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Chapter 1

James let out a low groan, his face twisting as he leaned back in the creaky wooden chair, one hand clutching his knee to his chest. “Fuck, my hamstring’s screaming,” he muttered, voice rough with that familiar edge of self-inflicted misery. The dim light of the dining room caught the sheen of sweat on his brow, his soccer kit still clinging to his frame, grass-stained and rumpled.

I barely glanced his way, my fingers curling around the neck of the wine bottle as I tipped a generous stream of ruby liquid into Lucy’s glass. Her lips curved faintly, a knowing glint in her eyes as she watched the pour. James’s weekly post-soccer complaints were as predictable as our team’s losses, each one piling onto my already frayed patience. He’d limp around, griping, never bothering with a doctor or a stretch, as if the act of whining was its own kind of therapy. Tonight, though, the sting of another defeat burned deeper, a slow smolder in my chest that no amount of wine could douse. I wanted to lose myself in the haze of alcohol, to drown the frustration in a blur that would leave me reeling come morning.

Lucy, ever the contrast to my brooding, tilted her head toward James, her voice soft but laced with a warmth that felt almost too intimate for the room. “That sounds rough, James. Where’s it hurting most?” Her fingers traced the rim of her glass, slow and deliberate, her gaze lingering on him with a mix of concern and something else—something that made the air feel heavier, charged.

I took a long pull from my own glass, the tart bite of the wine doing little to cool the irritation coiling in my gut. Let them play their little game of sympathy. My plan was simpler: get obliterated, let the room spin, and wake up with a headache that’d make me forget the scoreboard. So far, I was on track.

The three of us sank deeper into the evening, the clink of glasses punctuating James’s grumbling as he kneaded his thigh, his movements restless, almost performative. Lucy’s laughter rang out now and then, bright but edged, like she was testing the waters, seeing how far she could push the mood. My patience frayed further with every complaint, and finally, I snapped, my voice cutting through the haze. “If it’s that bad, why don’t you drag yourself to the hot tub and soak it? Might shut you up for a bit.”

Lucy’s eyes flicked to me, a spark of amusement dancing in them. “He’s not wrong,” she said, her tone teasing but with a subtle command that made my pulse kick up. “Hot water’s good for tight muscles.” She leaned forward, her blouse dipping just enough to draw the eye, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur. “Might even loosen you up in other ways.”

James hesitated, his fingers stilling on his leg. “Yeah, but… I didn’t bring a swimsuit.”

I snorted, leaning back in my chair, the wine making my tongue bold. “Doesn’t matter. Hot tub’s a no-clothes zone. House rules.” My gaze slid to Lucy, catching the way her lips parted, the faintest flush creeping up her neck. The words hung between us, heavy with implication, the kind of suggestion that could tip the night into uncharted territory.

Lucy’s laugh was low, throaty, as she rolled her eyes, but there was a gleam in them that said she was already steps ahead. She drained her glass in one smooth motion, setting it down with a deliberate clink. “Oh, come on,” she said, her voice a mix of exasperation and playful authority. “Go grab him one of your trunks, will you? And while you’re up, top off my wine.” Her gaze locked on mine, unyielding, a queen issuing her orders with a smile that promised she knew exactly what she was stirring up.

The cork popped with a dull thud as I twisted open another bottle of red, the cheap stuff this time, its sharp tang already familiar after the three—or was it four?—bottles we’d polished off. I rummaged through the cluttered drawer in the bedroom, my fingers brushing past mismatched socks and faded tees until I found a pair of swim trunks that might just fit James’s lean frame. The fabric felt cool, almost conspiratorial in my hands, as if it knew the night was teetering on the edge of something reckless.

Back outside, the air was thick with the scent of jasmine and the faint chlorine hum of the hot tub. I tossed the trunks to James, who caught them with a distracted nod, his eyes still shadowed with that lingering grimace from his hamstring. I poured another round, letting the wine spill generously into our glasses, the dark liquid catching the flicker of the patio lanterns. James muttered a thanks and ducked inside to change, leaving me alone with the weight of the night pressing in.

Lucy leaned back in her chair, her fingers toying with the stem of her glass, her gaze distant but electric, like she was already somewhere else—somewhere we’d only dared visit in whispers. My mind drifted to those late-night sessions, tangled in sheets, where our fantasies spilled out unchecked. “Bring another guy into this,” Lucy would murmur, her voice low and molten, “let him watch, let him join.” She’d paint vivid pictures—her pinned beneath me, my hands rough on her wrists, her throat taking me deep, no gag reflex to slow her down, her moans vibrating against me as I fucked her mouth like it was made for me. Those words, that hunger, always pushed me over the edge, but they stayed locked in our bedroom, a secret we never dared to set free.

We’d toyed with the idea of Sapphire, that swingers’ club downtown, its neon sign promising nights of abandon. But every time, something held us back—a vision of sticky floors and strangers’ sweat, or the dread of explaining to the kids, the babysitter, the neighbors, why we were sneaking out like guilty teenagers. The lies would unravel us before we even stepped through the door.

Lucy’s voice cut through my haze, sharp and teasing, pulling me back to the patio. “You boys get that hot tub ready. I’m gonna slip into something… more comfortable.” Her lips curled, a wicked promise in the curve of her smile, and she stood, her movements slow, deliberate, like she knew every eye was on her.

I grinned, unable to resist. “What, not going in bare?” My voice was light, but the question carried a challenge, testing the waters of this unspoken game we were all playing.

She paused at the sliding door, tossing a look over her shoulder. Her eyes locked on mine, and then—God, that gesture—she dragged her tongue slow across her teeth, catching her lower lip in a gentle bite. It was a move she saved for our most heated moments, a signal that sent a jolt straight through me, tightening my grip on the wine bottle. Her laugh was soft, almost a purr, as she rolled her eyes, but the heat in her gaze told me she was already unraveling the night in her mind. She slipped inside, the door clicking shut behind her.

James reappeared, the borrowed trunks hanging low on his hips, and we set to work on the hot tub, wrestling off the foam cover with a grunt. It wasn’t fancy, just a utilitarian square of steaming water tucked against the patio, but it held memories—Lucy and I, naked under the stars, the kids long asleep, our laughter mingling with the hum of the jets. Tonight, though, the stars felt secondary, the air too thick with possibility for stargazing.

We climbed in, the water scalding against my skin, and I flicked on the jets, the bubbles churning to life with a low roar. Maybe it was instinct, or maybe it was some half-assed attempt to blur the lines of what was happening, but the froth hid our lower halves, making the moment feel less exposed, less real. James sank into the opposite corner, his head tipping back, the tension in his shoulders easing as the heat worked its magic. I leaned against the edge, the wine glass still in hand, my pulse thrumming with the weight of what might come next.

“Alexa, play Pink Floyd,” I called out, my voice cutting through the hum of the hot tub’s jets. The haunting wail of electric guitar flooded the patio, its orchestral swell wrapping around us like a velvet curtain, amplifying the heat of the water and the pulse of the night. The jets pounded against my aching muscles, Lucy’s earlier suggestion proving right—damn, it felt good, like the tension of the day was melting into the steam.

Lucy sauntered back a few minutes later, her arms laden with plush towels and a sleek glass pipe that glinted under the patio lanterns. My breath caught at the sight of her, a spark of anticipation igniting in my chest. Weed was my domain—I was the one who’d brave the dispensary, stammering to some gray-haired clerk in his sixties about wanting “something special” for nights when Lucy wanted to lose herself in pleasure. She’d coach me beforehand, her voice low and teasing—“Get something that’ll make the sex fucking electric”—and I’d end up blushing like a kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar, muttering my request while the clerk smirked knowingly.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away as she set the towels on the weathered teak table, her movements slow, deliberate, like she knew the weight of our gazes. Her bikini wasn’t the thong I’d half-hoped for, but it was devastating all the same—a black top, a single strip of fabric knotted in ways that defied logic, clinging to her curves with a precision that made my mouth dry. The bottoms were barely there, hugging the firm, rounded swell of her ass, every inch of her screaming confidence. Her breasts, just the right size to fill my hands, pressed against the fabric, and I knew from memory how perfectly they’d feel under my palms.

She stepped toward the tub, one leg lifting over the edge with a dancer’s grace, then the other, her body a fleeting silhouette against the lantern glow. James and I watched, unblinking, drinking in the curve of her hips, the taut line of her stomach, the way the water lapped at her skin as she sank in. She submerged up to her neck, the bubbles stealing the view, and I felt a pang of disappointment—until I realized the pipe was still on the table, just out of her reach. I could’ve grabbed it myself, a quick lean away, but I stayed put, a slow grin tugging at my lips. I wanted her to move, to give us that view again.

Lucy’s eyes flicked to mine, catching the game I was playing. Instead of annoyance, a spark of amusement danced in her gaze, a silent acknowledgment that she was in control. She rose, water streaming off her like liquid silk, her stomach brushing close—too close—to my face as she leaned across me. The scent of her, warm skin and a hint of jasmine, hit me like a drug. I caught the slightest arch in her posture, the way she bent at the waist, offering James a deliberate, unobstructed view of her ass. My pulse hammered, and I glanced at him, catching the raw hunger in his eyes before he jerked his gaze away, cheeks flushing like he thought I’d deck him. But fuck, the opposite was true—my cock was so hard it strained against my trunks, a pulse of heat that felt like it could split wood.

Lucy settled back into the water, the pipe in hand, her movements languid, commanding. She packed it with a practiced ease, then leaned toward James, close enough that her breath ghosted over his skin. “Here,” she murmured, her voice a low, velvet challenge as she held the pipe to his lips. Her eyes locked on his, unyielding, as she flicked the lighter, the flame casting a warm glow across her face. James inhaled deeply, the smoke curling from his lips in a slow, deliberate exhale. Lucy leaned closer, her lips parting to draw in the tendrils of smoke, a seductive dance that felt like a promise of what could come.

“Goddamn, this is good,” James said.

I’d fumbled through a couple of half-hearted threesomes years ago, clumsy encounters that left me clueless about the unspoken rules of starting something like this. Lucy, though, seemed to know exactly how to play the game, her confidence a magnetic force that pulled the night toward the edge of something wild.

A soft “Oops” slipped from her lips, and my eyes snapped to the water, where her black bikini top bobbed lazily on the surface, a dark flag of intent. No way that was an accident—Lucy didn’t do accidents. If it had been a mistake, she’d have bolted for a towel, cheeks flushed with embarrassment, not sat there with that sly, knowing glint in her eyes, drawing our attention like a conductor cueing an orchestra.

James’s head jerked up, his voice catching. “Is that… your top?” he asked, the question redundant as his gaze locked on the floating fabric, then flicked to Lucy, his cheeks tinged with a mix of shock and hunger.

She shrugged, a slow, deliberate roll of her shoulders, and leaned back, rising just enough for the water to slide off her skin, revealing her breasts—nipples hardened by the cool air, droplets catching the lantern light like tiny jewels. My cock throbbed, straining against my trunks, the sight of her so brazen, so unapologetic, threatening to unravel me right there. She was in control, and she knew it.

I leaned in, capturing her lips in a kiss that was more hunger than finesse, my hand sliding across the smooth plane of her stomach, warm and slick from the water. From the corner of my eye, I caught James frozen across the tub, his expression a tangle of uncertainty and desire. Was he supposed to watch? Join? Bolt for the door? He stayed put, his gaze riveted to Lucy—her breasts, the tight stretch of her bikini bottoms clinging to her, every curve and fold outlined in a way that left nothing to the imagination. His eyes burned with want, and I felt a strange thrill twist through me, not jealousy but something hotter, sharper, like I was feeding off his stare.

My hand drifted upward, cupping her breast, my fingers grazing her nipple. Lucy let out a sharp hiss, her lips pressing harder against mine, eyes fluttering shut as she sank into the moment, lost in whatever fantasies were unspooling in her mind. James’s stare was a weight I could feel, heavy and electric, urging me on. I decided to push further, to see how far this could go. With one hand, I tugged my trunks down, the fabric catching briefly before I freed myself. I tossed them out of the tub, the wet slap against the deck loud in the quiet night. Now I was naked, the water swirling around me, a rush of liberation flooding my veins.

“Oops,” I said, my voice low, teasing, echoing her earlier playfulness as I leaned in to kiss her again, deeper this time, my tongue tracing the heat of her mouth. The freedom of being bare, exposed in front of James, sent a jolt through me, raw and intoxicating.

Lucy’s hand found me under the water, her fingers wrapping around my shaft with a confidence that made my breath hitch. I’d always teased her about how her small hands made me feel bigger, but there was nothing small about the sensation—her grip was firm, deliberate, stroking me with a rhythm that sent sparks up my spine. She knew exactly what she was doing, and the way her eyes flicked toward James, just for a moment, told me she was performing for him too, drawing him into the web she was weaving.

The hot tub’s bubbles churned, a low roar beneath the lingering strains of Pink Floyd, but my focus was on Lucy—her legs slipping beneath the surface, one foot stretching out through the frothy water. I couldn’t see clearly, the steam and bubbles obscuring the details, but the subtle shift in her posture, the way her calf flexed, told me everything. Her foot was pressed against James, likely nestled in his crotch, and the thought hit me like a surge of electricity, a white-hot jolt that set every nerve on fire. I’d never been so turned on, my body taut with the kind of need that felt like it could shatter me.

I leaned close, my lips brushing her ear, voice low and ragged. “Are you… touching him?” Dirty talk was our ritual, and I knew she thrived on it, on spelling out the forbidden.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice a sultry rasp, her leg moving in a slow, rhythmic glide under the water. James leaned back against the tub’s edge, his head tilted, eyes half-closed in a haze of pleasure that mirrored the heat pooling in my gut. He looked like he was floating in some private paradise, and I couldn’t blame him.

After a few minutes of this silent, underwater dance, Lucy’s voice cut through, sharp and commanding. “James, lose the trunks.” Her tone left no room for hesitation, a queen issuing a decree, and James obeyed instantly, yanking off his shorts and tossing them onto the deck with a wet smack before her words had even settled.

Lucy shifted, kneeling in the water before him, her hand finding him beneath the surface. Her fingers moved with purpose, stroking him in a steady rhythm that drew a deep, shuddering sigh from his lips. It was the first time in our ten years of marriage that I’d seen her touch another man, her delicate arm working up and down, the water rippling around her. The sight pinned me in place, my breath shallow, my cock throbbing with an intensity that bordered on pain. I couldn’t look away.

“You touching him again?” I asked, the question redundant but necessary, the words a spark to the fire between us.

“Yes,” she said, her voice hoarse, thick with desire as she bit her lower lip, that gesture that always undid me. Her eyes flicked to mine, a glint of power in them, like she knew exactly how much she was unraveling us both.

I surged forward, capturing her mouth in a kiss that was all heat and desperation, pressing my body against hers. The sensation was overwhelming—kissing my wife, feeling the warmth of her skin, while her hand worked James, her movements confident, unapologetic. A rush of raw energy coursed through me, like I was tapped into some primal current, every nerve singing with the thrill of it.

Lucy pulled back, her hands gentle but firm as she pushed me away. “Get up on the edge,” she said, her voice low, commanding, her eyes blazing with intent. “Both of you. I want to see you.” We obeyed, scrambling to perch on the tub’s rim, facing her as water streamed down her chest, her breasts bare and glistening in the lantern light. She rose slightly, her hands finding us both, stroking us in tandem with a rhythm that was both deliberate and relentless. The sight of her—confident, in control, water cascading over her skin—sent a fresh wave of heat through me.

I nodded toward James, my voice a rough whisper. “Go on.” His hand moved tentatively at first, then bolder, kneading her breast, his fingers exploring her flesh.

“Harder,” I urged, my voice barely audible, and he complied, squeezing her nipple between his thumb and finger, eliciting a soft gasp from her lips. All pretense of restraint was gone now. James and I shifted closer, our hips brushing, thighs pressed together in the cramped space of the tub’s edge. The night had spiraled from the sour sting of a lost game to this—my wife, half-naked, commanding the scene, her hands on both of us, her power pulling us into a haze of pleasure I’d never imagined. I was in fucking heaven.

My curiosity got the better of me, my gaze dropping to James’s cock, hard and glistening in the lantern light. It was longer than mine, but a little less thick at the base, the circumcised head starkly different from what I was used to. I’d seen plenty in porn, but up close, it was strange—almost alien—yet the sounds spilling from James’s throat, low moans of pleasure, told me Lucy’s touch was anything but uncomfortable. Her fingers moved with expert precision, stroking him with a rhythm that made his hips twitch, and the sight sent a fresh surge of heat through me, my own erection straining painfully.

Lucy eased back on her heels, releasing us both, her hands rising to gather her damp hair into a tight ponytail. The motion was deliberate, a signal I knew all too well, and my pulse raced with anticipation, my body humming with the certainty of what was coming next. Her eyes flicked to mine, a spark of mischief and power in them, as if she were daring me to set the next move in motion.

“You gonna suck him?” I murmured, my voice rough, the words half a question, half a plea.

“Should I?” she teased, her breathy tone a challenge, her lips curving into a wicked smile that made my chest tighten. She held my gaze, waiting, letting me steer the moment.

“Yes,” I said, nodding toward James with a grin, a mock gesture of hospitality—guests first, after all.

She didn’t break eye contact as she leaned toward him, her lips parting to take him in, slow and deliberate, swallowing his entire length in one fluid motion. My hand found my own cock, stroking slowly as I watched her work, her mouth sliding down until he was buried deep in her throat, then easing back until just the tip rested on her tongue. Her eyes fluttered shut, a soft hum vibrating in her chest as she savored the slide of him, her hands roaming his chest, fingers tracing the lines of his muscles with a possessiveness that made my blood pound. She was in her element, commanding every second of this.

After a minute, her hand reached for me, fingers wrapping around my shaft, stroking in time with the rhythm of her mouth on James. This was it—the fantasy we’d spun in the dark of our bedroom for years, now unfolding in the steam and heat of the hot tub. I’d always wondered how I’d feel if it became real. Jealousy? Rage? If she’d done this behind my back, it would’ve gutted me. But here, now, with her eyes locked on mine, her power on full display, I was electrified, like we were torching every rule we’d ever known. My mind was ablaze, every nerve singing with the thrill of it.

Lucy released me, her hands planting firmly on James’s thighs, and I knew what was coming—she was setting the stage. “Fuck her face,” I said, my voice low, commanding, a spark of my own control flaring up. James hesitated, uncertainty flickering in his eyes, but Lucy was already moving, rising to her knees and guiding his cock back into her mouth. She took his hands, placing them on the back of her head, a silent invitation. He pushed tentatively at first, testing the waters, but I leaned in, my hand on her neck, urging her down until her lips met his pelvis. The sound—wet, raw, desperate—filled the air as he found his rhythm, driving her up and down, her throat taking him fully.

Lucy’s hands gripped his ass, pulling him deeper, using his body for leverage as he thrust harder, her gagging and choking a symphony that sent a shiver through me. I knew this feeling—her mouth like a second skin, tighter and hotter than anything else, her lack of a gag reflex a gift we’d explored countless times. The intensity built, her moans muffled but urgent, James’s grunts mixing with the churn of the jets. I loved this—loved watching her take him, loved the way she owned the moment, and from the way James’s head tipped back, his breath ragged, I knew he was lost in it too.

James’s breath hitched, a ragged edge to it as he pulled back from Lucy’s mouth, his body trembling on the brink. She turned to me, her lips crashing against mine in a fierce, hungry kiss, the musky taste of him lingering on her tongue, mingling with the heat of her breath. Her face glistened in the lantern light—sweat, pre-cum, and saliva painting her skin in a raw, primal sheen that made my cock throb harder.

I reached for her chest, but James’s hand was already there, his fingers tentative on her breast. He jerked back, eyes wide, like he thought I’d lose it, but I grabbed his wrist, guiding it back to her flesh, my hand closing over his. Together, we squeezed, our fingers molding her curves in a shared rhythm that felt like a pact. Lucy’s breath caught, her nipples hardening under our touch, and I could feel her pulse quicken beneath my palm.

Lucy loved this—her breasts were a map to her desire, and once you got her going, she craved the edge of pain. I twisted a nipple, rough and deliberate, drawing a sharp hiss from her lips as she arched her back, offering herself up. James caught on fast, his fingers mirroring mine, pinching and scratching at her skin until she was writhing, caught in a delicious tangle of pleasure and sting. I drove into her mouth, fucking her throat with a force that felt like claiming her, each thrust a surge of power that made my head spin. James pressed in from behind, his hands ravaging her breasts, tugging her nipples with a boldness that matched my own intensity.

The pressure built in me, a tight coil ready to snap, but I wasn’t ready to let this end—not yet, and sure as hell not first. “You’re gonna make me cum if you keep that up,” I growled, my voice thick with need. Lucy eased off, her hands slowing to a teasing stroke on both of us, giving us a moment to catch our breath. The air felt heavy, surreal, like we’d crossed some invisible line and were still reeling from the shock of it.

“Why don’t you suck him again?” I said, my tone half-suggestion, half-command, the words igniting another spark in her eyes.

Before she moved, I hooked my fingers into her bikini bottoms, yanking them down in one swift motion. They hit the deck with a wet slap, leaving us all naked, the water swirling around our bare skin. My hand found her pussy, the soft, slick heat of her drawing a moan as I slid two fingers inside, curling against her G-spot. She shuddered, her body responding even as she leaned toward James, taking him back into her mouth with a slow, deliberate hunger.

“You sucking another man?” I murmured, my fingers working her harder, feeding off her muffled moans. She loved the dirty talk, and I knew it drove her wild.

“Yes,” she rasped, her voice husky, vibrating against James’s cock as she took him deeper.

“Is it nice and big and hard?” I pressed, my fingers relentless, pushing her toward a frenzy. Her response was a choked, wordless sound, her throat tight around him as we worked her from both ends. I was stunned James was holding out, her mouth a vise that could unravel anyone.

“I’m gonna cum,” James forced out, his voice strained, desperate. “Where do you want it?”

Lucy pulled off, her hand still stroking him, her eyes blazing with a fierce, unapologetic desire. “On my face,” she said, the words a bold declaration that hit me like a shockwave.

I nearly lost it right there. I’d thought she might finish him with her hand, maybe swallow, but this—this was something else. Her gaze flicked to me, raw passion etched across her face, and I knew we were living out my deepest fantasy, together, tearing down every boundary we’d ever set. Coating her face was my favorite way to finish, a ritual we indulged often—watching my cum stripe across her smooth skin, painting her cheeks, nose, and forehead in warm, white ribbons. Now, seeing her demand it from James, her confidence owning the moment, I was on fire, every nerve alight with the thrill of it.


Chapter 2

Early in our marriage, I’d only cum inside her or across the soft curve of her stomach, our intimacy safe, predictable. Then came the kids, and for years, our sex life dimmed, buried under sleepless nights and endless routines. But one afternoon, when the kids were old enough to be at school, Lucy’s text lit up my phone: Come home early. I found her sprawled on our bed, naked, a dildo gliding in and out, a vibrator humming against her clit, her eyes blazing with a hunger I hadn’t seen in years. “I need you to cum on my face,” she said, her voice raw, “then fuck me in the ass.” I was stunned, but I didn’t hesitate, taking her throat in the shower until I painted her face with a thick, pulsing load. That day cracked something open between us, a door to desires we’d barely whispered before.

From then on, cumming on her face became my obsession, though I knew she indulged it mostly for me. At first, she reserved it for special occasions, teasing that I’d get “bored,” but I swore I’d never tire of seeing her skin streaked with my release, and I never did. Over time, she let me do it more—sometimes twice in one fevered session. The only downside was the crash after, the way my orgasm dulled the high, leaving me wanting more. But another man cumming on her first? That would keep me burning, hard and ready, living out my deepest fantasy of watching her claimed while I stayed in the game.

“Yes,” I hissed, my voice a low growl, “Cover her for me.”

James’s eyes flicked to mine, husky with uncertainty. “You sure?”

“Yes,” Lucy purred, her gaze locked on me, seeking that final spark of permission. “Coat me with your juice while my husband watches.” I nodded, eager, my pulse hammering.

She sank to her knees in the hot tub, the water lapping at her thighs, her voice a sultry command. “Tell me when.” Her mouth enveloped James, sucking with a fierce, sloppy intensity that filled the air with wet, primal sounds. I pressed myself against her, our bodies slick with water and sweat, the heat of her skin electric under my hands. I kissed her cheek, tasting the salt of her exertion, my fingers tracing her jaw as it worked. Years ago, I’d sucked a man, a fleeting, thrilling experiment that left me craving more, and now, feeling the warmth of James’s cock so close as it slid in and out of her mouth, I ached to taste it, to wrap my lips around him and feel that pulse of power.

“Ready,” James croaked, pulling back, his hand stroking himself as Lucy knelt, her face tilted up, open and waiting.

