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Us

So the background is pretty boring if I’m honest. We married young, both with just enough experience to know what we liked but still curious enough to explore more. Our pasts weren’t filled with wild escapades—just the usual high school fumblings and a few college relationships, the kind where you stumble through figuring out what intimacy is supposed to feel like. I wasn’t one of those girls who prowled the halls, always looking for the next thrill. They always seemed to know exactly what they wanted, while I was more cautious, waiting for a connection that went deeper.

But I did enjoy sex. And when I met Ben, something shifted in me. We were both fresh out of sour relationships, both a little hesitant. I held him at arm’s length for two months—two long, tension-filled months where we kept our attraction in check, hiding it behind the easy banter of friendly dates. There was an undercurrent, though, something undeniable. I’d catch him watching me across the table, his gaze lingering just a bit too long on my lips, and my heart would flutter.

Ben had this quiet confidence that I found magnetic. He wasn’t showy or loud, not the type to draw attention to himself, but when he was near me, I could feel his focus. It was intoxicating. He’d brush a hand against mine, or his fingers would linger on my back just a little too long, and I’d feel a spark. At the time, I didn’t realize it, but I was falling for him in those small moments. Little touches, lingering glances, the slow burn of anticipation that built every time we were together.

We took things slowly. Maybe it was because we both needed time to trust again, or maybe it was because the tension between us was just too delicious to rush. But one night, that tension broke. His lips found mine, and it was like all the restraint we’d shown up until that moment vanished. We fell into bed, a tangled mess of limbs and desire, and I felt my body come alive under his touch in a way I hadn’t known was possible.

Ben was everything I didn’t know I needed. He was attentive, eager to learn what I liked, and there was a kind of urgency in the way he touched me, as if he’d been holding back for weeks. His hands were sure, his mouth warm and insistent. And when we made love, it wasn’t just sex—it was something more, something primal and raw. I didn’t know my body could feel that much pleasure. He was always ready, always hard, always wanting me. I lost count of how many times I came that first week alone.

We were insatiable, finding any excuse to be together. The bed, the sofa, a tent on a weekend camping trip—it didn’t matter where. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other, and I loved it. I loved the way he looked at me, the way he made me feel desired, adored. We fell deeply in love, and before we knew it, we were married, caught up in the rush of passion and the belief that this intensity could last forever.

The years passed quickly. Children came, adding another layer to our bond, and we grew closer. Ben remained the attentive lover he’d always been, even as we navigated the challenges of parenthood. He was tall, slender, a runner with an athlete’s body, and I worked hard to keep my figure, even after the babies came. Our bodies changed, but our desire for each other didn’t.

Even as life settled into a comfortable routine, we kept the spark alive. Ben bought me my first bedroom toy, and sometimes we’d watch soft porn together, exploring new ways to keep things exciting. Our sex life became part of our rhythm, as natural as breathing. We trusted each other completely, both in and out of bed.

And yet... there were moments. Moments where, in the quiet of the night, I’d let my mind wander to the fantasies I’d never spoken aloud. The ones I kept locked away, believing that setting them aside was just part of being an adult. We had everything we needed, I told myself. A perfect life. A happy marriage. Two beautiful kids. But deep down, I wondered—was it wrong to want more?

Then everything changed. Ben landed a fantastic new job—one that paid more and promised new opportunities—but it came with a catch: we had to move halfway across the country, leaving behind the life we’d built together. Our routines, our friends, our favorite haunts, all of it faded in the rearview mirror as we drove toward a new city where we knew no one. I tried to stay optimistic, telling myself that it was a fresh start, a chance to shake things up. But beneath the excitement, I felt a flicker of unease. Starting over wasn’t easy, especially when you’re not sure where you’ll fit in.

We found a house in a quiet suburb, a far cry from the close-knit neighborhood we’d left behind. The streets were filled with soccer moms and minivans, and while I loved our kids more than anything, I’d never been the type to lose myself in that world. I wasn’t the cookie-baking, PTA type. I missed the freedom of our old life, the nights when Ben and I would slip away to a bar, find a quiet corner, and get lost in each other.

Luckily, I had an older cousin nearby. She was a lifesaver, always eager to take the kids for a night when Ben and I needed some time to ourselves. And we needed it more than ever. The stress of the move, the pressure to settle into a new routine—it weighed on us. But Ben was excited about his new job, and through it, he met a group of people who seemed like a breath of fresh air.

They lived out in the countryside, a good hour’s drive from our suburban bubble. At first, I was skeptical about spending time with people who lived so far out of town. I wasn’t sure if we’d fit in. But when Ben told me about them—how they loved good music, dancing, and long, late nights—I felt a flicker of excitement. Maybe this was what we needed—a new group of friends, a chance to let loose in a way that we hadn’t in years.

The first time we visited, I was nervous. We’d been living in the city for a few months by then, but we still felt like outsiders. I’d gotten used to small talk with the other moms at school drop-offs and awkward conversations at neighborhood barbecues, but these people… they were different. From the moment we walked in the door, they welcomed us with open arms, handing us cold beers and pulling us onto the makeshift dance floor that stretched across their living room. The music was loud, the kind that made your heart beat faster, and for the first time in months, I felt alive again.

These weren’t the kind of parties I’d been to since we got married. They were wild, free, the kind of nights that stretched until dawn with kegs tapped, food spread out across long tables, and laughter echoing through the house. There was a feeling of abandon in the air, something electric that made it impossible not to get swept up in the moment.

Ben and I danced together, his hands on my hips, pulling me close as the music pulsed around us. It reminded me of those early days when we couldn’t keep our hands off each other, when the world felt like it disappeared every time we were together. We stayed late that night, far later than we had in years, and when it was finally time to leave, neither of us wanted the night to end.

Luckily, our new friends were used to it. “Stay the night,” they said, offering us a spare room. We gratefully accepted, not wanting to risk driving home after a night of drinking. The room was small, tucked away in a quiet corner of the house, but it didn’t matter. As soon as the door closed behind us, Ben and I fell into bed, the excitement of the night still buzzing in our veins.

We kissed like we hadn’t in years, with the same urgency that had defined the early days of our relationship. Maybe it was the atmosphere, the music, or just the thrill of being somewhere new, but I felt a hunger for him that I hadn’t felt in a long time. It was like a switch had flipped inside me, and suddenly, all the stress of the move, all the worries about fitting in, melted away.

Over the next few months, we returned to those parties again and again, staying late, drinking, dancing, letting the rest of the world fall away for a while. It became our escape, our way of reconnecting, of rediscovering the parts of ourselves that had been buried under the weight of everyday life. With every visit, I felt more comfortable, more at home in their world.

But there was something else, too. Something simmering just beneath the surface. It was subtle at first—a lingering glance from one of the men at the party, or the way the women laughed a little too freely, their eyes meeting mine across the room with a knowing smile. It was in the air, this quiet suggestion that maybe these parties weren’t just about the music and the drinking. Maybe there was something more. Something I wasn’t sure I was ready to face.

One evening, after the last guest had left the afternoon BBQ, John and Claire invited us to relax on their back porch. The night was still warm, the scent of charred meat and citronella lingering in the air. John topped off our wine glasses, but this time he poured a shot of tequila for himself and Ben. I glanced at Ben, smiling as he gratefully took the drink. There was an easy comfort between the four of us now, the kind that comes from shared laughter and late nights.

The full moon lit up their forested backyard, casting long shadows over the trees, and the quiet buzz of the blue bug-killer light kept the mosquitoes away. As I leaned back in my chair, my eyes drifted to John, who was fiddling with the cover of their hot tub. I hadn’t noticed the tub before, not really. In all the times we’d visited, they’d never mentioned it or asked if we wanted to use it.

“Hey, Mona, Ben,” Claire began, her voice a little tentative, “we really enjoy having you guys over. We’ve been saying to each other that we wished you lived closer so we could hang out more often.” Her words were warm, but there was a tension in her tone, something unsaid lingering in the air. I exchanged a glance with Ben, but he didn’t seem to pick up on it.

Claire fidgeted with her wine glass, looking at me. “The thing is… for the past few months, we haven’t been totally, well, ourselves with you.”

I tilted my head, unsure of what she meant. She hesitated, tripping over her words. “I mean, we’ve been, I don’t know… hiding a part of ourselves, I guess? We feel a little restricted, and it’s been difficult.”

Her nervousness was palpable. I felt a prickle of unease in my stomach, but before I could ask what she was getting at, John cut in, his voice more direct. “What Claire is trying to say,” he said, sheepishly smiling, “is that we’re naturists.”

Ben lifted an eyebrow. “Naturists?” I echoed, confused.

“Nudists, honey,” Ben whispered near my ear, his breath warm against my skin.

“Oh.”

The word landed awkwardly between us, hanging in the air like something fragile. I blinked, trying to process it, my mind racing to connect the dots. All the times we’d been here, all the parties, all the late-night chats—never once had I suspected that John and Claire had this side to them. It felt like a piece of the puzzle I hadn’t even known was missing.

Claire looked relieved that the word was finally out, but she was watching me closely, gauging my reaction. “We like to vacation at nude beaches, go to nudist resorts,” she explained. “And if you weren’t here, well… we’d be in the hot tub.” She gestured toward the steaming water.

“Naked,” John added, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. He leaned back in his chair and exhaled, as though a weight had been lifted. “Guys, what we’re saying is… you’re cramping our style.” He laughed lightly, but there was a seriousness behind it.

I glanced at Ben again, my pulse quickening. I could see the curiosity in his eyes. He wasn’t shocked—far from it. In fact, he seemed intrigued. But me? I was torn between surprise and uncertainty. This wasn’t something I’d ever imagined, not with John and Claire, not in a million years.

“We wanted to be honest with you because you’re becoming close friends, and we don’t want to hide who we are,” Claire said softly. “We’re not asking you to do anything you’re uncomfortable with… we just want to be ourselves around you. You understand, don’t you?”

Her eyes were pleading, searching mine for a sign of acceptance. I felt a knot tighten in my stomach. Did I understand? Could I understand?

Ben nodded slowly beside me, and I felt his hand brush lightly against mine, reassuring. He wasn’t put off by this revelation; if anything, he seemed open to the idea. But I wasn’t so sure. My mind raced with questions. What did this mean for us? For our friendship? For our nights at their house, the wine-soaked conversations that now seemed laced with something more?

“We don’t want to put any pressure on you,” John said, taking a swig from his glass. “We just needed to let you know who we are, and we hope you can accept that. Tonight, it’s been a long day, and honestly, Claire and I just want to relax.” He pointed toward the bubbling hot tub, the steam rising invitingly into the cool night air. “We’re hoping we won’t offend you if we just… be ourselves.”

I could feel the weight of the moment. The stillness in the air. I knew what was coming next, but I wasn’t sure how to react.

John stood, stretching out his arms before reaching for Claire’s hand. “And you’re always welcome to join us,” Claire added, her voice softer now, as if she were testing the waters.

They set down their glasses and walked toward the back of the house, leaving us alone on the porch, the invitation hanging in the air like a question neither of us had the answer to.

I sat there, my heart pounding, the wine buzzing in my veins. Ben’s hand was still on mine, warm, comforting, but the quiet between us felt charged with something new. Something I wasn’t sure I was ready for.

After the bombshell dropped, I stood, pacing around the porch with my glass in hand, unsure of what to make of John and Claire’s admission. My mind was spinning—naturists? Nudists? How had we never picked up on it before?

“I guess that makes sense,” Ben mused, leaning back in his chair with a casualness that irritated me.

I stopped pacing and turned to him. “What do you mean, ‘makes sense’?”

“Well, haven’t you noticed that Claire never wears a bra?”

I blinked, caught off guard. “Of course I’ve noticed. But I didn’t think much about it. I mean, she’s not exactly busty, so it’s not like she needs one.” I paused, then narrowed my eyes at him. “I didn’t realize you were noticing.”

Ben shrugged with a weak smile. “How could I not? I’m a man, after all.”

I feigned a hint of jealousy, although there was a genuine pang beneath it. “Do you think they’re undressing? Like, right now?”

Ben glanced toward the house, then back at me. “Probably.” He looked at me with calm curiosity, not discomfort. “If you’re uncomfortable, we could always go inside and watch TV or something. Whatever you want.”

I studied his face, searching his eyes for what he was really thinking. His voice was neutral, but there was something beneath it. Was he intrigued by all this? Maybe a little excited? I couldn’t tell. “What about you?” I asked, pressing him. “We’ve never talked about nudism, but I didn’t think it was your kind of thing.”

Ben shrugged again, this time more nonchalant. “I don’t really see it as a big deal. It’s just bodies, right?”

“Oh, really? So, you’re saying you wouldn’t mind if Claire were standing here naked right now?” I shot him a teasing look, though my heart raced at the thought.

He snorted, half amused. “Come on. It’s not about ogling. They’re nudists, not strippers. And besides, haven’t you ever had to shower after gym class in school?”

“Yes, but not with boys!” I shot back, crossing my arms over my chest, my voice lowering to a whisper. “I don’t know, Ben. This feels… unexpected. Weird.”

Ben looked at me, his expression softening. “Would it bother you if John checked you out? I mean, they’re probably used to this. I doubt it’s a big deal for them.”

“Maybe not for them,” I muttered, biting my lip. “But these are our friends. Won’t it get weird?”

“Not unless you make it weird,” he said, giving me that easy smile of his. I hated how calm he was about all this. Part of me wished he’d react more, get flustered like I was. Instead, his steady demeanor only added to my uncertainty. Was I overthinking this?

As we whispered to each other the screen door swung open, and I froze, my heart skipping a beat. Claire stepped onto the porch first, draped in a thin silk robe that clung to her body like liquid. The fabric shimmered in the moonlight, draping in a way that left nothing to the imagination. It was clear there was nothing underneath, the soft curve of her breasts and hips outlined by the sheer fabric. My breath hitched, but I barely had time to process her appearance before John followed her outside.

And John was completely naked.

I gasped, my hand instinctively flying to my mouth as I took in the sight of him. Stark naked, completely at ease, John stood before us as if nothing about this moment was out of the ordinary. But for me? It was like the world had tilted on its axis.

I hadn’t seen another naked man in over a decade. Not since Ben, not since we were in college. The shock hit me like a tidal wave, but beyond the surprise, there was something else—a stirring I hadn’t expected. John wasn’t tall like my husband, but his body was… impressive. His chest was broad, his muscles taut, and a multi-colored tattoo spread across his shoulder and down his bicep, giving him a rugged, masculine edge. His stomach rippled with six-pack abs, like something out of a fitness magazine, but that wasn’t what held my gaze.

My eyes drifted lower, and I couldn’t help it. I stared. John’s penis hung heavily between his legs, and the size—it was impossible not to notice. Bigger than Ben. Significantly bigger. My breath caught again, and this time, I felt a hot flush rise to my cheeks. I couldn’t look away. I wanted to—God, I wanted to—but something about it kept me locked in place, my eyes tracing every detail, even as I hated myself for doing it.

It wasn’t just the size. No, that wasn’t the only thing that made this moment feel so… intimate. John was uncircumcised, something I had never seen in person before. Every man I’d been with—Ben included—had been circumcised. It was just how things were, how I thought it would always be. But now, standing here, staring at John’s cock, I couldn’t help but feel both shocked and… intrigued.

I shouldn’t be looking at this. The thought screamed in my head, but my eyes lingered. I felt a knot tighten in my stomach, a mixture of guilt and something I didn’t want to acknowledge. I shouldn’t be looking at another man’s naked body—let alone comparing it to my husband’s. But here I was, doing exactly that. And worse? I liked it.

John’s penis was thick, hanging low, his foreskin covering the head in a way that seemed almost foreign to me. I remembered the way my friend from college had talked about being with an uncircumcised guy once—how she’d complained about it, how she’d made it sound almost grotesque. “It’s just… weird,” she’d said, wrinkling her nose. “Like, there’s extra skin, and it feels different. I don’t know, I didn’t like it.”

I’d never given it much thought after that, never even imagined I’d encounter it myself. But now, as I stood here, staring at John’s uncut cock, I didn’t feel repulsed. If anything, it wasn’t better or worse than what I’d known—it was just different. Different in a way that stirred something inside me. I couldn’t stop wondering what it would feel like. What that difference would be like up close. And that thought? It made my stomach twist with shame.

I shouldn’t be thinking about this. I shouldn’t be standing here, secretly preferring the way John looked, hating myself for even thinking it. But the size—the thickness—the way his foreskin moved slightly as he shifted his weight… God, I couldn’t deny how impressive it was. And the worst part? I couldn’t pretend I wasn’t drawn to it. A part of me—deep down—couldn’t help but admit that I liked what I saw. That maybe, just maybe, I wanted it.

My face burned with embarrassment. What kind of wife was I to be standing here, lusting after another man’s cock? I glanced sideways at Ben, half-expecting him to read my thoughts, to see the guilt painted all over my face. But when my eyes met his, he wasn’t staring at me—he was looking at John, a strange kind of calm curiosity in his gaze. He wasn’t fazed. If anything, he seemed unbothered by the entire situation, like this was something normal, something easy to brush off.

He caught my stare, and a small smile played at the corner of his lips, a question hanging between us. Did he know? Did he notice how long I’d been staring? Was he aware that my mind had gone places it shouldn’t have? I swallowed hard, quickly looking away, but it was too late. I could feel my pulse hammering in my throat, and my hands fidgeted restlessly at my sides, betraying my guilt.

Claire smiled as she sat down beside John, her silk robe parting slightly at her thighs. “We didn’t want to make you uncomfortable,” she said softly, her voice as smooth as the fabric that draped over her skin. “We just wanted to be ourselves tonight. I hope you understand.”

I nodded quickly, too quickly, my heart still racing. My eyes darted between John and Claire, and I struggled to keep my gaze on their faces, to push away the image of John’s naked body still burned into my mind. I couldn’t stop seeing it—the size, the weight of it, the difference in the way it looked compared to Ben’s. I felt like I was betraying my husband with every passing second.

But at the same time, I couldn’t stop the heat building in my stomach. The quiet, nagging thought that maybe this was something I’d been missing all along. Something I hadn’t known I wanted until now.

Ben’s hand found mine, squeezing gently, and I nearly jumped at the contact. I looked at him again, searching his face, but he remained calm. He wasn’t reacting the way I was. Why was I the only one spiraling? Why did this feel so… intense?

“We’re fine,” Ben said, his voice steady. “Thanks for being honest with us.”

His words were simple, composed, but they didn’t reflect the storm brewing inside me. As the cool night air settled around us and the soft hum of the bug-killer light flickered in the distance, I felt like I was standing on the edge of something dangerous—something I wasn’t sure I wanted to face.

Because now, no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t unsee it. And worse? I wasn’t sure if I wanted to.

Just as I thought I couldn’t pull my mind away from John’s body—his size, the shock of seeing him fully exposed—Claire made things even harder. She gave me no chance to settle my thoughts as she untied her robe and let it fall to the ground. It puddled at her feet, and there she stood—completely naked in the moonlight, her skin glowing in the soft light. My breath caught in my throat.

