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Two's Company, But Three's Much Better!

I was sitting on the balcony of our hotel room, letting the Jamaican sun warm every inch of my skin, when it struck me how surreal it all was. A year ago, I never would have imagined myself here—thousands of miles from home, sipping rum punch at ten in the morning, feeling older and younger at the same time. The breeze carried the scent of salt and coconut oil up from the pool, but instead of pulling me into the moment, it only made my mind drift backward, back to the evening everything changed.

Funny how a single memory can unfold so easily when you’re relaxed and half-drowsy in the heat. I leaned back in the lounge chair, sunglasses tilted low, and watched the sunlight skip across the water below. People laughed and splashed; music drifted faintly from a bar somewhere. It should have grounded me in the present. Instead, it pulled me deeper into myself.

Back then, I really believed I understood who I was. I thought I knew exactly what kind of wife I’d always be, what kind of life Jack and I were building—steady, predictable, lovingly ordinary. I used to pride myself on being the sensible one, the one who never pushed boundaries or took risks. Jack would tease me, saying I could schedule spontaneity if I tried hard enough, and I’d roll my eyes and pretend not to enjoy the teasing warmth in his voice.

I certainly wasn’t the kind of woman who stripped naked under moonlight. I wasn’t the kind who let another man look at me, touch me, want me. I wasn’t the kind who even wondered what it would feel like. At least, that’s what I’d always told myself.

But memories have a way of tugging loose the truth. Sitting out here in the Jamaican sun, toes warm against the railing, I could feel that night again as vividly as if it were happening right in front of me. The heavy summer heat. The leftover buzz from the party. The jasmine drifting in from the garden. Jack looking at me with a spark in his eye that I hadn’t seen before, or maybe had never let myself fully notice. The way my body reacted before my mind caught up.

I’d been innocent then—truly innocent in a way I’ll never be again. Not naïve, not unhappy, just unaware. Unaware of how quickly desire could slip into the room and change the shape of everything. Unaware of how much I wanted to feel seen, really seen, in a way I didn’t even know I craved. Unaware of how a single impulsive decision could open doors that could never be shut again.

A warm breeze rolled over my shoulders, and I exhaled slowly. Somewhere in the distance a jet ski buzzed across the water, disappearing into the horizon. I watched it, blinking against the brightness, and felt my mind drifting back to that one electric moment—the edge of the pool, the shine of the moon, the two men waiting in the water, and me standing there, naked for the first time in my life in front of someone other than Jack.

That was the moment everything shifted.

That was where the real story began.

The clock had just chimed midnight on a warm, heavy summer night when I stepped to the edge of our backyard pool. The jasmine blooming along the fence gave the air a sweet, heady thickness, the kind that made everything feel slower, softer, a little dreamlike. I usually slipped into the water at this hour without a second thought, but tonight felt charged in a way I couldn’t explain. Something in me knew this moment would matter.

I stood completely naked, the moon painting my skin in silver and shadow, and for a breath I felt strangely exposed and powerful all at once. The pool below was glass-still, catching the reflections of the stars and the faint outline of two bodies gliding through the water. Jack and our neighbor, Steve, moved lazily in the gentle light, and even from where I lingered above them, I could feel the shift in the air as their eyes found me. Their gazes didn’t just land on me—they held me, drawing a line of awareness straight down my spine. It wasn’t lust exactly, or not only lust; it was curiosity, surprise, something deeper that neither of them spoke but both of them radiated.

For a moment I let them look. I let myself feel the way their attention settled over my body, how it pushed at something quiet and long-buried inside me. A spark. A wanting. A question I wasn’t brave enough to name yet.

Then I inhaled, tasting the warm night and the faint sweetness of jasmine, and let instinct take over. I bent my knees, pushed off the tiles, and dove cleanly into the water, surrendering to its cool, enveloping rush as the world above dissolved into ripples around me.

My name’s Michelle, and just like my husband, Jack, I’m 35 years old. I’ve always been on the taller side at five foot eight, and I’m definitely not one of those naturally tiny, effortless women. My body has some softness to it, the kind that doesn’t disappear no matter how many mornings I drag myself to the gym, but I’ve come to appreciate the shape I have. I guess you could call it curvy, though I’ve never been great at describing myself. I try to stay fit, but I also like food and I’m not ashamed of that. My boobs have always been pretty noticeable too, firm in a way I know isn’t going to last forever but still feels like mine for now. I didn’t do anything special to earn them; they just grew that way when I was younger and, honestly, they’ve been catching male attention ever since. I never dress to show them off, but even in a plain top with a decent bra, I’m aware they stand out.