“Open up,” I urged, my voice thick with need. I always begged her to keep her mouth open for my cum, but she’d flinch at the last second, closing it instinctively. Not tonight. This was my fantasy made flesh, and she was giving it to me fully.

Her lips parted wide, one hand reaching up to massage James’s balls, her touch a final push over the edge. “I’m cummmming,” he roared, and a thick jet of white erupted, splattering across her nose in a glistening arc. Lucy flinched for a split second but held steady, her resolve unbreakable as another blast sealed her left eye shut, then her right. Two more ropes painted her left cheek, a final pulse landing on her chin and tongue. Her throat flexed as she swallowed, then she took him gently back into her mouth, cleaning him with slow, deliberate licks. When she was done, her face was a masterpiece—both eyes plastered, cum streaking her skin, and she hadn’t moved an inch, owning every second of it.

“How do I look?” Lucy asked, her voice a sultry purr, her face still glistening with James’s cum, her eyes locked on mine with a bold, unapologetic challenge. The lantern light caught the wet sheen on her skin, turning her into a vision of raw, primal beauty.

“Fucking stunning,” I said, and I meant every word. This was beyond my wildest hopes, a fantasy ripped from the darkest corners of my mind and brought to life. James slumped back into the hot tub, his chest heaving, spent, the water lapping at his skin as he tried to catch his breath.

Usually, after I’d cum on her, Lucy would reach for a towel, eager to wipe away the evidence. But tonight, she knew this was my fantasy, and she leaned into it, leaving James’s seed streaked across her face, a defiant act of indulgence that made my pulse race. She was giving me everything, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. If I couldn’t taste James myself, I’d claim the next best thing.

I gripped her chin, tilting her face to mine, and kissed her deeply, the musky, intense taste of another man’s cum on her lips hitting me like a drug. My tongue traced her mouth, her cheek, her forehead, spreading the thick, warm liquid across her skin. The act was electric, forbidden, and it drove me wild—my cock so hard it felt like it could shatter stone. I used my fingers to smear it further, painting her cheeks, her forehead, tangling it into her damp hair. Seeing James’s cum glistening in her strands, streaking her face, was a rush of power and desire that made me feel untouchable, like I could bend the world to my will.

Lucy’s mouth found me again, her lips wrapping around my cock with a hunger that sent a jolt through my core. I was teetering on the edge, the orgasm building like a tidal wave, unstoppable and all-consuming. I didn’t want to stop it—not this time.

“I’m gonna cover you,” I growled, pulling out, my voice thick with need.

“Yes,” she urged, her tone fierce, commanding. “Do it. Shoot it all over me.”

I erupted, a massive load surging forth, the first jet striping her forehead and catching in her hair, dripping slowly down her nose. Two more blasts coated her left eye, then her right, my aim wild and unrestrained, marking her wherever I pleased. Three smaller spurts landed on her chin, the final pulse hitting her outstretched tongue. I slid back into her mouth, letting her take the last drops, her lips working me with a slow, deliberate reverence.

I stepped back, my breath ragged, and took her in. She was breathtaking—her face and hair a canvas of sticky white, cum dripping from her chin to her chest, pooling in the hollow of her collarbone. The sight was raw, visceral, the hottest thing I’d ever seen, a testament to her power and our shared descent into this untamed night.

Lucy’s hands moved with brazen confidence, her fingers gliding through the sticky mess on her face, smearing our combined cum across her forehead, cheeks, and chin. She worked it into her hair, tangling the strands with deliberate, provocative intent, then brought her hands to her lips, licking the remnants with a slow, sensual precision that sent a shockwave through me. The sight was raw, unapologetic, a display of her power that left me breathless, my body humming with a desire so intense it defied words.

“How was that?” she asked, her voice a husky tease, her eyes glinting with the thrill of owning the moment.

“You’re fucking unreal,” I said, my voice thick with awe and adoration. “I love you so damn much.” I was on her in an instant, my lips crashing against her cheeks, her mouth, tasting the heady mix of cum, saliva, and sweat. My tongue plunged between her lips, hungry, desperate, as my hands tugged at her breasts, kneading her flesh with a need to be closer, to merge into her. Our bodies pressed together, slick with water and desire, the hot tub’s steam wrapping us in a cocoon of heat and want.

Somewhere in the haze, James must have sensed the shift, slipping out quietly, his absence unnoticed until I glanced up and found the tub empty save for us. The water had cooled, its once-scalding embrace now tepid, so we climbed out, wrapping ourselves in plush towels, the night air sharp against our skin.

“You okay with what we did?” Lucy asked, her voice softer now, a trace of vulnerability beneath her confidence as she searched my eyes.

“It was fucking incredible,” I said, my grin wide, unguarded. “Can we do it again next week?”

Her lips curled into a wicked smile, a spark of mischief flaring in her gaze. “Definitely,” she purred, leaning in to kiss me deeply, her tongue teasing mine. “You guys didn’t get to fuck me yet.” The promise in her words sent a fresh jolt through me, my mind already racing to the next encounter.

That night, Lucy fell asleep with our combined juices still clinging to her skin, a testament to the night’s abandon. The next morning, I woke to the sight of her, the crusted remains dried on her face and chest, a visceral reminder that sparked an instant, aching erection. We fucked with a ferocity that felt like a reclaiming, our bodies tangled in the morning light. At the end, Lucy’s voice was a desperate plea, “Cum on my face again,” and I obliged, adding a third load to the two already marking her, painting her skin with fresh, warm streaks. Normally, she’d only let me do this when she was drunk, so having her beg for it in the sober light of day was a thrill that set my blood on fire. I played with the cum, spreading it across her skin, savoring every second until I was sated, finally letting her rise to shower, her laughter echoing as she caught my gaze.


Chapter 3

The scoreboard told a grim story—our worst loss of the season, a crushing defeat that left the team shell-shocked. James had tapped out at halftime, grimacing and clutching his hamstring, relegated to the sidelines for the rest of the game. He couldn’t leave, though, since we’d carpooled—a term that stretched the truth. Week after week, it was Lucy and me covering gas and the dollar parking fee while James played the miser, never chipping in. It grated on me, a persistent thorn, but Lucy just brushed it off with that easy smile of hers, defusing my annoyance with a glance.

Tonight, the loss barely fazed me. My mind was consumed by last week’s hot tub, the way Lucy’s “accidental” bikini top slip had sparked a fire we couldn’t contain. That threesome had been raw, spontaneous, but anything tonight would be intentional, premeditated. The thought sent a heady mix of jealousy and excitement coursing through me, the excitement winning out. Last week had set our sex life ablaze—every night since, we’d fucked with a wild intensity, exploring positions we’d never dared before, our passion fueled by vivid memories of Lucy’s lips on James, his cum painting her face. It was the hottest week of our marriage.

Still, she’d only given us oral, no penetration. Could I handle James fucking her? My mind wrestled with it—what if he was better, made her gasp in ways I couldn’t? I pushed the doubt aside. Lucy always raved about my girth, how it stretched her just right. James’s cock was skinnier, shorter—no match, I told myself. But what if she moaned differently, came harder on him? The questions stirred a knot of dread and thrill, my cock twitching at the image of her lost in ecstasy, no matter the source.

Lucy was on edge too, her nerves clear as she downed half her wine in one swift gulp. Good thing I’d grabbed the cheap red tonight—her glass was already nearly empty. Her fingers trembled slightly as she set it down, but her eyes held a spark, a quiet resolve beneath the uncertainty.

“Hot tub again?” she asked, her voice light but edged with intent, nodding toward James’s injured leg as if it were the only reason. Her lips curved into a knowing smile, the words carrying a weight that promised more than a soak.

James managed a sheepish grin. “Sure.”

Her gaze flicked to mine, bold and teasing. “I’ll go get changed,” she said, rising with a slow, deliberate sway that pulled both our eyes. “You boys get comfortable.” The words were soft but commanding, her confidence a magnet drawing us toward whatever lay ahead.

I caught James’s eye, a silent agreement flashing between us, electric and unspoken. This was happening—tonight, no hesitation, as long as Lucy was in. We didn’t bother with the pretense of swimsuits this time, stripping down and tossing our clothes over the weathered teak table, the fabric landing in a careless heap. Naked, we climbed into the hot tub, the water scalding against our skin, the bubbles churning with a low roar that matched the pulse in my veins.

Lucy appeared moments later, a vision in the dim patio light, carrying shot glasses and a bottle of vodka that glinted like a promise. Her black beach coverup clung to her, sheer enough to trace the curves of her body, every line accentuated—her hips, her breasts, the dip of her waist. She moved with a confidence that made the air feel heavier, charged. “Figured we could use something to cut the tension,” she said, her voice a sultry tease as she set the bottle and glasses down with a deliberate clink. Her fingers tugged at the sash around her waist, loosening the knot with a slow, practiced ease. I expected one of her barely-there bikinis beneath, but when the coverup fell away, she was gloriously naked, her skin catching the soft glow of the tub’s lights.

“What?” she said, a playful challenge in her tone as she stepped into the water, one leg lifting over the edge with a grace that drew both our gazes. “Not like you haven’t seen it all before.” She was right—last week had given us a view far beyond what we’d imagined, her body bared and unapologetic.

She didn’t sit right away, bending over to pour the vodka, the motion offering us an unobstructed view of her ass and the smooth, waxed curve of her pussy, vivid under the tub’s soft lighting. My breath hitched, arousal spiking as I took in every detail, the sight searing itself into my mind. James’s eyes were locked on her too, his jaw tight with barely restrained want.

Lucy handed us the shot glasses, brimming with clear liquid. “Cheers,” she said, raising hers, her voice a velvet command. “To good times.” We clinked and downed the vodka, the fiery burn sliding down my throat, amplifying the heat already coiling in my core. My nerves were alight, a tangled mix of anxiety and lust building deep within, the reality of what we were about to do sinking in.

“Last week was fun, wasn’t it?” Lucy said, refilling our glasses with a slow pour, her movements deliberate as she sank into the water. She slid closer to James than necessary, her breasts dangling inches from his face, a teasing provocation that made my pulse race. Her confidence was magnetic, pulling us both into her orbit.

We nodded, words caught in our throats, afraid to shatter the spell weaving around us. She tossed back her second shot, and we followed, the glasses clinking softly as we set them on the tub’s edge. I glanced at James, giving him a quick nod, a silent pact. Last week had been about our pleasure, Lucy shared between us like a gift. Tonight, we’d make it about her. In sync, we moved closer, our bodies cutting through the water. I reached down, my hands finding her thighs, lifting her legs until she floated on the surface, weightless and exposed. Her breasts, small and perfect, pressed tight against her chest, her nipples hard in the cool air. The smooth mound of her mons gleamed in the low light, a vision that sent a fresh surge of desire through me, raw and unstoppable.

“Let’s take care of you tonight,” I murmured, my voice low and fervent as I leaned in, capturing Lucy’s lips in a deep, hungry kiss. She didn’t resist, tilting her head to meet me, her mouth soft but eager, sealing against mine with a heat that sent a shiver down my spine.

My hands found her breasts, starting firm but gentle, knowing her love for rough play needed a slow build. Her skin was warm, slick from the water, her nipples hardening under my touch. I glanced at James, who had shifted between her legs, his fingers grazing the smooth skin above her clit with a tentative reverence. Lucy let out a soft sigh, her body easing into the moment. She sometimes struggled to let go, to surrender to pleasure, but the vodka shots and the charged air—thick with arousal—were unraveling her defenses. Tonight, I was determined she’d cum first, her pleasure the center of this storm.

“Alexa, play chill-out radio,” I said, my lips brushing her nipple, the silence starting to feel too heavy. The smooth, pulsing beats of Sunlounger filled the patio, wrapping us in a sultry rhythm that matched the cadence of our breaths. I kissed her deeply, my hands kneading her breasts, careful to balance my attention between them. James’s hand had slipped lower, his fingers exploring between her thighs. Was he inside her? Tracing the soft, wet heat of her pussy? The thought sent a jolt through me—half searing arousal, half sharp jealousy. Another man was touching my wife’s most intimate places, feeling what was mine. But the thrill of it, the raw edge of sharing her, drowned out the doubt. She wasn’t going anywhere. She’d be in our bed tomorrow, and every day after.

I pushed the jealousy aside, focusing on her. I squeezed her nipple harder, testing her response. Lucy’s breath hitched, a signal she was ready for more. The combination of my touch and James’s fingers was pushing her higher, her body primed for intensity. I bit down on her nipple, deep and deliberate, and she jerked back with a moan, her pussy no doubt slick with her own juices now.

“Use your mouth,” I whispered to James, my voice rough with command. “She loves that.” A flicker of hesitation crossed his face, but I nodded him on, my lips returning to her nipple, teasing it with sharp nips.

I ramped up the intensity, my bites and squeezes growing fiercer, building her toward that edge she craved. Then, with a sudden surge, I sank my teeth hard into the soft flesh of her left breast. Lucy gasped, a sharp, primal sound, but the way her body arched told me she was lost in it. A bruise would bloom there by morning, a tender mark she’d feel at the gym, a secret reminder of this night’s abandon.

Why did I love this—hurting her, marking her? She’d asked me before, not accusing but curious, as if trying to unravel her own desire for it. For me, it was about possession, the intoxicating knowledge that she’d let me do anything—bite, claw, claim her in ways that left no doubt she was mine. The irony wasn’t lost on me: here I was, sharing her with James, watching his hands, his mouth, explore her, yet the act of pushing her limits, of marking her flesh, felt like staking my claim even as I gave her away. It was a paradox that set my blood on fire, binding us closer in this shared descent into desire.

James’s face was buried between Lucy’s thighs, his tongue working her with a focused intensity, his fingers slipping inside her, stroking her inner walls. The sight sent a surge of heat through me, a mix of pride and hunger. She deserved this, and by the way her hips arched, her breath hitching in sharp gasps, I knew she was lost in it. The lantern light cast shadows across her body, her skin glistening with water and sweat, every curve a testament to her surrender to pleasure.

“Nibble her clit,” I said, lifting my head from her breast, my voice rough but steady. “She loves a little pain with it.” Part of me reeled at the words—coaching another man on how to make my wife cum—but the need to see her unravel, to give her this, overpowered any hesitation. I wanted her pleasure as much as she did, maybe more. James followed my lead, and Lucy’s body responded instantly, arching into me, her lips seeking mine with a desperate edge. In a haze of lust, I gave in to impulse, lowering my mouth to her stomach and biting down—hard. The act was primal, ravenous, like I could consume her whole, claim every inch of her. The mark would linger, a bruise to remind her of this night.

“Yesssss,” she hissed, her voice a raw plea, “bite me, hurt me, make me cum.” Her words ignited me, and her body began to quake, legs trembling, breath ragged and uneven. “Keep going,” she gasped, her voice a command we had no intention of defying. My hands found her nipples, twisting them sharply between thumb and finger, the cruel pressure drawing a moan that vibrated through her. James’s mouth and fingers worked in tandem, relentless, and her convulsions stretched on, her body a live wire under our touch. After what felt like an eternity, her tremors subsided, her frame going limp as she floated on the water’s surface, weightless and sated.

“That was… incredible,” she breathed, her voice thick with satisfaction, still floating, her chest rising and falling. “I needed that.”

I grinned, my heart swelling with a strange mix of pride and relief. “You okay?”

“Never better,” she murmured, her smile lazy, radiant, her body still adrift in the afterglow.

James and I eased back to our sides of the tub, giving her space to float, to let the high of her climax settle. I was impressed—proud, even. Lucy usually needed a toy to hit that kind of intensity, but this orgasm, raw and unassisted, seemed to eclipse them all. The sight of her, splayed out, glowing under the soft lights, was proof we’d done something right, together.

Lucy’s body finally settled, her breath evening out as she sank to her knees in the hot tub, the water lapping at her thighs. “Goddamn,” she said, her voice husky with satisfaction, a playful edge cutting through. “You two wrecked me. I’m gonna feel that tomorrow.” She paused, her eyes glinting with mischief. “But… tomorrow’s not here yet.” She crawled toward James, her movements slow, predatory, every inch of her radiating confidence as she closed the distance. “Pour me another shot,” she called over her shoulder, her tone a mix of command and tease.

I grabbed the vodka, pouring three generous shots, the clear liquid catching the soft glow of the patio lanterns. We were going to need the fire in our veins for what was coming. I didn’t pass them out yet, instead leaning back, my gaze fixed on Lucy as she worked James. He’d shifted to the tub’s edge, his body taut, and she took him into her mouth, her lips sealing around his cock with a deliberate slowness that made my own pulse spike. Her ass and pussy were on full display, the curve of her hips glistening in the low light, a view that sent a jolt of heat through me.

“I need you both to fuck me tonight,” she said, pulling back to grab her shot, her voice raw, urgent. “I’m so fucking turned on. I need it.” Her words were a command, a plea, a spark that ignited the air. Who were we to deny her? A faint thread of jealousy still lingered in me, a quiet whisper of doubt, but it was drowned out by the roaring anticipation of the pleasure we’d share. James and I tossed back our shots, the burn of vodka amplifying the heat of her body glowing under the evening light.

Watching her with James was unexpectedly thrilling. Her lips wrapped around his crown, sliding down his length with a slow, teasing rhythm, her eyes locked on his, intense and unyielding. She rose, twisting her hand along his shaft, her movements confident, almost performative. I’d fantasized about this—sharing her, watching her—but the reality was a test. Would it break something in me? A week ago, I’d feared it might, that seeing her with another man would sour the fantasy. But now, my cock throbbing as I watched her work him, I felt only exhilaration, content to savor the sight for now. How would I feel when he fucked her, when his cock parted her lips and slid deep inside? I pushed the thought aside, letting it simmer for later.

Lucy’s pace quickened, her mouth relentless, and James reached down, his hand gripping the back of her head, guiding her deeper. He was catching on, learning her hunger. The sounds she made—guttural, wet, gagging as he pushed halfway down her throat—filled the air, raw and intoxicating. My body ached with want, the scene unfolding like a fever dream.

“I need you now,” she gasped, pulling off him, her eyes flicking to me with a desperate edge, waving me closer.

“Let me taste him on you first,” I said, pulling her to me, my voice thick with desire. A week ago, the idea would’ve been unthinkable, a hard line I’d never cross. But now, tasting James on her lips was a rush I craved, the musky, tangy mix of his pre-cum and her spit driving me wild. Her face was flushed, slick with saliva, and I mashed my lips against hers, kissing her with a ferocity that felt like claiming her all over again, the forbidden flavor pushing me to the edge.

Lucy turned, her lips wrapping around James’s cock again, her movements fluid and deliberate as she took him deep. I positioned myself behind her, aligning with her pussy, my heart pounding with the realization that I was about to spit-roast my wife. This was the fantasy we’d spun in heated whispers for years, a dream I never thought would cross into reality until last week’s fire ignited it. I eased in slowly, mindful that the hot tub’s water might have stripped away her natural slickness. She paused, her mouth still on James, letting out a soft sigh as I pressed forward, my thick cock stretching her open. The sensation was electric, her warmth gripping me as she relaxed, then dove back to James, her rhythm unbroken.

It was clumsy at first, my thrusts pushing her off him, disrupting the flow. But we found our cadence after a minute—her mouth taking James deep as I pulled back, then sliding up to tease his tip as I drove forward, her body rocking between us in a perfect, primal dance. The lantern light bathed our wet skin, droplets gleaming like jewels on her upturned ass, the curve of her lower back a vision that seared itself into my mind. Leaning to the side, I caught glimpses of James’s cock sliding in and out of her mouth, the sight so raw, so hot, it threatened to unravel me. Her pussy was slick now, her juices coating me as I thrust deep and hard, each motion drawing a muffled moan from her throat.

My hands reached around, finding her already-bruised breasts, squeezing firmly enough to elicit a sharp yelp of pleasure, her body arching into my touch. The power of it—knowing I could push her limits, that she craved it—sent a surge through me, mingling with the thrill of sharing her.

After a few minutes, Lucy pulled back from James, her eyes locking onto mine, blazing with intent. “You know what I want now,” she said, her voice low, commanding, a clear signal she wanted him inside her, his cock filling the space that had been mine alone for a decade. This was the point of no return, a line we’d never crossed.

“Is that okay?” she asked, catching a flicker of doubt in my eyes. But it wasn’t doubt—it was anticipation, a heady mix of nerves and desire. I wanted this, wanted her to take him while she sucked me, completing the fantasy we’d built together.

“What about protection?” I asked, a practical thought cutting through the haze. James didn’t seem like the type to get much action—except in our hot tub, apparently—but caution lingered.

“Pocket,” she mumbled, her voice muffled as she dove back onto James, taking him deep with a hunger that made my cock twitch. For a moment, I was puzzled, then I hopped out, the cool air sharp against my skin as I grabbed her discarded coverup. Sure enough, tucked in the pocket was a packet of latex-free condoms—ever-prepared, my wife’s thoughtfulness never failed to stun me. A fleeting pang of something—jealousy? awe?—hit me, but I shoved it aside, tossing a condom to James. He caught it, his eyes meeting mine, questioning. I nodded, a silent green light. This was it.

James tore open the foil packet with a sharp rip, his fingers steady as he rolled the condom down his length, pinching the tip to catch whatever cum he’d unleash. Lucy shifted, kneeling with her back to him, presenting her pussy like an offering, her body arched in invitation. The lantern light played across her skin, casting shadows that accentuated every curve, every tremble of anticipation.

“What’s he gonna do?” I murmured, my voice low and teasing, knowing the dirty talk would stoke her fire.

“He’s gonna fuck me,” she breathed, her words tight, laced with need.

“Where?” I pressed, leaning closer, my hand tracing her spine.

“In my… in my pussy,” she gasped, the confession raw, vulnerable.

“Yes,” I growled, the sound rumbling from my chest as she reached back, lining him up, then eased onto him, slow and deliberate. “He’s gonna bury his hard cock deep in your warm, wet pussy.” She moaned, arching her back toward James, drawing him into her heat. She pushed back, taking him inch by inch until he bottomed out, her ass flush against his crotch. A deep sigh escaped her, her body yielding to the stretch. James was longer than me—I knew that—and he was reaching depths inside her I never could, a fact that twisted something sharp in my gut, even as it fueled the fire raging through me.

“Does it feel good?” I asked, though her body answered for her—hips rocking back and forth, taking him deep before nearly pulling off, his cock glistening as it emerged. Another man was fucking my wife, claiming a part of her that had been mine alone for ten years. Things would never be the same after this. And yet, as I watched her face contort in pleasure, her eyes fluttering shut, I was more than okay with it. Her ecstasy was intoxicating, a mirror to my own arousal, turning the jealousy into something hotter, sharper. I reached down, my fingers grazing the smooth plane of her stomach, finding her clit and flicking it gently. She gasped, her body jolting, and I felt James through her—his cock brushing my fingers as he thrust, a visceral reminder of our shared claim on her. My skin felt alive, every nerve ending aflame with the raw intensity of it all.

Lucy’s hand found me, stroking my cock with a firm, distracted rhythm, splitting her focus between us. I stood, guiding myself to her lips, and she opened without hesitation, her mouth enveloping me. I was thicker than James, so she worked me in slowly, inching down until her nose pressed into my crotch, her throat tight around me. The sight was surreal, intoxicating—me buried deep in her mouth while James pounded her from behind, our bodies syncing in a rhythm that felt both chaotic and perfect. It was the fantasy made flesh, wilder than any dream.

My hands sought her breasts, but James’s were already there, kneading her flesh with a boldness that made me grin. Good man, I thought. Maybe we could push her to a second orgasm. It was rare for her to cum from penetration alone, but tonight, with her body so primed, so electric, it felt possible. A flicker of uncertainty lingered—how would I feel watching her shatter on his cock?—but in that haze of lust, all I craved was her release, her pleasure unbound.

“Cum for me,” I whispered, my lips brushing her ear, voice thick with urgency. “Let go, Lucy, let it all out.” James must have caught my words, his thrusts intensifying, each one harder, deeper, the rhythm shaking the water around us.

“Spank her,” I said to James, my tone sharp, commanding. He reached out, delivering a tentative swat to her ass, barely a tap. That wouldn’t do—she needed more. “Harder,” I urged, my voice low, insistent. “She wants it, needs it.” He tried again, a firmer slap, but still too soft, too cautious. Impatient, I pushed his hand aside and swung, my palm connecting with her ass in a sharp, resounding whack. Lucy jolted, her body arching upward as if electrified, a gasp escaping her lips, raw and needy. “Like that,” I said, locking eyes with James, who nodded, understanding flickering in his gaze.