Her body was svelte, surprisingly toned, her C-cup breasts high on her chest, her nipples hard from the cool night air. Her hips flared out into a round, shapely bubble butt, and her legs—my God, her legs—were long and smooth, curving perfectly as she stepped up onto the rim of the hot tub. She looked like a goddess, completely at ease in her skin, and I felt a pang of something I couldn’t quite name. Was it envy? Or something more unsettling?

I shot a glance at Ben, and my stomach flipped when I saw that he’d noticed too. His eyes were glued to her, his gaze roaming over her body in a way that he probably thought was discreet, but I knew better. The way his mouth parted slightly, the way his breath seemed to catch—I knew that look. He was appreciating her. And suddenly, I felt a wave of insecurity rise up in my chest. I couldn’t help but compare myself to Claire, wondering if Ben was doing the same. She was gorgeous, naked and confident, and here I was, feeling awkward and small under her shadow.

“Come get in,” Claire said, her voice light and teasing. “The water’s fine.”

As if on cue, John brushed past me and Ben, casually grabbing the tequila bottle on his way to join his wife. He moved with such ease, completely at home in his nudity. It was like he wasn’t even aware of how startling this all was for us—like this was just another night. When he stopped in front of us, he turned, meeting my eyes with a steady, knowing gaze.

“Look, if you’re not comfortable, just wear your underwear,” he offered with a shrug, as though it was no big deal. Then, without waiting for a response, he climbed into the tub, giving us both a full view of his sculpted back and firm butt. His body was pure muscle, lean and defined, and the sight of him made my pulse quicken all over again. I was still reeling from the fact that I’d seen him naked from the front, and now this—another reminder of the physical differences between John and Ben.

The moment stretched out, my mind spinning, my mouth hanging open in shock. I didn’t know what to say, what to do. I felt like a deer caught in headlights, unsure of whether to flee or stay frozen in place.

“Ah, um, ok…” Ben’s voice snapped me out of my stupor as he gently tugged on my hand, pulling me toward the house. I followed him inside, my heart racing, my mind still replaying the image of John and Claire’s naked bodies under the moonlight.


Them

Once inside, Ben shut the door, and for a moment, the soft murmurs of John and Claire’s voices outside became a distant hum. He turned to me, his eyes still wide with that curious mix of excitement and disbelief. “Did you notice? No tan lines.”

I shook my head, still feeling light-headed from the wine and the whirlwind of emotions swirling inside me. “I didn’t notice anything except that they were naked,” I muttered, running my hands through my hair in frustration. “I just… I don’t know what to think.”

Ben smiled softly, stepping closer. “What do you want to do?”

My heart hammered in my chest. What did I want to do? Part of me wanted to bolt—run out the door, pretend this whole evening had never happened. But another part of me, the part I wasn’t ready to face, was curious. Maybe even intrigued. The way Ben had looked at Claire, the way John’s body had stirred something in me I hadn’t felt in years… it left me feeling raw, vulnerable.

“I don’t know…” My voice came out in a shaky whisper, my thoughts spinning in a hundred different directions. “I just… I keep replaying the image of them naked out there. It’s… it’s a lot.”

Ben rubbed his hand along my arm, grounding me in the moment. “Look, we don’t have to do anything, but if we don’t go out there, they might think we’re being prudish. We’ve already seen them naked. What can it hurt to join them?”

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. “No, we don’t want to offend them…”

Ben’s hand moved to my back, and I realized I was fidgeting, my fingers twisting nervously as I stared off into space. “Stop fidgeting,” he said gently, his voice calming. “Tell me what you think.”

I took a deep breath, trying to organize my racing thoughts. Was this about sex? Was that where this was headed? I didn’t think so, but… God, I wasn’t sure. “It’s not really about sex, right?” I asked, my voice faltering.

Ben shook his head, smiling. “Naw, I don’t think it’s like that. I mean, they’re just being themselves. And honestly, I’m okay with it. If you are, of course.”

I looked up at him, searching his eyes for some kind of reassurance, and he smiled that easy, reassuring smile of his. “What can it hurt?” he said again, his tone light. “It’s just a hot tub with friends. And we’ve already seen them naked. No big deal, right?”

I hesitated for a moment before nodding slowly, my mind still reeling with everything that had happened so far. He was right. It was just a hot tub. Nothing more. We’d already crossed that line of seeing each other naked. What could it hurt?

“Okay,” I said, drawing a ragged breath. “I’ll get in, but if I get uncomfortable, we’re leaving. Promise me.”

Ben nodded, his eyes serious now. “I promise. If you give me a pinch, we’re out of there.”

I nodded, feeling a little steadier as I took a deep breath and began unbuttoning my shirt. Ben was already out of his clothes in an instant, as if he’d been waiting for this moment. He kicked off his shoes, tugged down his shorts, and stood beside me in the blink of an eye, completely naked.

And that’s when it hit me. For the first time tonight, I really looked at Ben—really looked at him—and the comparison was impossible to avoid. Ben had always been a grower, not a shower, and standing there now, his still-soft cock looked smaller than usual, especially in comparison to John’s earlier. God, I hated myself for thinking it, but I couldn’t stop. I couldn’t stop the thought from creeping in—the thought that John’s size had been impressive. Too impressive. And now, standing here with Ben, the difference was obvious.

A surge of anger welled up inside me—anger at myself for even having the thought. How could I compare them? This was Ben—my husband, the man I loved, the man who had always been everything I needed. Why was I letting John’s nakedness get to me? Why was I suddenly so aware of things that hadn’t mattered before? But no matter how hard I tried to push the thought away, it stuck, nagging at the back of my mind.

Ben’s body was familiar, comforting, but now… I found myself wondering if familiar was enough. Was it wrong to feel this way? Was it wrong to acknowledge that, for a fleeting moment, I’d been attracted to John’s size? The way his cock had hung between his legs, thick and heavy, so different from what I knew with Ben?

I clenched my fists, forcing myself to focus, to stop comparing. But the guilt was already there, and it burned hot in my chest. Ben didn’t deserve this. He didn’t deserve my wandering thoughts, my momentary betrayal, even if it was only in my mind.

I let out a shaky breath and slowly slipped off my bra and panties, folding my clothes neatly beside me. The chill night air hit my skin, and I wrapped my arms around my chest, covering myself instinctively. Ben, ever the easy-going one, just stood there, waiting patiently, his eyes soft and kind. He had no idea what was going through my mind—no idea about the storm of emotions tearing me apart inside.

“Ready?” he whispered, his voice low and comforting.

I nodded, though my heart was still racing. “Yeah. Let’s do this.”

And with that, we stepped back out onto the porch, the cool night air wrapping around us like a second skin as we made our way toward the waiting hot tub.

“We were wondering what took you so long,” Claire said, her voice light and teasing as soon as we stepped back outside. She was lounging in the hot tub, her skin slick from the water, her body gleaming under the soft glow of the porch lights. “Come in, this water is delicious.”

Her words sent a shiver down my spine, and I hesitated for a moment at the edge of the tub. This was real now. There was no going back.

For me, undressing had always been part of an unspoken ritual—one that always, always led to sex. Getting naked wasn’t just about stripping off clothes; it was about intimacy, about feeling someone’s eyes on your body, about the tension, the desire, the heat of what was to come. And now, here I was, naked with my husband in front of attractive friends, trying to get my head around the idea that this wasn’t supposed to be sexual. But it was hard. It felt sexual. It felt intense.

It wasn’t that I wasn’t confident in my body. I’d always been proud of it, in fact. Years of running had left me with a slim, toned figure. My legs were strong, my bum shapely and firm, and my breasts—well, even after two kids, they were still perky, my C-cups sitting high on my chest. I knew I was attractive. I’d always felt comfortable in my skin, confident when it came to undressing in front of Ben or even when we went to the beach. This wasn’t about insecurity over how I looked.

No, this was something different. This was about being seen in a way I hadn’t expected. Being naked, exposed, in front of friends—and not just any friends. Friends I’d found attractive, and now here we were, all in the same bubbling hot tub, with no clothes and no rules to tell me how I was supposed to feel.

I could feel their eyes on me as I stood there, hovering at the edge of the water, and my heart pounded in my chest. My breath came in shallow, quick bursts, and my skin felt flushed, though I couldn’t tell if it was from the cool night air or the heat rising from the water.

I glanced at Ben, expecting him to be at least a little uncomfortable. But no. He didn’t seem phased at all. He climbed over the edge of the tub and dipped into the water with ease, sinking down until the water lapped at his shoulders. “Ah,” he sighed, as John handed him a shot glass filled to the brim with tequila. They exchanged easy smiles, and for a moment, it felt like I was the only one struggling with this.

I tried not to stare, but I couldn’t help it—I noticed. As Ben settled into the water, his cock remained completely soft, nestled against his thigh, completely unaffected by everything happening around us. He wasn’t aroused. There was no tension in his body, no flicker of sexual interest on his face. He was just… relaxed. Content. Like this was any other night in the hot tub with friends.

And yet, here I was, struggling to catch my breath, my mind spinning in a hundred directions. Why wasn’t he feeling what I was feeling? Didn’t he notice the tension? The way Claire’s breasts floated just under the surface of the water, her skin glowing in the soft light? Didn’t he notice how John’s body—strong, broad, and still so naked—seemed to dominate the small space of the tub? But Ben just sat there, calm and relaxed, completely at ease. I was the only one spiraling.

I felt the weight of their gaze as I stood there, exposed, every second dragging out like an eternity. My skin burned under their eyes. Even though they weren’t openly staring, I could feel it—the way their glances flickered toward me, the way my presence seemed to fill the space. I was the last to enter, the last piece of the puzzle.

Taking a deep breath, I stepped forward, gingerly climbing over the edge and into the bubbling water. My heart pounded in my chest, and I could feel my skin prickling with goosebumps as the warm water engulfed me. The sensation of being submerged in the heat was overwhelming, and I quickly sank down, pushing myself as far under the water as possible, hoping the swirling bubbles would hide me from prying eyes.

Why was this so hard? I wanted to be cool about this, like Ben. I wanted to sink into the water, take a drink, and laugh it all off. But it wasn’t that easy. The fact that I was naked, in front of our friends—who were also naked—felt like a strange, charged game that I hadn’t signed up for.

The water did feel amazing, though. Claire had been right about that. The heat enveloped me, the bubbles massaging my skin, making me feel weightless as I floated slightly in the water. I tried to relax, tried to focus on the sensation of the warm water swirling around me, but every time I closed my eyes, my mind flickered back to John. His body. The size of him. The weight of his cock between his legs, hanging low, thick and uncut, so different from what I was used to with Ben.

Stop it. I scolded myself, pushing the thoughts away. This isn’t about that. It’s just a hot tub. It’s just friends being themselves.

But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t unsee what I’d seen. I couldn’t stop comparing. My mind kept drifting back to John’s body, how different he was from Ben, and the way I’d been strangely attracted to him, despite myself. It was like my thoughts had a mind of their own, and the harder I fought them, the more persistent they became.

I felt a hand on my leg, and I nearly jumped. But it was just Ben. His leg brushed against mine as he settled beside me, a familiar, comforting touch in the midst of my chaos. I scooted closer to him, reaching for his leg under the water, needing something to anchor myself to. Something familiar. Something real.

The others were chatting casually, John and Claire talking about their next vacation or something equally mundane, but I wasn’t really listening. I was too caught up in my own head, too focused on the way the water swirled around us, making everything feel both surreal and intimate. Too aware of the way my body felt exposed under the water, no matter how hard I tried to hide it.

The tension between what I knew and what I felt buzzed in the air, sharp and insistent. This wasn’t supposed to be sexual—that’s what I kept telling myself. But my body, my mind, didn’t seem to get the memo. The warm water, the closeness of our naked bodies, the low hum of voices—it all felt charged, like something was lurking just beneath the surface. Something I couldn’t quite name.

I glanced at Ben again, searching his face for any sign that he felt the same way. But no. He was perfectly at ease, leaning back, sipping his drink, smiling at John’s casual jokes. Why wasn’t he feeling what I was feeling? How could he be so calm, so unaffected by it all? His cock remained soft, completely unresponsive to everything happening around us. He wasn’t seeing this as sexual at all.

And then, without meaning to, I found my eyes drifting to John again. I couldn’t help it. He was right there, his broad shoulders cutting through the steam, his body half-hidden under the water but still so present. I could just make out the shape of him beneath the bubbles, the memory of his size still fresh in my mind. And even though I hated myself for it, I couldn’t stop wondering—was he thinking about me the way I was thinking about him? Did he notice the way I kept glancing his way, the way I couldn’t seem to keep my thoughts straight?

I shifted in the water, the heat making my skin prickle as I tried to pull myself back to the present. It was just a hot tub. Just friends. Nothing more. But as I felt Ben’s leg brush against mine again, all I could think about was the difference—the difference between them. And no matter how hard I tried to push it away, that nagging thought stayed with me.

The more I watched them—John and Claire, so at ease in their own skin—the more I realized that, for them, this was just another evening with friends. They didn’t care about the nudity, didn’t think twice about it. Claire chattered about how well the BBQ had turned out, recounting the compliments she’d received on her German potato salad, while John grinned and puffed out his chest, bragging about his self-proclaimed “grill master” status. They laughed, teased, passed drinks around. Everything about them was normal—like there was no invisible line we’d crossed when our clothes came off.

Claire’s laugh rang out, light and carefree as she teased John about his “master” title, but my focus was on Ben. I couldn’t shake the unease pooling in my stomach, despite the casual atmosphere around me. How was he so calm? He leaned back against the edge of the hot tub, completely at ease, his body relaxed as if this was any other night. He caught me watching him and flashed me that easy, toothy grin, his hand sliding under the water to rest on my upper thigh.

The warmth of his hand against my skin was grounding, yet the slow, lazy way his fingers moved up and down my thigh sent a ripple of tension through me. Under normal circumstances, this would have been arousing, a prelude to something more. But now? Now I didn’t know what to feel.

I tried to focus on the conversation—the light banter bouncing between Ben, John, and Claire—but it was impossible to concentrate. Their voices seemed distant, like they were talking through a fog, and the more I tried to listen, the harder it became to engage. Claire giggled at something John said, and the men passed the bottle of tequila back and forth between them, Ben joining in on the lighthearted jokes. But I couldn’t shake the butterfly hurricane in my stomach, the way my body seemed to hum with a tension I hadn’t expected.

“More wine, please!” Claire called, stretching lazily across the tub. Her voice snapped me back to the present, and I looked up just as John chuckled, “Your wish is my command.”

John sloshed across the tub toward the wine, and that’s when I felt it—his body hovering above mine, close enough that the heat of his skin made the air between us feel heavier. His manhood floated in the surface bubbles, right in front of me, and my heart nearly stopped. It was right there, inches from my face, the water distorting but not hiding his size. The memory of what I had seen before flashed through my mind, uninvited and unstoppable.

I barely heard Ben’s voice over the pounding in my ears as he laughed, “Jeez, John, just ask and we’ll hand it over.”

Everyone laughed, except me. My breath was shallow, my chest tight, and I felt a flush creep up my neck as John’s leg brushed against my thigh, his body close—too close—on one side while Ben pressed against me on the other. Both of them, their bodies crowding mine, the heat of their skin and the warmth of the water making everything feel too close, too intense. My heart raced, and a tremor of involuntary sexual tension shot through me, making me bite my lip to keep from reacting.

I held my breath, trying to steady myself as John reached across me to refill Claire’s glass, his leg still resting against mine. The sensation of his body against mine—his warmth, the weight of him so close—was electric, and I tried to focus on anything else, anything to keep myself from losing control. But then Ben’s hand slipped up under the water, his fingers brushing higher along my thigh, sending a shiver straight through me.

And then he touched me.

His fingers grazed my pussy, the gentle stroke igniting something I hadn’t been prepared for. The sudden sensation made me gasp, the sharp, unexpected pleasure catching me completely off guard. I hadn’t realized how swollen with excitement I was until that moment. The moment his fingers made contact, I felt the flood of heat rush through me, pooling low in my belly, making me squirm against him under the bubbling water.

I jumped slightly, splashing water over the edge of the tub, my body reacting without permission, the sudden jolt of pleasure impossible to hide. My breath caught in my throat, and I felt the tension in my muscles tighten as Ben’s fingers lingered there, teasing, probing softly, almost as if he didn’t realize what he’d done.

But I did.

I was trembling. Not just from his touch, but from everything—the water, the closeness of John and Claire, the way John’s body had hovered over mine, his leg pressed against me, and now Ben’s hand, his fingers sliding against my most sensitive parts. Everything felt too much, too close, too intense.

I squirmed under his touch, a soft whimper escaping my lips before I could stop it. I wanted to pull away, to regain some sense of control, but the heat was unbearable now. The water, once soothing and warm, suddenly felt scalding, like it was turning the tension inside me into something I couldn’t contain.

My body reacted before my mind could catch up. I could feel the dampness between my legs that had nothing to do with the water, the way my hips involuntarily pressed toward Ben’s hand. The heat in my core spread like wildfire, and for a moment, I wasn’t even aware of where I was—only of the sensation of his fingers, the swirling water, and the rapid pulse of my own arousal.

The lighthearted chatter around me continued, oblivious to the storm brewing inside of me. Ben’s voice was still easy, still laughing, as if nothing out of the ordinary was happening. But for me? Everything was different now.

The casual conversation between friends, the easy smiles and playful teasing, it all felt like background noise to the thrum of tension that consumed me. I didn’t know what to do, didn’t know how to stop my body from responding this way. I wanted to tell Ben to stop, to give me a moment to breathe, but I couldn’t find the words. I was trapped in the heat of the moment, my mind and body at odds with each other, the sensation overwhelming.

As John finally stepped back to his side of the tub, I let out the breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding. His leg pulled away from mine, but the feeling of his touch lingered, and so did Ben’s. Under the water, his fingers continued to move, sending little sparks of pleasure through me, and I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to hold onto some semblance of control.

But I wasn’t in control anymore.

As if she could sense what I was thinking, Claire suddenly announced, “Too much heat for me,” and reached over to turn off the spa. I blinked, startled, as the bubbles quickly faded, leaving the water still and clear, stripping away my only camouflage. The fizz was gone, and with it, the comforting swirls of froth that had concealed our bodies beneath the surface.

Claire didn’t seem to notice my discomfort. She hiked her butt up onto the rim of the tub, her slim, toned body rising out of the water as steam curled off her skin in the cool night air. She arched her back, shaking droplets from her hair, and ran a hand down her chest, scraping away the excess water in a motion that seemed both casual and deliberate. Naked, Claire looked even more striking than I had imagined—her body lean and smooth, her pussy completely shaved. I hadn’t known what to expect, but somehow the sight of her, so exposed and natural, made me feel even more vulnerable.

