
The Birthday Present 
 

1 - three years later 
 
Jake Denby smiled at his lovely wife. They were drinking their morning coffee together. 

Iris was 22 when they married three years ago, a mere child. She had matured and gotten even 

more beautiful in his eyes. She still looked like a sweet version of a Victoria Secret model: baby 

blue eyes, flaxen hair, long legs and heavy boobs. She had filled out a bit in the last couple of 

years, and he thought it made her even more desirable. He loved that extra bit of flesh on her 

round behind. He would make her sit with her back to him, on his knees, and would knead the 

lush cheeks for as long as he could before his need would drive him to enter her. 

The other day he had overheard her talking to a female friend, a colleague, about a 

possible diet. He never liked that particular friend. He waited for the conversation to end and 

then went and actively tried to talk Iris out of it. It wasn’t easy. After telling her how he liked just 

as she was he could see she wasn’t convinced. She believed him that he found her attractive, 

but it didn’t matter to her as much as her friend’s opinion. Jake jokingly added that having more 

fat on her would help with getting impregnated. Iris gave him a weird look and didn’t say 

anything at the time. A few days later she came to him and said she wanted a session with Nora, 

their psychologist and sex therapist. 

Three years ago, at the very beginning of their married life Nora was instrumental in 

helping them along. But after the first bout of intense sessions, they widened the time gap 

between meetings. The appointments became more infrequent, and now it had been a whole 

year since their last session. Jake had been concerned but Iris refused to tell him anything, 

saying they would talk at Nora’s office.  



Jake reached to her and caressed her cheek lightly and she lifted her eyes from her 

phone. He was due at the office and Iris, who worked from home as a freelance animator, had a 

video conference scheduled for 10 AM. 

“Honey, you remember we have an appointment at Nora’s today?” Iris nodded. 

“I’ll take the train and meet you there and we could go back together in your car.” She 

said. 

“Don’t you want to tell me what’s it all about? Give me a hint?” His wife shook her head. 

“If I do, you’ll obsess and analyze it all day. You’ll have arguments and 

counterarguments, and you’ll spew it all at Nora and me before we even sit down. No. I want an 

open discussion before the great Jake Denby had prepared for it.” He smiled at her. He was the 

big shot lawyer, the name partner at his firm, but she was the smart one in the family. 

“I love you”. He told her, meaning it, needing her to hear the sincerity in his voice. 

“I love you too. “ 

But something was off, something was making Iris anxious, and so Jake was anxious too. 

 
     *** 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Iris thought Nora’s office hadn’t changed much nor had Nora. It was a comforting 

thought.  

Nora put them both at ease talking about Iris’ burgeoning career, about Jake’s 

successful one. Jake talked a little bit about his ailing father and how that had impacted their 

lives. Iris told about her sister moving into town. Around forty minutes into the allotted time, 

and just when it was most natural to do so, Nora mentioned they hadn’t been to see her for 



long and if they still engaged in their “games”. Jake and Iris exchanged looks, and she could see 

he wanted her to be the one that answered. 

“Yes, we still do that.” Iris fell quiet. It seemed that, after so long, she was out of 

practice talking about their sex life. Nora prompted. 

“If I recall the dynamic it’s Jake that thinks up scenarios and you go along, isn’t it right 

Iris?” 

“If it’s Mark, then I set it up, because part of the fun is that Jake gets a surprise. But if it’s 

a new man, then it’s Jake finding him and then I approve him.” Iris answered. 

“But lately, for the past few months, it’s just Mark.” Jake said. 

“Does that bother you Jake?” Jake slanted a look at Iris and shrugged. Nora looked at 

him and waited. It was a good tactic, Iris found. She maintained her silence as well. The verbose 

lawyer couldn’t stay mute for too long and he started talking. 

“I like seeing Iris with someone else, it’s hot, but Mark…I mean, it’s not as stimulating as 

a new guy…but it’s still okay.” 

“Iris, do you wish for more ‘excitement’?” 

“Oh, I don't think so”. Iris hastened to say. “It’s still good. Very good, very exciting.” 