He took over, his hand landing blow after blow, alternating cheeks with a steady, deliberate rhythm. The slaps echoed in the night, sharp against the hum of the hot tub and the pulsing chill-out music. I couldn’t see the redness blooming on her skin, but I knew it was there, her ass likely glowing under the lantern light, marks that would linger into morning as a reminder of this night’s fire. The intensity was working—Lucy’s movements faltered, her mouth pulling off my cock, no longer able to sync her actions. Her breaths came in ragged, uneven bursts, her body trembling with the edge of release.

I felt her core shudder, her hips slamming back against James, chasing his thrusts with a desperate hunger. Then it hit—her orgasm crashed over her, her body convulsing, wracked with pleasure so intense it pushed James out of her pussy, her spasms forcing him to slip free as she arched, lost in the waves. I leaned down, capturing her lips in a deep, searing kiss, tasting the salt of her sweat and the heat of her climax.

“I hope that felt as good as it looked,” I murmured, my voice soft but fervent as her trembling stilled. She didn’t speak, just wrapped her arms around me, pulling me close, her embrace fierce and warm. The tightness of it told me everything—we’d given her what she craved, her pleasure a shared victory that bound us in the moment.

We paused, catching our breath, the air heavy with the scent of sweat and water. Perspiration beaded on my back, dripping into the tub, and my knees ached from the strain, a dull promise of soreness tomorrow. But it was worth it—every second of seeing her unravel, of pushing her to that edge.

As our breaths steadied, Lucy’s voice broke the quiet, low and sated, yet brimming with intent. “That was incredible,” she said, her eyes glinting in the lantern light. “I’ve never felt so good. Thank you both for making this happen. But now…” Her lips curved into a wicked smile. “It’s your turn.” Neither James nor I were foolish enough to play coy—we wanted release, craved it, though by now we’d have followed her lead anywhere. Lucy thrived on this, her pleasure intertwined with making us cum, and tonight, she had two of us to command.

“You want to fuck me again?” she asked James, her tone a sultry challenge, her gaze locked on his.

“Don’t need to ask twice,” he rasped, his voice thick with need. I tossed him another condom, and he rolled it down his length with quick, practiced motions. “Not gonna last long after all this,” he admitted, a sheepish edge to his words.

“Don’t worry,” Lucy purred, leaning closer, her body an open invitation. “I’m yours for your pleasure now. Use me however you want. I need you to cum.” Her words hit me like a spark, my cock somehow growing harder, the raw hunger in her voice amplifying my own.

She turned to me, eyes blazing. “What do you want?” It was rhetorical—she knew exactly what I craved, but the question was a tease, a power play that made my pulse race. Before I could answer, she shifted, straddling James, facing him this time. The intimacy of it—her eyes locked on his, her hands guiding him to her pussy—was more intense than the doggy-style fucking earlier, and to my shock, it turned me on even more. Why did her closeness with him, this raw connection, set my blood on fire? The question lingered, unanswered, as she gestured for me to come closer, her lips parting in invitation to fuck her mouth. All thought dissolved in the heat of her command.

“You want to cum in me?” she asked James, her hips rolling against him, riding him with a slow, deliberate rhythm. His ragged breaths betrayed how close he was, his control fraying. I was fine with him cumming inside her, as long as the condom held, but James had other plans. With a sudden movement, he pushed himself up, ripping off the condom and guiding her to her knees. Her lips closed around his cock, and he thrust deep, his body tensing as he came, his seed pulsing down her throat. It must have been a massive load—her eyes watered, a soft cough breaking through as she swallowed, choking it down with a fierce determination that made my own arousal spike.

When James stilled, Lucy turned to me, her face flushed, lips glistening. She reached out, pulling me into a kiss, and I tasted him on her—sharp, bitter, intoxicating. I’d savored my own cum on her lips countless times, but this was different, heightened by the fact that I hadn’t cum yet, my body still wired, aching with need. The flavor of James drove me wild, a forbidden edge that pushed me closer to the brink.

“I know what you want,” she said, her voice a low, knowing tease as her hand found my cock, stroking with a rhythm that promised release. She wasn’t wrong—I loved cumming in her pussy, her mouth, but given the choice, her face was my obsession, the ultimate canvas for my desire.

“Get your camera,” Lucy said to James, her voice a sultry command, her face still flushed from her climax. I watched as he fumbled with his phone, unlocking it with a quick scan. My pulse quickened—this was new. I’d begged to film our escapades before, but Lucy always hesitated, wary of the risks if intimate footage leaked. Tonight, though, the fire of our passion had burned through her reservations, and the thought of capturing this moment sent a thrill through me. James angled the phone, the camera ready, and I began stroking myself, my grip firm. I’d learned facials were best when I controlled the aim—men know their own precision.

My body was a coiled spring, aching with days of abstinence to build a massive load. Lucy reached out, cupping my balls with a knowing touch, her fingers sending me over the edge. The first rope of cum surged out, catching her right eye, the second jetting across her forehead, streaking her hair. I hoped James was catching every second, but there was no pausing this flood. More pulses coated her nose and lips, blanketing her face in a glistening mask. When I was spent, she took me into her mouth, her tongue cleaning me with slow, deliberate licks. I leaned down, claiming my now-familiar cum kiss, tasting the heady mix of our fluids on her breath, musky and raw, driving a fresh spike of arousal through me.

“And… that’s a wrap,” James said behind me, lowering his phone with a grin, the camera stilled.

“You better not share that video with anyone, ever,” Lucy warned, her tone sharp, unyielding, though a playful glint in her eyes suggested she trusted him—just. She didn’t say he couldn’t keep a copy, and I knew he would, a secret keepsake of this night.

Exhausted, we collapsed into the aftermath, drained by the heat of the tub and the intensity of our passion. James toweled off and dressed, his movements slow, deliberate, while I covered the tub, the foam lid heavy in my hands. Lucy climbed out, her body glistening, and gave James one final, lingering kiss before slipping inside.

“You sure you’re okay with this?” James asked before leaving, his voice low, serious. “That was intense.”

“More than okay,” I said, my grin genuine. “This has been our fantasy forever.”

Upstairs, Lucy was already asleep, my cum drying on her skin, James’s deep in her stomach—a thought that wove through my dreams as I curled against her, falling into a heavy, sated sleep.

Morning light spilled through the curtains, and we woke hungry for each other, desperate to reconnect. We played the video from James’s phone, the flickering images of last night’s frenzy stoking our arousal. I fucked her hard, my cum scalding as it flooded her pussy, claiming her in the raw intimacy of our bed. Then, with her toy buzzing and my fingers working her clit, I whispered, “Don’t you feel so naughty with another man’s cum in your belly and mine all over you?”

“Yessss,” she gasped, the word tipping her over the edge, her body convulsing in a fierce orgasm, her nails digging into my back as she shuddered through it.

Sated, we collapsed, limbs tangled, breaths heavy. “You okay?” she asked, her voice soft, searching. “How do you feel about last night? Mad? Jealous?”

“A little jealous at first,” I admitted, my hand tracing her hip. “But I can’t wait to do it again. Here’s hoping we lose next week.”


Chapter 4

After our night of unrestrained passion, I couldn’t fathom how Lucy dragged herself to her Saturday morning gym session. Her ability to rise early after our wild Fridays was a mystery, but this time felt different, heavier. My cum was still inside her pussy, James’s load deep in her belly—a thought that sent a surge of heat through me, my cock hardening painfully in my shorts. The marks I’d left on her breasts could hide beneath her sports bra, but the bruise on her stomach was a different story. The gym’s heat would force her to forgo a shirt, baring her midriff, the purpled mark a silent testament to our night. Imagining her pumping weights, rowing, her body moving while others stole glances, wondering what she’d been up to, was an intoxicating thrill, my arousal straining against the fabric.

When she returned later that morning, her skin glistened with a sweet sheen of sweat, my cum still leaking from her, a faint dampness clinging to her leggings. She climbed onto me, straddling me with a hunger that matched my own, her slick pussy sliding down my length in one fluid motion. “Did you feel it dripping out of you all morning, soaking your thong?” I murmured, my hands gripping her hips, pulling her closer.

“Oh, yesss,” she purred, her voice raw, teasing, as she ground against me. “I felt your marks on me, my boobs rubbing against my bra with every move. So naughty, carrying two men’s cum inside me, and no one else had a clue. I wore light leggings to see if it’d show, if a wet spot would betray me. What would they think, knowing I’m such a dirty little slut?” Her words pushed her over the edge, her legs trembling as she came, her pussy clenching around me in fierce spasms. That was my cue, and I thrust harder, faster, pistoning into her slick heat until my own release hit, my cum pulsing deep inside her, our bodies pressed so close I could feel her heartbeat against my chest.

The following week brought the final game of the season, and against all odds, we scraped out a 5-4 victory, James and I each scoring two goals, our adrenaline spiked by more than just the game. Before kickoff, Lucy had leaned in, her breath warm against my ear, then James’s, whispering, “You know the rule: score on the field, you score in bed.” Her words were a promise, a challenge that lit a fire in us both, our minds already racing to the night ahead, determined to claim that reward in every way.

Lucy’s whispered promise before the game had left James and me stepping onto the field with half-erections, our thin soccer shorts doing little to hide the evidence as we tried to focus. The other team fought hard, nearly holding us to a draw until James clinched the win in the 89th minute, his fist punching the air in triumph. His goal was well-earned, but the glint in his eye told me his mind was already on the reward Lucy had dangled, a prize we both intended to claim.

Back at the house—it was a given by now—Lucy’s voice cut through the post-game haze. “Let’s skip the hot tub tonight,” she said, her tone firm, decisive, brooking no argument. None came. Then she leaned close, her breath hot against my ear. “Let’s get freaky.” The words sent a shiver down my spine, my body responding instantly. Who was I to deny her?

“I’ll start the shower,” she said, taking James’s hand with a bold, proprietary grip. “You bring up some wine.” A thrill surged through me, electric and disorienting. The image of them in the shower—water cascading over their bodies, hands exploring slick skin—set my nerves alight with a mix of anticipation and inexplicable arousal. Why did the thought of them together, without me, turn me on so fiercely?

I moved deliberately, selecting a bottle of our finest red, its deep crimson promising a night of indulgence. I poured it into the decanter, watching the liquid swirl, rich and slow, like blood pooling in glass. My mind wandered upstairs to the shower, the hiss of water faint but unmistakable. Were they touching already? James’s hands gliding over her breasts, her stomach, soaping her curves? Was Lucy stroking him, her fingers wrapped around his cock, their bodies pressed close under the spray? My cock strained against my shorts, painfully hard, the fantasy of their intimacy a turn-on I couldn’t explain. I didn’t think they’d fuck—not yet, not without me—but every other possibility felt fair game, and that alone was enough to make my skin burn.

The wine sat still in the decanter, its surface gleaming under the kitchen light, but I lingered, letting the anticipation build. When I finally climbed the stairs, I found a trail of discarded clothes leading to the bathroom: a crumpled shirt, soccer shorts, shin guards, then James’s boxers tangled with Lucy’s black athletic thong. The sight of her thong—worn for every game, a secret she carried under her uniform, unseen but thrilling—sent a fresh jolt through me. No one else got that view, but knowing it was there, for us, for this, was its own kind of intimacy.

Steam rolled from the shower in thick, swirling clouds, the air heavy with the scent of lavender soap and the sharp tang of wet tile, wrapping the bathroom in a sultry, almost suffocating haze. Through the fog, I glimpsed two indistinct shapes swaying in rhythm—one kneeling, one standing—their outlines blurred by the mist, yet unmistakably intimate. My pulse thundered in my ears, a relentless drumbeat, as I set the wine glasses down with a delicate clink on the cool marble counter, the sound sharp against the hiss of cascading water. I stripped off my clothes, the fabric of my soccer jersey sticking to my sweat-damp skin, my boxers snagging on my aching erection before I yanked them free. Three weeks of near-constant arousal had left my body primed, every nerve tingling, my cock throbbing with a heat that matched the steam around me.

I slid the glass shower door open, the metal track groaning softly, and the full scene hit me like a wave: Lucy on her knees, her lips wrapped around James’s cock, her mouth working him with a slow, deliberate rhythm. Water sluiced over her, rivulets tracing the curves of her shoulders, pooling in the dip of her collarbone, her skin glistening like polished ivory under the dim bathroom light. She looked up, catching my gaze, her eyes sparkling with mischief, her lips curling into a sheepish, wicked grin that glistened with spit and water. “Sorry,” she purred, her voice a velvet tease cutting through the shower’s roar, “we kinda started without you.”

“I was hoping you would,” I said, my voice low, gravelly, as I gestured for them to continue, the words tasting of both permission and desire. James’s tense shoulders eased, his eyes flashing relief, the taut lines of his face softening under the spray.

I grabbed the bar of soap, its slick surface cool against my palm, and lathered my body, the frothy suds washing away the gritty mix of field dirt and sweat, the water scalding my skin as it carved paths down my chest. Lucy resumed her work on James, her lips stretching to take his length deep, her throat contracting with each slow, deliberate thrust. The wet, rhythmic slurp of her mouth mingled with the patter of water on tile, a primal symphony that set my nerves alight. She reached for me, her hand wrapping around my cock, her fingers slick and warm, stroking with a teasing pressure that sent sparks up my spine. The shower was cramped, barely big enough for three, and James’s leg brushed mine, his skin hot and slick with soap. A flicker of unease sparked—then dissolved, swallowed by the overwhelming rush of sensation, the slippery press of bodies in the steam-charged air.

Lucy switched, her mouth finding me, her lips struggling briefly with my thicker girth before she took me down, her nose brushing the coarse hair at my base, her throat tight and warm around me. “Fuck, that’s incredible,” I groaned, my voice nearly lost in the water’s roar, my hands reaching for her breasts, slick with soap and trembling under my touch, the weight of them heavy and yielding. James knelt behind her, his body pressing against her back, his cock sliding along the soapy curve of her spine, leaving a trail of bubbles that shimmered in the light. He reached around, his hands covering mine on her breasts, our fingers slick and interlocked, kneading her flesh in a shared rhythm that felt like a pulse. The sensation—our hands, her skin, the slippery tangle of our bodies—was a heady, electric blur, like we were melting into one writhing whole.

“Your turn,” I rasped, my voice thick with want as we stood, sandwiching Lucy between us, her body caught in the press of our heat. I leaned in, kissing her deeply, tasting the salt of her skin and the faint musk of James on her lips, my tongue plunging into the warmth of her mouth. James’s hands roamed her breasts, his fingers sliding over her soapy nipples, his stomach and groin grinding against her from behind, their bodies slipping and sliding with a slick, rhythmic friction that echoed the beat of the chill-out music faintly audible beyond the shower’s roar.

I sank to my knees in the shower, the warm tiles biting into my skin as steam curled around us, thick with the scent of lavender soap and the faint musk of arousal. James pressed himself against Lucy’s ass, his hips grinding against her lower back, the slick slide of his body against hers audible over the relentless patter of water on glass. Lucy’s pussy was a vision—waxed smooth, her delicate clit a shy pearl nestled above her outer lips, barely peeking out. She’d always fretted it was too small, too hidden, but to me, it was perfection, framed by smooth, plump folds that concealed her tight inner lips and entrance, glistening with water and her own heat.

I pressed a slow, deliberate kiss to her smooth mons, my lips lingering on the silky skin, teasing her with the barest touch. She leaned back into James, her body yielding, and he responded, his fingers seizing her nipples, pinching hard enough to draw a sharp gasp. I nuzzled the tender crease where her thighs met her hips, my breath warm against her skin, my lips grazing but not yet touching her pussy, prolonging the tease. She thrust her hips forward, a silent plea for more, her body trembling with need. I pulled back, exhaling a hot breath over her clit, the air teasing without contact, as James’s hands mauled her breasts, his fingers leaving faint red marks on her slick skin.

“Please,” she begged, her voice a raw, desperate moan cutting through the shower’s hiss. “Don’t tease me.” I relented, dragging my tongue from the base of her pussy to the top, parting her lips with a slow, flat stroke, her warm, tangy center opening under my touch. I avoided her clit deliberately, savoring her frustrated moan, the sound vibrating in the steamy air. Then I slid a finger inside, curling toward her G-spot, as my tongue grazed her clit with featherlight pressure. She bucked against me, her ass rubbing against James’s long, slender erection, the friction drawing a low hiss from her lips. “Yessssss,” she breathed, her voice trembling with want.

I added a second finger, pressing harder against her G-spot, my tongue circling her clit with increasing intensity. “Pinch her nipples,” I ordered, my voice muffled against her skin, and James complied, her moans sharpening as his fingers twisted, the pressure evident in the way her body arched. “Spank her,” I said, my tone firm. “Spank her ass.” James stepped back, his hand landing with a wet whack against her cheek, the sound amplified by the water, sharp and resonant in the enclosed space. It was cautious at first, but enough to make her gasp.

“More,” Lucy moaned, pushing her pussy harder against my mouth, her voice a desperate command. James struck again, then again, alternating cheeks, the rhythmic slaps echoing like a drumbeat, her skin no doubt reddening beneath the water’s sheen. Her moans grew frantic, high-pitched, her body trembling under the dual assault of my fingers and tongue, James’s hands leaving stinging marks. I quickened my pace, my fingers pumping faster, massaging her G-spot with relentless precision, her clit pulsing under my tongue. Her legs began to shake, trembling violently, her breath hitching in sharp, ragged gasps, signaling she was teetering on the edge of release.

“Keep going,” I urged James, my voice a low growl, barely audible over the shower’s relentless hiss and the wet slaps of his hand against Lucy’s ass. Her body trembled violently, her thighs quivering against my face as I worked her G-spot with relentless fingers, my tongue flicking her clit with precision. She’d never squirted with me before, always shy about the sensation, embarrassed by the feeling it mimicked urination. But in recent months, she’d been practicing—alone, with a toy and online videos—unlocking it a few times, though never in my presence. Now, her stomach contracted, her breaths sharp and ragged, signaling she was on the brink.

“Mike,” she gasped, her voice breaking, “stop, I’m gonna—” But that was the whole point. She’d let me cum on her face, embracing my fantasy; now I’d push her past her barriers. With a keening wail, she surrendered, her body convulsing as a powerful spurt of her cum erupted from her pussy. The first jet hit my face, warm and slick, coating my chin in a sudden, tangy flood. I shifted quickly, catching the next blast across my nose and lips, the taste sharp and primal on my tongue. I clamped my mouth over her, sealing against her pulsing center, feeling the rest of her squirt jet into my throat, hot and unrestrained. It was ecstasy—the shower’s steam, James’s relentless spanking, and my tongue had shattered her inhibitions, letting her release fully. Her juices drenched my face, dripping down my jaw, and I reveled in it, mashing my mouth harder against her as she drained herself, her body shuddering until she collapsed back into James, spent and trembling.

I stood, water streaming down my chest, and leaned in, kissing her deeply, my tongue sharing the sharp, mingled taste of her squirt and juices. Her lips were soft, yielding, her breath hitching as she tasted herself on me. “That was fucking amazing,” I murmured, holding her close, her slick body pressed against mine as she came down from her peak, the shower’s heat wrapping us in a cocoon of intimacy.

The shower’s confines—cramped space and no condoms—halted further exploration. We cleaned ourselves, the soap’s lavender scent mingling with the fading musk of arousal, and sipped the rich, ruby-red wine as water rinsed away the suds, the glasses cool against our palms. Lucy stepped out first, her skin glistening, and tossed us plush towels, their fibers soft but heavy with dampness. We followed her into the bedroom, no pretense of modesty tonight—towels dropped to the hardwood floor in careless heaps as we moved to the bed. A flicker of doubt crossed my mind: was our marital bed, our sacred haven for worshiping each other’s bodies and souls, the right place for this? Yet the taboo of it—bringing James into our intimate space, ravishing Lucy here—sent a thrill through me, naughty and forbidden, my cock twitching at the thought.

Lucy sat on the bed, naked and unapologetic, her small, perfect breasts proud on her chest, her body a taut yet smooth canvas of desire, glowing in the dim light. I couldn’t believe my luck, sharing these moments with her, this woman who owned my heart and body. On impulse, I flicked on the red mood light we used for our sessions, its sultry glow bathing the room in a warm, crimson haze. Emboldened by the hot tub video, I switched on the camera perched on the dresser, its lens aimed at the bed. No one protested, and I figured we could erase it later if needed, but the idea of capturing this night’s fire only heightened the charge in the air.

Lucy leaned toward the bedside table, her naked body bathed in the sultry crimson glow of the mood lamp, her skin catching the faint silver shimmer of moonlight streaming through the window. She slid open the “special” drawer, her fingers brushing past our curated collection to retrieve the sleek pineapple vape she kept there for occasional indulgence. Having quit smoking years ago, she’d taken to vaping now and then, the sweet, tropical tang a rare treat that suited her tonight. She took a slow drag, the air filling with the lush scent of pineapple, a delicate cloud of vapor curling from her lips, shimmering faintly in the red light. She passed the vape to James, their fingers grazing with a lingering, electric intimacy, their bodies close on the bed. He inhaled, exhaling a soft plume that mingled with hers, their breaths intertwining in the warm, heavy air. The sight of their closeness—her hand brushing his, their lips nearly touching as they shared the vape—sent a surge of heat through me, my erection throbbing with an intensity I hadn’t anticipated. I’d expected the raw act of sex to drive me, but their tender, intimate exchange, the way their eyes locked over the sweet vapor, ignited a deeper fire, my cock aching as my skin prickled with arousal.

I reached into the same drawer, the wood creaking softly under my touch, revealing the rest of our collection: a bottle of silky lube, its glass cool and glinting; a pack of latex-free condoms, their foil catching the crimson light; Lucy’s favorite vibrator, its smooth, curved tip promising pleasure; and a pair of velcro handcuffs, their soft straps whispering of restraint. Full BDSM wasn’t our scene, but Lucy craved the release of submission—being bound, directed, freed from the weight of her daily decisions. In the bedroom, she surrendered control, and I relished the power of her trust, especially tonight, with James as our partner in this dance.

Lucy’s eyes caught the handcuffs, a wicked spark flaring in her gaze as she exhaled another plume of pineapple-scented vapor, her lips curling into a teasing, provocative smile. “Oh, you gonna tie me up?” she purred, her voice a low, sultry challenge that vibrated in the air. “Gonna let you big, strong boys have your way with me?” Her words were an invitation, her body leaning back on the bed, her small, perfect breasts proud against her chest, her skin taut yet soft in the crimson glow. James’s eyes met mine, a silent agreement passing between us—he was all in, no hesitation.

James eased off Lucy, his breath heavy, his body slick with sweat as he rolled to the side. I snapped the velcro handcuffs around her wrists, the soft straps whispering against her skin, their gentle grip a promise of restraint. I loved tying her up, the way it surrendered her to our whims, but it came with challenges—her bound hands could jam awkwardly against the bed when I fucked her from above, limiting our positions. The crimson glow of the mood lamp bathed the room, casting sultry shadows across her body, her small, perfect breasts rising with each breath, her skin shimmering with a faint sheen of perspiration and moonlight filtering through the curtains.

I tossed James the box of condoms, the foil packets glinting as they landed on the bed’s rumpled sheets. Spinning Lucy around, I positioned her so her head dangled off the edge, her hair cascading like a dark waterfall, her lips parted in anticipation. I stood beside the bed, offering my cock, and without her hands, she strained to capture it, her tongue flicking eagerly along the sides of my shaft, her lips wet and sloppy, leaving trails of saliva that glistened in the red light. The effort—her helpless, hungry struggle—was intoxicating, my cock throbbing under her teasing licks.

“Fuck her,” I told James, my voice low, commanding. He rolled on a condom, the latex snapping softly as he positioned himself, then eased into her, slow and deliberate. His length—longer than mine—stretched her pussy, half his cock still visible even as he sank deep, her lips parting wide around him. The dim red light sharpened the image, the best view yet of him penetrating her, his shaft glistening as it pushed into her depths, her folds yielding to his invasion. I loved it—the raw, visceral sight of another man inside her, her body open and responsive. I guided my cock fully into her mouth, feeding it to her inch by inch until her throat tightened around me, her sigh muffled as James bottomed out, stretching her pussy with a slow, deep thrust.

“So,” I said, easing back from her throat, my voice thick with arousal, “what were these freaky things you wanted to try?” My body was alight, every nerve tingling, my mind ablaze with the fantasies we’d spun during countless heated nights—things we’d do with a third, boundaries we’d push. I needed to know how far she’d go tonight, how much she’d surrender to this fire.

“Oh, I don’t know,” she purred, her voice a sultry tease as I pulled fully from her mouth, her lips wet and gleaming. “I’m sure you’ll think of something. I’m all tied up, helpless…” She waved her bound wrists toward me, the velcro rustling faintly, her eyes glinting with a mix of submission and challenge. “At your mercy—both of you.” The words were a spark, igniting the air, her invitation daring us to explore her limits. I had no issue with that. Spit-roasting her was a thrill, but my mind raced with raunchier possibilities, each one more taboo than the last. The only question was how far she’d let us push.