John leaned back against the side of the tub, resting his head on her knee as his eyes drifted over to Ben and me. His gaze lingered for a moment, calm but focused, and I felt my cheeks burn with embarrassment. He was watching us—and not just us, but Ben. Watching Ben watching Claire.

I glanced at my husband, and my stomach flipped. He wasn’t just watching; he was mesmerized. His eyes roamed over Claire’s body, soaking up every inch of her as she stretched, the moonlight illuminating the curve of her hips and the way her nipples stood out in the chilly air. She looked like some kind of siren, water dripping down her smooth skin, her chest rising and falling in the cold night. And Ben? He was completely captivated. His gaze never wavered, drawn to her figure as if he’d never seen anything so beautiful.

I didn’t know what to feel. On one hand, I was jealous. Ben was openly staring at her, his focus entirely on Claire’s body. But on the other hand, the tension between us was undeniable. A strange arousal simmered beneath the surface, made all the more intense by what I saw next.

Beneath the now-clear water, Ben had lost his composure. His cock, which had been soft and resting calmly against his thigh just moments ago, was now fully hard. It floated up, thick and obvious, pressing against the surface of the water. I swallowed hard, my breath hitching at the sight. It wasn’t particularly long, measuring exactly 5 1/2 inches when fully erect, but it was thicker than most, something I had always loved about him. His girth had always been perfect for me—something I found deeply satisfying, even more so than length. His cock, thick and veined, was something I’d never complained about. It felt good, familiar, and right.

But as I stared at his erection now, my mind couldn’t help but wander—couldn’t help but compare.

Was John longer soft than Ben was hard?

The question hit me like a punch in the gut, a sharp pang of guilt rising alongside it. I shouldn’t be thinking this way. I shouldn’t be comparing them. But the memory of John’s body was still fresh in my mind, the way his cock had hung heavily between his legs, thick and uncut, larger than anything I’d seen before. It wasn’t just curiosity anymore—it was something more insistent, something I couldn’t ignore.

As I sat there, staring at Ben’s hard cock under the water, I couldn’t help but wonder. John had been soft when I’d seen him, but even then, the size had been impressive. Was it possible that he was longer soft than Ben was hard? The thought sent a shiver down my spine, a mixture of arousal and confusion making my heart pound in my chest.

I tore my eyes away, feeling a wave of heat rise to my cheeks. This wasn’t about John, I reminded myself. This was Ben. My husband. The man who knew my body better than anyone, the man I loved and who had always satisfied me. But even as I tried to focus, to center myself on Ben, the comparison lingered at the edges of my mind, refusing to fade.

I coughed, trying to pull Ben’s attention back, trying to shake him from whatever trance he was in. He glanced at me, his eyes slightly glazed from the tequila and the scene unfolding before him. I gave him my wide-eyed, read-my-mind look, trying to signal that John was watching us, watching everything. But instead of pulling his hand away, Ben gave me a lazy, semi-drunken smile and moved his arm around my shoulders, pulling me closer to him as if nothing had changed.

Meanwhile, Claire’s voice cut through the tension. “See? It’s relaxing in the tub,” she said, her tone light and playful, as though this was the most normal thing in the world.

John tipped the bottle of tequila to his lips and took a long slug, his eyes never leaving us. “We’ve been in the nude community for many years,” he said with a nod. “It’s so natural for us. We love it.”

Claire leaned back on her hands, her breasts rising and falling with each breath as she nodded in agreement. “How do you guys feel?” she asked, her voice casual, as though she hadn’t just rendered us completely exposed and vulnerable under the water.

Ben’s voice was steady when he answered, “This is great,” though I couldn’t tell if he really meant it or if he was just riding the high of the moment. There was a lull in the conversation as the four of us soaked in the weight of what was happening, the cool night air brushing over our damp skin. The quiet between us felt heavy, charged with something unspoken, as if we all knew what was simmering beneath the surface but weren’t quite ready to acknowledge it.

John’s hand slipped up Claire’s leg, stroking her thigh in a way that seemed so casual, yet it sent a wave of heat through me. I couldn’t stop thinking about the way Ben had been touching me under the water, how exposed I’d felt under John’s watchful gaze.

“We should have asked you to join us long ago,” Claire added with a playful smile, her hand slipping down to brush against John’s arm. There was something in her tone, a soft suggestion that made my heart beat faster. How long had they wanted this?

I glanced at Ben again, my mind racing. His arm was still around me, his hand resting on my thigh, but now he seemed more present, more in the moment with me. His arousal, clear and undeniable, pulsed under the water, and I could feel the weight of his fingers pressing lightly against me again, as if asking a silent question.

What do we do now?

The heat between us, the warmth of the water, and the shared intimacy of the night—it all felt like it was leading somewhere. Somewhere I wasn’t sure I was ready to go, but somewhere I couldn’t stop thinking about. My body ached with a tension I didn’t know how to release, and as Claire’s eyes flicked to mine, I couldn’t help but wonder if she saw it too.

"Nice tits," John said with a smile, breaking the thick silence that had settled over us. His eyes were locked on me, his compliment delivered with such casual confidence that I didn’t know how to react. My heart skipped a beat, embarrassment blooming across my chest and rising up to my ears, but at the same time, there was a flicker of pride. He noticed me.

Claire, lounging beside him, gently kicked her legs, causing the water to slosh in lazy waves around us. “He’s right,” she added, her voice light and teasing, as though this were the most natural thing in the world.

I glanced down at my chest, feeling the weight of their eyes on me. The attention was undeniable, and though my blush deepened, I couldn’t deny the pride swelling inside me. I had always been confident in my body, and this moment, as strange as it was, stirred something else in me. They were watching me, and I couldn’t help but feel… proud.

“Yeah, they’re the best,” Ben chimed in, his voice playful as he slid his hand down from my shoulder to cup my breast, giving it a squeeze under the water.

“Ben, stop…” I mumbled, feigning offense, but there was no real conviction in my voice. I could feel my pulse quickening, my body reacting to the way their eyes lingered on me, the way Ben’s hand settled on me like he was staking his claim. I was fully aware of the heat rising between us all.

John chuckled, the sound low and deep, as he stood, the motion sending ripples through the water that pushed us gently from side to side. But this time, something was different. He wasn’t just standing up—he was fully hard now, and the sight of him left me momentarily breathless.

I couldn’t stop staring.

I’d already been shocked by his size when he was soft, but now? Now he was fully erect, and it was unlike anything I had ever seen. His cock stood straight, long and thick, the head fully exposed now as the foreskin had retracted. The dark tip gleamed in the dim light, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away. He had to be at least eight inches long, but what stunned me most wasn’t the length—it was the thickness. It was incredible, so much thicker than Ben’s, so much more imposing, and it made my breath hitch in my throat.

I had always loved Ben’s cock—its thickness was perfect, something I found deeply satisfying every time. But now, as I stared at John, I couldn’t help but compare them. John was thicker. Much thicker. And it was that thickness, that sheer mass of him, that left me stunned.

Why was I so captivated? Why couldn’t I look away? My pulse quickened, and I felt a confusing mixture of emotions rise inside me—shock, curiosity, desire, and guilt all swirling together in a knot that tightened in my chest. I shouldn’t be thinking this way, shouldn’t be comparing them, but it was impossible not to.

The way John stood there, completely unashamed, his cock fully on display, exuded a confidence I couldn’t ignore. There wasn’t an ounce of hesitation in him. It was as though this moment, this naked intimacy, was the most natural thing in the world for him. And that only made the tension inside me worse.

I glanced at Ben, wondering if he had noticed the shift in my focus, but his attention was entirely absorbed by Claire. His cock was still hard, floating in the now-clear water, but the comparison between them was unavoidable. Ben was thick, but John was thicker. Ben was well-sized, but John was undeniably longer. And now that I could see John fully hard, I couldn’t shake the thought that he was unlike anything I’d ever experienced.

Ben seemed oblivious to my inner turmoil, his focus on the scene unfolding in front of us. He watched as John pulled Claire into his embrace, their bodies pressed together as the water dripped down their skin. My breath quickened again as I saw John’s cock press against Claire’s stomach, the sheer size of it making me wonder how it would feel—how it could even fit.

I swallowed hard, trying to focus on something else, anything else, but the image of John’s body—of his cock—burned into my mind. I felt a flush rise to my cheeks as guilt gnawed at me, but at the same time, there was no denying the heat pooling between my legs. My body was reacting in ways I hadn’t expected, and I wasn’t sure what to do with these feelings. I was mesmerized.

John turned slightly, pulling Claire into a kiss, his hand sliding down her back to grip her firmly. The sight of them together, so intimate and natural, made the tension in my body worse. My legs trembled slightly, and I had to shift in my seat to hide the reaction. Why was this turning me on so much? Why couldn’t I just let it go?

As John kissed Claire, his hand drifted down to her chest, and I saw her arch her back, her soft moan filling the quiet night. Her legs wrapped around his waist, and I could see the way her body responded to his touch. The passion between them was undeniable, and it only made the tension between us all more intense.

I felt Ben’s hand slide down my side, moving slowly toward my lap again, his fingers tentative but sure. The moment he touched me, I felt a jolt of pleasure shoot through me, and I spread my legs wider, desperate for his touch. My body reacted instinctively, raw physical excitement overriding any lingering sense of apprehension. I was hungry for it, for him, for the heat of the moment that was now spiraling out of control.

Ben’s fingers found my most sensitive spot, and I bit my lip, trying to suppress the soft moan that threatened to escape. The sensations that rippled through me were intense, made all the more powerful by the scene unfolding before me. I couldn’t stop watching John and Claire, couldn’t look away from the way their bodies moved together. It was all too much, and my own arousal, heightened by Ben’s touch, made it feel like the room was spinning.

As John’s body pressed against Claire’s, I couldn’t help but imagine it was me in her place, his thick cock pressing against me. The thought sent a wave of heat crashing over me, and I squirmed under Ben’s touch, my body vibrating with a desire I had never known could consume me like this.

Ben’s breathing grew heavier beside me, and I could feel his arousal pressing against my thigh, but I couldn’t focus on anything other than the scene before us. The heat, the desire, the tension—it was all too much.

How had we ended up here? How had this moment, this night, spiraled into something I couldn’t control? The guilt and confusion still lingered, but now they were drowned out by something deeper, something more primal. I was no longer just an observer—I was fully caught up in the intensity of the moment, and there was no turning back.

John eventually pulled back from his bride, his movements slow and deliberate, as if savoring every second. He lazily scooped up the tequila bottle from the edge of the tub and flashed a sly grin in our direction. "Come on, babe," he said, his voice low and smooth, "let's leave these guys and go get comfortable."

He gave us a playful wink over his shoulder as he helped Claire climb out of the tub. The water shifted and rocked, rippling around us as their weight left the small space. The moment felt heavier than it should have, as if their departure had left behind a different kind of energy, something charged and unresolved.

"Good night, campers," Claire said with a light, teasing pat on Ben’s shoulder. Her tone was casual, but there was a lingering warmth in her touch, and Ben mumbled some response, his eyes still glued to her.

I felt the air shift as they moved away, but while Ben’s gaze followed Claire’s graceful form, my attention was fully on John.

He helped Claire down from the tub with a tender touch, but his body remained unapologetically on display. Fully erect, completely engorged, John’s cock stood tall and proud, and for a moment, it felt like the rest of the world disappeared. My breath caught in my throat. I knew I shouldn’t be staring, knew I shouldn’t let my mind wander the way it was, but I couldn’t look away. He was just so… confident.

John seemed to sense my eyes on him, and rather than shy away, he shifted slightly, standing in a way that only seemed to emphasize his size. He knew I was watching. It was as though this moment—this display—was entirely for me. His cock was thick, impossibly thick, and his foreskin, which had retracted moments before, now covered all but the tip of his head, leaving only a small glimpse of the dark, swollen tip peeking through.

I had never seen anything like it.

My eyes were glued to the sight of him, and no matter how much I tried to shift my gaze, I kept coming back to that thick, pulsing length, now partially hidden by his foreskin. It moved slightly as he stepped out of the tub, and I couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like to touch him, to wrap my hand around that incredible thickness and feel the skin slide under my fingers. What would it be like to pull his foreskin back, to expose him completely?

The thought hit me like a shock, sending a wave of heat through my body. I could almost feel the sensation in my hand, the weight of him, the smooth glide of his skin as I imagined pulling it back, revealing him fully. God, what was I thinking?

I swallowed hard, my chest tight with a confusing mix of emotions—guilt, desire, curiosity—all swirling together in a way that made me dizzy. I shouldn’t be thinking this way. I shouldn’t be imagining what it would feel like to touch him, but the thought had rooted itself in my mind, and no matter how much I wanted to, I couldn’t shake it.

Ben’s cock had always been enough for me, more than enough. His thickness, his familiarity—it was all I had ever needed. But now, staring at John, comparing them, I couldn’t help but wonder. How would John feel in my hand? How would his size, his weight, his foreskin, feel against my skin?

The curiosity was unbearable.

My fingers trembled under the water as I reached for Ben. I needed something familiar, something to ground me, to bring me back from the edge of whatever this was. My hand found his cock, still hard, still pulsing beneath the surface of the water, but as I gripped him tightly, my mind flashed back to John again. The comparison was inescapable.

Ben’s cock was thick—thicker than most—and I had always loved the way it felt, but John’s was something else entirely. The sheer size of it, the way his foreskin had retracted and then slid back into place, made me imagine what it would be like to pull it back myself, to feel the tension and release of that soft skin. The thought made my pulse quicken, and my hand tightened around Ben, trying to focus on him, on us, but it wasn’t working. I couldn’t stop thinking about John.

John and Claire disappeared into the house, their bodies moving as one, and the last thing I saw was John’s back, his muscles rippling as they walked away. But the image of his cock, half-covered by his foreskin, stayed with me, seared into my mind. The door closed behind them, leaving Ben and me alone in the tub, but the tension they had left behind lingered, thick in the air.

I squeezed Ben tighter, as if holding onto him would bring me back to the present, but my mind was far away, lost in thoughts of what I’d seen, of what I’d imagined.

Ben shifted beside me, his breath warm against my neck, his hand sliding back down my thigh in an attempt to reclaim the moment between us. But my body was still buzzing with the memory of John, with the thought of what it would be like to wrap my hand around him, to feel his foreskin slide under my grip.

I shouldn’t be thinking about this. I should be here, with Ben, focusing on the connection between us. But John’s image, his size, his confidence—it all haunted me, lingering in the back of my mind, refusing to let go.

"Just close the cover when you're done," John called out from the doorway, his voice casual, as if the heat and tension that had just passed between us was nothing out of the ordinary. The screen door banged shut behind him and Claire, leaving Ben and me alone under the night sky, but the weight of their presence still hung in the air, lingering like a charged cloud of energy that refused to dissipate.

And then, it was on.


Impact

Like a cat in heat, I couldn’t hold back any longer. I pounced on Ben’s lap, the sudden movement sending water spilling over the tub’s edge. My body felt alive with need, every nerve alight with desire as our mouths crashed together, tongues swirling hungrily, searching for more. This whole ‘naturist’ experience had ignited something wild inside me, something raw and primal that I couldn’t control.

“God, Ben, I want you,” I whispered, my voice croaking, low and guttural, a sound I hardly recognized as my own. I needed him. The arousal coursing through me was unstoppable, and my body moved on instinct.

I rubbed my breasts against his broad, hairy chest, feeling the warmth of his skin against mine, the friction making my nipples tingle with electricity. Every movement sent a shockwave of pleasure through me. I couldn’t get enough of him—the feel of his body, the taste of his lips, the heat radiating between us. My need for him was overwhelming, pressing down on me like a force I couldn’t escape.

There was no room for foreplay, no time to prolong the inevitable. The desire was too intense, too urgent. I gave in to it, letting the craving take over. I needed him inside me, and I needed him now.

With a swift movement, I pushed down on his swollen cock, my hips grinding against him as he rose to meet me. The moment he entered me, a powerful surge of pleasure overtook me, so sudden and unexpected that I cried out, my voice breaking with the intensity of it. I came immediately, the orgasm crashing over me like a tidal wave, my body convulsing in deep, throbbing contractions that pulsed through me, unstoppable.

The sensation was overwhelming, pleasure so intense it left me gasping for air, my body trembling uncontrollably as I clung to his shoulders. My nails dug into his skin as the orgasm rolled through me in waves, each one pulling me deeper into a state of bliss I hadn’t anticipated. I couldn’t stop the sounds that escaped me—soft, animalistic noises, purrs and squeaks that came unbidden as the pleasure consumed me entirely.

“That was so hot,” Ben whispered, his voice heavy with arousal, his breath warm against my ear. I could feel his words, vibrating through my chest as I collapsed against him, my body limp and breathless, my mind swimming in the aftershocks of my release. His hands gripped my hips, his body still hard inside me as my pussy pulsed around him, contracting and squeezing with each tremor of pleasure.

I lay against his chest, utterly spent, my body a ragdoll in his arms. I couldn’t move, my limbs weak from the intensity of what had just happened. My forehead rested against his neck as I breathed in his familiar scent, the grounding presence of him bringing me back from the storm that had just torn through me.

But even as my body relaxed, my mind still buzzed with the night’s events. The intensity of my orgasm had caught me off guard, but I couldn’t ignore the fact that it wasn’t just Ben who had stirred this wildness inside me. The whole experience—the nudity, the voyeurism, the heat of watching John and Claire—had pushed me to a place I hadn’t known existed. I could still see John’s confident display in my mind’s eye, still feel the pulse of desire that had bloomed inside me when I’d watched him.

But now, here I was, wrapped in Ben’s arms, still connected, still riding the afterglow of what we’d shared. It was him who had taken me over the edge, and yet, a part of me couldn’t shake the other feelings, the ones that had lingered from earlier. The tension between my love for Ben and the undeniable arousal the night had stirred within me was still there, simmering under the surface.

My body remained pressed against his, my breath slowly returning to normal, but the night was far from over. The intensity hadn’t faded; if anything, it had only just begun.

Carefully holding me impaled, Ben lifted me from the water, positioning me on the edge of the tub’s shelf where he could get leverage. The cool air met my wet skin, and my breath hitched as he began to move, his cock sliding in and out of me with a slow, deliberate rhythm. Every inch of me was alive, hypersensitive from the raw intensity of my earlier orgasm, and the way he moved sent shivers through my body.

The water lapped at my thighs, warm and slick, as he pulled almost all the way out, teasing me, before slamming back home with a force that made me gasp. My arms wrapped tightly around his shoulders, my nails digging into his back as I clung to him. His eyes locked with mine, and the intensity of the moment made my heart pound in my chest.

“That was so hot,” he repeated, his voice husky and low, filled with desire.

“Yes, oh yes,” I whispered, licking my lips, the words barely audible over the sound of our bodies moving together.

His pace quickened, but his eyes never left mine. “How do you feel?” he asked, his breath warm against my skin.