“Is that true, Jake? Do you like your sex life?” 

Jake nodded. 

“Iris put on some weight and it’s hot. I love her like that.” Iris looked at him in wonder. 

He did touch her more, a lot more, but up till now she thought he was just calming her down 

when he mentioned he didn’t want her to diet. It was a good time to raise and tackle the real 

object of the meeting. 

“Speaking of weight, I want to get pregnant.” 



Both Nora and Jake gasped, and Iris giggled because it was fun to shock them, especially 

Nora. Then Jake, the great Jake Denby, the ferocious tough Jake Denby, fell to his knees in front 

of her and buried his head in her lap. 

“Are you sure, baby? Are you sure?” He asked in a muffled voice. 

“Yes, I’m sure." She caressed his hair. "Honey, if you feel so strongly about it, why didn’t 

you raise the subject sooner?” 

“I’m so much older, I was afraid to push you…” 

“Iris, why did you feel you needed to come to a session to say that?” asked Nora. “This is 

the type of conversation I would have thought your relationship with Jake could support very 

easily.” 

Jake looked up at her. Iris couldn’t hide her nervousness from him. He rose back to his 

feet and resumed his seat, but he gave her his hand and she took it. “She is right, honey. Telling 

me you want to start trying for a child doesn’t require Nora. What is this really about?” 

Iris took a deep breath. “It’s not that. If I want to get pregnant, I feel I can’t have sex 

with anyone else but with you, my husband.” She gulped and her voice broke with sudden tears, 

tears she didn’t even know were so close to the surface. “And I’m afraid that it will go back to 

what it was before, that you will no longer want me.” 

 
 
 

2- Mark and Iris talk, and more... 
 
 
Mark slid his hand up Iris’s tanned naked thigh. He was bare chested, and he let his 

nipples rub against the smooth warm skin of her leg. Iris favored L’occitane message oil. It was 

way more expensive than what he had in the spa, so she bought it and he used it only at her 



house. He came to associate the smell of almonds with Iris, so now whenever he uncorked the 

bottle, he would get a semi hard on. 

Iris was lying on her stomach wearing a thong and nothing else. Mark moved his oily 

hands up her thighs and grabbed the perfect globes of her luscious behind making whirlpool 

motions. He applied a bit of pressure so she would feel it in that super sensitive sweet spot 

between her legs that he knew so well. 

Iris sighed and squeezed her legs a little, gliding, not even trying to hide the obvious way 

she was masturbating in front of him. And why should she hide it - she was having sex with Mark 

almost as much as she was having it with her husband. Mark realized the ‘relationship’ he had 

with Jake and Iris was the steadiest he had ever had with a sex partner, or any partner for that 

matter. Granted, it was a paid relationship, and one that paid very well. But still in his eyes it 

was a relationship. In fact, the payment was so handsome that he could afford to quit giving 

“happy endings” at the spa. Funny. He didn’t realize how much giving these sex favors in the spa 

weighted on him until he stopped doing it. 

Mark recalled that when Iris set up this massage, she said she wanted to discuss 

something important with him. He wondered when and if Jake would be joining them. 

“Mark, I have a favor to ask.” His hands stopped for the merest beat, but he 

immediately continued. He moved to the head of the bed so he could hear her better. 

“Go ahead.” He put his right forearm on her oiled back and slid it towards her 

protruding buttocks. 

“Jake’s birthday is in two weeks. He wants a special birthday present; he will discuss 

with you all the details, but I get to pick the other guy.” Mark almost lost his balance and that 

wouldn’t do as Iris was beneath him. 

“Whoa, Iris, what are you talking about? What other guy” 



“Yes. I already know who he is. I once…never mind, and I already talked to him. He’s 

okay with it.” 

“Huh?” he wasn’t getting her. At all. 

“Jake fantasizes a lot, I know, but not everything is possible…” 

“Iris, what are you talking about?” 