I climbed onto the bed, the mattress creaking under my weight, the sheets cool and slightly damp beneath my knees. I’d read about swinging and group sex that week, learning the pitfalls of the overzealous husband-director who tries to script every moment. I didn’t want to be that guy, choreographing the night like a control freak, but for now, with Lucy bound and eager, I couldn’t resist taking the lead, guiding us toward whatever depravity she’d allow.

“Get on top of him,” I said, my voice a low command as I gestured toward the head of the bed, the crimson glow of the mood lamp casting sultry shadows across the tangled sheets. I wasn’t sure if this would work, but the fire in my veins demanded we try. “Tell me if it’s too much,” I whispered to Lucy, my breath hot against her ear as she shuffled awkwardly to the headboard, her bound wrists giving her movements a playful clumsiness, the velcro straps rasping softly against her skin. We’d ventured into anal before, but sparingly, and I worried this might push her limits too quickly. Still, my mind raced with possibilities, eager to explore the edges of our fantasies.

James steadied her, his hands firm on her hips, guiding her to straddle him, his condom-clad cock slipping back into her pussy with a slow, deliberate thrust. The wet, rhythmic sound of their connection filled the air, mingling with the faint hum of the vibrator on the bedside table and the lingering echo of the shower’s hiss in my memory. Lucy leaned down, her bound wrists catching on the headboard’s polished wood, her small, perfect breasts swaying inches from James’s face. When their lips met in a deep, hungry kiss, a jolt of electricity surged through me, my cock twitching with a fierce intensity. Some couples shunned lip-kissing, deeming it too intimate, but for me, it was a spark, amplifying the thrill of watching their connection deepen. I sat back for a moment, my breath shallow, drinking in the sight—her body rocking against his, her curves glowing in the red light, their lips locked in a dance of raw desire.

I grabbed the lube, the bottle’s cool glass slick in my palm, and poured a generous stream over my cock, the silky liquid glistening as it coated me, heightening the ache in my swollen erection. We’d never done this in this context, and I wanted to be cautious, to ensure her comfort. “Hope this is okay,” I said, my voice thick with anticipation as I gently pressed her down, her chest flattening against James’s, their slick skin sliding together, sweat and heat binding them. Her bound wrists hooked behind his head, the velcro scraping faintly, forcing her face-to-face with him, their breaths intertwining in the crimson haze. The intimacy of their closeness—her lips hovering near his, their eyes locked—was a heady mix of jealousy and arousal, setting my nerves ablaze.

From my position, the view was intoxicating: Lucy’s pussy stretched wide around James’s long, condom-covered cock, her juices shimmering on the latex, and her puckered asshole, tight and inviting, winking in the dim red light. I planned to take her there later, if we could navigate this moment, pushing our fantasies into new, uncharted territory. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and lube, the mattress creaking softly under their rhythmic movements, her soft moans and his ragged breaths weaving a primal symphony that urged me forward.

Taking a deep breath, the air thick with the scent of sweat and lube, I positioned my erection atop James’s, aiming not for her ass but her pussy, the crimson light casting a surreal glow over our tangled bodies. I felt James tense beneath me, his muscles stiffening, but he stayed silent, his breath catching. Lucy glanced back, her eyes wide with apprehension, her lips parted in uncertainty. I leaned down, kissing her gently, tasting the salt of her skin. “Tell me if it’s too much,” I whispered, my voice steady despite the pounding of my heart.

I’d done my research—having the longer cock on the bottom increased our chances of success. Spreading James’s legs slightly, the coarse hair on his thighs brushing against my skin, I pressed down, hoping I wouldn’t hurt either of them. The moment stretched, tense and electric, until I felt her body yield, her pussy stretching impossibly wider as a small gap opened. I pushed forward, inching in, and she gasped, her eyes widening with realization. Her body stiffened, a flicker of resistance, but then she drew a shaky breath, her muscles relaxing, surrendering to the moment.

The sensation of James’s leg against mine was jarring—the rough texture of male hair so different from the smooth silkiness I craved, threatening to pull me from the intensity. It wasn’t about orientation; it was the unfamiliarity, the raw physicality of it all. I pushed the discomfort aside, focusing on Lucy’s warmth enveloping me, her pussy’s tight, wet heat overriding everything else. Gently but firmly, I pressed forward until the head of my cock popped inside her, followed by an inch of my length. She let out a sharp breath, but her body stayed relaxed, accepting. Slowly, rocking back and forth, I worked deeper until, after a minute of careful adjustment, both of us filled her completely, our cocks pressed together inside her tight warmth.

The sensation was beyond anything I’d imagined—intolerably tight, deliciously full, and utterly taboo. James sighed, a low rumble from his chest, and attempted a thrust, but it quickly became clear that simultaneous movement would push us out. We found a rhythm instead, taking turns sawing in and out—first him, then me—the wet, slick sounds of our alternating thrusts filling the room, mingling with Lucy’s increasingly frantic moans. She pushed back against me, her body rocking between us, the pressure intense, unimaginable. I could feel James’s length rubbing against mine through the thin barrier of the condom, both of us buried in her tight, dripping pussy. I’d been nervous about this—my cock touching another man’s, even indirectly—but the reality was electric, forbidden, intoxicating.

We synced perfectly now, a primal dance—I’d pull out halfway, feeling James thrust deep, then she’d push back onto me as he withdrew, my cock sinking deeper into her welcoming heat. The mattress creaked beneath us, the sheets damp with sweat, the air heavy with the musky scent of sex. I wished this could last forever, the exquisite pressure, the shared intimacy, but I knew it couldn’t. Neither of us should cum yet, and I worried it might become uncomfortable for Lucy. Reluctantly, I eased back, withdrawing slowly, leaving James’s cock still embedded deep inside her, her pussy clenching around him as she caught her breath.

“That was intense,” Lucy murmured, her voice husky as she collapsed onto James, her body slick with sweat and trembling from the exertion. I reached up, unfastening the velcro handcuffs with a soft rip, freeing her wrists, her skin slightly flushed where the straps had pressed. She flexed her fingers, stretching languidly, her small, perfect breasts catching the crimson glow of the mood lamp, the faint moonlight filtering through the curtains casting silver streaks across her curves.

She leaned toward the bedside table, sliding open the “special” drawer with a faint creak, retrieving the sleek pineapple vape she kept for rare indulgences. Having quit smoking years ago, she’d taken to vaping occasionally, and tonight, the sweet, tropical tang filled the air as she took a slow drag, a delicate cloud of vapor curling from her lips, shimmering in the red light. She passed it to James, their fingers brushing with a lingering intimacy that sent a fresh jolt through me, my cock throbbing with renewed heat. The pulsing beats of Massive Attack’s “Teardrop” spilled from the speakers, a sultry backdrop that wove through the heavy air, amplifying the electric charge of our shared desires.

“Fucking amazing,” James said, his voice rough, and I nodded, my body alight, nerves crackling like live wires. Lucy shifted away from him, reclining against the headboard to recover, her lips closing around the vape again, the pineapple scent mingling with the musky warmth of the room. We were diving deep into our fantasies tonight, each moment pushing us further into uncharted territory.

“How we doing?” I asked, my voice low, probing. “Are we pushing too far?” No one flinched—whether it was the heat of the moment, the vape’s sweet haze, or our growing ease with each other, we were all in, savoring the freedom to explore without restraint.

I wanted to go further, to test the edges of what we could handle, but I knew we had to pace ourselves. I grabbed the vibrator from the drawer, its smooth, curved surface cool in my hand, and coated it with a generous layer of lube, the slick liquid glistening in the red light. Pulling Lucy’s hips toward me, I positioned her in doggy style, her knees sinking into the soft, damp sheets, her ass raised invitingly. I eased the vibrator into her pussy, sliding it slowly until it was fully embedded, her warmth enveloping it. Then I coated my cock with more lube, the silky chill heightening my arousal as I positioned myself at her tight asshole. She tensed, her body rigid, and I paused, not wanting to hurt her.

“Breathe,” I whispered, my hand stroking the smooth curve of her back, feeling the tension ebb as she exhaled. We’d done this before—her pussy filled with a toy, me in her ass—but it was rare, and I was cautious. I lined up, pressing gently, and felt her yield as the head of my cock pushed into her tight ring, a soft whoosh of air escaping her lips. I paused, letting her adjust, applying more lube, the wet slickness easing my way. Pulling back slightly, I thrust forward, the first inch sinking in, her body trembling but accepting. My thickness—far greater than James’s—made this a challenge, and for a fleeting moment, I wondered if it’d be easier with him in her ass, his slimmer length less taxing. But that felt like a step too far, a boundary I wasn’t ready to cross—not yet.

To ease her, I flicked the vibrator to a low hum, its gentle buzz vibrating through her, and her body softened further, her hips relaxing. She began pushing back, urging me deeper, and I sank in halfway, her tight heat gripping me. I increased the vibrator’s speed, the hum intensifying, and pushed again, bottoming out in her ass, the sensation overwhelming—tight, warm, forbidden. We paused, her breath ragged, the air thick with the scents of lube, sweat, and pineapple. Then I pulled back halfway, thrusting forward slowly, the rhythm careful but deliberate, her soft moans filling the room as the mattress creaked beneath us.

“Yessss,” Lucy hissed, her voice a sultry rasp cutting through the crimson-lit air, signaling the initial sting in her ass had melted into pleasure. Her body rocked back against me, her tight heat gripping my cock, urging me deeper. I nodded to James, motioning him closer to her face, the red glow of the mood lamp casting stark shadows across his awestruck expression. He’d been watching, stroking himself, his eyes wide with hunger. Lucy reached out, her fingers curling around his hand, pulling him toward her with a commanding tug. Her lips parted, taking his long, slender cock deep into her mouth, and in that moment, my beautiful, incredible wife was completely airtight—her pussy filled with the humming vibrator, her ass stretched around me, and her throat full of James. The sight was overwhelming, a forbidden fantasy made flesh, my pulse pounding like a drum in my chest.

James’s hands found the back of her head, his fingers tangling in her damp hair as he thrust deep, her muffled moans vibrating through the room. I timed my thrusts to counter his—when he pushed into her throat, I pulled back from her ass, then swapped, our rhythms syncing in a primal dance. The mattress creaked beneath us, the sheets slick with sweat, the air heavy with the scents of lube, sweat, and the faint tropical tang of the pineapple vape lingering from earlier. With each thrust, James drove deeper, his length disappearing into her throat, and for a wild moment, I imagined it meeting mine through the thin walls inside her, a thought so taboo it sent a fresh surge of heat through me.

Lucy’s moans escalated into wails, her body trembling as all her holes were filled, the vibrator’s relentless buzz pulsing through the thin membrane separating her pussy from her ass, its unyielding plastic a stark contrast to her warm, yielding flesh. I reached down, cranking the vibrator to its highest setting, the hum intensifying to a fierce whine as I twisted it, pulling it an inch out before sliding it back in, her pussy clenching around it. The position was exhausting—our bodies strained, muscles burning—but I was determined to push her to the edge.

“Pinch her nipples,” I growled to James, who complied eagerly, his fingers seizing her breasts, twisting her sensitive peaks until she gasped against his cock. I grabbed the custom paddle I’d had made for her birthday, its smooth wood etched with “Cum on me” in bold letters. I swung it, the first swat landing with a sharp crack on her left cheek, then the right, the obscene phrase blooming in white imprints across her reddening skin—Cum… on… me. The sight was intoxicating, and I intended to fulfill that command. Her ass and lower back flushed a deep crimson, the marks glowing in the dim light, and she pushed back harder against me, her body begging for more as James fucked her mouth and mauled her tits.

Then I felt it—a deep, rhythmic pulsing in her ass, a sensation I’d never experienced there before. Her legs wobbled, trembling violently, her moans turning frantic, high-pitched, signaling her impending orgasm. The air was electric, thick with the sounds of slapping flesh, creaking wood, and her desperate wails, her body caught between us, on the cusp of release.

“Cum for me,” I whispered, my voice a husky command against the pulsing beat of Massive Attack’s “Teardrop,” the crimson mood lamp casting a sultry glow over Lucy’s trembling body. The words pushed her over the edge. She pulled off James’s cock with a wet gasp, slamming her hips back against me, her ass and pussy clenching around me and the vibrator in a frenzied rhythm. A sudden gush of her cum spurted from her, warm and slick, drenching my groin, the tangy scent mingling with the lingering pineapple tang of the vape she’d used earlier. Her breaths came in sharp, ragged bursts, her body convulsing in a full-body orgasm, her legs shaking violently as she surrendered to the waves of pleasure.

The sight was too much for James, who’d been stroking himself, his eyes wide with awe. He aimed at her, and his climax hit, a thick jet of cum arcing over her head, splattering her hair and back in glistening white streaks. More followed, coating her face, though I couldn’t see the full extent from my angle, only the shimmer of his release on her skin, matting her dark strands in the red light. That pushed me past my limit. I erupted in her tight ass, my scalding cum flooding her, spurt after spurt pulsing into her warm, gripping tunnel, her contractions milking me until it felt like I’d never stop. The sensation was overwhelming, her ass squeezing me in rhythm with her orgasm, the air thick with the musky scent of sex and sweat.

We collapsed onto the bed, a tangle of limbs slick with sweat and fluids, the sheets damp and clinging to our skin. The red light bathed us in a warm haze, the mattress creaking softly under our weight. I leaned over, kissing Lucy’s cum-covered face, savoring the salty, primal taste of James’s release mingled with her sweat, her lips soft and yielding under mine. Her face was a masterpiece, nearly blanketed in a shimmering film of his cum, strands of her hair matted together, glowing faintly in the crimson light.

“That was… unbelievable,” I managed, my voice hoarse, my body still humming as I came down from the high.

“Wow,” Lucy breathed, her voice thick with satisfaction. “I never thought—” She trailed off, her eyes catching the blinking red light of the camera on the dresser. A knowing smile curved her lips, a silent promise we’d relive this night in our private sessions, the footage a secret fuel for our passion. James was silent, lost in his post-orgasmic haze, his chest rising and falling heavily.

After a moment, he spoke, his voice low. “Amazing,” he said. “Shame the season’s over next week.”

Lucy laughed, a rich, throaty sound that filled the room. “Well, I don’t see why that should stop us,” she purred, her eyes glinting with mischief. “We still need at least one more guy to make me properly airtight.” Her words hung in the air, bold and daring, and neither James nor I could believe what she was suggesting. But there was no urge to protest—only a spark of anticipation.

My cock twitched, stirring despite my exhaustion, though it only rose halfway, my body spent. We were all drained, collapsing into each other’s arms on the king-size bed, the sheets cool against our overheated skin. I don’t usually dream, but that night, my mind was alive with visions of Lucy taking three cocks at once, her holes filled, bodies pounding, cum coating her skin in a wild, relentless storm. I wasn’t sure how we’d make it happen, but her words had planted a seed, and I knew we’d find a way.


Chapter 5

Lucy was right; if we wanted to pull off a true airtight—her body claimed in every way, no holds barred—we’d need an extra cock to make it real. But where the hell do you even find one without diving into a nightmare of awkwardness or regret? The hookup apps were the obvious starting point, a digital playground for the bold. I scrolled through the usual suspects: Tinder for the casual swipe, Feeld for its unapologetic kink and poly crowds, and then the swinger-specific ones that promised more discretion—SDC (Swingers Date Club), Kasidie with its event calendars and party invites, and SLS (SwingLifestyle), the old-school staple that felt like a throwback to grainy forums but still buzzed with locals. Were we swingers now? Was Lucy stepping into hotwife territory, with James as her bull, or was this just us experimenting, dipping toes into a pool that could swallow us whole? The terms slammed into me like a glossary from some underground manifesto—unicorn hunters, same-room-only, soft swap—and my head spun, a mix of excitement and overwhelm churning in my gut like too much cheap wine.

Reddit was my next stop, a rabbit hole of r/Swingers threads and subreddits like r/Hotwife or r/Polyamory, but it was a swamp of desperation: endless posts about flakes who ghosted after endless DMs, sob stories of mismatched expectations, and warnings about creeps who thought “open-minded” meant anything goes. No, that wouldn’t do. The swinger apps seemed cleaner, more vetted, with verification badges and community guidelines that promised a layer of safety. But was this really what Lucy wanted, or was I projecting my own fevered dreams onto her? James was out of town on business that weekend, a rare breather that gave me time to stew, to map out profiles and rehearse conversations without the heat of the moment clouding my judgment.

I waited until midweek, letting the highs and crashes of our last night settle like sediment in a glass. The air was cooler now, autumn nipping at the edges of summer, and I suggested a low-key hot tub soak to ease into the talk. The jets hummed softly as we sank in, the water warm against our skin, steam rising in lazy curls under the patio lanterns. I poured her a glass of the good Cabernet, the ruby liquid catching the light like spilled secrets, and topped off my own. One or two glasses to loosen the tongue, but nothing more—I wanted her clear-headed, no haze to blur the edges of this conversation.

“So?” I said, handing her the glass, our fingers brushing in that familiar spark.

“So,” she echoed, her lips curving into a knowing smile as she sipped, the wine staining her mouth a deeper red. She leaned back, her bare shoulders glistening, eyes on me like she could read the words before I spoke them. She knew I had something brewing; it was in the way I fidgeted, the subtle shift in my posture.

“I’ve… really loved what we’ve done with James so far,” I started, my voice steady but laced with the undercurrent of vulnerability. The water lapped at my chest, a rhythmic pulse that mirrored my heartbeat. “The way it’s opened us up, pushed us. It’s been electric.”

She tilted her head, her gaze sharpening, playful but probing. “And you want to stop?”

“No,” I said quickly, almost too quick, taking a sip to steady myself, the wine’s tannic bite grounding me. “Not at all. Unless… you do?” I held my breath, searching her face—the faint freckles across her nose, the way her damp hair clung to her neck. “Do you?”

A laugh bubbled from her, low and throaty, cutting through the steam like sunlight. “Haha, only if you do.” Her words hung there, simple but loaded, a mirror to my own hesitation. And just like that, we were locked in this delicate dance—both all in, both ready to pull the plug if the other faltered. The jets bubbled on, the night air crisp against the heat, and in that shared silence, the possibility stretched out before us, vast and thrilling, like the first glimpse of an uncharted road.

The hot tub’s jets churned softly, their low hum blending with the faint chirp of crickets beyond the patio, the warm water lapping at our skin, steam curling upward in delicate wisps under the amber glow of the lanterns. I took a sip of the Cabernet, its tart bite grounding me as I leaned back, the rim of the glass cool against my lips. “I was wondering how serious this is,” I said, my voice soft but deliberate, cutting through the night’s quiet. “Are we doing this every week? Just with James? What are the rules?”

Lucy’s eyes met mine, her gaze steady yet searching, her damp hair clinging to her shoulders, glistening in the low light. She reached out with her foot, her toes brushing mine beneath the water, a small, grounding touch that sent a spark through me. “Honestly, I haven’t thought it through,” she admitted, her voice low, thoughtful, as she swirled her wine, the ruby liquid catching the lantern’s glow. “The first time just… happened, and we rolled with it. It felt like we were both into it, so I kept going. But you’re right—we need some boundaries.”

“Exactly,” I said, nodding, the water’s warmth soothing the tension in my shoulders. “Were you serious about a third guy, or was that just the heat of the moment?”

She tilted her head, her lips parting slightly, a faint flush creeping up her neck. “I meant it then,” she said, her voice quieter now, vulnerable. “But sometimes, the next day, I feel… guilty. Like, what would my mom think if she knew? Are we even supposed to be doing this?” Her words hung heavy, the weight of societal judgment settling between us. I understood—women faced harsher labels, “slut” or “loose” thrown carelessly, while men got slaps on the back, the double standard a bitter pill.

“I get it,” I said, shifting closer, the water rippling around me. “Why should we feel guilty? We’re not hurting anyone, everyone’s consenting, but… I know that shame can stick.” I reached for her, pulling her into a hug, her skin warm and slick against mine, the faint scent of her jasmine body wash mingling with the wine’s aroma. “We can stop if you want.”

“Stop?” She pulled back, her eyes sparking with a mix of surprise and defiance, a smile tugging at her lips. “I don’t want that. But let’s keep talking. I don’t want resentment creeping in or anything hurting what we have.”

“Neither do I,” I said, my voice firm, the thought of losing our connection a cold knot in my chest. “The worst thing would be if this broke us.”

“It won’t,” she said, her tone resolute, her hand finding mine under the water, fingers intertwining. “Pinky promise.”

“Pinky promise,” I echoed, our pinkies locking in a vow, the gesture silly but solid, sealing our trust. The water bubbled around us, the steam rising like a veil, cocooning our words.

“So, that other dude?” I teased, drawing a laugh from her, bright and throaty, breaking the tension. “Would you do it if I found someone?”

She leaned back, her foot brushing mine again, deliberate and teasing. “What about a chick for you?” she countered, her voice playful but edged with curiosity. “I’m having all the fun here.”

I grinned, the warmth of the tub and her touch loosening the last of my nerves. “Honestly, I’m having a blast,” I said. “I’ve fantasized about sharing you forever, but I never knew how to bring it up. When you first touched James, I wasn’t sure, but once we started, I knew this was it—something I’d love. Let’s keep exploring until it stops being fun. Deal?”

“Deal,” she said, her smile wicked, her eyes glinting with promise. “But where do we find another person?”

The hot tub’s jets thrummed softly, their rhythmic pulse vibrating through the warm water, steam rising in lazy curls that shimmered under the amber glow of the patio lanterns. Lucy’s foot brushed mine beneath the surface, a teasing anchor as we sipped our Cabernet, the wine’s tart bite lingering on my tongue, the glass cool and slick in my hand. I pulled out my phone, the screen’s blue glow stark against the night, and shared my research. “I looked into some apps,” I said, scrolling through my notes. “Tinder’s too casual, Feeld’s a bit wild, but there’s swinger apps—SDC, Kasidie, SLS. I think SLS might work best; it’s got a community vibe, verification options.”

Lucy leaned closer, her damp shoulder grazing mine, her jasmine-scented skin warm in the humid air. She wrinkled her nose at Tinder and Feeld, her lips pursing. “No random hookups,” she said firmly, her voice low but decisive. “Let’s try SLS. Something… controlled.” We huddled over the phone, the water lapping at our chests, and set up a profile. We chose safe photos—blurry shots of us at the beach, a silhouette of her curves, a few screencaps from our videos, carefully cropped to show only a glimpse of an arm or leg, James’s identity obscured. The screen glowed softly, reflecting in her eyes as we navigated the form.

“What do we put for ‘what we’re looking for’?” I asked, my thumb hovering over the keyboard, the air heavy with possibility.

“Let’s be honest,” she said, her voice a sultry challenge, a playful glint in her eye as she sipped her wine, the ruby liquid staining her lips. The words carried a weight, a leap into the unknown, and my pulse quickened.

“So, like, ‘looking for a guy to make my wife airtight’?” I teased, half-expecting her to laugh it off.

She nodded, her smile wicked. “Sure.” We typed it out, raw and unfiltered—our ages, preferences, and that bold, explicit desire for a third to complete our fantasy. My finger hesitated over the submit button, the gravity of it sinking in, but I tapped it, closing the phone with a soft click. We sank back into the tub, the water’s warmth enveloping us, our shoulders brushing as we relaxed, unaware of the storm we’d unleashed.

The next morning, sunlight streamed through the kitchen window, glinting off my coffee mug as I opened my email—327 unread messages. My stomach dropped. Almost all were from SLS, a digital deluge that crashed over me like a rogue wave. I logged into the site, dread knotting my gut, and found a barrage of messages—99% garbage. “‘Sup?” “Wanna fuck?” The inbox was a wasteland of one-liners from every monosyllabic guy within fifty miles, some from as far as Alaska, others “in town for business” with suspiciously bare profiles, one even proposing a meetup in Barcelona. It was overwhelming, a chaotic mix of crude offers and desperate pleas.

This was useless. How was I supposed to sift through this mess? I leaned back, the chair creaking under me, and decided to flip the script. If the right guy wouldn’t come to us, I’d go find him. I turned off notifications for single men, the flood too much to handle, and started searching. Scrolling through profiles, I skipped the ones heavy with dick pics or barely literate bios. After what felt like hours, I found a few promising candidates—men with detailed profiles, photos showing more than anatomy, and a grasp of basic grammar. One stood out: a masseuse by day, his profile hinting at skilled hands and an open mind, sparking visions of sensual possibilities.

I crafted short messages to each, introducing us and laying out our desires with cautious clarity, my fingers trembling slightly on the keyboard. Logging off, I felt a mix of trauma and anticipation, the weight of our bold step settling over me like the lingering heat of the hot tub. The kitchen clock ticked softly, the coffee’s bitter aroma grounding me as I wondered what kind of response we’d get—and whether we were ready for it.