Jack and I met when I had just turned eighteen at a friend’s party, one of those crowded nights where everyone talks too loud and pretends to know each other. He caught my eye because he looked as uncomfortable as I felt, and somehow we ended up tucked away from the chaos, talking like we’d known each other for years. We fell in love quickly, married two years later, and for a long time it felt like everything in our lives lined up exactly the way it was supposed to. He was my first love, my only love, and I was his. There was something sweet and almost innocent about learning each other’s bodies without ever comparing them to anyone else’s. But as time went on, we both started to feel those quiet, passing thoughts about what it might be like to be with someone new. Not because we were unhappy or lacking anything, but because we were human, and curiosity doesn’t disappear just because you marry your first love.

Indeed, for some time, Jack and I had used various fantasies as playful fuel to ignite our intimacy. It had been innocent at first, the kind of teasing couples fall into naturally after years together. We joked about the attractive bartender who flirted too much or the guy at the gym who always managed to work out beside me. It never felt dangerous. It was just fun—small sparks that added a little heat to nights that might otherwise have ended in tired kisses and routine sex.

But the fantasy that ultimately changed everything didn’t slip into our lives gracefully. It arrived in a way that surprised us both.

It happened on a night when neither of us had planned on drinking as much as we did. We were sprawled across the couch, half-watching a movie we’d both seen before, a bottle of wine sitting empty by our feet. It was late—the kind of late where everything feels softer and more honest. Jack had pulled me onto his lap, kissing my neck with the kind of slow hunger that had always undone me.

I remember laughing about something—I can’t even recall what it was now, only that the warmth between us was easy and deep. Then Jack went quiet. He pressed his forehead to my shoulder, breathing in like he was gathering courage from my skin.

He whispered something about me with another man.

It wasn’t a full thought, barely more than a suggestion—just a half-slurred admission colored by desire. But the moment the words crawled into the air, the room shifted. My whole body went still. His did too.

We didn’t speak. For a long, stretched second we just stared at each other, wide-eyed and sober in all the ways that mattered. I could see the instant regret flash across his face, the panic that followed. His hands loosened on my hips as if he thought he’d broken something sacred.

He started to apologize, rushing through it, saying he didn’t mean it, that it was stupid, that he didn’t know why it came out.

Except I knew exactly why it came out.

Because I felt it too—the heat that pooled in my stomach at the idea, the curiosity I’d never dared articulate, the sudden realization that his fantasy mirrored one I’d quietly wondered about myself.

I kissed him. Hard. When he kissed me back, there was a kind of desperation in it, like we were trying to outrun the words he’d spoken.

The sex that followed was frantic, full of tangled limbs and gasps and whispered questions neither of us fully answered. He asked if I liked the idea. I asked if it scared him. He slid into me like he was trying to claim something, and I held him like I was trying not to fall apart.

Afterward, sweaty and breathless, we lay side by side in the dim glow of the TV. Neither of us said a word about what had happened. I could feel the tension still humming under my skin, a mixture of terror and thrill. Jack pulled me close, holding me tighter than usual.

We both pretended it was just a drunk moment.

For months we ignored it. Actually, ignored isn’t the right word—we avoided it. It hovered between us at odd times: when we were getting dressed for a night out, when he saw another man glance at me, when I caught him watching me step out of the shower with something like hunger mixed with something more complicated.

I’d find myself replaying that night in my head. Not the sex, though that part had been incredible, but the look in Jack’s eyes when he admitted the fantasy. It wasn’t boredom or dissatisfaction. It was longing—raw and honest and vulnerable.

The second time it came up, we were far from home.

We’d flown to a beach resort months later, a rare getaway where neither of us had to think about work or schedules. On our second night there, we were sitting on the balcony of our room, the resort’s lights flickering against the water. The air was warm, with that salty heaviness that makes you breathe deeper without realizing it.

I was leaning against the rail, sipping a drink, when Jack rested his hand on the small of my back. His voice was low and unsure as he asked if I remembered that night months ago—if I remembered what he said.