Iris rose to lean on her elbows, her beautiful tits caressing the massage table. Mark was 

dying to put one in his mouth. And then the other one. He hadn’t had sex since the last time he 

was with Iris and Jake and that was already a week ago. Did they have sex without him? He 

supposed they did, they were husband and wife, and Iris was gorgeous and, as he knew very 

well, liked sex a lot.  Why was he jealous about it? God, he was seriously messed up. 

“Iris, baby, please explain.” She looked at him and her sweet mouth opened a little. 

“You never called me baby before, Mark.” He tried to cover his slip-up by jumping into 

action. Action he knew she would love, and he knew he needed. 

“Is Jake going to join us soon? I can get you all hot and bothered for him.” He didn’t wait 

for her answer. She was still on her stomach looking up at him. He circled the bed and holding 

her by the hips he flipped her over. Iris giggled, but he could see she was okay with it. He 

continued to arrange her to his liking. He made her sit up with her legs dangling over the side of 

the bed. He could see that the bottom of her minuscule panties was wet. Good. He hugged her 

with his arms, caressing her until he reached the small of her back and the thin band of her 

thong. He inserted his fingers under it, taking it down just a little. He whispered into her ear, her 

mouth was half opened, she was already panting slightly in that cute way of hers. 

“You tell me what’s on your mind Iris while I eat your delicious pussy, deal?” 

 She groaned a little and nodded, and Mark peeled away her sodden thong, too bad 

these weren’t edible panties he was dying to swallow the tiny thing. He stood between her 



spread knees and dragged Iris so only half of her ass was still on the hard surface. She had 

trimmed her blond pubic hair and it beautifully framed her perfect pussy. Mark bent his knees 

and positioned his head looking at her pink inviting stairway to heaven. He darted out his 

tongue and licked her a little just to quench his thirst. 

“Fuck, Mark, that’s good.” She placed her warm palms on his shoulders supporting 

herself. He tried not to breath in too deep, so her aromatic arousal wouldn't go straight to his 

head. 

“Talk to me, Iris, or I stop. What do you mean another man?” Iris made a pouting face, 

but she answered. 

“Jake wants to see me with two guys, not just one. I mean not just you. And I want that 

too. Does that offend you? It’s not that you aren’t great, but…,” Mark licked her glistening slit, 

“ohhh, shit Mark, I can’t think when you’re doing that”. 

“Jake has his fantasies I get it.” He positioned his tongue at the root of her opening 

touching it lightly. He talked to her, into her he could see how the breath from his mouth moved 

her sensitive lips. “Who is that man?” 

“Wow, that’s good…” 

“Who is he, Iris?” 

“He’s this really good-looking man. He works as a technician, but when I found him 

again and told him what it was all about, he was happy to help. Just this one time he said.” 

Mark sucked in some of her juice and heard her barely suppressed cry. Her lips were  

puffed with excitement, hyper sensitive and he lapped her lustily,  circling her clit with the tip of 

his tongue, hearing her cries getting louder and louder. She was very close. Then he stopped. 

“Mark, don’t stop!” 

“What is it all about?” 



“It’s Jake’s birthday. We’re fulfilling some of his fantasies and mine.” 

 This he wanted to hear more of.  

“Tell me your fantasies, and I’ll make you come.” He felt her laugh around him. 

“I’m embarrassed.” 

“Iris my tongue is in your pussy!”  

She laughed some more. He licked some more, and she relented. He darted his tongue 

in and out, and every now and again flicked it on her clit. 

“I am lying naked on my back…oh, yes, Mark, right there… and I’m masturbating, Oh 

God Mark I’m so close, so close, and all three of you are standing above me. You look at me and 

you touch yourselves...shit Mark... you're so good... until you jerk all over me…Yes! Yes!” 

 Mark sucked her hard and felt her legs clamp around his head making him giddy and 

needy, but he held his mouth in place until Iris shuddered and cried and came all over his face. 

She laid her head on his and he was so happy just sniffing her in waiting for her to calm down. 

“That’s a very lovely fantasy, Iris, you shouldn’t be embarrassed”. Mark said as he was 

cleaning her with a small wet towel. 