The next morning, sunlight streamed through the kitchen window, glinting off the coffee pot as I sipped my brew, its bitter warmth grounding me. I checked my email, my stomach tightening—only two new messages from SLS, a relief after yesterday’s flood. Logging in, I scanned them quickly. One guy hadn’t responded, another sent a grainy, full-frame dick pic that screamed disqualification, but the third—the masseuse, Jim—had written a thoughtful reply, complete with a face photo that matched his profile: rugged, kind eyes, a touch of gray at the temples. I showed Lucy, her fingers tapping nervously on the counter, her hair still damp from the shower, the faint scent of jasmine lingering. She studied his profile, her lips pursing, then nodded reluctantly. “Okay, let’s meet him,” she said, her voice cautious but curious.

I sent Jim a message, proposing Friday at 8 p.m. at The Well, our local dive bar with its sticky floors and dim neon glow, a neutral spot to test the chemistry. He agreed, and the plan was set. Friday arrived, and we were a mess of nerves, fussing around the house, wiping already-clean counters, rearranging coasters, the air thick with the scent of lemon cleaner and our unspoken anxiety. My stomach churned, a pit of doubt and anticipation. Spontaneous nights with James were one thing—familiar, safe—but this was deliberate, a calculated step to find a stranger to fuck my wife. Was I okay with that? Was I losing my mind? The questions gnawed at me, but backing out wasn’t an option—not now, not with the heat of our fantasies pulling us forward.

Lucy dressed to kill, a low-cut top hugging her curves, her small breasts teased by the deep neckline, a short skirt riding high on her thighs, offering a glimpse of what was on offer. She caught my eye in the mirror, a playful smirk betraying her nerves, her perfume a sharp floral note cutting through the room. I went conservative—jeans, a polo shirt, the fabric cool against my skin, grounding me as my heart raced. At The Well, we claimed a booth in the back, the cracked vinyl creaking under us, the jukebox humming a low country tune, its neon glow casting shadows across the scarred wooden table. I texted Jim our location, my fingers trembling, my mind a tangle of doubt. Was I less of a man for this? A cuck—a term I’d stumbled across in my late-night research, heavy with both stigma and allure? Would he even show? Reddit warned that 90% of first meetups flaked, ghosts vanishing into the digital ether.

A voice snapped me out of my spiral. “Jim,” he said, standing before us, his presence sudden, solid. I scrambled to my feet, feeling like an idiot for missing his entrance, my face flushing hot as I shook his outstretched hand, its grip firm, calloused. “Mike,” I said, gesturing to Lucy, “and this is Lucy.” She stood, and he hugged her, a brief but warm embrace, his cologne—woodsy, sharp—lingering in the air. He matched his photos, maybe a few pounds heavier, a touch older, but close enough, his hazel eyes crinkling with a disarming warmth. He’d brought his drink—a whiskey, amber in the dim light—easing the awkwardness of an offer to fetch one. He slid into the booth across from us, his 5’10” frame just as his profile claimed, taller than me but not towering, his presence confident but not overbearing.

“We’re new at this,” I blurted, my voice betraying my nerves, the words tumbling out as the jukebox shifted to a slower tune, its bass vibrating through the table. Lucy’s foot nudged mine under the booth, a subtle anchor.

Jim chuckled, a low, easy sound that cut through the tension. “Don’t worry,” he said, leaning back, his whiskey glass catching the neon’s glow. “I’ve done this a few times—not an expert, but enough to navigate. We’re just here to talk, get a feel for each other. No pressure, no commitments.” His calm grounded me, and I exhaled, the knot in my chest loosening slightly. I asked about him, craving context. He was 47, older than us, with two college-age kids, his voice softening as he mentioned them. A messy divorce a few years back had set him free, he said, to live his best life, no strings, just experiences. The bar’s hum faded as he spoke, his words painting a picture of a man at ease with his desires, a mirror to the path we were testing.

The Well’s dim neon glow buzzed overhead, casting a flickering blue-red haze across our booth, the cracked vinyl seats creaking as we shifted. The jukebox hummed a low, twangy tune, its bass vibrating through the scarred wooden table, sticky with years of spilled drinks. Lucy and I shared the basics—our jobs, our vibe, careful not to overshare—our voices soft against the bar’s chatter, the clink of glasses, and the faint scent of stale beer mingling with Jim’s woodsy cologne. Then we eased into why we were here, the real reason: finding a third to complete our fantasy.

“I liked your message,” Jim said, his voice warm as he sipped his Fat Tire, the amber liquid catching the neon’s glow in his glass. “I like a man who knows what he wants.” His eyes crinkled, a knowing edge to his smile.

I chuckled, leaning back, the vinyl cool against my back. “Tried the other way first,” I admitted, “posted we were looking for guys.” I shook my head, recalling the deluge. “Big mistake.”

Jim smirked, a low laugh rumbling. “Got the low-lifes from the whole damn county in your inbox, huh?” I nodded, laughing, the tension in my shoulders easing as the bar’s hum wrapped around us. Our drinks were running low, the ice in my whiskey clinking softly, Lucy’s wine glass nearly empty, its ruby sheen faded. We’d agreed on a signal—three thigh squeezes if she was uncomfortable, one if she was okay, a tip from my late-night dives into swinger forums. Her hand brushed my leg, a single, deliberate squeeze, her fingers warm through my jeans. I glanced at her, catching the spark in her eyes.

“Need another round?” I said, gesturing to Jim’s nearly empty glass, the foam clinging to its sides. “How about I hit the bar, let you two get better acquainted?” I held Lucy’s gaze, searching for any hesitation, but she winked, her lips curving into a subtle, confident smile, her floral perfume cutting through the bar’s stale air.

“Fat Tire for you?” I asked Jim, who nodded. I made my way to the bar, the wooden floor creaking under my boots, keeping our booth in my peripheral vision. My stomach churned, a knot of nerves and doubt. Was I an idiot, leaving my wife with a stranger? Was this cuckolding making me less of a man, or was I chasing a thrill that defined me? The questions swirled, but I pushed through, ordering another whiskey, a wine, and a Fat Tire, the bartender’s hands moving deftly, the clink of bottles sharp in my ears. I closed the tab, figuring if we hadn’t decided by the time these drinks were gone, we never would.

As I gathered the drinks, the cold glass chilling my palms, I glanced back—and froze. Lucy and Jim were kissing, right there in the booth, her lips pressed against his, their heads tilted in a slow, intimate dance. A wave of jealousy crashed through me, sharp and cold, but it was drowned by a surge of molten excitement, my cock twitching in my jeans. My wife was kissing another man in public, the neon light glinting off her low-cut top, her curves softly outlined. The risk—slim but real—that someone we knew might see sent a bolt of electricity through me, my skin prickling, my breath catching. I’d never been so turned on. I stalled, pretending to adjust the drinks, the condensation slick under my fingers, just to watch. Thirty seconds stretched, and then Jim’s hand slid up, cupping her breast, his fingers grazing the fabric of her top. The warmth in my gut flared hotter, the sight of his touch on her—bold, public—outweighing any flicker of weakness or envy, fueling a desire so intense it threatened to consume me.

I couldn’t stall any longer, the cold condensation of the drinks—whiskey, wine, and a Fat Tire—slipping under my fingers as I wove through The Well’s crowded floor, the creak of worn wood under my boots drowned by the jukebox’s low, twangy croon. The neon glow bathed the booth in a flickering red-blue haze, and there they were, still locked in a kiss, Lucy’s lips pressed against Jim’s, her head tilted in a slow, intimate dance. She glanced up as I approached, her eyes wide with a flicker of guilt, her lips glistening in the dim light. “He asked if he could kiss me,” she said, her voice soft, nervous, as if she’d crossed a line. “I almost said no, but… I thought you’d probably be okay with it.” Her fingers twisted around her wine glass, the ruby liquid catching the neon’s flicker, betraying her unease.

“I’m totally okay with it,” I said, setting the drinks down with a soft clink, the table’s scarred surface cool against my knuckles. I leaned in, kissing her deeply, tasting the faint sweetness of her wine and catching a sharp whiff of Jim’s cologne—peppery, unmistakably masculine—lingering on her skin. To anyone watching, our table was a puzzle: two men kissing the same woman, no chaste pecks but hungry, claiming presses of lips that screamed anything but platonic. The thought sent a thrill through me, my cock straining painfully against my jeans.

“I guess we’re getting acquainted,” I said, sliding into the booth, the cracked vinyl creaking under me. Jim shifted closer to Lucy, joining her on her bench, their thighs brushing as he leaned in for another kiss. Up close, it was electrifying—her lips parting for his, her hand sliding up his chest, fingers tracing the fabric of his shirt before slipping beneath to graze his bare skin, a soft rustle of cloth in the bar’s hum. I was mesmerized, my nerves alight, my erection throbbing with a heat that matched the warm flush spreading through my gut. Watching my wife make out with a stranger, her touch bold and unapologetic, was a turn-on I hadn’t anticipated, far outweighing the fleeting sting of jealousy.

They parted after a minute, her breath shallow, her cheeks flushed under the neon glow. “So, what now?” I asked, my voice low, the question heavy with possibility. We’d agreed this would be a meet-and-greet, nothing more, but the night was racing past our rules, the air thick with unspoken desires. I teetered on the edge of breaking our pact, but Lucy beat me to it.

“We’d love to continue the night,” she said, her voice steady, speaking for us both, her eyes catching mine with a spark of confidence tinged with nerves. Jim glanced at me, catching the flicker of hesitation in my expression, his hazel eyes calm but perceptive.

“Look,” he said, leaning forward, his whiskey glass empty save for a sheen of amber. “I get it—it’s nerve-wracking inviting a stranger back. Here’s my driver’s license.” He slid it across the table, the plastic glinting under the neon. “Take a photo. I’ll step out to my car, give you ten minutes to talk. If I don’t get a text, no harm done—we can meet again or not. If you do text, I promise I’ll respect your rules, whatever they are.” His voice was steady, reassuring, cutting through the bar’s chatter like a lifeline.

He downed the last of his beer, the glass thudding softly on the table, and stood, weaving through the crowd toward the exit, his silhouette fading into the neon haze. The jukebox shifted to a slower tune, its bass vibrating through the booth, leaving us alone with the weight of our decision, the air thick with the scent of beer, perfume, and possibility.

The air in The Well’s booth felt heavy, the neon glow flickering across the scarred table, the faint clink of empty glasses and the jukebox’s fading twang underscoring the weight of our decision. My stomach churned, a tangle of fear and exhilaration. “What are we doing?” I asked, my voice low, barely audible over the bar’s hum. “Are we really inviting a stranger back?” The thought was a double-edged blade—terrifying, thrilling, my cock twitching even as my nerves frayed.

Lucy leaned closer, her floral perfume cutting through the stale beer scent, her low-cut top catching the light, her eyes steady but warm. “He seems nice,” she said, her voice calm, reassuring. “And we know who he is.” Her hand brushed mine, a subtle anchor, her fingers warm against my knuckles. I teetered, my mind racing—Jim’s driver’s license photo burned in my memory, his calm demeanor a lifeline—but the leap felt monumental.

“Okay,” I said, exhaling, the decision locking into place like a key in a tumbler. “Let’s do this.” Good or bad, I couldn’t tell, but the die was cast. I pulled out my phone, the screen’s glow stark in the dim bar, and texted Jim our address, adding, Park down the street—neighbors. My fingers trembled, the weight of it sinking in as we gathered our things, the vinyl booth creaking as we stood.

Outside, the night air was crisp, biting at my skin as we passed Jim’s car, parked discreetly a block away as requested, its dark shape blending into the shadows of the quiet street. Lucy shrugged off her jacket, the fabric rustling softly, her skirt riding high as she moved, confidence in every step. I texted Jim, Coast clear, my heart pounding, my stomach roiling like a storm-tossed sea. Lucy glanced back, her lips curving into a teasing smile. “I’m going upstairs to get more comfortable,” she said, her voice low, suggestive, as she climbed the stairs, her footsteps soft on the hardwood.

I waited downstairs, the living room dim, the faint hum of the fridge and the distant chirp of crickets outside filling the silence. My nerves were electric, every creak of the house amplifying my anticipation. This was beyond anything I’d imagined—James was familiar, a friend, but Jim was a stranger, and soon we’d both be fucking my wife. A knock at the door jolted me, sharp and quick. I opened it, and there was Jim, his presence solid, real. I led him upstairs, the stairs creaking under our weight, the bathroom light spilling a warm glow into the hall. It was just us now, two guys standing awkwardly, the air thick with the unspoken reality of what was coming. I shifted, unsure, my jeans tight against my growing erection.

Jim took the lead, stripping off his shirt, the fabric rustling as it hit the floor, followed by his jeans and socks, revealing a physique more built than mine, his muscles defined despite a slight belly softening the edges. The bulge in his shorts was unmistakable, prominent, and my mind raced—How big is this guy?—a mix of curiosity and unease flickering as I stood, still clothed, the room’s silence broken only by the faint hum of the mood lamp flickering to life in the bedroom beyond.

The upstairs hallway felt like a pressure cooker, the air thick with anticipation, the faint hum of the mood lamp spilling from the bedroom, casting a warm, crimson glow that flickered across the hardwood floor. Jim stood near me, shirtless, his jeans and socks discarded, his muscular frame etched with shadows, the prominent bulge in his shorts a silent question mark that quickened my pulse. My own jeans clung tight to my erection, my nerves electric with a cocktail of excitement and unease. What was I doing, inviting a stranger to share my wife? The question gnawed, but the fire in my veins—fueled by the memory of Lucy’s bold kiss with Jim at the bar—kept me rooted, eager for what came next.

The bathroom door creaked open, a soft groan of hinges slicing through the silence, and Lucy stepped out, stealing the breath from both of us. She was a vision, radiant and commanding, her presence filling the hallway like a spark igniting dry tinder. Her high heels clicked sharply on the floor, black patent leather gleaming, elongating her toned legs, which were sheathed in sheer hold-up stockings, their delicate lace tops gripping her thighs with a teasing promise. A black lace thong hugged her hips, the thin fabric barely concealing the smooth curve of her waxed pussy, its outline a provocative whisper under the dim light. A half-bustier cinched her waist, pushing her small, perfect breasts upward, the black lace straining against her skin, her nipples faintly visible through the sheer fabric, hardening under our gazes. Her hair cascaded in loose waves, catching the crimson glow, and her eyes sparkled with a mix of confidence and mischief, her floral perfume cutting through the air, sharp and intoxicating.

Jim moved first, drawn to her like a magnet, his bare feet silent on the hardwood as he closed the distance. He took her in his arms, his broad hands enveloping her waist, pulling her close as he kissed her deeply, full on the lips, their mouths melding in a hungry, unapologetic dance. Lucy leaned into him, her body yielding yet powerful, her hands roaming his back, fingers tracing the taut muscles beneath his skin, pulling him tighter against her. I stood to the side, my heart pounding, my cock throbbing painfully in my jeans as I watched. Jim’s hands slid upward, cupping her breasts through the thin lace of her bustier, his large fingers kneading her flesh, thumbs brushing her nipples, coaxing a soft moan from her lips—a sound that vibrated through the air, raw and needy, sending a jolt of heat through me. The scent of his peppery cologne mingled with her floral notes, a heady mix that thickened the atmosphere, the red light casting their entwined bodies in a sultry, surreal glow.

Then Lucy moved, her heels clicking softly as she sank to her knees with a grace that was both deliberate and mesmerizing, her toned legs splaying out behind her, the stockings shimmering like liquid silk against her skin. The sight was magnificent—her body poised, powerful, yet submissive in its offering, the bustier’s lace framing her curves, her thong a delicate scrap that left her ass exposed, the smooth skin glowing under the crimson light. She reached for Jim’s shorts, her fingers deft and confident, hooking into the waistband and dragging them down with a slow, deliberate pull, the fabric rasping softly as it slid over his hips. His cock sprang free, and my breath caught, a mix of awe and apprehension tightening my chest.

It was big—impressive, commanding attention. Not monstrous, but formidable, matching my girth but closer to James’s length, maybe seven inches, thick and veined, with a slight upward curve that promised intensity. The head was broad, flushed a deep pink, glistening faintly with pre-cum in the dim light, and it was only half-hard, its potential still unfolding, a threat and a thrill all at once. Lucy let out a soft gasp, her lips parting, her eyes widening with a mix of surprise and hunger as she took in its size, the sheer weight of it visible in its slow, heavy sway. It wasn’t as massive as I’d feared, but it was nothing to dismiss—a cock that could stretch her, fill her in ways that would make our airtight plans both challenging and electrifying. My own erection pulsed, the sight of her poised before it, ready to claim it, sending a surge of arousal through me that drowned out any flicker of doubt.

She leaned closer, her breath warm against his skin, her hands steady as they rested on his thighs, the coarse hair under her fingers a stark contrast to her smooth, manicured nails. The air was thick with the scents of sweat, cologne, and the faint tang of arousal, the mood lamp’s red glow painting their bodies in a surreal tableau, the distant hum of the house’s silence amplifying every sound—her soft gasp, the rustle of fabric, the faint creak of the floor beneath my feet as I shifted, unable to look away. My mind raced with the possibilities, the reality of her on her knees before a stranger’s impressive cock a visceral reminder of the boundaries we were shattering, her confidence and desire a beacon pulling us deeper into this uncharted territory.


Chapter 6

The bedroom was a crucible of heat and shadow, the crimson mood lamp casting a sultry glow across the rumpled sheets, its red haze mingling with slivers of moonlight that slipped through the curtains, painting Lucy’s skin in a soft, otherworldly shimmer. The air was thick with the scents of her floral perfume, Jim’s peppery cologne, and the faint musk of arousal, the distant hum of the house’s silence amplifying every sound—the creak of the hardwood under my feet, the soft rustle of Lucy’s lace thong as she shifted on her knees, the faint clack of her high heels against the floor. My jeans lay discarded, my erection throbbing in the open air, but all eyes were on Lucy, poised like a goddess before Jim, her small, manicured hand wrapping around his formidable cock.

It was a striking sight, almost preposterous—his thick, veined length dwarfing her delicate fingers, the contrast stark and electrifying. His cock was impressive, matching my girth but stretching to James’s length, at least seven inches, its broad, flushed head glistening with a bead of pre-cum that caught the crimson light like a jewel. It was only half-hard, its weight heavy in her hand, promising even more as it swelled, a challenge that made my pulse race with a mix of awe and anticipation. Lucy, undeterred, leaned forward, her breath warm and teasing as she gave it a tentative lick, her tongue flicking across the sensitive tip, tasting him. Jim let out a low, rumbling groan, the sound vibrating through the room, and I seized the moment to shed my shorts, the fabric rasping as it slid down my thighs, revealing my own cock—closer to average, five and a half inches of familiar thickness, but no match for Jim’s commanding presence. I was riveted, my body tingling with curiosity: how much could she handle?

Jim’s hand moved to the back of her head, his large fingers threading gently through her dark waves, not pushing but guiding, a subtle assertion of intent. Lucy opened her mouth wider, her jaw stretching to its limit, her lips parting to envelop the broad head, her tongue swirling briefly before she pushed forward. A third of his length disappeared into her warm, wet mouth, her cheeks hollowing with effort, the sight sending a jolt of heat through me. My cock twitched, painfully hard, as I stood frozen, three feet away in our own bedroom, a married man watching my wife take on a stranger’s massive cock with a determination that was both submissive and powerful.

She pulled back slowly, his glistening head emerging from her lips, a thin strand of saliva stretching between them, shimmering like a delicate thread in the red light before snapping. I paused, my breath catching, reveling in the surreal, almost absurd reality—here I was, naked, my wife sword-swallowing a cock that dwarfed my own, her confidence and hunger rewriting every rule we’d ever known. She leaned in again, emboldened, taking him deeper, halfway down now, her lips stretching taut, her throat working to accommodate his size. The wet, rhythmic slurp of her mouth filled the air, mingling with the faint creak of the bed as Jim shifted, his muscles tensing under his skin.

“Good girl,” Jim murmured, his voice a low, approving growl, his hand applying a gentle pressure to her head, encouraging her further. Lucy gagged softly, a muffled sound that sent a thrill through me, but she pressed on, her determination unwavering as she took three-quarters of his length, her eyes watering slightly, her lips trembling around him. Finally, he eased his grip, letting her pull back, her breath ragged as she settled onto her haunches, her stockings shimmering against her toned legs, her half-bustier straining against her heaving chest, her nipples hard beneath the lace.

“I don’t think I can get that monster all the way down,” she said, her voice husky, a mix of challenge and awe, her lips glistening with saliva and pre-cum, her eyes flicking between Jim and me, a playful spark dancing in them.

“You will,” Jim said, his tone confident, almost commanding, a promise that hung heavy in the air. “Before the night’s over.” I believed him, the certainty in his voice stoking the fire in my gut, my cock throbbing at the thought of her conquering his size, pushing her limits in this shared dance of desire.

Lucy turned from Jim, her high heels clicking softly as she stepped toward me, her black lace bustier straining against her curves, her stockings shimmering like liquid silk. She rose, pressing her lips to mine, and I tasted the musky, tart edge of Jim on her, a sharp reminder of his cock in her mouth moments ago. The flavor sent a jolt through me, my cock swelling painfully, throbbing in the warm air as her kiss deepened, her tongue teasing mine with a hungry edge.

She sank to her knees again, her movements fluid and deliberate, her toned legs splaying behind her, the lace tops of her stockings biting into her thighs. Her small hand wrapped around my cock, her fingers warm and sure, guiding me to her lips. With ease, she took my full length—five and a half inches, thick but familiar—her warm mouth enveloping me, her throat tightening in a delicious squeeze that made my knees weak. She bobbed up and down, her lips sliding along my shaft, her tongue swirling, her hand stroking in sync, the wet, rhythmic slurp filling the room. The sensation was overwhelming, her heat and skill pushing me to the edge, and I gripped the bedpost, the polished wood cool under my palm, fighting the urge to cum right then, my breath ragged in the crimson-lit air.

“Let’s move this to the bed,” Jim said, his voice a low rumble as he reached for Lucy from behind, his large hands grazing her hips, his bare chest gleaming with a faint sheen of sweat. I had no objections—my mind was ablaze with the need to see her take his massive cock, that formidable length that had already stretched her mouth to its limits. As Lucy stood, her heels clicking softly, I reached out, my fingers deftly unclipping her bustier, the lace parting with a faint snap to reveal her pert breasts, proud and perfect on her chest. She always wished they were bigger, but to me, they were flawless—small, firm, her nipples hardening under the red light, begging for touch. She sank onto the bed, the mattress creaking softly, her body a vision against the white sheets, her stockings framing her thighs, her thong a delicate scrap barely concealing her.

Jim moved between her legs, his hands roaming up her stomach, fingers tracing the smooth plane of her skin before cupping her breasts, kneading them gently, his thumbs brushing her nipples until she moaned, a soft, needy sound that cut through the air. He hooked his fingers into the straps of her thong, pulling it down slowly, the lace rasping against her hips as it slid over her stockings, revealing her smooth, waxed pussy, glistening with her arousal in the crimson glow. He let out a low moan, his eyes darkening with hunger as he spread her legs, her warm center opening under his gaze, her clit a shy pearl nestled above her slick folds. He buried his face there, his tongue sweeping up her slit in a slow, deliberate stroke, lingering on her clit, coaxing a sharp gasp from her lips that sent a fresh surge of heat through me.

Lucy reached for me, her hand wrapping around my cock, pulling me toward her with a commanding tug. I stepped closer, and she took me into her mouth again, her lips enveloping me fully, her throat tight and warm, the sensation amplified by the sight of Jim’s head between her thighs, his tongue working her with relentless precision. The air was thick with the sounds of wet licks, soft moans, and the faint creak of the bed, the scents of her arousal and his cologne swirling around us. My cock pulsed in her mouth, the view—her lips stretched around me, Jim’s face buried in her pussy—pushing me to the edge of control.

After a few minutes, I pulled back, my voice rough with desire. “I want to see you fuck her.” I reached for the condom box, then froze, realizing our standard size wouldn’t come close to fitting Jim’s impressive cock—seven inches, thick and veined, its broad, flushed head still glistening with her saliva, now fully hard and daunting in its size. I made a mental note to stock up on larger sizes, my mind racing with the logistics of this new reality. Fortunately, Jim was prepared, pulling a box of Magnum XXL from a small bag he’d brought, the foil glinting in the red light as he tore it open. I suspected this wasn’t his first time navigating this issue, his confidence a quiet reassurance. He rolled the condom down his phallus, the latex stretching taut over his length, accentuating its curve and girth, a sight that made my pulse pound. This was it—the moment I’d been craving, dreading, craving again. He was about to fuck her, stuffing that massive cock into my wife’s tight pussy. I eased out of her mouth, my cock slick with her saliva, and moved closer, my breath shallow, craving a front-row seat to this taboo spectacle.