How did I feel? The question made me pause for a moment, the sensations of the night crashing through me in waves. I was so hot for him, for this moment. “I’m so hot for you,” I admitted, the honesty pouring out of me like a confession. “Being naked, watching them… it made me so horny.”

“Me too,” he whispered back, the admission sending a new surge of heat between us. His lips found mine, and he kissed me deeply, sucking my tongue into his mouth as he drove into me with a relentless, building rhythm. Every thrust made my body pulse with pleasure, the sensation almost overwhelming in its intensity.

“God, I love you,” he groaned, his pace increasing, his muscles tensing beneath my hands as I held on to him. I could feel him stiffen, his cock swelling inside me as he approached the edge. The sight of him, so raw and powerful, made my heart race, and I gripped him tighter, my legs wrapped around his back as he lifted me slightly off the tub rim.

I could feel his body jerking as he peaked, his hands holding me firmly as he came, the moment electric. My body bounced against his, and I gasped, feeling the final waves of his release, the intensity of the moment leaving us both breathless. He nearly collapsed on top of me, but caught himself, his hands gripping the edge of the tub as we giggled into each other’s neck, still trembling from the aftermath of our release.

We lingered there for a moment, savoring the closeness, the warmth of our connection. His body pressed against mine, the shared exhaustion wrapping around us like a comforting blanket.

Once we caught our breath, we quickly pulled the cover across the spa, the night air sending a chill through our damp bodies. We rushed inside, scooping up our scattered clothes as we made our way to the guest room. My heart was still racing, my mind still spinning from everything that had happened. When we closed the door behind us, the urgency returned.

I grabbed him, pulling him into me, and we embraced, kissing each other madly, as if the night wasn’t over—because it wasn’t. There was still so much simmering between us.

“That was so hot,” Ben whispered against my lips, his breath warm as he nuzzled my neck. “I could have kept watching them.”

His words sent a jolt through me. He was right. I had loved watching John and Claire, loved the way their foreplay had stirred something in me that I hadn’t expected. I had never realized how much I’d like watching another couple like that, how erotic it would be.

I admitted it, the words slipping out before I could stop them. “Me too,” I whispered. “I wanted them… to continue.”

His mouth moved to my neck, his lips brushing against my skin as he nibbled gently. “Would you have watched them, you know… fuck?”

The way he said it, so bluntly, so full of heat, sent a thrill rushing through me. I had wanted that. I hadn’t known it at the time, but now, thinking back on the way John and Claire had moved together, how I’d been mesmerized by them, the answer was undeniable.

“Yes,” I breathed, the confession coming out as a whisper against his ear. “Oh yes. I wanted to watch them fuck.”

The words hung between us, heavy and charged with the truth of what the night had stirred inside me. Saying it out loud made it feel even more real, the desire I hadn’t fully acknowledged until now coming into sharp focus. Ben pulled me tighter, his lips finding mine again as the heat between us reignited, and we kissed, deeply, passionately, as if the admission had unleashed something new, something that had been simmering beneath the surface all night.

With a low, primal growl, Ben scooped me up and laid me on the bed, his hands firm but tender against my skin. He knew exactly what I needed, what we both needed. His mouth found my breasts first, lips and tongue working over my nipples, teasing, pulling soft gasps from me as he traveled lower.

I knew what was coming next—what always came when he sensed I was close, but not quite there yet. This was something Ben did often, something I loved about him. When he was on the verge of losing himself, when he could feel his own climax building, he would take a step back from his own need to focus on mine. He always made sure I had cum at least a couple of times before he let himself go. The way he worshipped my body with his mouth, the way he made me feel like my pleasure was as important as his own—it only made me want him more.

His mouth moved down my body, leaving a trail of heat in its wake. When he reached my pussy, his hands parted my thighs, and without hesitation, he dove in, licking and sucking in ways that made my toes curl. His tongue pressed against my clit, firm and purposeful, swirling and teasing as I moaned his name. He knew my body so well, knew how to draw out every ounce of pleasure, and he did it with a dedication that made me fall for him again and again.

"Fuck, Ben," I whispered, my fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. He hummed into me, the vibrations sending delicious shivers through my entire body. My hips lifted to meet his mouth as he licked me with growing intensity, his tongue alternating between my clit and my entrance, plunging inside me before circling back up to suck hard on my swollen bud.

I couldn’t hold back. The orgasm built slowly at first, but then it hit me all at once—powerful and overwhelming. My back arched, my body trembling as I cried out, thighs squeezing around his head as he brought me over the edge. His hands gripped my hips, keeping me steady as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through me.

He didn’t stop, not until I had completely finished cumming, panting and breathless, my body buzzing from the aftershocks. Only then did he pull back, his lips glistening, his eyes dark with desire.

Before I could catch my breath, he was on me again, flipping me onto my hands and knees. The urgency in his movements only fueled my own desire. His cock was rock hard as he lined himself up behind me, teasing my entrance for a second before thrusting in hard, filling me completely. I gasped as he stretched me, the familiar pressure of him deep inside making my body shudder. He was relentless, his pace fast and rough, his hips slamming against my ass as he gripped my waist, pulling me back into each thrust.

His cock pounded into me with a force that usually pushed me over the edge easily, the head of his thick length hitting just the right spot inside me. I could feel every ridge, every vein as he moved, my walls clenching around him, but for some reason, my body wasn’t quite there yet. I felt a second orgasm building, but it was slow, just out of reach.

I pushed back against him, trying to find that sweet spot, trying to chase the pleasure, but my body wasn’t responding the way it usually did. The more I tried to focus on cumming, the harder it became. Ben’s cock felt incredible, driving deep into me over and over, but something wasn’t clicking.

As if sensing my struggle, his hand snaked down between my legs, fingers finding my clit. He rubbed slow, firm circles, contrasting with the intensity of his thrusts, trying to help push me over the edge. His deep growl in my ear should’ve been enough to send me spiraling into pleasure, but something felt… off.

And then the thought hit me, uninvited and unwanted.

John.

The image of him flashed in my mind, and I couldn’t shake it. His body, his cock—so much bigger than Ben’s. The thought made me feel sick with myself, disgusted that I was even thinking about John while Ben was inside me. But no matter how hard I tried to push it away, the comparison stayed.

"I bet John could make me cum with that cock," the voice in my head whispered, insidious and persistent. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to block it out, trying to stay in the moment with Ben. But it clung to me, gnawing at my conscience, even as Ben continued to fuck me, oblivious to the turmoil in my head.

I could feel Ben getting closer, his thrusts becoming more erratic as he chased his release. His fingers rubbed harder against my clit, but my mind was far away, my body fighting against the orgasm that was supposed to come so easily.

I hated myself for even thinking it, but the thought of John's much bigger cock filled my head, and it wouldn’t leave. The guilt weighed heavy in my chest, but the arousal it stirred in me was undeniable. I tried to focus back on Ben, to push the thought away, but it lingered, tainting everything as I struggled to cum.

Ben’s pace quickened, his breathing ragged as he slammed into me, the bed creaking beneath us with each thrust. His grip tightened on my hips, fingers digging into my skin as he chased his release, thrusting harder and faster. I could tell he was close—the way his rhythm became erratic, his low grunts turning into guttural moans.

I tried to focus, tried to find my own pleasure again, but my mind was still spinning with thoughts of John. My body didn’t respond the way it normally did. I always came from Ben’s cock inside me, the way he filled me, stretched me—it usually brought me over the edge without effort. But not tonight.

Before I could catch myself, Ben tensed behind me, thrusting deep one final time before he groaned loudly, his cock pulsing as he came inside me. He stayed still for a moment, catching his breath, his body pressing against mine as the tension slowly ebbed from him.

I tried to push away the disappointment, the guilt gnawing at me. He had made me cum twice already—his mouth had worked me into a frenzy, and my body had responded, shuddering with pleasure. But something about this felt… incomplete. Ben had cum, I hadn’t, not from the penetration we both loved so much.

He slid out of me slowly, his cock softening as his cum trickled down my thighs. I was about to collapse onto the bed, resigned to the fact that I wasn’t going to finish this time, but before I could move, his hand found me again. His fingers slid between my legs, pressing against my clit, rubbing in that slow, deliberate way that only he knew.

"Ben," I gasped, caught off guard by the sudden rush of sensation. My body, already sensitive from everything we’d done, responded immediately. The orgasm I thought had escaped me came crashing down, hard and fast, my body trembling uncontrollably as I came around his fingers. I cried out, my face buried in the pillow, my entire body pulsing with the intensity of it.

When it finally subsided, I collapsed onto the bed, completely spent. Ben settled down next to me, pulling me into his arms as we both tried to catch our breath. I could feel the warmth of his cum still slick between my thighs, the evidence of our shared pleasure hanging in the air.

But as we lay there, the awkwardness crept in. I had cum three times, I should’ve been satisfied. Ben had cum too, his body pressed against mine in that familiar, comforting way. And yet, something felt off.

I knew I couldn’t be annoyed—I had cum three times, after all. Ben had worked so hard to make sure I was satisfied, and I couldn’t deny that he had. But that strange, hollow feeling lingered, the knowledge that I hadn’t cum from what we usually enjoyed the most—his cock pounding into me.

And Ben… he knew he had made me cum, that he had given me everything I could possibly want. He shouldn’t have felt insecure, but I could sense it in the way his grip on me wasn’t as relaxed as usual, the way his breath came slower, more measured, like he was overthinking every moment.

We both lay there, quiet, our bodies intertwined but our minds distant. The weight of unspoken words hung between us, neither of us knowing how to address the strange tension. The satisfaction of our physical connection was undeniable, but the mental disconnect left a sour taste in the aftermath.

As sleep began to pull us under, I couldn’t help but feel the pang of guilt gnawing at me again. It should’ve been perfect, but something had shifted, something I wasn’t sure how to fix.

And as Ben’s breathing evened out beside me, I knew he felt it too.


Next

The next morning, I assumed everything would be back to normal, the events of the night before pushed aside by sleep and daylight. But when I walked out to the kitchen for breakfast, I stopped in my tracks, stunned by what I saw. Claire stood at the counter, completely naked, casually brewing a pot of coffee as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

"Morning!" she called over her shoulder, noticing me standing in the doorway. Her voice was light, relaxed, like this was a normal part of her routine.

I blinked, trying to act casual.

"You going' somewhere?" she asked, as my mind struggling to reconcile her nakedness with the mundane morning task.

"Not till later," I replied, as she glanced over her shoulder with a mischievous smile.

"Then why so formal?" Her eyes dropped to my clothes—the wrinkled shirt and jeans I’d thrown on after waking. I hadn’t bothered changing, still in the same outfit I’d worn yesterday.

I stuttered, unsure how to respond. "I—uh…"

Claire laughed softly and turned to face me fully, placing a hand on my arm with a warm, reassuring touch. "Listen, honey," she said, her voice kind but firm, "whenever we're alone like this, you should just get naked with us. It'll help you feel more comfortable in your own skin, and it’ll get the boys used to it, too."

She winked at me playfully. "Keeps them settled down."

I stared at her, my brain struggling to process what she was saying. Her casual approach to nudity was something I hadn’t expected, and the warmth of her touch on my arm, combined with her nonchalant attitude, left me momentarily speechless.

She handed me a cup of coffee, still smiling. "Besides, you've got nothing to be ashamed of—you've got a smoking' bod." She raised an eyebrow, clearly enjoying my flustered reaction.

I felt my cheeks burn at her compliment, a mix of embarrassment and something else I couldn’t quite place. "Thanks," I mumbled, staring down into the steaming mug she handed me. "But I wasn’t sure if…"

"You weren’t sure if it was okay?" Claire finished for me, her voice soft but knowing. She leaned back against the counter, still completely at ease in her skin. "Trust me, it's more than okay. We're family here, in a way, and part of that is being comfortable with each other."

I swallowed, my mind racing. The events of last night flashed in my head, making me wonder if this was just how things were around here—open, relaxed, boundaries blurred. It was freeing in a way, but also deeply unsettling, like stepping into unfamiliar territory.

Claire took a sip of her coffee, watching me with a curious look. "I know it feels strange at first, but you’ll get used to it. And when you do, you'll feel freer than you ever have before."

She flashed a mischievous smile, her eyes sparkling with a blend of mischief and warmth. “I think the ice has definitely been broken,” she said, her voice carrying a playful lilt. “You can expect John to be parading around in the buff from now on. If you’re dressed, he might think something’s off. Sure, if we have guests, we’ll dress appropriately. But for now, welcome to the nudist camp!”

She set down her mug with a decisive clink and, before I could fully process her words, she was enveloping me in a spontaneous hug. Her touch was warm, a stark contrast to the cool morning air seeping through the windows. She pulled back just enough to tilt her head with a conspiratorial grin, her fingers deftly working on the buttons of my shirt.

A tingle of anticipation ran through me as I began to understand her intent. I slipped out of my sandals, my heart racing with a mix of excitement and trepidation. As I unfastened the remaining buttons of my shirt, my fingers fumbled slightly, betraying my nervousness. The realization of what was about to happen settled in, and I felt a flush of self-consciousness.

Claire grabbed a towel from the back of a stool and tossed it to me with a flick of her wrist. “Remember,” she said with a wink, “sit on a towel.”

With a deep breath, I unclasped my bra. The cool air immediately kissed my exposed skin, making me shiver slightly. I felt a surge of vulnerability and uncertainty as I joined her at the kitchen table. My gaze darted around the room, struggling to find something to focus on other than the now-bare skin I felt so exposed in. The contrast between the warmth of Claire’s casual demeanor and my own jittery nerves was striking.

We began to chat about the previous day's party, the drunken antics, and the unexpected pairings. As the conversation flowed, I found myself gradually relaxing, my earlier anxiety melting away. The nakedness that had initially felt so foreign and intimidating began to blend into the background, and I focused more on the ease of our interaction and the genuine connection we were building.

We were on our second cup of coffee, muffins scattered between us, when the men finally emerged. John wandered into the kitchen, completely at ease with his nakedness. His movements were nonchalant, a stark contrast to my own tentative state. I couldn’t help but notice the way his large, soft cock swayed with his steps, an involuntary focus of my gaze despite my efforts to look away. My cheeks flushed, a mix of embarrassment and curiosity stirring within me.

Ben’s reaction was immediate and starkly different. He stood frozen in the doorway, his eyes widening in disbelief as he took in the scene before him. His jaw dropped slightly, and he hesitated, clearly caught off guard by our casual nudity. The sight of him struggling to process the situation was almost comical, though my own heart was racing with a mix of nervous excitement and unspoken desire.

Ben’s retreat was swift. He rushed back to the bedroom, the sound of his hurried footsteps echoing down the hallway. Moments later, he reappeared, freshly disrobed and joining us at the table. His cheeks were flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and amusement, but there was also a look of resigned acceptance in his eyes as he settled in with a mug of coffee.

As the morning wore on, the experience of being naked in such an intimate setting began to feel surprisingly liberating. The initial apprehension I had felt seemed to dissolve with each passing minute. There was a sense of freedom in shedding not just our clothes, but also the layers of self-consciousness and social constraints that had previously bound us. The casual, unguarded atmosphere allowed me to embrace this newfound liberation, and I found myself savoring the comfort and ease it brought.

Claire’s stories of nudist campgrounds, dances, and various naturist gatherings painted a vivid picture of a lifestyle that was as open and accepting as the sun-drenched morning we were enjoying. The sense of community and the emphasis on living authentically resonated deeply with me, making this first day of our nudist experience a journey of self-discovery and unexpected pleasure.

As we mingled with our new friends, Claire began to share more about their naturist circle. It was intriguing to learn that some people we never would have expected were long-time nudists. According to Claire, four other couples in our burgeoning social circle enjoyed partying in the nude as well. She promised that once our comfort with fellow nudists became more widely known, we’d likely be invited to some of their more exclusive gatherings.

The sun climbed higher in the sky, casting a warm, golden glow over the backyard. Claire gestured towards the porch, inviting me to join her on the chase lounges. The thought of basking in the sun, bare and unencumbered, stirred a mix of excitement and nervous anticipation within me.

Claire's presence was comforting as she helped me spread sunscreen on my back. Her touch was both professional and reassuring, her fingers expertly massaging the lotion into my skin. “Remember the tender spots where you’ve never had a tan,” she advised gently, her voice laced with genuine concern. “Those will burn badly if you’re not careful.”

Her practical advice was delivered with a warm smile, and I couldn’t help but feel a surge of gratitude. The intimate act of her helping me apply sunscreen, combined with her casual mention of trimming my bush, added an unexpected layer of camaraderie and trust. It was a small but significant gesture that deepened my sense of belonging.

After a hastily prepared lunch, the four of us relaxed on the back porch, sharing a cold beer and engaging in easy conversation. The atmosphere had shifted noticeably. The initial awkwardness that had accompanied our nakedness had faded, replaced by a more comfortable, relaxed vibe. The more we talked and laughed with our friends, the less we noticed each other’s bodies. It was as if the physical barrier had been completely erased, leaving behind only the genuine connections we were forging.

As the afternoon sun began to dip behind the trees, casting long shadows across the lawn, there was a palpable sense of contentment in the air. We gathered our things, feeling a reluctant but satisfying end to our stay. With heartfelt thanks, we hugged Claire and John, their warmth and hospitality leaving a lasting impression on us.

The drive home was a reflective one. I marveled at how quickly I had adapted to and even embraced the naturist lifestyle. The day had been a journey of self-discovery and unexpected liberation, and as we drove away, I found myself looking forward to the possibilities that lay ahead. The experience had opened a door to a new way of living, and I couldn’t help but feel a sense of anticipation for what the future might bring.

Over the next few months, our visits to Claire and John’s country haven became a natural extension of our lives. What had begun as an adventurous foray into nudism evolved into a comfortable routine, marked by our ease in embracing the naturist lifestyle. We became well-acquainted with their circle of friends, all of whom were equally at ease in their birthday suits. The novelty of our nudity had long since worn off, replaced by a relaxed acceptance and a deeper sense of connection.

The initial surge of sexual excitement that had accompanied our first night had settled into a more manageable, underlying sensation—always present but no longer overwhelming. There were moments when the erotic charge would flare up, triggered by innocent gestures or conversations. For instance, when John casually draped his arm around my shoulder, pulling me snugly against his hip, a wave of warmth would ripple through me. Similarly, discussions about explicit sexual preferences while we soaked in the tub with Claire and another naked friend would stir a familiar, intense thrill.

Despite the occasional flare-ups of desire, our interactions had become largely about camaraderie and shared experiences. The occasional touches between friends—an arm brushing against another’s or a playful nudge—had become part of the norm. Yet, each time we undressed, a familiar thrill of sexiness would still course through me. My sensitive nipples would perk up, and I’d feel that tantalizing twinge between my legs, a reminder of the intimate freedom we had come to embrace.