“Do you want to meet Dean before?” It was a good idea and Mark took Dean’s contact 

details from her.  

Iris was babbling happily. 

“Jake wants some of his fantasies to be a surprise for me, so he’ll talk to you about 

them, is that okay? He says of course if any of them aren’t to your liking then it’s a no-go and 

he’ll change accordingly.” 

“That’s great Iris, when is it all going to happen?” 

“Two weeks from now on Jake’s birthday. But it’s also our parting gift to ourselves. After 

this I’m going to stop taking the pill and we’re going to try for a baby. So no more orgies, 



threesome, or anything like that. Just me and Jake, trying for a baby.” She beamed at him 

radiant with happiness and excitement. 

Years of catering to women made Mark able to smile back. He held himself together 

while he folded his massage bed and bade his goodbyes doing everything like an automaton. He 

was numb with shock. They were casting him off as casually if he was some household appliance 

they were done with. They were getting rid of him - he was no longer useful or fit to their 

lifestyle.  

He made it home okay. He closed the door but couldn’t even make it to his bedroom. He 

slid down to the floor and for the first time in his grown-up life Mark broke down and cried. 

 Then he picked up his phone and called Nora. 

 
 
 
 

3 – Let’s get the Party Started  
 
 
Iris arrived at the rented bungalow a little early, butterflies dancing in her belly. She 

entered the small house. She could see that Mark and Dean were already outside by the 

outdoors pool, standing at a pool-side bar drinking and talking. Mark was delectable, his shaved 

face smooth, his dark skin glowing in the soft twilight. His tight-fitting T-shirt outlined every 

sinew in his lean torso and his denim hugged his muscular thighs and accentuated his impressive 

bulge. Dean was dressed in a beige linen buttoned down short sleeved shirt and cotton pants. 

The conservative outfit somehow worked with the tattoos that covered his arms and chest. 

Iris stepped outside and was gratified to see the awed looks the two men gave her. The 

excitement she felt transformed to warm anticipation. Tonight was going to be fun. She did 



dress to impress, wearing a curve hugging red sequined halter dress with a very low plunge 

neckline. Her heavy boobs were barely contained, while her back was completely bare. 

Dean gave a low appreciative whistle when he saw her. Mark smiled widely closed the 

short distance and took her in his arms. He kissed her on the mouth something he usually didn’t 

do. That was romantic and lovely. Iris laughed and pushed him away. 

“Hey, not yet Mark.” Dean approached and gave her a more chaste kiss on the cheek. 

“You look stunning, Iris.” Dean said in his deep voice. Mark went into the house and 

returned with an ice filled champagne bucket. 

“Oh, no, champagne goes right to my head.” 

“To mine too”. Dean laughed with her. 

“Well, you have to, Iris, Jake pulled out all the stops with this one.”  Mark extracted a 

bottle of Krug Brut Rosé. Pink champagne was Iris’s favorite drink. 

Iris’s phone sang with Jake’s ringtone, and she hastened to answer. In the background 

she heard the champagne’s cork loud pop and the tinkling sound of the bubbly drink being 

poured into thin crystal flutes. 

“Hi honey”. Jake’s voice always calmed her; she knew that everything was going to be 

fine the minute she heard him.  

“Are you late for your own birthday? The guys are already here!” Mark placed a flute in 

her hand and raised his in a silent toast. Iris sipped and closed her eyes - heaven in a glass. Jake 

answered her his tone apologetic. 

“I’m sorry, I left the office on time, but traffic is crazy. There was a car accident we’re 

just standing here. Please go ahead have fun with the guys, and I mean - fun! This is your 

celebration as much as mine. I’ll be there soon. Let me talk to Mark.” 



Iris handed her phone to Mark feeling a little dubious. For the past couple of years her 

enjoyment from sex was inexorably tied to Jake’s hungry eyes following her with another man. 

Could she enjoy it without him in the room? It would feel like that one time, that first time she 

did it with Dean. It would feel like cheating. 

