush, trembling
cleavage and high enough to display her creamy thighs nearly all
the way to her pussy, which was snugly sheathed in a pair of lacy
red thongs that matched her hair and freckles. The ensemble was
completed by a pair of brand-new black stilettos. She had also put
on some wantonly scarlet lipstick and painted her finger- and
toenails a similar hue.

If Joe had had any doubts that she was
plotting some lusty antics tonight, they were dispelled when he saw
that outfit. Carly wouldn’t wear something like that unless she was
eager to get fucked.

“You look fantastic,” he had told her, his
heart suddenly thumping and his cock stirring in excitement. What
was she planning this time? Another threesome? Both of them had
agreed it would be worth doing again, as long as they could find
the right guy. Then again, she had engaged in all manner of sexual
escapades in the past, and he couldn’t be certain what itch she was
hoping to scratch tonight, or where the night would end up.

All kinds of possibilities, both stimulating
and worrying, kept unspooling in Joe’s imagination as he watched
her scan the crowded bar. Her emerald eyes had grown shinier and
hornier in the short time since they had sat down.

Joe took a nervous sip of his drink, then
looked around as well. If Carly’s intention was to initiate a
threesome with someone here, it would be a very different prospect
than the two threesomes they had already had. Those had been with
men they knew. Tonight, it would have to be with a stranger, an
idea that made Joe rather anxious.

Then again, if that was her intention, she
might be out of luck. There were almost no guys here by themselves.
Most were with friends or dates.

Carly broke off her survey of the crowd and
looked at Joe with a strange little smile that made his cock
stiffen in his black jeans. Then she gulped down half her chocolate
martini in one go. He watched her slender, pale throat working as
she swallowed, and he remembered seeing her in a similar position
as she swallowed Brandon’s cum, his cock deep in her mouth, two
months back. Would Joe see something similar before tonight was
through? Would he, too, be swallowing someone’s sperm?

Carly set her glass down on the table, then
leaned in close to him. The sexy perfume she wore engulfed him, and
her breasts pressed against his upper arm, the warm, soft flesh
bulging around his bicep.

“So,” she said, her lips close to his ear, “I
was thinking about what I’d really like most of all for my
birthday…”

Joe’s heartrate doubled in an instant. This
was it. The moment had come. He felt all but certain she would
reveal that she had chosen this place to find a third guy for a new
threesome.

But as usual, Carly surprised him.

“And it occurred to me,” she said,
“since we had such a good time with another guy, why not
two other guys?”

For a second Joe could only stare at her.

“Uh, you mean, like…like, a foursome?”

She flashed an impish grin and flicked her
ginger eyebrows.

“Exactly.”

Joe wasn’t sure how he felt about that.
Though in theory it was just a slight variation on what they had
done before, it was different enough that it made his nervousness
increase. Two strange men? It
multiplied the risk, the uncertainty. But it also doubled the
potential rewards.

Seeing his hesitation, Carly went on, “I
never told you this before, but I’ve always had fantasies about
having three men at once. I’ve always wondered what it would feel
like to have a guy in every hole at the same time.” She licked her
lips in obvious excitement at the idea. “Plus, this way we could
each pair off with a guy of our own for a little while. That way
everyone’s happy. What do you think?”

“Uh…”

Conflicting feelings continued warring within
him. His cock, however, was already as hard as a rock at the
prospect of a foursome. His body seemed to have already made its
decision.

He took another glance around the room.

“I don’t know,” he said. “I mean, there are a
lot of men in here, but you might not be able to find a pair of
guys who fit the bill.”
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