As we grew more comfortable, my husband began to get more touchy-feely around our hosts. Their affectionate behavior, including spontaneous make-outs in front of us, was undeniably erotic. It was a display of openness and sensuality that heightened the atmosphere, making our visits charged with a subtle but palpable energy. I had to temper my husband’s advances, mindful of maintaining the balance in our growing friendship and ensuring we didn’t overstep any boundaries. But oh, the nights in our host’s spare bedroom were nothing short of electric, each moment steeped in the lingering excitement of our shared experiences.

One evening, my husband dropped a revelation that shifted my perspective. He explained that John and Claire were swingers—a lifestyle choice I had heard of but never seriously considered. The revelation came as a surprise, given how respectful and considerate they had always been towards us. Despite this new piece of information, they continued to treat us with the same warmth and respect, making us feel completely at ease.

I had settled into what I thought was a familiar routine, never expecting that our relationship with John and Claire might evolve further. The idea that they might see us in a different light had never crossed my mind. As our friendship deepened, I was content with the current dynamic, savoring the comfort and joy of our shared moments. Little did I know that our connection was about to take an unexpected turn, challenging everything I thought I understood about our relationship and the boundaries of our newfound lifestyle.

One warm summer night, we were joined by another couple, Wendy and Mike, at John and Claire’s secluded country retreat. The sky was inky black, the moon absent, leaving us bathed in shadows. The only illumination came from the dim underwater lamps in the hot tub and the occasional bright crackle of the bug zapper in the yard. The thick night air was heavy with warmth, thickening the already intimate atmosphere as the six of us squeezed into the bubbling tub.

With the tub just big enough to fit us all, it was crowded. Legs crossed, brushed, and entwined under the water, skin pressing against skin in ways that felt accidental, but also electric. I could feel my own body heighten with awareness of every touch, the heat from the water making the contact feel even more intense.

Wendy, tipsy from the evening’s cocktails, was hanging on Claire with a languid, carefree boldness. Her laughter was looser, her gestures bolder. At first, her hand lazily drifted through the water, but soon it settled on Claire’s thigh, fingers lightly tracing patterns under the surface. Claire giggled, the sound soft, but there was a hint of nervous excitement threaded in her laughter. Wendy’s other hand slowly found its way around Claire’s waist, pulling her closer, their bodies sliding together under the bubbles. Claire shifted but didn’t pull away, and I could see her eyes flutter, her lips parting ever so slightly.

Mike, watching his wife toy with Claire, moved in closer. His hands were deliberate, one sliding into Claire’s wet hair, stroking through the strands with slow, deliberate movements. He whispered something into her ear—words too quiet for me to hear, but Claire’s body responded, her breath hitching audibly. Her head tilted back against the edge of the tub, giving him better access as his fingers gently twisted a lock of her hair, then slid down her neck. Wendy’s hand, meanwhile, had become bolder, her fingers slipping lower, disappearing between Claire’s thighs beneath the water. Claire gasped softly, her legs shifting as she tried to adjust to the increasing pressure of Wendy’s teasing touch.

I sat there watching, captivated and slightly stunned by the unfolding scene. A heady mixture of arousal and voyeuristic curiosity flooded through me. It was impossible to look away. The soft moans, the way Claire’s body subtly arched into their touches—there was something undeniably erotic in the way they were playing with her, teasing her in a slow, sensual build. I could feel the heat rise in my own body, a flush creeping up my neck and settling low in my belly. My skin was tingling, my breath shallower as I absorbed the sight of this erotic game taking place in front of me.

John sat back, completely relaxed, his leg casually draped over mine, as if this scene between his wife, Wendy, and Mike was entirely normal. His presence was steady, his touch warm against my skin, a reassuring anchor amid the growing heat of the moment. I shifted slightly, becoming more aware of the closeness of everyone around me, the press of Ben’s arm over my shoulder, the way the water amplified every sensation.

I turned my head and caught Ben watching intently, his eyes dark with interest as he focused on the trio. The way Wendy’s hand disappeared between Claire’s legs, the way Mike’s lips occasionally brushed against Claire’s ear—it all stirred something deep inside him. I could feel his body tense beside me, his breathing heavier, and without thinking, my hand drifted underwater, searching for him beneath the bubbles.

As my fingers found him, I realized just how hard he already was. The moment my hand wrapped around his cock, I felt a jolt of excitement course through me. He was throbbing in my palm, his arousal so intense it almost startled me. I gave him a slow, deliberate stroke, savoring the way his breath hitched at the contact. The water rippled softly around us, but I kept my movements subtle, hidden beneath the bubbles, as my hand slid up and down his shaft. The feel of him, hot and hard in my grasp, sent a thrill straight through me.

I glanced at him, catching his eye. His gaze was full of desire, his lips slightly parted as he exhaled slowly. He didn’t speak, but the connection between us was palpable. I continued to pump him, my grip tightening just slightly as I stroked him, feeling his hips respond with a subtle push into my hand. His hardness pulsed in my palm, and I could tell he was fighting to keep control, not wanting to draw attention to us.

As my strokes became more rhythmic, I leaned in close, my lips brushing the sensitive skin of his neck. “Come on, lover,” I purred softly, my voice thick with lust, “let’s get some alone time.”

Ben turned his head toward me, and our eyes locked. Without a word, he nodded, his excitement barely contained. I withdrew my hand from him, my fingers trailing over his length one last time before I rose from the tub. As I stood, the night air hit my damp skin, sending a shiver of sensation down my spine. The others were still engrossed in their own flirtations, not noticing as we slipped away.

Ben followed behind me, and when he stood, his cock was still rock hard, standing out against his body in the faint light. His arousal was obvious, yet the others remained completely absorbed in their own pleasures, their touches and whispers continuing without pause. It felt exhilarating—this secret we were carrying with us as we stepped out of the hot tub unnoticed, the air thick with anticipation as we moved toward the house.

Each step felt like a slow build toward something inevitable, the tension between us crackling like the electricity in the air. Ben’s hand grazed the small of my back, his touch possessive and filled with promise. Inside, the house was quiet, dimly lit, the perfect place for us to escape and give in to the heat that had been building between us all night. The night wasn’t over—it was just beginning.





More of Us




As we slipped into the guest bedroom, the night had settled into a quiet, intimate hum. The room was bathed in a faint glow from a small night light in the corner, just enough to see the outline of Ben’s body as he closed the door—though not completely. The door remained slightly ajar, a narrow sliver of space left open to the hallway beyond. It caught my eye for a brief moment, but I was too wrapped up in the heat between us to care. The air was thick with anticipation, our skin still tingling from the hot water and alcohol, and every nerve in my body felt alive, buzzing with need.

Ben was ready. His hands were already on me, his lips brushing against my neck, the familiar scent of him mixing with the cool night air that filtered through the open window. I could feel his breath, warm and eager, sending shivers down my spine. My skin was hypersensitive, every touch igniting sparks of pleasure. I knew he could feel it too—the same urgency humming between us. We were both worked up, arousal building steadily from the evening’s flirtations, the lingering tension from the hot tub. It was as if every touch we hadn’t allowed ourselves earlier was now begging to be released.

I noticed the door, gaping open just slightly, and for a moment, I hesitated. Should I close it? But then I remembered—Claire, Mike, and Wendy were still outside on the porch. Their laughter and low voices drifted faintly through the house, but they were far from us. The master bedroom was in between, and we were tucked away in the farthest corner of the house. The idea that someone might follow us here, to this secluded spot, seemed almost impossible. With a deep breath, I let go of that small concern, closed my eyes, and allowed myself to sink into the moment.

Ben’s hands moved over my body with a deliberate slowness, his fingers gliding over my bare skin, stroking, teasing, pinching just enough to make me gasp. His touch was familiar yet electrifying, each movement sending waves of pleasure rippling through me. The heat between us was palpable, and I could feel the excitement building in him, too. His mouth found mine in a deep, hungry kiss, our tongues dancing together in a way that felt desperate and intimate. The taste of him mingled with the lingering martinis, and I melted into it, every ounce of tension in my body dissolving.

When he dropped his head to my breasts, his tongue flicked across my nipples, making them instantly hard under his touch. His hands cupped my breasts, squeezing with just the right pressure, and I couldn’t suppress the moan that escaped my lips. The way he licked, blew, and gently chewed on my nipples sent jolts of pleasure straight to my core. It was as if there was a direct connection between my breasts and my clit, and every sensation on my nipples made my pussy throb with a sweet, aching need. I felt that familiar warmth spread between my legs, the anticipation building as his mouth and hands worked their magic.

I stroked his cock, feeling the rigid length of him straining beneath my fingers. His groan vibrated against my skin, and I could tell he was as lost in the moment as I was. I purred softly, a sound that seemed to come from deep within, as I felt him press against me. But he didn’t rush—tonight, he was taking his time. His hands continued to explore my body, his fingers tracing the curves of my waist, brushing over the sensitive skin of my belly. He was focused on me, on my pleasure, and it was intoxicating. My hips squirmed beneath him, eager for more, but he held back, teasing me with light touches that only made the desire inside me grow.

His mouth traveled lower, his kisses lingering on my heated skin as he moved down my body. My torso was on fire, every inch of me craving his touch, aching for the release I knew was coming. His hands were steady as they caressed me, fingers sliding over my thighs, parting them gently as he positioned himself between my legs. I held my breath, anticipating the delicious sensation of his tongue on my clit, that first soft flick that would send me spiraling into bliss.

And then, just as his mouth was about to make contact, I opened my eyes.

In the dim light of the room, my gaze fell on the door—and there, standing silently in the doorway, was John. Our host. Watching.

For a moment, I froze, my breath catching in my throat as Ben’s tongue swirled over my most intimate spot. The soft light of the room flickered over us, casting shadows across the walls and bathing everything in a warm, hazy glow. But now, something had shifted. The moment felt different—more dangerous. The dim light revealed every detail of the man standing in the doorway—John, our host, my friend—watching us. Watching me.

Up until now, I had been fine with being naked around our friends, comfortable in the new openness that had come with our visits. It had become natural, even freeing, to bare ourselves around other couples, to laugh and chat without clothing, a shared sense of liberation. But this? This was different. I wasn’t just naked now—I was exposed, raw, and utterly sexual. I was letting another man, someone not my husband, watch as I writhed in pleasure, completely overwhelmed by Ben’s mouth on me. The knowledge that I was being observed, that John could see the most intimate part of me while I was lost in the throes of pleasure, was both terrifying and thrilling.

There was something primal about the way John stood there, fully naked, his eyes locked on mine, unblinking. He wasn’t just glancing. There was no awkwardness or shyness in his gaze. It was bold, unflinching, as if he belonged in this moment, as much a part of it as Ben. His presence wasn’t a silent intrusion—it was deliberate, almost predatory. His cock, which I had seen countless times in the hot tub or while lounging naked around the house, seemed different now. It was no longer just a part of his body; it was a symbol of something deeper, more urgent.

As I watched, it swelled before my eyes, growing harder and thicker with every breath I took. I couldn’t believe the sheer size of him—long, thick, and intimidating, even in the soft light of the room. My husband Ben, at a decent five and a half inches with a girthy cock, had always satisfied me, always been more than enough. But what John had between his legs was something else entirely, something that both excited and unnerved me. His hand wrapped around his length, stroking slowly at first, almost lazily, as if savoring the moment. His foreskin slid back with each stroke, revealing the swollen, glistening head of his cock, and I couldn’t help but stare, mesmerized by the way it throbbed and grew under his touch.

It was impossible to look away, my eyes glued to the motion of his hand, watching as he began to stroke himself faster. Up and down, up and down, the rhythm of his movements matching the building tension inside my body. I could see the veins along his shaft pulsing, every stroke making him harder, thicker. His gaze never wavered, and I realized, with a mixture of shock and desire, that the sight of him jerking off over me, while my husband licked and sucked between my legs, was turning me on in a way I had never experienced before. The idea that I was the source of his arousal, that he was getting off watching me, was pushing me toward the edge.

Suddenly, the tension in my body tightened, a sharp clench in my core that sent a ripple of pleasure straight through me. My pussy pulsed in response to the intensity of John’s gaze, my breath quickening as I felt the heat inside me building. I arched my back, pushing my breasts up, offering them to him in the dim light, wanting—needing—him to see every inch of me. My nipples, already rock hard from Ben’s earlier attention, now stood even more erect, begging for more. My skin felt flushed, burning with desire, and a moan escaped my lips, raw and unrestrained. I was panting, like an animal in heat, and there was no shame in it. Only raw, unfiltered desire.

Ben’s tongue worked harder between my legs, his lips closing around my clit, sucking it into his mouth with just the right amount of pressure. His tongue flicked rapidly over the sensitive nub, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. He was good—so good with his mouth, knowing exactly how to push me closer and closer to the edge. My hips bucked involuntarily, desperate for release, my thighs trembling as the sensation built. But as skilled as Ben was, as perfectly as he worked his magic on me, my mind was elsewhere—on John.

I locked eyes with him again, and he was still stroking himself, his hand moving faster now, his cock throbbing in time with my growing pleasure. The sight of him jerking off while watching me come apart was too much to bear. My body tensed, every muscle tightening as I felt the orgasm rushing toward me, unstoppable. It wasn’t just Ben’s tongue pushing me over the edge—it was John, watching me, knowing that I was getting off on the fact that he was there, jerking off to me.

My orgasm hit me hard, like a wave crashing over me, my body convulsing as I came. My moans filled the room, loud and uncontrollable, my hands gripping the sheets as I rode the intense pleasure coursing through my body. John was watching me cum, and that knowledge only made it more intense. My pussy clenched around nothing, my wetness spilling out as I trembled in the aftershocks. And then, just as quietly as he had appeared, John slipped away into the hallway, the door closing softly behind him.

Ben, oblivious to the scene that had just played out, pulled away from me, his face wet with my arousal. He grinned up at me, satisfied with his work, and without a word, he moved between my legs, positioning himself to fuck me.

Normally, this was the part that sent me over the edge again—the feel of him sliding inside me after bringing me to such a powerful orgasm, the way his thick cock filled me just right. But tonight, something felt off. As he entered me, I felt… nothing. The usual rush of pleasure was absent, replaced by an emptiness that surprised me. Ben thrust into me with his usual rhythm, his cock moving in and out, but my mind wasn’t on him. It was still on John—on the size of him, the thickness, the way he had stroked himself while watching me.

Ben did everything he always did—his hands on my hips, his thrusts deep and steady—but my body wasn’t responding the way it should have been. I wanted to be in the moment with him, to feel the pleasure I always felt when we were together, but instead, my thoughts kept drifting back to John. To the way his cock looked as he stood there, hard and ready, bigger than anything I had ever taken before. I couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like, to have that inside me, stretching me, filling me in a way Ben’s cock never could.

Ben picked up his pace, his breathing growing heavier, and I knew he was close. I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him deeper, hoping that would help, but it didn’t. My body remained unsatisfied, my mind elsewhere, consumed by thoughts of what could have been. As Ben thrust harder, I closed my eyes, trying to focus on the sensation, trying to make myself cum again. But the only thing that brought me any kind of thrill was the memory of John’s cock, hard and throbbing as he watched me cum. That’s what would have gotten the job done. That’s what I needed.

Ben came with a groan, his body tensing as he buried himself deep inside me, his cock pulsing as he released. I felt the warmth of his cum filling me, but it wasn’t enough. He collapsed beside me, panting, satisfied, and within moments, he was snoring softly, drifting off into the peaceful sleep of a man who had gotten exactly what he needed.

But I hadn’t. I lay there, staring up at the ceiling, my body still buzzing with unsatisfied arousal. I had cum earlier, harder than I had in a long time, but now I felt empty, unfulfilled. The unmistakable thought kept running through my mind: John’s bigger cock would have gotten me there. John’s cock would have made me cum again.

Restless, I tossed and turned, my mind replaying the moment in the doorway—John’s eyes on me, the way he had stroked himself while watching me cum. It was a memory that refused to leave, a fantasy that clung to me even in the afterglow of my orgasm. Finally, unable to sleep, I slipped quietly from the bed, careful not to wake Ben, and padded down the hall in search of water.

As I passed the master bedroom, I heard faint sounds—grunts and muffled shuffling—from behind the closed door. Whoever was inside was clearly having a good time, and I didn’t linger, not wanting to intrude. The kitchen was empty when I arrived, the house eerily quiet now, save for the distant hum of the refrigerator. I filled a glass with water, the cool liquid soothing my parched throat as I sipped it slowly, trying to calm my racing thoughts.

But as I wandered into the living room, glass in hand, my eyes fell on John, sprawled in the recliner. He was fast asleep, his body still naked, just as my husband was in our room. His chest rose and fell with the steady rhythm of sleep, and for a brief moment, I stood there, watching him. The memory of what had just transpired between us hung in the air, thick and unspoken. My arousal hadn’t completely faded, and as I stared at him, sprawled out and exposed, I felt that same thrill from earlier creeping back in, unbidden and electric.

To be honest, even after all the time spent around other naked people, the parties, the shared experiences, and the casual nudity, I had never seriously thought about sex with another man. I had always been the good girl—the faithful wife, loyal to my vows, in control of my baser instincts, even when tempted. That night, something had shifted. Something deep inside me had been awakened, something I had never acknowledged before. The excitement still clung to my body like a second skin. My nipples tingled, overly sensitive from everything that had happened, and I could feel the dampness between my legs, the slick reminder of my earlier orgasm still coating my inner thighs.

He had watched me cum. We had shared something deeply intimate, a moment that felt like a secret exchange of desire between us, even though no words had been spoken. I couldn’t shake the image of John, standing in the doorway, his eyes locked on mine as his hand moved over his cock, stroking it as he watched me unravel. My mind kept replaying the scene, the rawness of it, the forbidden thrill of knowing someone else had witnessed me at my most vulnerable, my most sexual.

Moving quietly, I found myself tiptoeing into the living room, my heart racing in my chest. I tried to convince myself that I just needed some air, a moment to clear my head after everything that had happened. But deep down, I knew the truth. There was no calming my mind, no shaking the pull that was guiding me forward. The pull toward him. It was magnetic, undeniable, an attraction that had been simmering for weeks but now felt like a burning need. My body hummed with leftover tension, my skin still warm and sensitive, still craving more despite the orgasm Ben had given me earlier. That orgasm had scratched the surface, but the itch deep inside me remained, unresolved and insistent.

When I reached the sofa, I froze, my breath catching in my throat as I stared at the sight before me—John, sprawled out on the recliner, completely unaware of the storm he had stirred inside me. His naked body was bathed in the soft, silvery glow of the moonlight streaming through the window, every muscle of his chest and arms highlighted in that delicate light. He looked peaceful, as if completely unaware of the fire burning inside me. But my eyes weren’t focused on his face.

My gaze traveled down his body, following the line of his stomach to where his cock lay, still slightly swollen from earlier, resting heavily against his thigh. It wasn’t the first time I had seen John naked—he’d always been confident, always comfortable in his skin. But this was different. The intimacy of the evening had shifted something inside me, and now, seeing him like this, sprawled out and vulnerable, I felt a hunger that I couldn’t suppress. His cock, even soft, looked massive, thicker and longer than I could have imagined. Even in sleep, it seemed to pulse with a latent power, as if it was simply waiting to be awakened. The sight of it made my breath hitch, my thighs clenching instinctively as that familiar ache stirred low in my belly.