Dean was watching her and drinking his fizz. He was going through it fast, draining his 

glass already reaching for a re-fill. She wondered whether maybe he too was nervous. She felt 

responsible for him, she wanted him to enjoy himself, after all he was here on her express wish 

and because she remembered him fondly. Very fondly. 

Iris acted on impulse just as she did that memorable first time. She went up to Dean and 

putting a light hand on his nape stood on her toes, he was very tall, and planted a soft kiss on his 

lips. Dean’s smile was delighted, and he reacted fast. He laid his other hand, the one that wasn’t 

holding the champagne, on Iris’s back just where the dress stopped, and bare skin began. He 

pushed her gently to him, until her barely covered nipples squashed against his uncompromising 

chest. He trapped her mouth in his and Iris gave herself to his demanding lips. They broke apart 

for air, and Iris giggled because she was somewhat embarrassed at the passion that bloomed so 

fast between them. Dean grinned down at her and emptied his glass, and Iris followed suit. 

“Let’s get more. We have all night we don’t have to rush.” She said. And she did want to 

wait for Jake despite his request. They disengaged and joined Mark at the bar who replenished 

their drinks. 

“I talked to Jake. He is going to be really late.” 

Iris was surprised. This wasn’t like Jake he was so punctual and organized - always. Mark 

came to stand beside her and rubbed her consolingly. “Don’t be upset, baby, Dean and I are 

going to take care of you.” 



Dean nodded. “Very good care”. He said. Iris sipped more of the pink bubbly already 

feeling lightheaded. Mark went behind the bar and put on music. It was clearly a playlist Jake 

chose, mellow slow songs, no song came out after 1970. Her kinky husband liked his oldies. 

Dean put his arms around her and Iris slow danced with him. She closed her eyes and let 

Dean kiss her deeply again. Then she felt herself being pushed closer to Dean, her mound 

plastered to his iron hard cock, by a hard body that joined her from behind. Her hair was swept 

aside, and soft lips were trailing kisses on her bare shoulders. 

Dean’s hard-on was poking her belly and Mark’s bulge wedged in her back. The three of 

them continued dancing Iris sandwiched between the two gorgeous men. Iris laid her head back, 

on Mark’s chest and started unbuttoning Dean’s shirt. His taut smooth chest shone blue with his 

tattoos. They kissed passionately and she reveled in the feeling of his bare skin against her. 

“Iris…” she heard Mark’s whisper caressing her ear. She reached Dean’s pants’ button 

and opened it. His chest was moving with fast excited breaths. She wanted him in her mouth. 

“Iris remember you once told me your fantasy?” Mark asked, his tone seductive, 

suggestive. 

Yeah, of course she did. But she wanted it with Jake. Mark guessed what she was 

thinking. “Not the one where we are all around you, you’d want Jake for that. No, something 

that definitely doesn’t have Jake in it.” 

Iris’s hand was rubbing Dean’s hard dick through his boxer briefs. Her butt cheeks were 

twerking against Mark’s own hard cock and all three of them were locked together breathing 

heavily in a synchronized rhythm. 

"What fantasy?" She asked, her mind half foggy with desire. The men didn't answer her, 

and when Iris glanced up at Dean, she saw him in a locked stare with Mark. Then he nodded as if 

he finally acquiesced to something. 



She felt Mark leave her, but she didn’t much care because Dean’s arms enfolded her. 

They were kissing, tongues touching and retreating in a tangled dance. 

“Dean”. It was Mark’s voice.  

Dean loosened his arms.  Iris looked to see that Mark laid a thick towel on the pool 

side’s tiles. He was completely naked - he was kneeling on the towel his erection bobbing in 

front of him, a slightly nervous expression on his face. 

“Yes.” said Dean. “Yes. Just this once - for Iris.” He went to the bar and downed another 

glass of champagne. Iris followed and stood and sipped some more champagne herself 

wondering what all this was about. 

Dean was unbuttoning his pants and discarding his underwear. Iris had never seen him 

naked before. She thought he was magnificent - thick as fuck. She was preparing to wrap her 

hand around Dean’s dick to help it reach its full very promising potential when he went and 

stood in front of Mark. 