“Lube,” Lucy gasped, her voice a husky command cutting through the crimson-lit bedroom, the air thick with the mingled scents of her floral perfume, Jim’s peppery cologne, and the musky tang of arousal. She was right—Jim’s massive cock, seven inches of thick, veined power, its broad, flushed head glistening with pre-cum in the red glow of the mood lamp, wasn’t going anywhere near her tight pussy without help. I grabbed the bottle, its cool glass slick in my palm, and squirted a generous stream onto her, the silky liquid dripping down her smooth, waxed lips, catching the light as it coated her entrance. My hands trembled, not from doubt but from the raw intensity of the moment, my cock throbbing painfully in the warm air, my eyes locked on the scene unfolding before me.

Jim positioned himself, his large hands steadying her hips, the muscles in his arms flexing as he lined up his formidable length with her pussy, its delicate folds looking impossibly small against his girth. He pushed forward, slow and deliberate, the broad head splitting her smooth lips apart, stretching her with a relentless pressure. Lucy gasped, her breath catching, her body tensing as her tunnel widened to embrace him, the slick lube easing his entry. The sight was mesmerizing—his cock parting her flesh, her lips clinging to him, glistening in the crimson light. Jim pulled back, and I squirted more lube where their bodies joined, the liquid shimmering as it coated his shaft, dripping onto the sheets below. He thrust again, sinking halfway in, his length pulsing visibly, and to my astonishment, Lucy began pushing back, grinding against him, her moans rising in a crescendo of desire, each sound a raw, needy plea that set my nerves ablaze.

Millimeter by millimeter, his cock disappeared deeper, until she’d taken three-quarters of his length, her pussy stretched taut around him, her body trembling with effort and pleasure. The air was alive with the wet, rhythmic sounds of their joining, the faint creak of the mattress beneath her knees, and her high-pitched moans, mingling with the distant hum of Massive Attack’s “Teardrop” filtering through the room. She paused, her breath ragged, signaling her limit, and Jim respected it, halting briefly before beginning to saw in and out, his cock pulsing as it moved, parting her walls with each deliberate thrust. I was transfixed, my eyes locked on the sight—his massive cock, veined and glistening, sliding in and out of her, her folds yielding and clinging with each stroke, a dance of raw intimacy that made my cock ache with need.

Instinctively, I leaned down, my tongue flicking out to taste her clit, the tangy sweetness of her arousal flooding my senses. Jim’s thrusts continued, his cock brushing close to my face, the heat of it radiating against my skin, but I stayed focused on her, licking her clit with steady, teasing strokes, savoring her gasps. The sensation wasn’t repulsive—it was electric, the closeness of their bodies amplifying my arousal, though my mind briefly wandered to the thought of tasting him, a fleeting curiosity I pushed aside for later. Within minutes, Lucy’s gasps turned frantic, her legs wobbling, her body contracting as she neared the edge. I reached up, seizing a nipple between my fingers, squeezing hard, the pressure drawing a sharp moan. It sent her over, her entire body convulsing in a massive orgasm, her pussy and thighs trembling violently, a gush of her cum coating my chin and lips as she wailed, the sound echoing in the crimson-lit room. Her climax stretched on, her body shuddering for what felt like an eternity before she stilled, spent and breathless.

Jim eased out gently, peeling off the condom with a soft snap, his cock still hard, its broad head flushed and glistening. Lucy’s breathing was ragged, her chest heaving, her skin slick with sweat and arousal, signaling she needed a moment to recover. Jim stepped back, his hand wrapping around his own cock, stroking slowly over her, his fingers gliding along the veined length, the motion deliberate, almost performative, as he stood above her prone form. His cock, still daunting in its size, pulsed in his grip, the crimson light catching the sheen of lube and pre-cum, a vision that sent a fresh jolt through me. Lucy lay back, her stockings shimmering, her thong discarded, her breasts rising and falling, watching him with a mix of awe and satisfaction.

“Is this okay?” I asked, my voice low, checking in as I leaned over her, my lips brushing her sweat-damp forehead, tasting the salt of her exertion.

“Yeah,” Jim said, his voice rough with arousal, his hand still moving, slow and steady. “Feels great.” His strokes were hypnotic, the air thick with the soft, rhythmic sound of skin on skin, his cock a commanding presence hovering over her, a promise of what was still to come.

Lucy lay back on the bed, her body still trembling from her orgasm, her skin glistening with sweat and arousal under the crimson glow of the mood lamp, the faint moonlight filtering through the curtains casting silver streaks across her curves. Her black stockings shimmered, the lace tops biting into her thighs, her discarded thong a dark scrap on the floor, her small, perfect breasts rising and falling with each ragged breath. The air was thick with the scents of her floral perfume, Jim’s peppery cologne, and the musky tang of their combined arousal, the faint hum of Massive Attack’s “Teardrop” weaving through the room, a sultry pulse that matched the rhythm of my racing heart. Jim stood over her, his hand wrapped around his massive cock—seven inches, thick and veined, its broad, flushed head glistening with lube and pre-cum in the red light. His slow, deliberate strokes were hypnotic, the soft, rhythmic sound of skin on skin filling the space, his length pulsing with a commanding presence that made my own cock throb painfully in the warm air.

I knelt beside Lucy, my fingers tracing the smooth, sweat-damp curve of her stomach, my lips finding her neck, kissing the pulse point where her heartbeat fluttered, tasting the salt of her skin. She moaned softly, her hand reaching for me, her fingers wrapping around my cock, stroking with a teasing pressure that sent sparks up my spine. I leaned down, my tongue flicking across her clit, still swollen and slick from her climax, the tangy sweetness of her juices flooding my senses. Her hips bucked slightly, urging me on, her moans rising as I worked her with slow, deliberate licks, my hands cupping her breasts, thumbs brushing her hardened nipples through the crimson haze. The sight of Jim stroking himself above her, his cock looming large, its veined length a stark contrast to her delicate frame, was intoxicating, amplifying the heat coursing through me. My mind flickered with a hint of jealousy about his size, but I stayed focused on Lucy, her pleasure the center of this moment, her body a canvas for our shared desire.

“I’m getting close,” Jim said after a few minutes, his voice rough, strained, his hand moving faster, the slick sound of his strokes quickening. His words broke through the haze, his cock pulsing visibly, the broad head flushed darker, a bead of pre-cum catching the red light like a jewel.

“What’s the cumming etiquette?” he asked, a question so unexpected it almost made me laugh, his tone earnest yet laced with humor, a sentence I never thought I’d hear from another man. The air crackled with anticipation, the mattress creaking softly as Lucy shifted, her eyes glinting with mischief.

“Cum on my face while he fucks me,” she purred, her voice a sultry command, her gaze flicking to me with a knowing smile. “It’s Mike’s favorite.” Her words sent a jolt through me, my cock twitching at the thought of her face painted with Jim’s release while I claimed her, the ultimate cuckolding fantasy unfolding in our bed. She leaned back, her legs spreading wider, inviting me to take her, her pussy glistening in the crimson light, ready for me to fill her.

“Okay,” Jim said, his voice a low, commanding rumble, “why don’t you turn over?” He moved with a quiet confidence, his large hands gripping Lucy’s hips, flipping her with an ease that made her seem weightless, her body yielding to his touch. He positioned her head at the edge of the bed, her dark hair spilling over the side like a cascade of ink, catching the crimson glow of the mood lamp. The air was thick with the scents of her floral perfume, Jim’s peppery cologne, and the primal musk of arousal, the faint pulse of Massive Attack’s “Teardrop” weaving through the room, a sultry rhythm that matched the pounding of my heart. I thought back to Jim’s earlier promise—that Lucy would take his full length before the night ended—and a surge of excitement coursed through me, my cock throbbing painfully in the warm, heavy air.

Lucy opened her mouth wide, her lips parting in a bold invitation, her eyes glinting with determination and desire. Jim thrust forward, his massive cock—seven inches of thick, veined power, its broad, flushed head glistening with pre-cum—sliding into her mouth, stretching her jaw to its limit. Half his length disappeared on the first push, her throat expanding visibly, a subtle bulge that was both obscene and mesmerizing in the red light. She gagged softly, a wet, muffled sound that sent a jolt through me, but her resolve held, her lips working to take him deeper as he sawed back and forth, the slick, rhythmic slurp filling the room, mingling with the creak of the mattress beneath her knees. Her stockings shimmered, the lace tops biting into her thighs, her bare pussy glistening from her earlier orgasm, a vision of raw surrender and power.

I knelt behind her, my hands trembling as I lined my more modest cock—five and a half inches, thick but familiar—up with her entrance, her pussy warm and slick, inviting me in. I pushed gently, sinking into her tight heat, her walls clenching around me as I began to thrust, the wet sounds of our connection blending with her muffled moans. We were spit-roasting her again, her body caught between us, a perfect, primal dance. “Good girl,” Jim said, his voice low, almost paternal, a strange contrast to the intensity of the moment, but I let it slide, too consumed by the sight of his cock stretching her throat, her lips straining to accommodate his girth.

Jim was three-quarters in now, his hands tangling in her hair, using her body as leverage to push deeper, his cock pulsing as he drove forward. I didn’t think she could take it all—his length was daunting, a challenge that seemed impossible—but then he gripped her breasts, his fingers sinking into her pert flesh, and thrust until her lips met the base of his cock, her throat bulging obscenely, a sight that sent a white-hot surge through me. I pounded harder, my own climax building, the heat of her pussy and the vision of her taking him fully pushing me to the edge.

Jim roared, “I’m cumming,” his voice a primal growl as he pulled his thick cock from her mouth, the slick head glistening with her saliva. Lucy opened her mouth wide, her tongue outstretched, ready to receive him. He stroked himself—once, twice, a third time—and erupted, his load massive, a testament to either his natural capacity or deliberate buildup. The first spurt arced over her head, splattering her hair and back in thick, white streaks, glistening in the crimson light. He redirected, painting her right cheek, then her left, his cum coating her forehead, dripping into her hair, a final pulse landing on her chin and tongue. She held still, her face a canvas of his release, her eyes half-closed, savoring the moment.

The sight was too much for me. I withdrew from her pussy, my cock slick with her juices, and added my load to his, aiming for the untouched parts of her face, determined to blanket her completely. My first jet hit her forehead, mingling with his, dripping down her nose; two more coated her cheeks, then her chin, seven spurts in all, until her face was plastered, a shimmering mask of our combined cum. Her hair was matted, both eyes glued shut, the red light catching the wet sheen, making her look both vulnerable and radiant.

“You look so beautiful,” I murmured, leaning down to kiss her, tasting the salty, primal mix of our juices on her lips, her breath warm and ragged against mine. Lucy reached up, her fingers brushing her cum-covered face, smearing it deliberately, a bold, unapologetic act that sent a fresh jolt through me. She turned to Jim, her lips finding his cock, licking the last drops of his release with slow, deliberate strokes, her tongue swirling around the broad head, cleaning him with a reverence that made my cock twitch despite my exhaustion.

“Man,” I said, collapsing back onto the bed, the sheets cool and damp beneath me, “that was incredible. Think he’ll do?”

Lucy laughed, a rich, throaty sound that filled the room, her fingers still tracing her face, wiping some of the cum away, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Oh, yeah,” she said, her voice husky with satisfaction. “But we might need to wait a bit—I’m gonna be sore for a week.”

The bedroom was a cocoon of warmth and shadow, the crimson mood lamp casting a sultry glow across the rumpled sheets, their damp surface clinging to our skin, still slick with sweat and the musky scent of our exertion. The faint pulse of Massive Attack’s “Teardrop” lingered in the air, a low hum that seemed to echo the rhythm of our slowing breaths. Lucy lay against me, her body soft and spent, her face and hair streaked with the glistening remnants of our cum, her small, perfect breasts rising and falling with each breath, the red light catching the faint sheen on her skin. The air was thick with the mingled scents of her floral perfume, Jim’s fading peppery cologne, and the primal tang of arousal, a heady reminder of the night’s intensity.

I slipped from the bed, the hardwood cool under my bare feet, and padded to the bathroom, the tiles slick and cold as I ran warm water over a stack of plush towels, their fibers soft but heavy with dampness. The faucet’s steady drip and the faint creak of the house settled around me, grounding the surreal haze of what we’d done. Returning to Lucy, I knelt beside her, gently wiping the towels across her face, the warm cloth gliding over her cum-streaked cheeks, her forehead, her chin, carefully clearing the sticky film that had sealed her eyes shut. She sighed, a soft, contented sound, leaning into my touch, her skin flushed and warm beneath my fingers. I moved to her breasts, the cloth tracing the curves where our combined release had dripped, her nipples still sensitive, hardening slightly under the gentle pressure. Her hair, matted with cum, was a lost cause—tangled strands catching the red light, a task for the shower later. I didn’t rush, savoring the intimacy of caring for her, the act a tender counterpoint to the raw passion we’d shared.

Halfway through, I glanced up, expecting to see Jim, but the room was still, the space where he’d stood now empty. He must have let himself out, his departure silent, leaving only the echo of his presence in the air. The bed creaked softly as Lucy shifted, curling closer to me, her body warm and pliant against mine. I wrapped my arms around her, our skin sticking slightly, the sheets cool beneath us, and we lay there, embracing in the quiet aftermath, the crimson light painting us in a soft, surreal glow. Her breath was steady now, her heartbeat a faint pulse against my chest, and for a moment, it was just us, the world reduced to the haven of our bed, the sacred space we’d opened to another and yet reclaimed in this tender moment.

My phone buzzed on the bedside table, its screen glowing faintly, cutting through the haze. I reached for it, the cool metal a stark contrast to the warmth of Lucy’s skin, and saw a message from Jim: Thanks for the amazing time; I hope we can do it again. His words sparked a thrill, a mix of satisfaction and anticipation, my mind already racing to the next possibility. I hoped so too, but a new question loomed—how would we bring Jim into the fold with James? The thought was both daunting and exhilarating, the logistics of blending our trusted friend with this new, potent stranger stirring a fresh wave of curiosity. Lucy stirred, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my chest, her eyes catching mine, a silent question in her gaze, as if she too was pondering the path ahead, the boundaries we’d continue to push in this uncharted dance of desire.


Chapter 7

The morning sun spilled through the kitchen window, casting a warm golden glow across the granite counter, the faint aroma of fresh coffee mingling with the lingering scent of last night’s jasmine from Lucy’s perfume, still clinging to my skin. I leaned against the counter, the cool surface grounding me as I sipped my brew, the bitter warmth steadying my nerves. My phone sat beside my mug, its screen dark but heavy with possibility. The memory of Lucy’s cum-streaked face, her bold surrender, and Jim’s message—Thanks for the amazing time; I hope we can do it again—burned in my mind, fueling a restless anticipation. I opened my texts, my fingers hovering over the screen, and typed to James: Remember what Lucy said about being airtight? I think we found someone.

I set the phone down, the clink of it against the counter sharp in the quiet morning, and waited, my pulse quickening. James was a sure bet—how often does a guy get to fuck another man’s wife with no strings, no fallout? His reply pinged within minutes, the notification buzzing through the stillness: Are you serious? I’m down; when and where? A grin tugged at my lips, the thrill of his eagerness sparking a heat in my gut, my cock twitching at the thought of what was coming.

The where was a no-brainer—our place, our marital bed, its familiar sheets and creaking frame a sacred space we’d already defiled with James, the taboo of it adding a delicious edge of naughtiness. The when was trickier. Jim’s schedule was an unknown, but as a single guy with no obligations, I figured he’d be flexible. I typed back to James, my fingers steady despite the excitement humming through me: This weekend, at our place? I think we need to practice first, though.

His reply was almost instant: Practice? I could picture his raised eyebrow, the grin spreading across his face.

Well, we didn’t do a full DP last time; it was just a toy. Jim’s cock is pretty big, so he gets her mouth or pussy, but I figured we should have one more go with the three of us to make sure we’re comfortable. How about Wednesday at ours, then Saturday at eight for the real thing? My thumb hovered over the send button, the weight of orchestrating this—two men, one stranger, one friend, to fulfill Lucy’s airtight fantasy—settling over me like a warm, heavy blanket. I hit send, the soft chime of the message cutting through the kitchen’s quiet.

James’s response was immediate, no hesitation: Deal. I could feel his enthusiasm through the screen, a mirror to my own, the anticipation of Lucy’s body stretched between us, filled in every way, sending a fresh jolt through me.

I opened a new message to Jim, my fingers trembling slightly as I typed: You free Saturday at 8? Our place. No swimsuit needed. The words felt bold, a direct invitation to dive deeper into this uncharted territory, the memory of his massive cock—seven inches, thick and veined, stretching Lucy’s mouth—flashing in my mind. I hit send, the phone’s buzz a quiet promise in the morning light, the coffee’s steam curling upward as I leaned back, my heart pounding with the weight of what we were planning. The kitchen clock ticked softly, the house still save for the faint creak of Lucy moving upstairs, her presence a silent anchor as we edged closer to making her boldest fantasy real.

The late morning sun streamed through the bedroom window, casting golden streaks across the hardwood floor, the faint scent of coffee lingering from the kitchen below, mingling with the warm, musky air of our intimate space. Lucy burst through the door, fresh from her gym session, her skin glistening with a sweet sheen of sweat, her tight leggings hugging her curves, her sports bra accentuating her small, perfect breasts. Her hair was pulled back in a messy bun, damp strands clinging to her neck, and her floral perfume, now mixed with the salty tang of exertion, hit me like a spark. I couldn’t resist, pulling her close, my hands sliding up the smooth, slick plane of her stomach, feeling the heat of her workout radiating beneath my fingers. As I tugged her top up and off, the fabric rustling softly, her breasts bounced free, her nipples hardening in the cool air. I cupped them, my thumbs brushing their sensitive peaks, and began explaining the plan, my voice low, tinged with excitement.

“I texted James about the airtight idea,” I said, my hands kneading her flesh, savoring the way her body leaned into mine, her breath hitching slightly. “He’s in—Wednesday for a practice with just the three of us, then Saturday with Jim for the real thing.” I felt a subtle relaxation in her posture, a release of tension, as if the structured plan grounded her. Demanding a third cock in the heat of a threesome, fueled by wine and lust, was one thing—sober in the stark light of day, it carried a weightier edge, and I sensed her relief at the gradual approach.

“Well, that gives me an idea,” she purred, her voice a sultry tease, her eyes glinting with mischief as she pulled back, her sweat-slick skin slipping from my grasp. “Hold that thought—I need a shower.” I groaned, a playful grumpiness settling in. Our late-morning reconnection sex after her gym sessions was a ritual, a chance to relive the previous night’s debauchery, casting our videos onto the bedroom TV, the images of her cum-streaked face and writhing body fueling our passion. Her detour to the shower threw me, but I let her go, the sound of running water echoing faintly as I flopped onto the bed, the sheets cool and crisp beneath me.

I grabbed the remote, casting one of our videos to the TV, the screen flickering to life with images of Lucy, her face painted with our cum, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction under the hot tub’s lanterns. The memory sent a jolt through me, my cock stirring as I leaned back, the headboard creaking softly. She took longer than usual, the shower’s hum stretching on, steam curling from the bathroom door, carrying the faint scent of her jasmine body wash. When she emerged, wrapped in a plush white towel, her skin flushed and glowing, she caught sight of the TV and grinned. “Oh yeah, I like this one,” she said, her voice low, teasing. “It’s hot. I loved when you both painted my face.”

She dropped the towel, revealing her naked body, her small breasts proud, her nipples hard, her waxed pussy glistening faintly in the sunlight. She mounted me, her thighs straddling mine, her breasts pressing into my chest, their warmth sending a shiver through me as she leaned in for a kiss, her lips soft and warm, tasting of mint and desire. “So, what’s this surprise, then?” I murmured, my hands finding her nipples, pinching gently, craving more than just her shower-fresh skin. I loved fucking her post-gym, her sweat mixed with the faint musk of another man from the night before, a naughty reminder of our shared taboo.

In response, she took my hand from her breast, guiding it downward with a deliberate slowness, her eyes locked on mine, sparkling with intent. I expected her pussy, but she moved my fingers further, and I felt something hard—a smooth, cool butt plug nestled inside her. My cock twitched, hardening instantly, the implication electric. “I figured we might need an extra practice session,” she said, her voice a sultry whisper as she leaned in for another kiss, her breath hot against my lips. “Just the two of us.” The words were a spark, igniting the air, her bold preparation for our airtight fantasy a testament to her confidence, her willingness to push our boundaries in the quiet intimacy of our bed.

My cock surged, feeling impossibly harder, as if it had grown another two inches, standing proud and throbbing in the warm air. Lucy’s bold reveal—the butt plug, her invitation for “practice”—had me feeling like I was ten years younger, a vitality I hadn’t known since we started this journey with James, each encounter stoking a fire that burned hotter with every boundary pushed.

“Well, in that case,” I said, my voice low and teasing, grabbing the TV remote, its cool plastic grounding me against the heat flooding my veins. I flipped to Pornhub, the screen flickering to life with a soft hum, and typed “Amateur DP” into the search bar. The usual array of videos loaded, some questionable, but at the bottom was one that caught my eye—eleven minutes, a couple with real, unpolished chemistry, their bodies lean and eager. I pressed play, maximizing the view, the TV’s glow bathing the room in a stark, blue-tinted light. The couple appeared, the man peeling off the woman’s top, revealing a black bra and thong, her curves framed enticingly as she leaned into him.

“Yessss,” Lucy purred, her voice a sultry whisper, “this is hot.” She straddled me, her smooth, waxed pussy gliding along my cock, her slick lips teasing my length without letting me penetrate, the friction electric and maddening. Her thighs, still warm from the gym, pressed against mine, her skin glistening with a faint sheen of sweat, her small breasts swaying as she ground against me. The video played on, the woman now on all fours, her thong-clad ass high, her lips wrapped around the man’s cock, offering a tantalizing view that mirrored our own desires.

“Warm me up first,” Lucy said, flipping onto her back, her body sinking into the cool, crisp sheets, her stockings shimmering in the crimson light. I reached into the “special” drawer, the wood creaking softly, and pulled out her favorite vibrator, its smooth, curved surface cool in my hand. I coated it with a thin layer of lube, the silky liquid glistening as I spread it, catching the TV’s glow. Turning it on low, its gentle hum filled the air, I ran it along her pussy, tracing the outer folds before grazing her clit, her hips bucking slightly at the contact. “Yes,” she gasped, her voice needy as I pushed it inside, twisting it back and forth, her warm, tight heat enveloping it. I increased the speed, the hum intensifying, and leaned down, my tongue flicking across her clit, timing each lick with the toy’s rhythm, savoring the tangy sweetness of her arousal.

She ground against my mouth and the vibrator, her moans rising, sharp and desperate, but each time she pushed closer, I pulled back, teasing her with deliberate restraint. After the third time, she hissed, her voice raw, “Please, please let me cum.” Her eyes locked on mine, sparkling with need, her body trembling under the crimson light.

“Not yet,” I murmured, my voice thick with control, my cock throbbing at her desperation. “I want to feel you cum on my cock, feel your ass pulse around me.” I reached down, my fingers brushing the cool metal of the butt plug, slowly easing it out, delighting in the sight of her gaping hole, its tight ring glistening with lube in the TV’s glow. I coated her ass with more lube, the silky liquid dripping down her skin, and gently inserted a finger, feeling her warmth and readiness as she pushed back, desperate for relief. Adding another layer of lube, I slid down, lining my cock up with her ass, the head brushing her tight entrance.

“Ready?” I asked, my voice low, my breath catching.

“Do it,” she said, her tone urgent but trusting. “But go slow.” I pushed gently, the head of my cock slipping into her ass, her heat gripping me tightly. I paused, letting her adjust, twisting the vibrator inside her pussy, its rigid plastic pressing against my cock through the thin membrane, sending a jolt through me. Her breath hitched, a soft whoosh escaping her lips, the air thick with the scents of lube, sweat, and her arousal, the video’s moans echoing faintly from the TV as the couple mirrored our own intensity.

The bedroom was a haven of heat and shadow, the crimson mood lamp casting a sultry glow across the rumpled sheets, their crisp surface now damp with sweat and lube, clinging to our skin. The faint scent of Lucy’s jasmine body wash mingled with the lingering tang of her gym sweat and the sweet, tropical trace of the pineapple vape on the bedside table, its sleek form catching the moonlight filtering through the curtains. The TV hummed softly, the amateur DP video still playing, its muted moans a distant echo to our own. Lucy’s body was pressed beneath me, her thighs spread, her stockings shimmering in the crimson light, the butt plug’s absence leaving her ass open, glistening with lube. My cock throbbed, impossibly hard, the anticipation of taking her anally with the vibrator inside her pussy sending a fire through my veins.