A droplet of moisture glistened at the tip of his foreskin, catching the moonlight in a way that made my pulse quicken. Was it cum? Had he finished himself off after watching me earlier? The thought sent a rush of heat straight to my core. My heart pounded as I stared at the droplet, imagining the possibility that he had been thinking of me, pleasuring himself to the memory of me cumming right in front of him. The idea made my pussy clench, a surge of wetness pooling between my legs as the heat inside me flared to life once more. It was wrong—so wrong—and yet, I couldn’t stop myself from wanting more.

I moved closer, my body trembling with anticipation as I lowered myself onto the opposite couch, directly across from him. My legs were trembling slightly as I spread them wider, the cool air brushing against my already slick pussy, making me gasp softly. I sat on the edge of the seat, perched between desire and restraint, my heart racing with both excitement and guilt. I was crossing a line, and I knew it, but there was no turning back now.

John’s cock held my attention completely. The way it dangled across his thigh, still half-hard, sent a thrill through me. He had been so turned on earlier, watching me as I came, and now I was watching him, my body responding to the mere sight of him in a way that felt almost beyond my control. I could feel the tension in my body building, the heat spreading through me as my hand instinctively found its way to my breast, my fingers pinching my already puckered nipple. It was so sensitive, so ready for touch, that I gasped at the feeling, a soft moan slipping from my lips.

My other hand moved down between my legs, my fingers slipping easily over my slick labia, still swollen and tender from earlier. The pleasure hit me immediately, sharper and more intense than I expected. I bit my lip, trying to keep my breathing quiet, my eyes darting to John’s face to make sure he was still asleep. He hadn’t stirred. He was still deep in sleep, unaware of the turmoil raging inside me, unaware of the pleasure I was stealing just by watching him.

But it wasn’t enough. I wanted more. I needed more.

I closed my eyes, letting the sensation wash over me as I stroked my clit, the pleasure building with every circle of my fingers. My breath came faster now, my body responding with a desperate hunger. My nipples were rock hard beneath my fingers, aching for more pressure, more stimulation. I tugged at them, gasping quietly as I felt the familiar tension coil in my belly, tightening with every stroke of my fingers on my clit. My body was on fire, and I was losing myself in the moment, my mind filled with thoughts of John.

I wanted him to wake up. I wanted him to see me like this—touching myself, exposed and vulnerable, lost in the pleasure of thinking about him. The image of him watching me earlier, his cock hard and throbbing in his hand, replayed in my mind, and I imagined what it would feel like to have him standing over me now, hard and ready, watching as I came undone for him. I whispered his name, barely audible, but it sent a shiver of excitement through me. “John...”

I could still see his cock in my mind, hard and thick, so much bigger than Ben’s. I wanted to feel it in my mouth, to taste him, to take him as deep as I could and feel him grow even harder between my lips. My fingers worked faster, my body trembling as I imagined him inside me, stretching me, filling me in a way Ben never had. The thought of it made my clit throb under my fingers, and I stroked it harder, my hips lifting off the couch as I chased the orgasm that was building inside me.

The pleasure hit me like a tidal wave, crashing over me with an intensity that left me breathless. My legs shook as the orgasm ripped through me, my body convulsing with deep, long contractions that made me gasp for air. I nearly slipped off the edge of the couch, my knees too wobbly to hold me steady as I came. My fingers worked my clit furiously as I rode the waves of pleasure, my moans quiet but desperate, my body shaking with the force of the orgasm.

When it finally subsided, I collapsed back against the cushions, panting, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath. My hand remained on my breast, still massaging it gently as the aftershocks rippled through me. For a moment, I lay there, completely spent, the pleasure still humming in my veins. But then, as the haze of the orgasm began to lift, guilt crashed over me like a cold wave.

What had I just done? My heart pounded in my chest as I glanced over at John’s sleeping form, relief flooding me as I realized he hadn’t woken, hadn’t seen the depravity I had just indulged in. But the weight of my actions pressed down on me, a heavy mix of shame and exhilaration swirling in my stomach. I had touched myself while staring at my sleeping friend, fantasizing about him, wishing he would take me right there on the couch. It was wrong, so wrong, and yet the thrill of it was undeniable. I couldn’t shake the feeling that I had crossed a line, and yet a part of me craved to cross it again.

Suddenly, the intensity of the moment felt too much. I scrambled to my feet, my body still trembling from the orgasm, and quickly made my way back to the guest room. I closed the door behind me, leaning against it for a moment as I tried to steady my breathing, the guilt and desire still warring inside me. As I slipped back into bed beside Ben, who was still snoring softly, I couldn’t stop thinking about what had just happened.

My body was still humming with arousal, even after the orgasm. I couldn’t stop thinking about John—his cock, the way he had looked at me earlier, the way I had touched myself while imagining him. Despite the guilt, despite knowing it was wrong, one thought kept running through my mind: I wanted more. I wanted him.


More of Them

We woke the next morning to the smell of breakfast wafting through the house. The sunlight was gentle, streaming through the kitchen windows as we gathered at the table with John, Claire, Wendy, and Mike. It all felt so normal, yet the events of the night before lingered heavily in my mind, casting a shadow over the cheerful conversation. I tried to focus on the meal, but my thoughts were elsewhere—replaying every moment, every sensation, every look.

Ben and I ate quickly, exchanging knowing glances as we packed up to leave. Just as we were about to head out the door, John approached me, a casual smile on his face. “Did you leave a glass of water on the table last night?” he asked offhandedly, as if it were nothing. But that simple question sent a wave of panic crashing over me. My heart skipped a beat. Did he know? Had he seen more than I realized? I muttered a vague response, trying to play it off, but inside, I was spiraling.

As we drove home, the guilt gnawed at me, tightening its grip around my chest. I couldn’t stop replaying the night in my mind—John’s eyes on me, the forbidden thrill of touching myself in front of him, the intensity of the orgasm that followed. And now, this sinking fear that I had jeopardized my marriage. By the time we paid the babysitter and tucked the kids into bed, I was a bundle of nerves. The weight of what I had done was too heavy to carry any longer. I had to tell Ben.

I dragged him upstairs to our room, my heart pounding as I closed the door behind us. He looked at me, confused, sensing the urgency in my expression. I took a deep breath, my hands trembling, and before I could stop myself, the words came pouring out. I confessed everything—how I had seen John watching us through the open door, how he had seen me cum, how I couldn’t stop thinking about it afterward, and how, once everyone was asleep, I had snuck out to the living room and pleasured myself while John slept on the couch.

Ben stood there, listening silently as my whispered confession filled the room. My voice was shaky, my eyes brimming with tears, terrified of what his reaction would be. Would he be angry? Hurt? Betrayed? I couldn’t bear the thought of losing him, of ruining the solid, loving marriage we had built over the years. But to my utter surprise, the moment I finished speaking, Ben’s expression changed. His eyes darkened with something I hadn’t expected—desire. His pants tented almost immediately, the evidence of his arousal undeniable.

Without a word, he grabbed me, pulling me into a deep, passionate kiss that left me breathless. His hands roamed over my body, and I could feel the heat radiating off him. “We’ll talk more about this later,” he promised, his voice husky with lust. But in that moment, words weren’t necessary. The confession that I had feared would break us apart had instead ignited something new between us, something raw and primal. He was turned on—more than I had ever seen him before.

That night, once the kids were asleep, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. The tension that had been building all day finally exploded, our libidos out of control. We rode each other to orgasm, our bodies slick with sweat as we tangled in the sheets. Every time we spoke about the events of the previous night, every time I recounted what had happened with John, Ben begged for more details—especially about the second orgasm in the living room, with John sleeping just feet away from me. The more I told him, the more excited he became, his need for me unrelenting.

It wasn’t just the physical pleasure—it was the shared excitement, the thrill of reliving those moments together. It was unexpected and intense, and it turned into a week of insatiable desire. Morning, noon, and night, we found ourselves reaching for each other, unable to get enough. The sex was different—more urgent, more intense than ever before. Every touch, every kiss felt charged with electricity, like we were rediscovering each other all over again.

One evening, after we had put the kids to bed, I stepped into the shower, letting the hot water cascade over my body, washing away the stress of the day. I had barely closed my eyes to relax when I heard the shower door slide open. I turned to see Ben, completely naked, stepping in behind me, his eyes dark with desire. Without saying a word, he knelt down in front of me, his hands gripping my hips as he pulled me closer to him. My breath caught in my throat as I felt his mouth on me, his tongue flicking against my clit with practiced skill.

The water beat down on us, but I could barely focus on anything other than the sensations coursing through my body. He licked me with such intensity, such determination, that I couldn’t help but moan loudly, my hands bracing against the shower wall as my legs began to tremble. I felt the orgasm building quickly, and within moments, it crashed over me, my body convulsing with the force of it. Before I could catch my breath, Ben stood up, turned me around, and entered me from behind, his thrusts deep and powerful. The pleasure was overwhelming, and I came again, my body shaking in his arms as he filled me completely.

It was like that all week—spontaneous, raw, and uninhibited. One night after dinner, as we stood in the kitchen washing dishes, I felt an unexpected surge of desire. Without a second thought, I dropped to my knees, unbuttoning his pants as I looked up at him with a mischievous smile. His eyes widened in surprise, but he didn’t stop me. I pulled his cock free and took him into my mouth, my hands gripping his hips as I sucked him with a hunger I hadn’t felt in years.

Ben groaned, his hands tangling in my hair as I worked my mouth over him, taking him deeper, my tongue swirling around the head of his cock. The sound of his pleasure spurred me on, and I found myself more turned on than I had ever been. When he came, I didn’t pull away. I swallowed every drop, savoring the taste of him, even though I normally avoided it. But that night, I wanted to taste him, to feel his release in the most intimate way possible.

We were different now. Something had shifted between us. The confession I had been so terrified of had somehow opened the door to a new chapter in our relationship. It was more than just sex—it was freedom. Freedom to explore, to admit our desires, to share our fantasies without judgment. Ben confessed to me that he found it incredibly erotic to think about me with another man—specifically John. He wanted to watch, to see me with both him and John, to witness me giving in to my hidden desires. It was a confession that shocked me, but in the heat of our lust, I couldn’t deny that the thought turned me on too.

Pressed in the heat of the moment, I admitted that the idea of being with John did excite me. The thought of his large cock, the way he had looked at me, it all ignited something deep inside. It became our dirty secret, our pillow talk, fueling night after night of wild, uninhibited sex.


Next for Us

Then came the invitation. John and Claire were hosting a Saturday barbecue, and of course, we were invited. The moment the text came through, I felt a knot of anxiety twist in my stomach. Nerves, sharp as knitting needles, pricked at me every time I thought about it. This wasn’t just a casual get-together anymore—it was something more, something charged with all the undercurrents of our recent conversations. As we prepared for the day, I pulled Ben aside and warned him, my voice low and serious. “Please, whatever you do, don’t say anything to John. It’s one thing to talk about it in bed, but we can’t act on it. We might regret it, and I don’t want to ruin our friendship.”

Ben, slightly disappointed, agreed—though there was a glint in his eyes that hinted at his own curiosity, his own desires that had been stoked by our week of intense pillow talk. He had fantasized about watching me with John, but like me, he knew that fantasies had a way of feeling different when brought into the light of day. I wasn’t ready for that leap, and the last thing I wanted was to stir any drama or tension, especially with Claire, who remained completely unaware of our secret desires. It wasn’t just about John—it was about Claire too, about their relationship, their trust. And here I was, caught between my growing lust for John and my loyalty to my husband and our friends.

Ben grudgingly agreed, but I could see the way his thoughts danced as we talked about keeping the line between fantasy and reality intact. We would keep this secret between us.

The barbecue was great fun, more casual than I had expected, with a huge crowd descending on John and Claire’s forest bungalow. The laughter, the clink of beer bottles, and the scent of smoky grilled meat filled the air. We tapped a keg in the middle of the afternoon, the hot summer sun making everyone a bit more carefree. As the hours passed, I could feel the tension in my body begin to ease. Ben and I mingled easily with the group, drinking, laughing, and sharing stories. But every now and then, out of the corner of my eye, I caught John watching me.

At first, I told myself it was nothing—that my guilty conscience was playing tricks on me. But as the afternoon wore on, his gaze lingered. When he peeled off his shirt in the heat of the afternoon, the girls started hooting and hollering, some playfully egging on their husbands to follow suit. Ben joined in, grinning as he stripped off his shirt, his body already flushed from the alcohol and the sun. Soon, more of the men followed, and even a few of the drunker girls couldn’t resist the fun, pulling off their tops and laughing as they twirled in the fading daylight.

Music and dancing carried us into the evening, and as the sun finally set, the crowd dwindled. By nightfall, the gathering had shrunk to a small group of hardcore partiers—just three couples and us. The atmosphere shifted, the air thickening with a more intimate energy as some of the guests began to peel off. Those who remained were the fellow nudists, the ones more comfortable with the idea of letting loose. A few of them led the charge to hop in the hot tub, already stripping down as someone broke out a bottle of tequila.

I took a quick swig from the bottle as it passed me by, feeling the warmth of the alcohol mix with the warmth already blooming under my skin. The tequila burned, but it was a welcome distraction from the nerves still swirling in my stomach. Claire, who had been drinking steadily all afternoon, sat on the edge of the hot tub, her top long gone. Her arm was draped around a woman named Tonya, her laughter loud and a little sloppy as they joked and teased the others. Wendy stood behind her, massaging her shoulders, and it wasn’t long before I noticed that the group’s flirting was turning more physical.

The tub was too crowded for everyone to get in, so most of us stood on the sidelines, dipping our feet in the swirling water. My husband and I exchanged a glance. We were still hesitant—still trying to maintain some distance from the growing chaos around us. “Let’s clean up a bit,” Ben suggested, his tone soft but practical. It was his way of helping me manage my nerves, to keep me grounded. We slipped away from the crowd, taking it upon ourselves to tidy up the aftermath of the barbecue. Ben collected the trash scattered around the yard while I tackled the dishes, stowing away pots and pans in the kitchen as I watched the shenanigans continue through the window.

Things were getting rowdier by the minute. One of the couples—people we didn’t know well—had gotten excessively handsy in the tub, their groping more public than private at this point. I saw John laughing as he playfully shooed them off, sending them to one of the guest rooms to finish their business. They stumbled away, giggling and pawing at each other as they disappeared down the hall. Tonya and her husband soon followed, helping a drowsy and drunken Claire back to bed. The tequila had clearly taken its toll on her, and as they left, they thanked John for a great night. Wendy, pouting as Claire was carried away, soon gave in and left with Mike, leaving behind only us—Ben, John, and me.

The house was suddenly quiet, save for the occasional laughter and shouts coming from the guest room where the other couple was finishing up. The three of us sat in the living room, passing the bottle of tequila between us, snickering at the noises coming from the walls. “Sounds like they’re having a good time,” John joked, his voice low and amused as he took another swig. The tequila warmed me, my body buzzing with the alcohol, the energy of the evening, and the lingering tension that had been simmering between us all night.

After what felt like an eternity, the couple finally crept out of the guest room, their faces flushed with embarrassment and satisfaction. They thanked us for the party, clearly still drunk as they giggled and stumbled toward the door. As their car pulled away, silence settled over the house, leaving only the three of us in the dimly lit living room.

Ben, always the instigator after a night of drinking, stretched lazily and suggested, “Why don’t we all head out to the tub? It’s been a long day.”

John glanced at me, his eyes catching mine for a brief moment before he grinned. “Sounds like a great idea,” he agreed. Without hesitation, he stood and dropped his shorts, standing fully naked for a second before heading out to the deck.

My heart skipped a beat as I watched him disappear through the sliding door. I hadn’t expected the suggestion, and now, as the moment stretched out, the weight of it settled over me. The casual, carefree energy of the night had taken on a new edge, and I could feel the anticipation building in my chest. Ben stood and stripped down to his shorts, grinning at me as if to say, “Are you coming?” I hesitated, nerves fluttering wildly in my stomach, but the truth was, the tequila and the tension had already loosened something inside me.

With a deep breath, I followed Ben out to the deck.

I held back for a moment, standing on the deck as I watched Ben and John prepare to climb into the hot tub. The steam from the water rose around them, swirling in the cool night air. The air was heavy with anticipation, and as they moved, I couldn’t help but notice the stark contrast between them. Both men stepped up onto the edge of the tub, their movements casual, but my gaze was immediately drawn lower—to the way their cocks swung as they lifted their legs, their bodies momentarily exposed as they balanced themselves before stepping down into the water.

Ben, familiar and circumcised, his cock already starting to thicken with arousal, hung at a familiar length—his head bare, smooth, and glistening as it shifted with each movement. It was a sight I had seen countless times, a body I knew intimately. But beside him was John, and the difference was striking. John’s cock, uncircumcised and heavy, swung more noticeably with each step. His foreskin covered the head, but the weight and thickness were unmistakable. Even soft, John was larger, and the memory of seeing him fully erect before flashed through my mind like a hot brand. I could still picture it—long, thick, pulsing in his hand as he stroked himself while watching me cum.

My breath hitched as I remembered the way he had looked at me that night, his eyes dark with desire, his cock hard and throbbing. The visual difference between Ben and John was something I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about. Ben had always satisfied me, but John was… something else entirely. The weight of him, the sheer size, made my stomach clench with a combination of lust and nervousness.

As they settled into the tub, the foam and bubbles swirling around them, I stood frozen for a moment longer, the reality of what was happening washing over me. Here I was, on the edge of something I had only ever fantasized about—a night alone with Ben and John. The tequila coursing through my veins wasn’t enough to quiet the nervous flutter in my stomach, but it also wasn’t enough to stop the undeniable heat building between my legs. My nipples tingled with anticipation, hardening almost painfully as the warm night air kissed my bare skin.

I realized that every dirty fantasy Ben and I had shared over the last few weeks was suddenly within reach. John’s cock, which had already starred in so many of those fantasies, was right there—within touching distance. And Ben, the man I trusted more than anyone in the world, was sitting across from me, clearly excited by the same thoughts that were now running rampant through my mind.

The hot tub was large enough to seat six comfortably, so I decided to position myself in a triangle, hoping to create a sense of distance. It was my last effort to control the situation, to keep it from spiraling into something I might regret. I peeled off my bikini slowly, my skin tingling as the cool breeze hit my now-exposed body. I folded the suit carefully and set it aside, feeling the weight of the decision settle over me like a second skin.

When I finally climbed into the tub, the heat of the water enveloped me immediately, soothing my tense muscles. I leaned back, resting my head on the edge of the tub, watching the stars above as the bubbles swirled around my legs. The water jets sprayed against my lower back, easing the tension that had been building there for hours. I took a slow, deep breath, my body sinking further into the water as I tried to relax. Maybe nothing would happen. Maybe this was just another quiet night in the tub with friends.