Iris let out a strangled groan and her pussy started leaking so much juice she was 

amazed there wasn’t a puddle right beneath her. 

“Oh my God, Mark, I mentioned it so long ago.” 

“But I remembered.” 

“And I’m not gay, but for you, Iris, just this once, I agreed.” Dean said. 

“I told him being blown by a man is not really being gay. I’m Bi, I like the occasional dick, 

although I think ultimately, I like women better.” Mark said in a reflective tone. 

Iris smiled because she realized Mark was purposefully putting them all at ease. Then 

Mark stopped talking and took Dean into his mouth. Both Dean and Iris gave muffled cries. 

“Oh, God, man, this is…” Dean uttered his head thrown back, his whole being was 

centered in that connection between Mark’s mouth and his cock. Mark had his hands holding 



onto the other man’s tight butt. He was moving his mouth his Adam’s apple moving up and 

down as he took more and more of Dean into his mouth and down his throat. 

“Fuck”. Iris heard her voice but didn’t recognize it. Dean’s eyes met hers and she could 

see he was gone. He was having an out-of-body-mind-blowing- once- in-a-lifetime experience.  

Just like her.  

The sight was so hot all she had to do was to reach down and stroke lightly her own 

inflamed soaked puffed pussy, and she exploded and groaned aloud her self-inflicted orgasm 

rushing through her. 

Mark heard her and smiled contentedly. He let the still rock-hard Dean out of his mouth 

and called her. 

“Come join me.” He said. 

Iris whimpered and patted the few steps that separated her from the two men. She 

kneeled next to Mark. Mark reached and opened the knot that held her dress’s straps together. 

Both men’s eyes locked on her heavy boobs as they spilled out, the nipples so hard and sensitive 

Iris knew the merest touch would hurt. 

Mark laid a flat tongue on one side of Dean’s cock and Iris joined him, laying her own 

tongue on the other side of Dean’s thick cock.  

“Fuck”. Dean said. He put a hand on each of their heads. “Fuck”. 

Mark put his mouth around Dean’s cockhead. Iris laughed. 

“He looks delish, can I have a taste too?” 

“Be my guest”, mark said and Dean groaned so loudly it was almost a howl. 

Iris fastened her own cheek to Mark's and they passed the hot cum-leaking head 

between them. As if it was an ice cream cone they were sharing. Iris smiled tremulously into 

Mark’s twinkling eyes, and he smiled back. She let her mouth close around Dean cock and felt 



Mark’s mouth against hers moving with her, it was like she was kissing Mark. Once when their 

tongues touched, Mark caught Dean’s cock in his hand,  and he and Iris let their mouths meet in 

an impassioned kiss.  

“Iris”. Dean said. “Please.” 

She understood. She motioned to Mark and positioned herself so she was in front of 

Dean. She took him in her mouth, just her, without Mark.  She closed her lips around Dean and 

in a practiced sure move she let her throat relax and let him fill her mouth and senses. 

She felt Mark’s presence back he was kneeling behind her. 

“I’ve got you, babe.” He said and his hand sneaked past her peeled dress down into her 

sodden underwear. Iris felt his familiar touch on her clit and moaned, her mouth full of Dean’s 

inflated cock the slight chocking sensation making her come all over again, but she didn’t let go 

of Dean’s cock. 

Dean’s moves became erratic and her own body was spasming uncontrollably, reacting 

to Mark’s fingers on her clit, Mark was the only one who seemed in complete control of the 

situation. Iris heard Dean’s cry and a second later he was shooting warm salty sperm down her 

mouth and throat. Mark’s fingers crashed her clit and she was shaking in yet another orgasm 

finally letting Dean’s cock plop out of her mouth. He was still coming, and his juice spluttered 

down her bare tits, her own coughs adding saliva and further sperm to smear her dress’s front in 

the most deliciously dirty way. Mark hands massaged her tits, abdomen and down her navel to 

further spread Dean’s juice all over her propelling her into another mind-blowing orgasm. 