“More,” she breathed, her voice a husky plea, her eyes locked on mine, sparkling with need. I pushed forward, half my length sinking into her tight, warm ass, the sensation overwhelming—different from her pussy, softer, warmer, deliciously taboo. Her hands reached up, pressing against my chest, her fingers warm and firm, slowing me to let her adjust to my girth. I paused, my breath ragged, savoring the tight heat gripping me. With a gentle tug, she pulled me closer, urging me deeper, my cock sliding alongside the vibrator buzzing in her pussy, its rigid plastic pressing against me through the thin membrane, amplifying the fullness. I pulled back, adding more lube, the silky liquid dripping down her skin, catching the red light in a glistening sheen.

“Push it all the way in,” she urged, her voice raw, commanding, her hips rocking back to meet me. I thrust forward, bottoming out, my five-and-a-half inches fully embedded in her ass, the sensation indescribable—warm, soft, and so fucking naughty. The vibrator’s hum pulsed through her, its vibrations resonating against my cock, sending sparks up my spine. Taking her cue, I began to pump more vigorously, the wet, rhythmic slap of our bodies filling the room, her moans rising, sharp and needy, mingling with the TV’s faint groans. Her body pushed back against me, her ass clenching, urging me on, the air thick with the scents of lube, sweat, and her arousal.

It wasn’t even two minutes before the pressure built, my cum boiling, threatening to spill too soon. “I’m gonna—” I gasped, guilt flickering—I’d wanted to last longer, to match her preparation, her bold surrender.

“Do it,” she purred, her voice a sultry command, her eyes half-closed with pleasure. “Cum in my ass, honey. I want to feel your seed splattering my walls, dripping into my panties all day.” Her words were a spark, igniting me, and I pumped faster, my thrusts desperate. As I erupted, her ass pulsed around me, her own orgasm crashing through her, her body convulsing, legs trembling, a gush of her juices coating the vibrator. My cum shot out, hot and thick, coating her insides, spurt after spurt filling her tight, warm tunnel. I collapsed onto her, my chest heaving, my softening cock still buried inside her, the vibrator’s hum a steady pulse against us.

Slowly, my cock slipped out, her tightness easing me free, a small dribble of my cum running down her ass, pooling on the sheets in a glistening trail. I reached for the vibrator, pulling it free with a soft, wet sound, turning it off, its hum fading into the quiet. The room was still, save for our ragged breaths and the TV’s distant moans, the crimson light painting her skin in a soft, surreal glow.

“Well, I think that went well,” I said, rolling onto my back, the sheets cool against my overheated skin, a grin tugging at my lips.

“Yeah,” Lucy said, her voice husky, satisfied, as she curled against me, her body warm and pliant. “We should definitely do that more often.” Her words sent a fresh jolt through me, my cock twitching despite my exhaustion, and I nodded, no argument there.

As we cleaned up, wiping sweat and lube from our skin with a damp towel, my phone buzzed on the bedside table, its screen glowing in the dim light. I reached for it, the cool metal a stark contrast to the warmth of the moment, and saw Jim’s text: I’ll be there. My pulse quickened, the promise of Saturday—Lucy airtight, claimed by three cocks—looming large, a thrilling, daunting prospect that set my mind racing with anticipation.

The restaurant buzzed with the low hum of conversation, the clink of wine glasses, and the soft strumming of acoustic jazz from hidden speakers, the air thick with the aromas of roasted garlic, fresh herbs, and the faint tang of red wine. We sat at a corner table with friends, the linen tablecloth crisp under my fingers, the candlelight casting a warm, golden glow across Lucy’s face, her skin still flushed from our earlier exertions. She wore a sleek black dress, its neckline low enough to hint at her small, perfect breasts, her hair swept up, a few loose strands brushing her neck, catching the light. The faint scent of her jasmine perfume mingled with the restaurant’s savory warmth, but beneath it all, I caught the lingering musk of our morning—a secret only we shared.

I took a special, wicked delight knowing that my cum was still inside her, slowly dripping from her ass into the delicate lace of her panties, hidden beneath her dress. Each time she shifted in her chair, the faint creak of the wood betraying her movement, I imagined the warm, slick sensation against her skin, a naughty reminder of our “practice session.” My cock twitched in my slacks, the thought sending a thrill through me, my pulse quickening as I sipped my wine, its tart bite grounding me. Our friends—oblivious, laughing over shared appetizers, their forks clinking against plates—would be shocked, their jaws dropping if they knew what we’d been up to: Lucy’s body claimed by me, her ass pulsing around my cock, her orgasm fueled by a vibrator and the promise of more to come with James and Jim. The secrecy was intoxicating, a forbidden edge that made the candlelit dinner feel like a performance, Lucy and I playing the part of the perfect couple while hiding our deliciously taboo truth.

She caught my eye across the table, her lips curving into a subtle, knowing smile, her foot brushing mine under the tablecloth, a deliberate, teasing touch that sent a jolt through me. Her confidence, the way she carried herself—poised, radiant, yet marked by our morning’s intimacy—was a quiet assertion of her power, her willingness to embrace this side of us. I leaned closer, my hand grazing her thigh under the table, the fabric of her dress silky against my fingers, and whispered, “Feeling okay?” My voice was low, laced with mischief, a nod to the cum she carried.

“Never better,” she murmured back, her voice a sultry whisper, her eyes glinting with complicity, the candlelight reflecting in her gaze. The words were a spark, reigniting the heat of our morning, the memory of her trembling body, her ass clenching around me, her plea for my cum. Our friends chattered on, oblivious to the electric current between us, the air thick with the clatter of cutlery, the hum of laughter, and the unspoken promise of what awaited us—Wednesday’s practice with James, Saturday’s airtight fantasy with Jim. The thought of her friends’ shock, their polite smiles hiding no clue of her cum-soaked secret, only heightened my arousal, my cock straining against my slacks as I savored the delicious duality of our public facade and private debauchery.


Chapter 8


The hot tub’s jets churned softly, their low hum blending with the faint chirp of crickets beyond the patio, the warm water lapping at my skin, steam curling upward in delicate wisps under the amber glow of the lanterns. James slipped in across from me, his bare shoulders breaking the surface, the water rippling as he settled. I handed him a glass of Cabernet, the ruby liquid catching the light, its tart aroma mingling with the night’s crisp air. Lucy was still at work, giving us a rare moment alone, the quiet charged with anticipation.

“So, how’s this gonna work?” James asked, his voice casual but curious, sipping his wine, the glass cool against his palm.

“Tonight?” I said, leaning back, the water’s heat easing the tension in my shoulders. “We’ll have a few drinks, maybe hit the pineapple vape, then give Lucy a DP—practice for Saturday with Jim.” The words felt surreal, tumbling from my mouth like they belonged to someone else. Normal people didn’t plan double penetration over wine in a hot tub, did they? “It’s to make sure we’re smooth when it’s all three of us. Saturday’s the real deal—Jim’s in, but I get Lucy’s ass. It’s… off-limits otherwise, too intimate, I guess. You and Jim can trade off her mouth and pussy.”

“Sounds good,” James said, his tone as easy as if we were planning a hike, the surreal normalcy sending a thrill through me, my cock twitching beneath the water. The lantern light cast shadows across his face, his grin a mix of excitement and disbelief, mirroring my own.

Minutes later, the patio door slid open with a soft scrape, and Lucy stepped out, her presence electric against the night’s quiet. She stripped as she walked, her work skirt falling in a rustle of fabric, her blouse slipping off her shoulders, her bra and thong hitting the deck with a whisper, leaving her gloriously naked. Her small breasts bounced slightly, her waxed pussy catching the half-light, her skin glowing with a faint sheen of exhaustion and confidence. She didn’t bother covering up, her stride bold, unapologetic, as she crossed to the hot tub, the click of her bare feet on the wood echoing softly.

“What a day,” she sighed, her voice heavy with the weight of work, “I need a drink. ASAP.” I handed her a glass of wine wordlessly, the cool glass brushing her fingers, and slid behind her, my hands finding her shoulders, kneading the taut muscles beneath her warm skin. She leaned back into me, her body softening, a low sigh escaping her lips as the water lapped at her chest, her nipples hardening in the cool air. James moved to her feet, his hands gentle but firm, lifting them to rest on his lap, exposing the small mounds of her breasts as she reclined, the water rippling around her.

“That feels fabulous,” she murmured, her voice a sultry purr, her wine glass glinting as she sipped, the ruby liquid staining her lips. “I could get used to this.” We all chuckled, a shared warmth cutting through the night—the absurdity of normalizing this, two men massaging her in our hot tub, a prelude to something once unthinkable, now routine in just weeks.

We worked for ten minutes, our hands moving in sync, releasing the day’s stress from her body. My fingers pressed into her shoulders, easing knots, while James worked up her calves, his thumbs tracing the curve of her muscles. The water’s heat enveloped us, steam curling like a veil, the lanterns casting a golden glow across her skin. I reached down, cupping her breasts, my thumbs brushing her nipples, squeezing gently, drawing a soft moan. James caught my cue, his hands sliding higher, past her knees, toward her thighs, his fingers grazing the smooth, waxed skin of her pussy. She sighed, spreading her legs, her warm center opening under the water’s surface, inviting him closer. He lowered his mouth, his breath warm against her, his tongue flicking across her clit, the faint sound of his lips against her skin mingling with her rising moans and the jets’ steady hum.

Lucy’s skin glistened, her small breasts buoyant in the water, her nipples hardening in the cool night air as James’s lips worked her pussy, his tongue flicking with deliberate precision. My hands kneaded her shoulders, sliding down to cup her breasts, thumbs grazing her sensitive peaks, coaxing soft moans that mingled with the water’s gentle slosh. The air was thick with the faint scent of her jasmine perfume, the tart bite of our Cabernet lingering on my tongue, and the subtle tropical tang of the pineapple vape resting unused on the deck, a quiet reminder of our earlier indulgences.

“Yesssss,” Lucy uttered, her voice a sultry moan cutting through the night, her body arching as we worked her from both ends. “God, this feels amazing after the day I’ve had.” Her words were a spark, igniting the heat between us, her thighs trembling slightly under James’s touch. Barely five minutes passed before she gasped, “Oh, god, I’m cumming,” her voice raw and desperate. Her body spasmed, legs quivering in the water, as I pinched her nipples, twisting them to the edge of her pain tolerance, the sharp sensation blending with James’s fingers sliding into her pussy, stroking her G-spot with relentless rhythm. Her orgasm crashed through her, a low wail echoing across the patio, her chest heaving, the water rippling violently around her.

“Wow, that happened fast,” I said, my voice tinged with awe, my own skin prickling with a hypersensitive buzz, every touch amplified since we’d started this journey with James.

“It’s the excitement,” she panted, her eyes half-closed, glowing in the lantern light. “My whole body feels on fire all the time now.” I nodded, feeling it too—a heightened awareness, as if every breeze, every brush of her skin against mine, set my nerves alight, my cock throbbing beneath the water.

“Let’s take this inside,” I said, my voice low, urgent, the anticipation of our practice session fueling me. We climbed out, the cool night air biting our skin as we grabbed plush towels, their fibers heavy with dampness, wiping away the water as we crossed the deck. The wooden boards creaked under our bare feet, the faint scent of cedar mingling with the lingering musk of our arousal as we entered the bedroom, the crimson mood lamp casting a sultry glow across the rumpled sheets, its red haze blending with slivers of moonlight filtering through the curtains.

“Okay,” I said, slipping into the director role, my voice steady but charged with excitement. “James, you lie down. Lucy, mount him, and I’ll come in from behind.” James didn’t hesitate, stretching out on the bed, the mattress creaking softly under his weight, his lean frame bathed in the crimson light. Lucy grabbed a condom from the “special” drawer, the foil glinting as she tore it open, rolling it down his slim, seven-inch length with practiced ease, her fingers deft and confident. She straddled him, her stockings shimmering, her waxed pussy glistening as she sank down, taking him fully in one fluid motion, her moan low and throaty, resonating through the room. The sight was electric—her body rocking against his, her small breasts swaying, her ass raised invitingly.

I grabbed the lube, the bottle cool and slick in my palm, and coated my cock generously, the silky liquid glistening in the red light, heightening my arousal. I spread a layer over her ass, her tight hole still relaxed from the morning’s butt plug, its absence leaving her ready but vulnerable. I approached from behind as she leaned down, her chest pressing against James’s, their bodies slick with sweat. His legs were in the way, obstructing my angle, so I nudged them apart, the coarse hair on his thighs brushing the air near mine, but I kept my focus on Lucy. Frustration flared—I still couldn’t quite reach her, her ass just out of range. I pushed his legs together, spreading mine wider, straddling them awkwardly, the mattress creaking under the shift. It was better, but barely, my cock hovering tantalizingly close to her entrance, the challenge of our positioning a thrilling puzzle in the heat of the moment.

“It’s not gonna work,” I said, my voice tight with exasperation, stepping back, my erection bobbing in the warm air. “I’m not long enough—too many damn legs.” For reasons beyond me, Lucy and James found this hilarious, their giggles erupting in the quiet room, Lucy’s laughter bright and infectious, James’s a low chuckle that vibrated through the mattress.

“This isn’t funny,” I protested, though a grin tugged at my lips despite myself, my frustration softening under their amusement. “Jim’s coming Saturday, and I really want this to work.” The porn we’d watched made it look effortless—bodies aligned, angles perfect—but reality was messier, the logistics a puzzle we hadn’t cracked.

“Sorry,” Lucy said, stifling her giggles, her eyes sparkling with mischief in the crimson light as she sat up, her stockings shimmering, her small breasts swaying slightly. “You know, there’s something we could try. Remember when we did DVP, and we had to figure out which cock went where to make it work? Maybe switching things up would help—putting the longer one back there to give more room.”

Her words sank in slowly, like a stone dropping into deep water. She meant James in her ass—his longer, slimmer cock taking the place I’d claimed as mine. My stomach twisted, a sharp pang of unease cutting through the arousal that had been burning since we started. Lucy and I loved anal, but it was rare, a sacred act I’d thought was ours alone, untouched by others. My research on swinging had shown couples setting boundaries—no kissing, no anal—reserving certain acts for intimacy’s sake. Kissing never bothered me; it fueled my desire. But her ass? It felt like James would be taking something irreplaceable, a piece of our connection I wasn’t ready to share. The room felt heavier, the air thick with the scent of lube and sweat, the mood lamp’s glow suddenly stark against my doubt.

“Are you okay?” Lucy asked, dismounting James, her body sliding off his with a soft, wet sound, her eyes searching mine, concern softening her features. She moved closer, her warm, sweat-slick skin brushing mine, her hand resting on my thigh, a grounding touch.

“Yeah,” I said, my voice quieter, less certain. “I just… thought her ass was just for me. Feels like this might be a step too far.” The admission hung between us, vulnerable, the mattress creaking as she shifted, her presence a steady anchor.

“Well, let’s stop for now,” she said, her voice gentle but firm, a mix of empathy and practicality. “We can watch some porn, think it over. It’s not like the world ends if I don’t take three cocks this weekend.” Her practicality, laced with a playful edge, eased the tension, and I nodded, grateful for her understanding.

I slid next to her, the sheets cool against my overheated skin, leaving James on her other side, his condom-clad cock still hard, glistening in the red light. Lucy grabbed the remote, her fingers deft, and typed “Amateur Airtight” into the TV, the screen flickering to life with a soft hum. She scrolled, pausing on a video of a small-titted blonde surrounded by three men, their cocks out, ready. She hit play, the TV’s glow casting a blue-tinted haze across the room, the moans from the speakers blending with the faint creak of the bed as we settled in, the air thick with anticipation, our bodies close, ready to let the visuals guide our thoughts on the boundaries we’d yet to define.

The TV screen glowed, the amateur airtight video playing out in vivid detail, its muffled moans a primal rhythm that echoed our own desires. I watched, transfixed, as the blonde on-screen was surrounded by three men, their cocks ready. One stood out—an almost unnaturally long cock, its veined length daunting as he positioned himself for her ass. The sight sent a jolt through me, my erection surging, standing proud like a flagpole, throbbing painfully in the warm air. Lucy noticed, her eyes glinting with mischief in the crimson light, and reached out, her small hand wrapping around my cock, stroking slowly, her other hand mirroring the motion on James’s slim length. Her touch was electric, teasing, amplifying the heat coursing through me.

“So hot,” she whispered, her voice a sultry purr as the three men filled the woman’s holes, her body bucking and thrusting, a vision of unrestrained pleasure. The intensity was overwhelming, my cock swelling harder under Lucy’s skilled fingers, her strokes deliberate, her nails grazing my skin, sending sparks up my spine. The sight of the video, coupled with her touch, pushed my reservations aside, the earlier pang of jealousy about James taking her ass fading in the face of this raw, shared desire.

“Fuck it,” I said, my voice rough with resolve. “Get the lube, James. Let’s do this.”

“Really?” James asked, his eyes lighting up, excitement clear in his voice as he leaned forward, the mattress creaking under his shift. “You’re sure?”

“Really,” Lucy said, squeezing my cock hard, her touch a bold affirmation, her eyes searching mine for confirmation. “You sure? We don’t have to.”

“I’m sure,” I said, nodding, my gaze flicking to the TV where the woman writhed in ecstasy. “It’s hot. But we’re recording it.” The thought of capturing this—James in her ass, me in her pussy—sent a fresh thrill through me, my arousal drowning out any lingering doubt.

Lucy reached up, her fingers deft as she adjusted the camera on the dresser, its red light blinking to life with a soft hum, ready to immortalize our leap. She turned back, her small breasts swaying, her stockings shimmering in the crimson glow, and climbed onto the bed. I lay back, the sheets cool against my overheated skin, and she straddled me, her waxed pussy glistening as she guided my five-and-a-half-inch cock into her, her tight warmth enveloping me with a soft, wet sound. Her moan was low, throaty, resonating through the room as she sank down, her hips rocking slightly, her breasts brushing my chest.

James tore open a condom packet, the foil glinting in the red light, and rolled it down his slim, seven-inch length, its curve accentuated by the latex. He coated it generously with lube, the silky liquid dripping onto the sheets, catching the light in a glistening sheen. He positioned himself behind her, his movements careful, deliberate, as Lucy leaned forward, her chest pressing against mine, her lips finding my neck, kissing softly, her breath warm and teasing. I felt her tense, her body stiffening as James aligned himself at her ass, the anticipation thick in the air, the faint creak of the bed underscoring every movement.

Lucy sucked in a breath, her nails digging into my shoulders as James began to push, slow and steady, into her tight hole. I couldn’t see the action, but the camera’s unblinking eye would capture it—her ass yielding to his length, her body claimed by both of us. The pressure shifted inside her, her pussy tightening around me as James entered, the vibrator’s absence replaced by his presence, the sensation intense, full, and electrifying. “Oh man, that feels so good,” I groaned, my voice rough, my cock throbbing inside her as her warmth pulsed around me.

“Oh, so tight,” James muttered, his voice strained, and I felt Lucy’s body adjust, her hips rocking slightly as he pulled back, then thrust again, the rhythm slow but deliberate.

I pulled halfway out of Lucy’s pussy, her tight warmth gripping me, and James matched my rhythm, his condom-clad cock thrusting into her ass. We alternated strokes, a practiced dance from our earlier DVP, one cock penetrating as the other withdrew, her body caught between us, trembling with each thrust. The wet, rhythmic slap of our bodies filled the room, mingling with her rising moans and the creak of the mattress beneath us.

“Yes!” Lucy exclaimed, her voice a raw, needy cry, her small breasts swaying as she rocked between us, her stockings shimmering in the crimson light. “God, I wish there was a third cock here, filling my mouth with hard man meat.” Her words sent a jolt through me, my cock throbbing at the thought of Saturday’s promise—Jim joining us, making her airtight for real. I glanced at the TV over her shoulder, the blonde now surrounded by three men, their cocks poised for a synchronized facial, cum ready to coat her face. I filed it away for the weekend, my mind buzzing with plans, but for now, I reveled in Lucy’s pussy, its tight, warm embrace heightened by James’s thrusts in her ass, her moans a symphony of pleasure.

“I’m close,” James said after a few minutes, his voice strained, his rhythm faltering as he neared his peak.

“Cum inside me,” Lucy purred, grinding harder against me, her pussy clenching, her eyes half-closed with desire. “I want to feel both of you shoot your cum inside me.” Her words were a spark, igniting me. I usually saved facials for our nightly rituals, filling her pussy the next day, but her command was irresistible. Poor James would only fill his condom, but the thought of her wanting us both was enough. As my climax built, a sudden splash hit my crotch—Lucy came, squirting in a torrid fountain, her juices drenching me, the tangy scent flooding the air. It pushed me over the edge, my cum pumping into her pussy, hot and thick, as she slumped onto me, her chest heaving, her sweat-slick skin pressing against mine. James thrust a few more times, then groaned, his body tensing as he filled the condom, the mattress creaking under his final push.

“Wow,” I gasped, my voice hoarse, collapsing beside her, the sheets cool against my overheated skin. “I never knew it was gonna feel that good.”

“No?” Lucy teased, rolling to face me, her body curling into mine, her warmth a quiet anchor. “Just imagine how good it’ll feel with another cock in my mouth.” Her words reignited the fire in my gut, my cock twitching despite my exhaustion. She settled against me, her head on my chest, while James lay on her other side, his breathing heavy, the space between us keeping our bodies distinct. We drifted to sleep, the crimson light bathing us, the TV fading to black, the room still with the soft hum of the house and the faint chirp of crickets outside.

Morning broke with sunlight streaming through the open patio window, the chirping of birds a gentle wake-up, the air fresh with dew and the lingering musk of last night. I stirred, Lucy’s warm body still pressed against mine, her small breasts soft against my side. I rolled toward her, my cock hardening, and fucked her bareback, sliding into her pussy’s warm, welcoming heat, the wet sound of our joining filling the room. My cum surged, coating her insides as she moaned, her nails digging into my shoulders. James held her gently, his hands on her hips, steadying her as I thrust. Then she turned to him, letting him take her from behind, her body rocking against his, while I kissed her deeply, my lips tasting her minty breath, my hands squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples. She shuddered through a shivering orgasm, her moans sharp and needy, the air thick with the scents of sweat and sex.

We moved to the shower, its spacious tiles warm underfoot, steam curling around us as we soaped each other’s bodies, the lavender scent of the soap mingling with the faint musk of our morning. Lucy’s hands glided over my chest, my hands over her curves, James washing her back, our movements careful to focus on her, the water cascading in a soothing rhythm. The morning felt easy, no awkwardness, just the shared intimacy of our new normal, the anticipation of Saturday’s airtight adventure lingering like a promise in the steamy air.


Chapter 9


The days leading to Saturday were a slow burn of nerves, my stomach a churning knot as I sat at the kitchen table, the morning sun streaming through the window, casting golden streaks across the polished wood. The faint aroma of coffee lingered, its bitter warmth grounding me, but my mind kept spiraling back to Wednesday’s hot tub and bedroom, to Lucy’s ass yielding to James’s slim, seven-inch cock while I filled her pussy. The memory was a double-edged blade—a searing turn-on, the naughty, forbidden thrill of her body stretched between us, her moans echoing as we claimed her together. Yet a persistent doubt gnawed, a quiet voice whispering that I’d surrendered something sacred, something I’d never reclaim. It was irrational—Lucy’s ass was hers to share, and I’d taken it countless times before, my thick five-and-a-half inches no stranger to its warmth. Intellectually, I knew nothing had shifted between us, but the feeling clung like damp fog, heavy and unshakable, my cock twitching even as my chest tightened.

Saturday morning arrived, the air crisp with autumn’s edge, the kitchen filled with the soft clink of coffee mugs and the faint chirp of birds beyond the open window. Lucy breezed in from her morning errands, her skin glowing, her hair swept up in a loose bun, a few strands brushing her neck, catching the sunlight. She wore a simple tank top and leggings, the fabric hugging her curves, her small breasts outlined, a faint trace of jasmine perfume cutting through the coffee’s aroma. She caught my fidgeting—my fingers tapping the mug, my gaze distant—and sat across from me, her chair creaking softly, her eyes searching mine with a gentle intensity.

“Are you okay?” she asked, her voice soft but firm, her hand reaching across the table, her fingers warm against mine, grounding me. “We don’t have to do this if you’re not up for it. This is supposed to be fun, something we share, not something that upsets you.” Her words were a lifeline, her empathy a quiet strength, but beneath it was her confidence, the woman who’d boldly embraced our fantasies, her body a canvas for our desires.

I exhaled, the knot in my stomach loosening slightly, the warmth of her touch steadying me. “I’m okay,” I said, my voice quieter than I meant, the coffee mug cool under my palm. “Just jittery, nervous, I think.” I met her gaze, her eyes sparkling with concern and trust, and forced a smile. “It’s… the ass thing with James. It’s hot, but it feels like I gave up something. I know it’s silly, but it’s there.”