John passed me the tequila, and I took another swallow, letting the burn distract me from the rising heat between my legs. I handed the bottle to Ben, who took a swig before setting it aside. The warm, bubbling water, combined with the alcohol, began to melt my tension away, and I sighed softly, feeling my muscles loosen. No one spoke for a long time. We simply soaked in the steamy water, our bodies floating lazily as the night stretched on.

Then, I felt Ben’s hand. His fingers curled around my foot, his grip firm as he began to massage the arch. A quiet hum of satisfaction slipped from my lips. He knew exactly how to touch me, how to work out the knots and tension. But just as I started to sink into the sensation, I felt another hand—John’s. He took my other foot, his fingers tracing a slow, deliberate path along my calf before he, too, began to massage.

The contrast between their hands, their touches, sent a shiver up my spine. Ben’s touch was familiar, comforting, but John’s was new, different—charged with an intensity that made my skin prickle with awareness. It was so intimate, so personal, and yet here I was, allowing it to happen, letting them both touch me in ways that felt dangerously close to crossing a line.

For a while, it was just the massage—two sets of hands working my tired muscles, coaxing the tension from my legs. But then, slowly, those hands started to drift higher. John’s fingers slid up my calf, lingering for a moment at my knee before continuing their upward path. Ben’s hand mirrored his, pulling me closer to the center of the tub, their touches becoming more purposeful, more intimate.

My heart pounded in my chest, my breath coming in shallow gasps as I felt the unmistakable shift in the energy between us. The water’s current gently pulled me toward them, until I was floating at the center of the tub, suspended between my husband and the man I had been fantasizing about for weeks. The moment felt charged, electric, and I wasn’t sure whether I was terrified or thrilled by it.

Without a word, Ben caught my arm, pulling me across the water until my back was pressed firmly against his chest. His lips found the side of my neck, brushing softly against my skin before capturing my mouth in a slow, heated kiss. My pulse quickened as his hands roamed over my body, caressing my sides, my hips, my breasts.

And then, there was John. His hand was on my side, his touch soft and tentative at first, but growing bolder with each passing second. His leg brushed against mine under the water, his fingers grazing the curve of my waist before sliding up to cup my breast. My breath caught in my throat as his thumb circled my nipple, teasing it to a hard, aching point.

I pulled back from Ben’s kiss, my mind spinning as I turned to face John. He was so close now, his eyes dark and intense, a small smile playing at the corner of his mouth. His hand continued to explore my body, and the thrill of his touch sent a shiver down my spine.

“What about Claire?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper. I needed to ask, needed to hear the reassurance, even as my body begged for more.

John floated closer, his face just inches from mine as he whispered, “She’s passed out, and she doesn’t care if we share...” His hand slid lower, his thumb rolling my nipple between his fingers, sending a fresh wave of pleasure through me. I gasped, my body arching toward him, unable to resist the sensations he was awakening inside me.

Then he kissed me. His lips were soft but insistent, his tongue probing gently as he pulled me deeper into the moment. I let him in, surrendering to the kiss, to the heat building between us. My back pressed harder against Ben’s chest as John’s hands roamed freely over my body, my nipples hardening further under his touch, my pussy throbbing with need.

The kiss deepened, and with it, the realization that I had crossed a line—a line I wasn’t sure I could ever uncross.

Behind me, I could feel Ben’s erection pressing firmly against my back, the heat of his desire unmistakable even through the swirling water. My breath caught in my throat, the reality of the situation crashing over me like a wave. I was here, between them—between my husband, the man I loved, and John, the man who had dominated my fantasies for weeks. My body was trembling, not from the cold, but from the overwhelming arousal that surged through me. I couldn’t deny it anymore: the hunger that had been simmering beneath the surface had reached a boiling point.

Curiosity—and something darker, more primal—took hold of me. Wondering, I slipped my hand under the water, my fingers grazing Ben’s hard cock. It was familiar, circumcised, smooth, and warm against my palm. But I wasn’t content to stop there. My hand drifted to the other side, searching under the bubbling water until I found John’s cock. The moment I wrapped my fingers around it, my heart skipped a beat.

John was just as hard, but the difference was stark. He was thicker, heavier in my hand, and uncut. My fingers instinctively tightened around him, feeling the way the foreskin shifted as I moved my hand up and down his length. It felt different—raw, exciting, and undeniably erotic. The guilt crept in almost immediately, a soft whisper in the back of my mind, telling me I shouldn’t be doing this, shouldn’t be comparing the two men this way. But the thrill of it, the sensation of holding two stiff cocks in my hands, was impossible to ignore.

I had never experienced anything like this—two strong, virile men, each one clearly wanting me, their bodies hard and ready under my touch. The weight of that realization sent a ripple of excitement through me, and I couldn’t help but feel my hunger building, rising with each passing second. My hand slid slowly along John’s cock, my fingers exploring the ridges, the unfamiliar texture of his foreskin as it glided back with each stroke. It was different from Ben, and in that difference, I found a rush of desire I hadn’t expected. It felt taboo, forbidden, but that only seemed to heighten the sensation.

Ben slid to my side, positioning himself opposite John. Now I was between them, one in each hand, my fingers wrapped around their erections as the water churned around us. Both men reached for my breasts at the same time, their hands warm and insistent as they massaged my tits, kneading them in rhythm with the steady strokes of my hands. My nipples, already hardened from the cool night air and the teasing touches, ached under their attention, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core.

I felt a hand—John’s, I realized—sliding between my legs, prying them apart under the water. His fingers found my pussy, slipping between my swollen, wet folds with ease. The sensation was different from Ben’s touch, rougher, more direct, and I knew immediately that it was John. He handled me differently than my husband, more assertive, more confident, and it sent a thrill through me that I couldn’t suppress. My body responded instinctively, my hips arching toward his hand, craving more of the pleasure he was offering.

I turned my head toward Ben, seeking his lips in a kiss, and he met me eagerly. His mouth was hot, demanding, and the moment our tongues met, I felt a surge of lust crash through me. But even as I kissed my husband, my hand never stopped moving along John’s cock, feeling the way it throbbed in my palm, so much thicker and harder than I had imagined. The guilt was there, lurking at the edges of my mind, but it was drowned out by the raw, overpowering lust that consumed me.

I broke the kiss with Ben, turning toward John. His lips were only inches away, and I kissed him too, just as eagerly, my hand tightening around his cock as our mouths met. His kiss was different—deeper, more forceful, his tongue probing into my mouth with a hunger that matched my own. I felt Ben’s hands on my breasts, kneading them, while John’s hand continued to stroke my pussy, his fingers teasing my entrance.

My body was caught between them, my mind spinning with the overwhelming pleasure of it all. I had never imagined it would feel like this—so intense, so utterly consuming. I kissed John harder, my free hand moving to grip the back of his neck, pulling him closer as I felt his fingers slip inside me, curling just right. The sensation made me gasp against his lips, my hips grinding against his hand, craving more.

Both men were touching me, kissing me, their hands and mouths everywhere. I could feel the tension in my body building, a coil tightening in my belly with each stroke of their hands, each kiss they pressed to my skin. John’s fingers worked me with a skill that left me breathless, his thumb rubbing circles over my clit as his other hand continued to roll my nipple between his fingers.

Ben’s mouth moved to my neck, kissing and sucking the sensitive skin there as his other hand caressed my side, drifting lower to join John’s at my pussy. For a brief moment, I felt both of their hands on me, each one teasing my swollen folds, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. My breath came in short, ragged gasps, the pleasure too much to contain.

The reality of the situation—the fact that I was holding two men’s cocks in my hands, my husband and another man, both equally aroused by me—sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing over me. I couldn’t believe this was happening, that I was doing this, but at the same time, I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to stop.

As John’s fingers moved faster, rubbing my clit with expert precision, I could feel my orgasm building, rising like a tidal wave inside me. My legs trembled under the water, my hips grinding against his hand as I chased the release I knew was coming. My grip on both men tightened as I felt the pleasure crest, my body hurtling toward the edge.

The guilt was still there, whispering in the background, reminding me that John wasn’t my husband, that this was crossing a line. But the pleasure was too intense, too overwhelming to resist. I wanted this—wanted them both, and the thought of that made the pleasure even sweeter.

Without thinking, I turned from John back to Ben, kissing him hard as my orgasm tore through me, my body convulsing between them. My moans were swallowed by Ben’s mouth as John’s fingers worked me through the climax, his cock still throbbing in my hand, pulsing with the promise of more.

The release left me trembling, my body slack in the water as the aftershocks rippled through me. But even as I came down from the high, I knew this wasn’t over—not by a long shot. John’s hand remained between my legs, and Ben’s erection pressed insistently against my thigh. My heart pounded in my chest, the realization of what had just happened and what was about to happen settling over me.

"Let’s get out of this water," John suggested, his voice low and commanding, cutting through the tension that hung between us. My heart raced as we climbed out of the tub, the night air cooling our heated skin. Wrapped in towels, we headed inside to the living room, the transition from the hot tub to the house feeling like crossing a threshold into something entirely new. I was breathless with anticipation, my body still humming with the lingering effects of my orgasm, but now, there was a sense of inevitability in the air—like we had all silently agreed where this night was heading.

We dried off, the soft cotton of the towel rubbing against my damp skin as I worked to pull the moisture from my hair. When I looked up, Ben and John had already dropped their towels, their naked bodies on full display in the soft light of the living room. My breath caught in my throat at the sight of them—both men standing tall, their hard cocks stiff and insistent, their eyes raking over my naked form with a hunger that made my stomach flip. There was no mistaking their desire. It was raw, palpable, and it mirrored the need coursing through me.

Ben stepped closer to me, his eyes dark with lust, his breathing shallow. For a moment, I hesitated, uncertain of what to do. I felt like I was standing on the edge of a precipice, and once I stepped over, there would be no going back. The weight of that decision hung in the air, thick and heavy. But then, with a slow, deliberate movement, I let the towel drop from my body. The cool air hit my exposed skin, sending a shiver down my spine, and I stood there, completely naked, feeling the eyes of both men on me.

Ben’s breath quickened, and I could see the excitement etched across his face, but it was John who took control, stepping forward with an ease that made it clear he knew exactly what to do. He reached for my hand, his touch firm but gentle, and pulled me toward the couch. My legs trembled as I followed him, my heart pounding so hard I could feel it in my chest. When we reached the edge of the couch, John guided me down, his hands on my shoulders pressing me gently until I was on my knees before them. I looked up, caught between them, my mind spinning with the reality of what was happening.

"This is what you want," John said softly, his voice rich with confidence as he pulled Ben closer. He was right. On my knees, I could fully take in the sight before me—two stiff, magnificent cocks, standing tall and proud, so different yet equally enticing. My breath came in shallow gasps as I gazed up at them, feeling a primal urge building within me, a hunger I could no longer deny.

Ben’s cock was familiar, his 5 1/2 inches thick and circumcised, the smooth head glistening as it throbbed in anticipation. But next to him was John—larger, thicker, and uncut. His foreskin still covered the swollen head of his cock, giving him a raw, untamed look that sent a jolt of arousal through me. I couldn’t stop my mind from comparing them, the visual difference striking. John’s cock was even more imposing up close, and the memory of how it had felt in my hand—thick, weighty, uncircumcised—flooded back with startling clarity. The way his foreskin had glided over the head when I stroked him was so different from Ben, and it excited me in ways I hadn’t expected.

The weight of their erections in my hands felt incredible—two hard cocks, one in each hand, their bodies trembling slightly under my touch. I looked up at them, smiling as the realization hit me: they were both hard for me, both aching for my attention. I was at the center of this moment, and the power of that realization sent a shiver of pleasure through me. My grip tightened around their shafts as I began to stroke them slowly, savoring the contrast between them—Ben’s familiar, steady warmth and John’s thicker, heavier presence.


Next for All

The urge to taste them overwhelmed me, and without a second thought, I leaned forward and licked a long, slow line along John’s shaft, tracing the length of him with my tongue. His cock twitched in my hand, and I heard his sharp intake of breath as I flicked my tongue over the sensitive tip, teasing the edge of his foreskin. I couldn’t help but smile as I felt his arousal spike, his body responding to my touch. His low moan spurred me on, making my own excitement build as I slowly took him into my mouth.

John’s cock was thick, almost too thick for me to take all at once, but the feel of him stretching my lips sent a thrill of pleasure racing through me. I worked my tongue around his head, swirling it under the foreskin, tasting the salty tang of his pre-cum. His moans grew louder as I took him deeper, inch by inch, until he filled my mouth. I could feel Ben’s eyes on me, watching every movement with an intense, almost hypnotic focus. I glanced up at him, and the look on his face—his lips parted, his chest heaving—made my pulse race even faster.

Ben licked his lips unconsciously as he watched me push John deeper into my mouth, his eyes dark with lust. The intensity of his gaze made my heart pound, and I felt my own arousal building, fueled by the knowledge that Ben wanted this—that he wanted to see me like this, on my knees, taking John’s cock into my mouth. It was a strange, thrilling realization—Ben was turned on by the same thing I was, by the idea of sharing me, of watching me give in to the hunger that had been building for weeks.

"That feels so good," John moaned, his hand tangling in my hair as I worked my mouth over him, my lips sliding up and down his shaft. I could feel his cock pulsing against my tongue, the weight of him heavy in my mouth as I struggled to take him deeper. My hand slipped from Ben’s shaft and moved lower to cup John’s balls, gently massaging them as I twisted my head, trying to choke down every inch of him. The sensation of his thickness stretching my throat made me gag slightly, but I didn’t stop, driven by the need to give him as much pleasure as I could.

I pulled back, gasping for breath as I turned my attention to Ben. His cock was already slick with pre-cum, and I wasted no time, plunging my mouth down his length, swallowing him eagerly. His cock was familiar, a comfort in the midst of the overwhelming sensations swirling around me, but it didn’t diminish the excitement. I sucked him hard, my hand stroking him as I slurped in a breath around his shaft, the taste of him mingling with my own arousal.

"Oh God," Ben groaned, his hips bucking slightly as I took him deeper. His hands tangled in my hair, guiding me as I moved, and I knew he was close—so close to losing control. I could feel the tension in his body, the way his cock swelled in my mouth, ready to explode.

But I wasn’t ready to let him finish yet. I pulled back, releasing him with a teasing kiss to the tip of his cock before turning back to John. Both men were breathing hard now, their bodies trembling with anticipation as I gripped them in each hand again, stroking them slowly, savoring the power I held in that moment.

The room was thick with tension, the air buzzing with lust and anticipation. My body was on fire, every nerve ending tingling with arousal as I knelt there, their cocks in my hands, their eyes fixed on me with an intensity that made my heart race. I had never felt anything like this before—this sense of power, this overwhelming desire coursing through me. I was on the edge, ready to dive headfirst into the unknown, and I knew there was no turning back now.

As I slid down onto my knees, I felt a strange duality wash over me. There was the undeniable sense of submission—kneeling before two men, their cocks hard and eager in front of me—but at the same time, I was overwhelmed by a powerful feeling of control. I was in charge here, guiding their desires with every movement, every flick of my tongue. Their bodies responded to my touch, and I could feel the power of that, a surge of confidence coursing through me.

With each hand gripping their stiff cocks like joysticks, I teased and coaxed them, feeling the weight and heat of them in my palms. They were mine to play with. I tugged them gently, urging them toward the couch, and they stumbled backward, falling into their seats as they watched me with wide, lustful eyes. I remained on my hands and knees between them, my breasts swaying beneath me, my nipples brushing the cool air as I moved.

I licked and sucked each of their cocks, switching between them with a growing sense of delight, savoring the differences—the way they tasted, the way they responded to my touch. Ben’s cock was familiar, comforting, but John’s was thicker, more foreign, and I found myself drawn to the contrast. Each time I switched, I felt my excitement mounting, the hunger building in the pit of my stomach, the aching throb between my legs intensifying with every pass of my tongue over their lengths.

My dangling breasts and hardened nipples begged to be touched, the sensitivity so heightened that each slight movement made my body tingle. My pussy was swollen, wet, and I could feel my juices dripping down my thighs, my arousal undeniable. I wanted this—I wanted more. I wanted to ride them both, to feel them inside me, stretching me, filling me completely.

I came up for air, my chest heaving, and looked up at them with a wicked smile. They were both watching me with rapt attention, their cocks twitching in my hands. The control I held over them sent a rush of power through me, but it was John who took the next step. He pulled me forward, his hands firm but gentle, and kissed me deeply, his mouth claiming mine in a soul-searing kiss that left me breathless. His tongue moved with purpose, probing and exploring as his hand found its way to the back of my neck, pulling me closer.

When we finally broke the kiss, I was left panting, my lips swollen and tingling. John didn’t hesitate—he lifted me onto my knees, positioning me above them both as his mouth found my breasts. His lips latched onto my nipple, sucking it into his mouth with a hunger that made me gasp. "God, I’ve wanted to suck these babies for so long..." he murmured, his breath hot against my skin.

His words sent a jolt of arousal straight to my core, and I moaned softly, arching my back to give him better access. His tongue flicked over my nipple before he lightly bit down, sending a delicious shiver through me. Ben, still seated beside me, reached up to stroke my ass, his touch possessive yet gentle. I could feel his eyes on me, watching as John suckled my breasts, his own arousal clear in the way his cock throbbed in my hand.

The sensation of John’s mouth on my chest was warm and electric, each gentle bite making my nipples harder, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through my body. My breasts had never felt so sensitive, so alive under his touch. And then there was Ben, his fingers drifting lower, grazing the curve of my ass before slipping between my legs, teasing the slick, swollen lips of my pussy.

I let out a needy moan, my body trembling under their combined attention. The sensation of their hands and mouths on me was overwhelming, building the tension inside me to an almost unbearable level. I needed more. I needed to be touched, to be filled. My voice came out in a breathless plea. “Someone eat me… please.”

The words seemed to spur them into action, and before I knew it, they were shifting positions, moving with a shared purpose. Ben slid down between my legs, his hands gripping my thighs as he settled himself in front of my pussy. John, meanwhile, leaned over me, angling his hard cock toward my mouth. I opened eagerly, taking him in as Ben’s tongue touched my pussy for the first time that night.

The moment Ben’s tongue slid over my wet folds, a shiver ran up my spine. The contrast between the sensations—John’s thick cock in my mouth and Ben’s skilled tongue teasing my clit—was almost too much to handle. I moaned around John’s cock, the vibrations of my pleasure sending a low groan rumbling from his chest. I could feel my arousal building, the heat in my belly intensifying with every flick of Ben’s tongue and every thrust of John’s cock against my lips.

Ben’s tongue pressed deep into my pussy, exploring me with slow, deliberate strokes that had my legs shaking. He rolled his tongue around my clit, teasing it before sliding up one lip and down the other, his movements precise and calculated. My hips bucked involuntarily, grinding against his face as I lost myself in the sensation. I could feel the tension building inside me, the pleasure coiling tighter with each passing second.