“Fuck”. Dean said again. "Fuck". 

 

                                                         ##### 



“Fuck.” Jake said. “Iris, you’re a total slut and I love you”. He knew none of the three 

could hear him. He was sitting on the second floor of the rented bungalow, the room had a 

direct view onto the pool side, In addition there were eight screens showing footage of his 

wife’s and her two lovers’ activities. 

He was still dressed fully. He was hard, but he purposefully hadn’t touched himself or 

took off any of his clothes. 

“Fuck”. He repeated. "What a birthday". His mood sobered when he looked down at the 

printed page in front of him. He shook his head at himself. He shouldn't let anything mar this 

day and Iris's enjoyment. They would have a serious talk but only later, after multiple orgasms. 

 
 
 
 

4 – Jake finally shows up 
 

Jake watched as Mark pulled Iris up helping her onto her wobbly feet. The other man, 

Dean, had a beatific look on his face. As he should- It was probably the best blow job the man 

had ever gotten. Dean pulled himself together and got free of the pants that were still hanging 

on his feet. He jumped into the pool and called to Iris. 

“This is fun come in.” Iris giggled, Jake loved her laugh. She wriggled away her clothes 

and bomb-jumped into the pool splashing water around.  

Jake looked again, as he had done a hundred times in the past month, at the paper with 

the test results. When Iris said she wanted children his physician, suggested Jake take a few 

genetic tests. Just to make sure all was on the up-and -up. 

 It turned out badly. Very badly. Not only was his sperm count very low, making a 

spontaneous pregnancy extremely unlikely he was also carrying the fragile X syndrome gene. His 

worried doctor said that this gene caused serious developmental and intellectual disability.  



When Jake looked unconcerned, his doctor explained they weren’t talking about dyslexia. “In 

laymen, totally un-PC terms, we’re talking about retarded offspring. Jake, I’m sorry, but you 

shouldn’t try to have kids.” 

He called Nora, needing to process the information, needing to talk to someone about 

how to break the news to Iris. At Nora’s office Mark was waiting for him. 

“Jake, we have a situation here.” Nora said. 

“We certainly do.” he agreed.  Mark looked at him surprised. 

“You know?” he asked. “How do you know?” Jake looked at him uncomprehending. 

“How do I know what?” he asked. He saw that Nora nodded at Mark to talk and the 

young man blurted. 

“That I love Iris. That I l-like you, man.” Jake’s eyes went to Nora, and she shrugged. 

“You sleep with someone regularly; you spend time with them. Emotions may develop.” 

She said. 

“I love what we have. When Iris told me you guys were trying and that you no longer 

needed me, I freaked out.” The words were now pouring out of Mark. Jake wondered how long 

the young man felt this way and felt sorry for him. 

“I haven’t slept with anyone else for ages, Jake.” Mark continued. “Just Iris and you. You 

pay me so well I don’t need to give extras at the spa I just do massages which is great. But it’s 

not about the money. Its about not being able to be a part of your life anymore.”  

The solution was sitting right in front of him. 

 “And you? Do you want kids?” He asked Mark. Mark smiled sadly and said. “Yes, of 

course. But it would have to be a woman I love and right now I can’t think of it.” 

“What if you were to have kids with Iris? Would that suit you?” Jake asked him and saw 

the pure joy in Mark’s eyes. 



 The three of them concocted the solution which was prefect but for the much-needed 

consent of his wife. Iris would have Mark’s children. He would be a permanent part of their 

household - a third, but an equal vertex in their three-way love triangle.  

Jake sighed and crumpled the paper in frustration. He wasn’t hard anymore, and he was 

killing his own mood. He should snap out of it for everyone’s sake. 

 He looked back out. 

 Mark returned bearing trays laden with savory canapes and fresh fruit that Jake had 

ordered. Or rather Jake had paid for, but Mark had decided on the contents. “She talks and I 

listen”, Mark told Jake at Nora’s office and Jake realized mark loved, truly loved Iris.   Jake 

realized the younger man knew Iris’s likes and dislikes not only in bed, but in food, drinks and 

apparently books and movies as well. 