She squeezed my hand, her nails grazing my skin, a subtle reassurance. “It’s not silly if it’s how you feel,” she said, her voice low, steady. “But it’s my body, and I’m choosing this—with you. Nothing’s lost between us.” Her words were a balm, her confidence anchoring me, reminding me this was our dance, not a theft. I nodded, the doubt still lingering but quieter now, overshadowed by the anticipation of tonight—James in her ass again, Jim joining us, Lucy airtight between three cocks. My cock stirred at the thought, the thrill of her pleasure outweighing the unease, and I knew I’d find a way to be right with it by evening, the promise of our shared fantasy pulling me forward.

The kitchen clock ticked softly, the sunlight warming the room, and Lucy leaned closer, her lips brushing my cheek, a fleeting kiss that tasted of mint and promise. The air was thick with the scent of coffee and jasmine, the weight of our conversation settling like a vow, the day stretching before us, charged with the electric hum of what awaited.

---- 

The hot tub’s jets thrummed a steady rhythm, their low hum blending with the soft chirp of crickets beyond the patio, the warm water lapping at our bodies, steam curling upward in delicate wisps under the amber glow of the lanterns. Saturday night had arrived, and the air was electric with anticipation, the faint scent of Lucy’s jasmine perfume mingling with the crisp night air and the tart bite of the Cabernet on the table. Jim joined us, his presence new but bold, and true to my request, he’d brought no swimsuit. He stripped down, his muscular frame catching the lantern light, his seven-inch cock—thick, veined, and formidable—already half-hard as he sank into the tub across from me. Lucy, radiant and unapologetic, shed her clothes earlier, her small breasts buoyant in the water, her waxed pussy glistening faintly in the half-light. James followed suit, his lean body settling beside her, his slim, seven-inch length stirring beneath the surface. The tub felt intimate, our bodies close but carefully positioned, the water’s heat amplifying every sensation without crossing into unwanted contact.

To ease Jim into our dynamic, Lucy took charge, her confidence a beacon as she shared out glasses of wine, the ruby liquid glinting in the lantern glow, and poured tequila shots, the sharp, agave scent cutting through the steam. She leaned toward James, then Jim, her movements deliberate, her breasts swaying inches from their faces as she fed them each a shot, her fingers brushing their lips, her body grazing theirs with a teasing warmth. When it was my turn, she straddled me, her thighs pressing against mine, her slick pussy sliding down my five-and-a-half-inch cock, enveloping me in her tight, warm heat with a soft, wet sound. Her moan was low, throaty, resonating through the night as she ground against me, her breasts brushing my chest, her nipples hardening in the cool air.

She gestured to James and Jim, beckoning them to sit on the tub’s rim behind her, their silhouettes stark against the lanterns. They complied, their cocks fully erect, James’s slim length curving upward, Jim’s thicker, veined shaft a commanding presence. Lucy reached out, her hands wrapping around each, stroking with a slow, deliberate rhythm, her fingers gliding over their slick skin, a guy in each hand—her first time with three cocks. The sight was intoxicating, my pulse pounding as she leaned forward, taking Jim’s massive cock into her mouth, her lips stretching wide, her throat working to take as much as she could, gagging softly as she pushed deeper. She continued stroking James, her hand steady, then alternated, her mouth moving to James’s slimmer length, sucking and stroking in a fluid dance, the wet slurps and muffled moans filling the air, mingling with the jets’ hum and the distant crickets.

After five minutes, the pressure in me built, my cock throbbing inside her. “Why don’t we take this inside?” I said, my voice rough with need. No one objected, the anticipation palpable as we climbed out, the cool night air biting our skin, water dripping onto the deck’s wooden boards. We grabbed plush towels, their fibers heavy with dampness, and moved to the bedroom, the hardwood creaking under our bare feet, the crimson mood lamp casting a sultry glow across the rumpled sheets.

The bed felt crowded with four, so I stepped back, grabbing the camera, its cool metal grounding me as I powered it on, the red light blinking to life. “Let’s work up to all three,” I said, my voice steady, taking the director role. “Jim, fuck her. Lucy, suck James.” Jim pulled a Magnum XXL condom from his bag, the foil glinting as Lucy tore it open, her fingers deftly rolling it down his thick, seven-inch length, its veined surface accentuated by the latex. She lay back, her stockings shimmering, her pussy glistening in the crimson light, and spread her legs, inviting him in. Jim positioned himself, his hands steadying her hips, and pushed forward, his cock splitting her smooth lips, sinking deep with a slow, deliberate thrust. It went easier this time, her body accustomed from their earlier encounter, and within a few strokes, he was fully inside, his length stretching her, her moan sharp and needy.

Lucy gestured to James, who straddled her chest, feeding his slim cock into her mouth, his hands tangling in her hair as he fucked her face, the wet, rhythmic slurp echoing through the room. The sight was overwhelming, my cock throbbing as I adjusted the camera, starting with a wide shot to capture their bodies—Lucy’s curves, Jim’s muscular frame, James’s lean form—then zooming in on where Jim’s cock met her pussy, his thick shaft parting her lips, glistening with her juices in the red light. The air was thick with the scents of lube, sweat, and jasmine, the mattress creaking under their rhythm, her muffled moans a primal symphony that set my nerves alight, my hands trembling as I filmed, barely knowing where to focus in this taboo dance.

I moved closer to Lucy’s face, my hands trembling as I adjusted the camera, framing a stunning shot of James’s slim, seven-inch cock pounding her mouth with the same fervor he’d use on her pussy. Her lips stretched wide, her throat bulging obscenely as she gagged and choked, her eyes watering but fierce with determination. His length was daunting, disappearing deep, and I marveled at how she took it, her moans muffled, vibrating through the room, mingling with the wet, rhythmic slurps and the creak of the mattress beneath her.

After a few minutes, they switched, a fluid shift of bodies in the crimson light. James moved to her rear, positioning her in doggy style, her stockings shimmering, her ass raised invitingly, her pussy glistening with arousal. He thrust into her, his condom-clad cock sinking deep, the wet sound of their joining sharp in the air. Jim stood beside the bed, his massive seven-inch cock—thick, veined, its broad head flushed and glistening—poised at her lips. He reached down, his large hand tangling in her dark hair, pulling her firmly toward him as she bobbed up and down, her lips stretching to accommodate his girth. Then, impossibly, she opened her mouth wider, her jaw straining, and the last two inches vanished, her lips brushing his stomach, her throat bulging as she took his full length. The sight was staggering, her small frame handling their combined sizes—James’s length in her pussy, Jim’s thickness in her throat—a testament to her power and desire. My cock throbbed, painfully hard, as I watched, my breath shallow in the heavy air.

“Man, this is amazing,” Jim groaned, his voice rough with pleasure, “her throat’s so tight.” His words sent a jolt through me, amplifying the heat coursing through my veins. I set the camera back on its tripod, its lens trained on the scene, and joined them, my hands gliding over Lucy’s ass, the smooth, sweat-slick skin warm under my fingers. I leaned forward, cupping her small, perfect breasts, squeezing her nipples until she moaned against Jim’s cock, the sound muffled but needy. An idea sparked, and I slid onto my back beneath her, aligning my head with her pussy. As James pulled out, his cock glistening, I flicked my tongue across her clit, tasting her tangy sweetness, withdrawing just as he thrust back in, careful to keep my focus on her. Lucy reached down, her hand wrapping around my cock, stroking with a slow, teasing rhythm, her fingers slick with lube, bringing us all together in a sinful, seamless act of pure sex.

The air was alive with sounds—her muffled moans, the wet slap of James’s thrusts, the creak of the bed, the faint hum of the camera capturing it all. Her body rocked between them, her stockings catching the crimson light, her breasts swaying with each thrust. After a few minutes, the pressure in me built, my cock throbbing under her touch, the intensity of her airtight moment pushing me to the edge. It was now or never—she was about to be fully claimed, all three holes filled, the culmination of our fantasy. I slid out from beneath her, my breath ragged, ready to take my place, the anticipation of her airtight surrender electrifying the air, my pulse pounding with the promise of what was to come.

As the host, I decided to start with Lucy’s mouth, letting Jim and James take her lower holes, a choice that stirred a complex mix of anticipation and unease in my gut. My cock throbbed, hard and ready, but a flicker of jealousy tugged at me—knowing I wouldn’t be one of the cocks in her pussy or ass for this first airtight moment.

Jim lay back on the bed, his muscular frame sinking into the mattress, his seven-inch cock—thick, veined, its broad head flushed and glistening—towering over his body, swaying slightly with a life of its own in the candlelight. Lucy, her stockings shimmering, her small breasts proud against her chest, straddled him, her fingers deft as she tore open a Magnum XXL condom, the foil glinting as she rolled it down his formidable length, her small hands barely encircling his girth. She squirted lube from the bottle, the silky liquid catching the light as it coated his cock, dripping onto the sheets. With a slow, deliberate motion, she lowered herself, guiding him into her pussy, her smooth lips parting to take his thickness, her moan low and throaty as she sank down, her body stretching to accommodate him.

James, meanwhile, prepared himself, tearing open a standard condom packet, the foil rustling softly as he rolled it down his slim, seven-inch length, its gentle curve accentuated by the latex. I handed him the lube bottle, my fingers brushing the cool glass, and he coated his cock generously, the liquid glistening in the golden light. I picked up the camera, my hands trembling slightly, and zoomed in on where their bodies would conjoin, framing Lucy’s glistening pussy and tight ass, her skin flushed with arousal. A pang of jealousy hit me—watching two other men take her holes while I filmed—but it was drowned by the thrill, my cock aching as I focused on her pleasure. James positioned himself behind her, arranging his legs carefully to avoid crowding, his movements deliberate as he aligned with her ass. Lucy reached for my hand, her fingers warm and firm, squeezing as James began to push, her breath catching, a sharp moan escaping her lips.

James paused, letting her adjust, his hands steadying her hips. “Holy shit, this is tight,” Jim groaned, his voice rough with pleasure, his cock buried deep in her pussy, pulsing visibly in the candlelight. James rocked back and forth, applying more lube with each outstroke, the wet glisten of it dripping down her skin, ensuring he didn’t hurt her. Then he thrust fully inside, his slim length filling her ass, both her holes now stuffed, her body trembling between them. They found a rhythm, alternating strokes, Jim’s thick cock sliding in as James pulled out, their movements a primal dance that made the mattress creak and the air hum with their combined moans.

I stepped onto the bed, bracing myself awkwardly against the ceiling fan, its blades still above us, and positioned my five-and-a-half-inch cock at Lucy’s lips. She looked up, her eyes locking onto mine, sparkling with desire and trust in the golden glow. She opened her mouth, taking me deep, her warm, tight throat enveloping me, her lips closing around my base with a soft, wet sound. I wasn’t sure if I reached her throat like Jim’s or James’s longer cocks, but the sensation was exquisite, her tongue swirling, her moans muffled as she worked me. My beautiful, amazing wife was airtight—her pussy filled by Jim’s thick length, her ass by James’s slim one, her mouth by mine—a vision of raw, unapologetic desire that sent a jolt through me, my pulse pounding.

Below me, Jim and James continued their rhythm, their thrusts steady but fervent, Lucy’s body rocking between them, her stockings catching the candlelight, her breasts trembling with each movement. At times, the intensity overwhelmed her, her mouth pausing on me, her lips holding my cock as she closed her eyes, drinking in the sensations of their cocks pounding her holes. Her muffled moans filled the air, blending with the wet slaps of their thrusts, the creak of the bed, and the faint drip of candle wax on the bedside table. I adjusted the camera, ensuring it captured every angle—her stretched lips, her trembling body, their glistening cocks—my hands shaking with arousal, my cock throbbing in her mouth, the airtight moment a culmination of our fantasies, pushing us deeper into this taboo dance.

I’d been filming, my cock throbbing as I watched Jim and James pound her holes, but the urge to join was overwhelming. “Switch,” I called, my voice rough with need, the word cutting through the air.

Jim and James withdrew, peeling off their condoms with soft snaps, tossing them aside, the latex glinting briefly in the candlelight. Lucy’s eyes met mine, sparkling with desire, her small breasts heaving, her stockings shimmering as she caught her breath. “You okay?” I asked, my hand brushing her cheek, her skin warm and flushed under my fingers.

“Never better,” she purred, drawing me into a deep kiss, her lips soft and warm, tasting of salt and desire. “That was fantastic. Your turn?”

“You bet,” I said, my cock aching, ready to claim her. I didn’t need a condom—our intimacy bare, raw—and Lucy straddled me, her thighs pressing against mine, her waxed pussy glistening in the golden light. She guided my five-and-a-half-inch cock into her, her warmth enveloping me, so wet from her arousal that I slid in effortlessly, our bodies meeting with a soft, wet sound. Her moan was low, throaty, resonating through the room as she sank down, her hips rocking, her small breasts swaying above me.

James tore open a new condom packet, the foil rustling, and rolled it down his slim, seven-inch length, coating it with lube that dripped onto the sheets, catching the candlelight in a glistening sheen. He positioned himself behind her, careful to keep his movements separate, aligning with her ass, now accustomed to his length from Wednesday’s practice. Lucy tensed briefly, her breath catching as he began to push, but her body relaxed, yielding to him, his cock sliding into her tight hole with a slow, deliberate thrust. I couldn’t see the action, but I felt her pussy tighten around me, her warmth amplified by his presence, the sensation intense, full, and electrifying.

Jim stood beside the bed, his massive seven-inch cock—thick, veined, its broad head flushed—poised at her lips. Lucy opened her mouth wide, her jaw straining as she took him deep, his length disappearing down her throat, her lips brushing his stomach, a bulge forming obscenely in the golden light. I hoped the camera was capturing this—her small frame filled in every way, Jim’s thick cock in her mouth, James’s slim length in her ass, my cock in her pussy. My beautiful, amazing wife was airtight, a vision of raw, unapologetic desire that sent a jolt through me, my pulse pounding as I thrust upward, matching their rhythm.

We pounded away, the bed creaking under our combined weight, the air alive with the wet slap of our bodies, Lucy’s muffled moans, and the faint drip of candle wax on the bedside table. Her stockings caught the light, her thighs trembling as we worked her from every angle. After what felt like an eternity but could only have been minutes, I felt her legs shake, the muscles of her stomach contracting, her pussy pulsing around me. Her moans grew frantic, muffled by Jim’s cock, and I knew she was cumming, her body convulsing in a massive orgasm, her juices gushing, coating my groin in a warm, tangy flood. The sensation was overwhelming, her airtight surrender pushing me to the edge, my cock throbbing as I fought to hold back.

The camera’s red light blinked steadily on its tripod, capturing every moment of Lucy’s airtight surrender, her body filled in every way—Jim’s thick, seven-inch cock in her pussy, James’s slim, seven-inch length in her ass, my five-and-a-half-inch cock in her mouth. Her moans, muffled but frantic, filled the room, blending with the wet slaps of their thrusts and the faint drip of candle wax.

“Ugh, keep going,” she gasped, her voice raw, desperate, as her body tensed, her legs trembling against me. A sudden gush of warm liquid squirted onto my thighs, her orgasm crashing through her, her pussy clenching around Jim as she collapsed onto me, her small breasts pressing into my chest, her breath ragged. I redoubled my thrusts, pistoning into her mouth, her warm, tight throat squeezing me, but jealousy flickered—I’d wanted her ass, to feel Jim’s thick cock stretching her pussy while I claimed her backdoor. The thought stung, but her pleasure, her surrender, was a fire that burned brighter, my cock throbbing as I pushed the doubt aside.

We withdrew, our breaths heavy, and Lucy slid to the floor, positioning herself on her knees between us, her stockings shimmering in the candlelight, her face flushed with desire. She took me in her mouth, her lips enveloping my cock, her tongue swirling as she stroked James and Jim with her hands, her fingers gliding over their slick lengths. She alternated, her mouth moving to Jim’s thick cock, then James’s slimmer one, her lips stretching, gagging softly, the wet slurps echoing in the room. The sight was intoxicating—her small frame commanding three cocks, her power undeniable.

“I’m gonna cum,” Jim groaned, his voice strained, his hand seizing his thick cock, stroking fast, aiming at her face.

“Me too,” James said, his slim length pulsing as he mirrored Jim, both poised to paint her.

I could’ve lasted longer, but the fantasy of a synchronized climax overwhelmed me. “Let’s do it,” I growled, stroking myself, aiming for her face. Jim erupted first, his thick load arcing, coating her forehead, splattering her hair, and dripping down her nose in glistening white streaks. James followed, his cum painting her left cheek and neck, the warm jets shimmering in the candlelight. I unleashed, my cum striping her right cheek and mouth, mingling with theirs, her face a canvas of our release. Lucy’s hand darted to her clit, working herself frantically, her body shuddering in another orgasm, her moans sharp and rhythmic—“Yes-yes-yes-yes”—as we painted her, her convulsions a testament to her pleasure.

Her face was a masterpiece, cum splattered across her forehead, matting her hair, coating her cheeks, her eyes half-closed, glistening in the golden light. I grabbed the camera, snapping stills to capture her radiant beauty, then reached for a plush towel, its fibers warm and soft as I lovingly wiped her clean, my fingers tracing her skin, her breath steadying under my touch. “You’re fucking gorgeous,” I murmured, kissing her, tasting the salty tang of our combined cum on her lips, her warmth grounding me.

“That was awesome,” Jim said, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Truly, thank you for inviting me. I hope we can do it again.” He began dressing, his clothes rustling softly as he gathered them from the floor.

Lucy smiled, her eyes sparkling. “Oh, yeah,” she said, her voice husky, “but I’ll need a week to recover.” James chuckled, slipping out quietly, though welcome to stay, his footsteps fading down the hall.

We curled up, arm in arm, the sheets cool against our overheated skin, bonded by the unforgettable intensity. The candlelight flickered, the room still with the faint hum of the house. Morning broke with sunlight streaming through the window, birds chirping softly outside. I woke to Lucy’s warmth, her body pressed against mine, and took her ass again, sliding into her tight, warm hole bareback, her moans sharp as I unloaded, her final orgasm shaking her, a scream echoing through the room as she came, our connection sealed in the quiet light.


Epilogue

Six Months Later

The living room was awash in the soft glow of a single floor lamp, its warm amber light spilling across the plush velvet of the sofa, casting gentle shadows that danced over Lucy’s bare skin. The air was thick with the faint floral scent of her perfume, the musky tang of recent sex, and the subtle, sweet vapor from the sleek vape pen she held loosely in her hand, its faint hum punctuating the quiet. The distant chirp of crickets filtered through the cracked window, mingling with the low hum of the evening, the house settled into a stillness that felt both intimate and electric. Lucy lounged against the cushions, her small, perfect breasts glistening with cum, streaks of it drying in pearlescent trails across her chest, catching the light in a way that made her look radiant, claimed, utterly unapologetic. Her legs were spread, her waxed pussy glistening, and I knelt between her thighs, my tongue tracing slow, deliberate circles over her clit, tasting the tangy sweetness of her arousal, my cock throbbing against the cool hardwood floor.

She took a drag from the vape, exhaling a delicate cloud that swirled in the lamplight, her lips parting in a soft sigh. “God, Adam’s cock,” she murmured, her voice husky, thick with satisfaction, her eyes half-closed as she leaned back, one hand lazily trailing through the cum on her chest, smearing it with a teasing deliberation. “I didn’t think he’d be that big when we matched on Tinder.” Her words sent a jolt through me, my tongue pausing for a split second as the image flashed—his cock, thick and daunting, stretching her mouth as she’d knelt before him earlier, her lips straining, her throat bulging. We’d ventured beyond SLS, dipping into Tinder’s wilder waters, and Adam had been a surprise, his size a challenge she’d embraced with her usual bold hunger. My cock twitched, the memory of her sucking him, her moans muffled, fueling my arousal as I resumed licking, my tongue flicking faster, savoring her response.

“Tell me,” I murmured against her, my breath warm on her slick folds, my hands gripping her thighs, feeling the faint tremble of her muscles.

She exhaled another plume of vapor, the sweet scent curling around us, and smiled, wicked and radiant. “It was so thick, so heavy,” she said, her voice dropping lower, teasing, as she traced a finger through the cum on her breast, lifting it to her lips, tasting it. “I could barely get my mouth around it, but I wanted it all, every inch down my throat.” Her words were a spark, igniting me, my tongue working her clit with relentless precision, her hips bucking slightly, her moans rising, soft and needy. “I loved how it filled me, how I had to stretch for him,” she continued, her breath hitching, her fingers tightening around the vape pen. “And you watching, filming—it made it hotter.” The memory of the camera, its lens capturing her lips wrapped around his massive cock, her eyes locked on mine, sent a surge through me, my cock aching against the floor.

Her legs trembled, her pussy pulsing under my tongue, and I felt her body tense, the familiar signs of her climax building. “Fuck, Mike,” she gasped, her voice raw, desperate, as she took another drag, the vapor swirling as she arched her back, her cum-streaked breasts heaving. “I loved sucking him, feeling him throb—I’m gonna—” Her words cut off as her orgasm crashed through her, her body convulsing, a sharp wail echoing through the room. Her juices gushed, coating my lips, my chin, the tangy flood overwhelming as I lapped at her, my hands gripping her thighs, holding her steady through the waves. Her moans softened, her body shuddering one final time, and she collapsed back against the sofa, the vape pen slipping from her fingers, her eyes fluttering closed, a radiant smile curving her lips.

I lifted my head, my breath ragged, tasting her on my tongue, and leaned up to kiss her, her lips warm, salty with the faint trace of cum and her own arousal. The lamp’s glow bathed us, the room quiet save for our slowing breaths and the distant crickets, our connection sealed in this final, electric moment. Six months of pushing boundaries had led us here, to a place where Lucy’s pleasure, her unapologetic desire, was the heart of our shared dance, and as her orgasm faded, I knew we’d only just begun.
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By Chance: A Vanilla Couple Stumble Into A New World

When Tom and Kelly’s car broke down in the middle of nowhere, they thought their weekend was ruined.

Then they stumbled onto a secluded resort—sun-soaked, clothing-optional, and overflowing with temptation.

They were just an ordinary couple. Tom wasn’t the jealous type, and Kelly was hardly a wild child. But by the end of that first afternoon, they’d seen another couple having sex by the firepit—and neither of them could look away.

Things escalated fast.

Kelly went from cautious curiosity to squirting under the tongue of a woman she barely knew. Tom found himself balls-deep in a stunning MILF, his girlfriend moaning with approval. And when Megan—mischievous, pierced, and very, very ginger—sat on Kelly’s face, everything changed.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. This was real.

Jealousy. Desire. Possession. Freedom.

They weren’t just watching other people. They were being watched. Touched. Shared.

The question now wasn’t whether they would go back.

The question was: what would they try next?

Hidden Behind Beth's Innocent Eyes: A Vanilla Exterior Hides Something He Was Never Prepared For

I never thought my life would take this turn.

When I met Beth, I thought I’d found the perfect girlfriend—confident, sexy, the kind of woman who made every other girl fade into the background. We were supposed to be normal, just a couple falling in love. So how the hell did I end up here?

Here, watching her on her knees sucking another man’s cock while her best friend’s head bobbed up and down in my lap. Here, where jealousy and arousal twist together until I can’t tell if I want to scream or cum. Here, where every line I thought I’d never cross has already been left behind.

What started with one daring night has turned into a wild, unstoppable ride—partner swapping, secrets, and pleasures I never imagined I’d crave. Each step pulls me deeper, each moment leaves me more conflicted… and more hooked.

I used to think I knew what love and loyalty meant. Now I’m not so sure. All I know is Beth warned me: buckle up. And she was right.

Shared in Sin City: A Couple's Journey

As Lucy looked out of the rented Mustang's windows, she saw that famous sign: Welcome to Las Vegas. She knew the weekend was going to be fun—who has a dull time in Vegas, right?

In fact, she’d been planning to make this trip a little wilder than usual for her and Chris. But as she glanced at her husband in the driver’s seat, she could never have known how the weekend—and their lives—would end up taking such a dramatic turn.

She had no idea they were about to meet James and Emily, and that a chance encounter was all it would take to change everything.

Chris never would have imagined he’d find himself sitting there, watching his wife on her knees, pleasuring another man—his mind screaming stop, but his body begging don’t you dare stop.

Of course, that might have had something to do with Emily’s head bobbing up and down in his lap.

A couple of wives sharing drinks in Vegas and giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob? That’s one thing. But watching your wife naked, surrounded by strangers, stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock? That’s a completely different ball game. And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to watch Emily in that position.

But not Lucy. She wouldn’t go that far. Would she?

The sign might say Welcome to Las Vegas, but it really should say Welcome to Sin City.
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