Meanwhile, John’s cock filled my mouth completely, the weight of him heavy on my tongue as I sucked him deeper with each thrust. His foreskin slid back as I worked my mouth over him, swirling my tongue around the head before taking him deeper again. The taste of him was intoxicating, a salty sweetness that only fueled my desire. I could feel him twitching in my mouth, his moans growing louder as I sucked him harder, my hands gripping his hips to guide him.

Ben’s tongue pressed deeper into my pussy, and I cried out around John’s cock, the pleasure washing over me in waves. I could feel my orgasm building, a slow burn that grew hotter and hotter with each passing moment. John pulled away from my mouth, his cock leaking pre-cum as he caught his breath. I could taste him on my lips, a lingering reminder of the pleasure I had given him.

But I wasn’t done. Not yet.

"Switch places," John murmured, his voice low and thick with desire, eyes flicking toward my husband. Ben, still panting from licking my pussy, his chin wet with my juices, nodded. Without a word, he pulled away, leaving me glistening and open, his cock hard and straining in his hand as he stepped back from the couch, never taking his eyes off me.

John moved forward, his body a shadow of heat and tension between my spread legs. His cock, impossibly hard and thick, brushed against my inner thigh, and I trembled at the thought of it inside me. My hips, propped high on the cushion, were desperate, my entire body laid out for him, aching for the stretch of his massive cock. When he finally dragged the head of it over my swollen clit, I gasped, a spark of electricity coursing through me.

I could see him clearly now, his cock larger than anything I’d ever imagined, bigger than Ben’s by far. The sight of it sliding through my wet folds made my breath catch in my throat. Every nerve in my body was screaming for him to push inside me, to fill me, stretch me beyond what I thought was possible.

He teased me, gliding his thick length up and down over my pussy, his swollen head catching slightly at my entrance, but he held back. I moaned, lifting my hips higher, opening wider, a silent plea for him to stop toying with me and give me what I needed. The size of him was almost frightening, but the way my body craved him was stronger. I was drenched, slick and ready, every inch of me begging to be filled.

"She's ready," John growled, his voice thick with lust as he glanced at Ben, who was now stroking his cock furiously, his eyes glued to my wet, spread cunt.

"Do it," Ben rasped, his voice hoarse with arousal, the sight of my body trembling with need pushing him closer to the edge.

John positioned himself, pressing the broad head of his cock against my entrance, and slowly began to push inside. I gasped as the tip of him stretched me, my slick walls struggling to accommodate him. Inch by agonizing inch, he filled me, his cock thicker and longer than anything I had ever taken before. The sensation was overwhelming—my body clenching, struggling to stretch wide enough to take him, my breath coming in ragged gasps as I adjusted to the sheer size of him.

I moaned loudly, my fingers gripping the cushions as my body tried to adjust to the massive intrusion. He was so much bigger than Ben—so much thicker. I could feel every ridge, every pulse of his cock as it slowly pushed deeper inside me. My pussy stretched wide around him, the sensation both intense and intoxicating.

"Fuck," I gasped, unable to help myself, my hips lifting to meet him, desperate for more, even though I could barely handle it. John’s hands tightened on my hips as he thrust again, pushing deeper, and I could feel the pressure building, my walls gripping him tightly as he filled me to the brim.

"You're so fucking tight," John growled, his voice rough with restraint as he pushed deeper still, his cock stretching me to my limit. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him closer, needing all of him, needing to feel him deep inside me. My body was on fire, every nerve alight with pleasure and tension, the fullness of him unlike anything I had ever experienced.

John’s pace picked up, each thrust harder than the last, his cock slamming into me, driving deeper with every movement. My moans mixed with his grunts, the sound of our bodies colliding filling the room. I was completely lost in it, my hips bucking against him, my pussy tightening around him as he fucked me harder, faster, the sensation so intense I could barely think.

Ben stood over me, stroking his cock faster now, his breath ragged as he watched John pound into me, my pussy gripping him like a vice. I could feel the tension building inside me, the pressure mounting with each thrust, my body tightening as I was pushed closer and closer to the edge.

And then, in the haze of pleasure, it slipped out. "Oh my God, that’s so much bigger than Ben."

The moment the words left my lips, a wave of shame and regret hit me, drowning the pleasure for a heartbeat. I hadn’t meant to say it—hadn’t meant to compare them, to admit the truth out loud. But it was undeniable, and now it hung in the air, heavy and raw. My heart pounded in my chest as I looked up at Ben, expecting to see the hurt in his eyes, the anger, something to mirror the guilt that twisted inside me.

But what I saw stunned me. Ben’s face wasn’t twisted with pain. His eyes were wild with lust, his lips parted in a low groan, and before I could fully comprehend what I had done, his body tensed, his cock jerking in his hand as he came. Thick, hot ropes of cum spurted from him, splattering across my tits, his body trembling with the force of his orgasm. The words I had feared saying hadn’t shattered him—they had pushed him over the edge.

The sight of him cumming, his face contorted with pleasure, left me breathless. My own guilt was swallowed by the intensity of his release, the way his cum coated my skin, warm and sticky. His orgasm sent another wave of heat through me, my pussy clenching harder around John’s cock.

And that was when John grunted, his hips slamming into me one last time, his cock pulsing inside me as he came, filling me with his thick, hot cum. The feeling of him cumming deep inside me—his massive cock throbbing, stretching me, the heat of his release flooding me—was too much. My body responded instantly, my pussy tightening around him as another orgasm tore through me, even more intense than the first.

I cried out, my back arching as my body clenched around John’s cock, the sensation of his cum filling me driving me over the edge. Pleasure exploded through me, my pussy spasming, milking him as I came again, harder than I ever had before.

The room spun, my body trembling uncontrollably, overwhelmed by the intensity of it all—the sight of Ben’s cum on my chest, the feel of John’s cock buried deep inside me, still pulsing as he filled me with every last drop. My mind went blank, the pleasure consuming me completely.

I collapsed back onto the cushions, breathless, my body humming with the aftershocks of the pleasure that had just ripped through me. I could feel John still inside me, still hard, his cum seeping out of me, mixing with my own wetness. And Ben, standing over me, breathing heavily, his eyes still filled with lust, no trace of the pain or regret I had feared.

For a moment, all I could do was lie there, stunned by the sheer intensity of what had just happened, my body trembling, my mind reeling from the pleasure, the guilt, and the unexpected twist of desire that had changed everything.

We sat on the sofa, our bodies slick with sweat and cum, breathing heavily as we tried to come down from the intense high of what had just happened. John was next to me, his arm draped casually over the back of the couch, his cock softening slightly but still impressive between his legs. Ben sat on my other side, his chest heaving as he absentmindedly caressed my thigh, the aftermath of his orgasm still sticky on my breasts.

For a moment, none of us moved, content to bask in the quiet, our skin still flushed, bodies humming with the lingering heat of the intense pleasure we had shared. My mind was still spinning, trying to process everything—how it had felt, how it had changed us. I glanced between them, feeling a deep connection with both men, though I couldn’t deny the guilt that still gnawed at me over what I had said.

But as the minutes passed, I began to notice something. A shift. The heat of their bodies returned, stronger. John’s hand on my shoulder tightened slightly, and when I glanced down, I saw his cock twitching, beginning to swell again. The sight made my heart skip a beat. He was getting hard. I turned my head slightly and caught a glimpse of Ben. His hand was no longer idly caressing my thigh—his fingers were twitching with more purpose, and his cock, which had been soft and satisfied only moments ago, was thickening again, swelling until it stood almost fully erect once more.

My breath caught in my throat. Ben had never gotten hard again so quickly after cumming. It was unheard of. The intensity of his first orgasm should have left him drained, but here he was, his cock thick and ready again, and the look in his eyes left no question about what he wanted next.

Before I could even process it, Ben acted. Without a word, he grabbed my wrist and pulled me gently but firmly onto the floor, flipping me over onto my hands and knees. My ass was in the air before I could react, and the cool air against my exposed skin made me shiver. My mind whirled as I tried to grasp what was happening, but the sensation of Ben’s hands on me—one gripping my hip, the other sliding between my legs, spreading John’s cum up and down my crack and pussy—was enough to pull me back into the moment.

A low moan escaped my lips as his fingers traced my swollen lips, slick with cum and wetness. I could feel him lining himself up behind me, his cock rubbing up and down my entrance, already throbbing with need. My body reacted instinctively, my hips pushing back toward him, desperate to feel him inside me again. John shifted in front of me, watching intently, his cock swelling even more as he stroked it lazily, his eyes locked on the sight of Ben positioning himself behind me.

Ben didn’t waste time. With little warning, he thrust forward, his cock sliding easily into my soaked pussy, filling me completely in one swift motion. I gasped, my head dropping as I felt him stretch me again, his cock hard and insistent, every inch of him driving deep inside me. He was relentless, his hips snapping forward, his hands gripping my hips as he set a punishing rhythm, the wet squelching sound of his cock moving inside me only intensifying my arousal.

John shifted closer, his hand sliding to the back of my head as he gently guided his cock toward my mouth. I opened eagerly, taking him in, my lips wrapping around his thick shaft as I began to suck him, the taste of our mixed cum still fresh on his skin. The sensation of being filled at both ends, Ben’s cock driving into me from behind while John’s filled my mouth, was overwhelming, my body responding with a desperate need that I couldn’t control.

Ben’s hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back as he fucked me harder, his other hand slipping down to rub my ass, his thumb pressing against my tight hole, teasing it. My moans were muffled around John’s cock as Ben’s thumb began to push inside, the new sensation sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. We didn’t do this often, but in that moment, the combination of Ben’s cock in my pussy and his thumb in my ass drove me wild.

The squelching sound of his cock thrusting into my cum-soaked pussy was loud, filthy, and it only made me hungrier for more. I wiggled my ass back against him, pushing myself harder onto his cock and his thumb, desperate for more, needing to feel both of them as deep as they could go. My mouth worked over John’s cock, sucking him harder, trying to take him deeper into my throat, the taste of him intoxicating.

My body was on fire, every nerve alight with pleasure as Ben pounded into me from behind, his cock driving deep, his thumb twisting in my ass. John’s cock slid in and out of my mouth as I sucked him eagerly, my hands gripping his thighs as I tried to take him deeper, the sound of my moans vibrating against him.

The sensation of being filled from both ends, the relentless thrusting of Ben’s cock in my pussy, the taste of John’s cock in my mouth, it all combined into a whirlwind of raw, primal lust. I was lost in it, my mind clouded with the overwhelming need to cum again, my body trembling as the pressure built inside me.

I pushed back against Ben harder, driving him deeper into me, the feeling of his cock and his thumb pushing me closer to the edge. The squelching, slippery sound between my legs as he pounded me only heightened my need, every thrust sending me spiraling closer to another orgasm.

My moans grew louder, muffled around John’s cock as I sucked him with desperation, my pussy clenching around Ben as I felt the orgasm building, hot and fast. My body was on the brink, every nerve on fire as I gave myself over to the pleasure, completely consumed by the feeling of both men filling me.

Ben came with a grunt, his body tensing as he emptied himself inside me, collapsing forward onto my back. I felt the warm flood of his cum mixing with what was already there, but I couldn’t help the slight frustration bubbling up inside me. He had finished too soon, and I was still teetering on the edge, my body desperate for more. Ben rested for a moment, catching his breath, before sliding out of me and rolling to the side, leaving me wanting.

Without missing a beat, John stepped in, his cock already hard again, and took Ben's place. He wasted no time, gripping my hips and mounting me effortlessly. His massive tool slipped inside me like it belonged there, my body welcoming the stretch as he filled me completely. "You feel so fucking good," John growled, his breath hot against my neck as he began thrusting, setting a steady, deep rhythm that instantly reignited the fire in my belly.

I arched my back, pushing my ass up, meeting his thrusts with urgency. Ben moved to the side, his eyes wide, watching as John took control, but this time there was no jealousy—only lust, raw and consuming. I could feel his gaze on me, and the knowledge that he was watching only heightened the intensity.

"Do it," I urged John, my voice low and demanding. "Fuck me. Make me cum again."

Saying it aloud sent a thrill through me, and I pushed back harder against him, craving the release I hadn’t yet found. "Fuck me," I repeated, my voice thick with need.

John chuckled, his hands gripping my hips tighter as he picked up the pace. "Challenge accepted," he breathed, and with one smooth motion, he rolled me onto my back, his cock still buried deep inside me. He manhandled me into position, his strong hands holding me in place, and I loved it—loved how he took control, how he knew exactly what I needed.

He angled himself perfectly, hitting my g-spot with each deep, deliberate thrust. I gasped, my body trembling as pleasure coursed through me. I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him in deeper, my heels pressing against his ass as I held myself open for him. My hands found his shoulders, gripping them as I pushed my chest against his, my nipples brushing against his skin with each thrust. The connection between us was intense, raw, and intimate. His eyes locked with mine, and I felt completely exposed to him—not just physically, but emotionally. It was exhilarating.

John fucked me with purpose, his cock pounding into me relentlessly, each stroke sending me higher, closer to the edge. He knew how to use every inch of himself to drive me wild, more than I had ever experienced with Ben. I could feel my orgasm building, the pressure in my belly mounting with every plunge of his cock.

Ben was still watching, his hand moving slowly over his own cock as he marveled at the sight in front of him. The idea of him watching—his own wife being fucked so thoroughly by another man—only made it hotter. It fueled the fire inside me, pushing me closer to that tipping point. I was so close.

John’s relentless thrusts pushed me over the edge. I cried out, my body shaking as the orgasm ripped through me, raw and powerful. My pussy clenched around his cock as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me, my whole body trembling as I came hard, my release spilling out, wet and messy. I could feel it—a gush of my own cum soaking us both, coating John’s cock as I bucked and writhed beneath him.

My moans were low and guttural as I rode out the intense waves of pleasure, my body completely lost in the moment. John never slowed, his cock still pounding into me, prolonging my ecstasy. My pussy squeezed him tight, and I could feel him starting to tremble as well, his breath coming in sharp, uneven gasps.

The way my body spasmed around him must have triggered his own release. His cock stiffened inside me, and with a deep, rumbling groan, he came. I felt the hot rush of his cum filling me, mixing with Ben’s, and the sensation of being filled so completely sent another aftershock rippling through me. John’s body shook as he emptied himself inside me, his breath coming in a long, satisfied sigh as he collapsed onto my chest.

We lay there for a moment, tangled together, catching our breath, his lips finding mine in a slow, deep kiss. His tongue slid into my mouth, and I moaned softly against him, still trembling from the aftershocks of my orgasm.

"Wow, you came all over the couch," John chuckled softly in my ear, his breath warm against my skin.

"I didn’t know you could do that," Ben added, his voice a mix of awe and excitement as he helped John roll off me.

I made a shrugging gesture, still lying beneath them. "I didn’t know I could do that either," I admitted, laughing breathlessly.

"That was amazing," John said again, his hand brushing over my thigh as he grinned down at me. "You were incredible."

I smiled, feeling a deep sense of satisfaction wash over me as Ben handed me a towel. I wiped myself down as best I could before heading to the bathroom. My legs were shaky, my body swollen and stretched in ways I hadn’t anticipated, but the rush of satisfaction lingered, even as I struggled to pee.

When I returned to the living room, both men were lounging on the couch, sipping water. They’d thoughtfully brought me a glass, which I accepted gratefully. John thanked me for an incredible evening, and I smiled, feeling a warm glow of contentment settle over me as I took Ben’s hand and led him to the guest room.

Once we were alone, Ben pulled me into his arms, holding me close. "I love you so much," he whispered against my hair, his fingers gently stroking my back. I melted into his embrace, feeling the tenderness of his touch.

"I’m a little tender from all the action," I warned him with a playful smile.

"You were amazing," he whispered, kissing my forehead. "Better than I ever imagined."

"I had fun," I admitted, the memories of the night flooding back. "It was so much better than I thought it would be... so much better than our fantasies."

"It was fucking incredible," Ben agreed, his voice thick with passion as he kissed me deeply, pulling me closer. I curled up against him, letting the warmth of his body soothe me as we lay together on the bed.

After a few moments, his hand slid down my torso, his fingers grazing my swollen pussy lips. I was surprised to feel a spark of excitement flare to life again, my clit twitching at his touch.

"Do you think you’ll want to do it again?" he asked, his voice soft, but full of curiosity. We had crossed boundaries I never even knew we had, and as I thought about it, I realized how much I had loved it all.

I smiled, the thrill still humming under my skin. "Yes," I whispered. "I think I do."
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When my wife told me she had booked a surprise vacation for my birthday, I honestly never would have expected this. Sure, we had talked about it, briefly, sometimes. But I think a lot of couples talk about it in the heat of the moment.

Hedonism - Just the name of the resort is all it takes to send vivid images flashing through your mind. Images of what you think the place will be like.

But really, no one has any idea until they get there.

You can go as far as you want, or you can just chill by the pool in the non nude area and see what happens.

But what surprised me the most was that although this had always been my fantasy, it was actually Sarah who seemed to be pushing it once we landed!

This is Hedonism; this is our first experience, and this is happening!


You Wanted This: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasies Are Brutally Exposed

As Ben sat in the living room, he could feel his heart rate rising second by second. He had just heard his wife Leah turn her key in the door, but tonight was different. Tonight was going to be very different. Leah wasn't the only person about to walk through the door. Leah had brought Carter with her. And this wasn't a social visit. Carter was there for one reason and one reason only. He was there to get his cock inside Leah.

He knew it, Leah knew it, and Ben definitely knew it. But as Carter walked into the living room, Ben's feelings of excitement and arousal suddenly vanished as his feelings of jealousy and insecurity overtook him. Did he really want to go through with it? Did he really want to watch his pretty little wife get on her knees in front of this stranger?

The thing is, Ben didn't really have a choice. A few weeks ago, Leah had discovered his fetish. She had discovered all of his fantasies about her with other men, and she had agreed to explore them.

"You wanted this, babe," was the last thing she said as her lips closed around Carter's big hard cock only a few feet in front of Ben.

But that was only the beginning, and all of Ben's deepest, darkest cuckold fantasies were about to be brutally exposed by Leah.

Sun, Sand, Swing: A couple's surprising introduction to swinging

If you're expecting some great voyage of discovery, you know, the sort of thing that says how we talked about it for years, learned to communicate, and slowly explored each other's fantasies, then you might be disappointed.

This was a lot more simple. Jess and I went on our first vacation in years; both got a little bit too drunk and met Marcus and Louisa, the handsome black man and his beautiful Latin American girlfriend.

Seducing the happily married couple was clearly a game they liked to play, and it wasn't long before Jess's face was in Marcus's lap and Louisa's hand was getting to work on me. There I was, trapped in limbo. I didn't want my wife to give another man a blowjob, but I couldn't speak, Louisa's hand was preventing me from saying a word.

But that was just the beginning. They opened our eyes to so much on that vacation. This is how the Sun and Sand led to the Swing.
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