The sense of kinship with Mark strengthened over the past couple of weeks. They were 

essentially partners-in-crime hiding crucial facts from the woman they both loved. Thank God 

the deception was nearing its’ end.  

Jake stood up and prepared to finally start celebrating his birthday. 

 

##### 

 

Iris couldn’t move her feet, or her hands. She was strapped with silken restraints to the 

large bed inside the bungalow’s bedroom. Her arms were spread wide and her legs wider. 

“Iris honey are you comfortable?” Jake asked.  

He had finally arrived. She was so happy to see him. When he told her that he was 

actually there all the time – watching - she was even happier. The orgasms she experienced 

became  sweeter because they were witnessed by her husband.  



 Now the men were fulfilling her fantzasy. Dean was at the foot of the bed, looking right 

up her wet pussy. Jake was on her right and Mark was to her left.  

Iris was very clear that they weren’t allowed to touch her - just themselves. And she was 

strapped to the bed because she knew herself only too well. If she had half a chance, she would 

just crawl to any or all and beg for a taste.  

“Can you feel it?” Mark asked. Iris had in her right hand the remote control of the small 

bullet vibrator that Jake had inserted earlier. She pressed it and felt slight vibrations. 

 “Yeah, it’s nice”. Iris said and wriggled her ass a bit. All three men were fully naked, all 

were rock hard, and all were all looking at her with lustful eyes. This was way better than her 

dreams. 

“Are we allowed to touch ourselves?” Jake asked smiling. Iris shook her head. 

“Negative”. A collective sigh sounded in the room, and she giggled.  She pressed the 

remote again and the shudders in her core got stronger. 

“Fuck, this feels good.” She said and groaned. She looked around and fed from the 

hungry eyes that followed her every slither. She took pity on the guys. 

“You can touch.” All three grabbed their dicks and started stroking themselves.  

“Oh, fuck this is hot.” Iris said. She looked from Dean’s hot stare onto Mark’s laughing 

eyes, to Jake’s caressing ones. Jake looked at her with so much love tonight she almost couldn’t 

take it.    

 The vibrations sent tingles up her spine and down her belly and she moaned. She saw 

Dean’s biceps bulging as he was moving his muscly hand up and down his cock. His tattoos 

shone bluish in the room’s soft light and his eyes got glassy. She looked up at her husband and 

saw him pumping his own erection. He was puffing, barely able to speak. 

“Iris, honey I won’t last much longer.” 



Mark was at her other side stroking his cock motioning with his eyes towards the 

remote in her hand. Iris understood. She amped the speed. The room was filled with the sounds 

of pleasure. Iris’s moans, Jake’s short breaths, Dean’s groans, and Mark’s suppressed sighs. Iris 

released the ball of knots at her core, waves of extasy flooding her whole body. She screamed 

her orgasm just as she felt jets of warm semen touching her tits, her legs and her stomach.  

 

 5 – Epilogue - Once again at Nora’s office  
 

Mark was holding little Abe, called after his grandfather while Jake was holding little 

Jackie called after Jackie Onassis, a heroine of Iris. The twins were two years old, and all the 

family went to their customary visit to auntie Nora’s.  

“Are you getting any uncomfortable questions from people?” Nora asked Iris. 

“Nah, we just tell people we are an alternative family, and they accept it pretty easily.  

In their kindergarten they have a family of two fathers, two families of two mothers. We’re just 

another kind of family.” 

“As you know Nora, I was mostly worried about the reactions at my law firm. But they 

were pretty great about it. And I am, after all, a senior partner.” 

“And you, Mark?” Mark was busy with keeping little Abe from going around trashing 

Nora’s office. Mark smiled so widely that Nora couldn’t help it and burst out laughing. 

“He’s so happy, he can’t talk.” Iris said. Mark smiled at the mother of his children and 

nodded at Jake. Happiness didn't need that many words. 

 
 
 
 
   
     