My instinct was to make a joke, to brush it off, but when I looked at him, I saw how nervous he was. Not aroused. Not drunk. Nervous.

So I told him the truth.

I remembered every second of it. And more than that—I’d been thinking about it too.

His relief was immediate, almost boyish, and something in my chest softened. We didn’t make decisions, didn’t plan anything, didn’t try to define what we were feeling. We just talked. Slowly, cautiously, peeling back layers neither of us knew we still had.

Later that night, back in bed with the balcony door cracked open so we could hear the waves, Jack asked if I wanted to watch some swinging porn together. He said it gently, like he was offering me an out the whole time. My heart thumped hard, but I nodded.

He found a few videos—real couples, real moments, not overproduced or fake. We lay shoulder to shoulder, watching strangers explore the kind of desire we’d only whispered about.

At first I felt awkward, shy, like I was watching something I shouldn’t. But then Jack’s fingers brushed my thigh, and my body reacted before my mind caught up. The air between us thickened again. We didn’t talk much while we watched, but the silence wasn’t uncomfortable. It was full of possibility, of questions we were finally ready to face.

Over the past year, however, these playful imaginings started to intensify. Gradually, we opened up to the idea of expanding our experiences to include others, perhaps through a threesome or even couple swapping. This was a topic we approached with the same candor and openness that had always characterized our relationship, ensuring it never seeded discord between us.

One peculiar night, armed with pen and paper, we decided to sit down and methodically go through our list of friends. The idea sounded almost playful when Jack first suggested it, but once we were actually sitting at the kitchen table under the bright overhead light, it felt far more real than either of us had prepared for. There was no alcohol this time, no buzz to soften the edges. Just the two of us, fully sober, staring at a blank sheet of paper and pretending we weren’t terrified of what might come out of our mouths.

Jack tapped his pen against the table. Well… we can start with couples we actually like, he said, sounding far too casual for a man who was obviously sweating. I laughed a little too loudly, because the alternative was panicking.

We went down the list slowly. Couples we’d known for years, newer friends, people we saw at barbecues or game nights. It didn’t take long before the awkwardness set in. Every time one of us said a name, there was a beat of silence—too long, too loaded—before the other found their voice.

I’d mention a couple and Jack would nod at the husband but frown at the wife. Jack would suggest someone and I’d realize I was fine with the wife but couldn’t imagine being naked within ten feet of her husband. Sometimes we surprised each other. Sometimes we surprised ourselves.

It got uncomfortable quickly. Not painful, not accusatory—just deeply real. The kind of honesty that leaves you exposed even if you never take your clothes off. There were people I found attractive that Jack never would’ve guessed, and people he admitted he liked who I’d never seen him look twice at. We weren’t jealous, exactly, but there was this strange vulnerability to it, like admitting we were drawn to people outside our marriage was breaking some unspoken rule, even though we were the ones who started this whole conversation.

At one point Jack scribbled a name, paused, and then crossed it out so aggressively the paper tore a little. No, absolutely not, he said. I grinned. I wasn’t considering her. I was considering him. Jack choked on his own spit, and we both burst into a laugh that relieved the tension just enough to keep going.

But the more names we wrote, the more obvious the pattern became. We didn’t agree on much. Someone always had a hesitation—personality issues, attraction differences, social complications, or that instinctive gut feeling neither of us could justify but couldn’t ignore either. The longer we talked, the clearer it became that trying to map out our future sex lives on paper was both impossible and kind of ridiculous.

After what felt like hours, we finally pushed the list aside. It sat between us like a strange artifact from an experiment we weren’t sure we’d repeat.

Jack sighed, rubbing the back of his neck. This is… harder than I thought.

I nodded. The truth was, the exercise had taught us something we hadn’t expected. It wasn’t that we were picky. It was that choosing people in advance—people we knew, people tied to our lives—felt forced, artificial, even risky in a way that didn’t fit what we were actually craving.

After much deliberation, we concluded that, as in other areas of our lives, meticulous planning seemed only to invite unforeseen complications. Hence, we decided to take a more laissez-faire approach. If an opportunity arose naturally, we would explore it without forcing anything. This resolution seemed to sit right with us, allowing the thrill of spontaneity to guide our adventures rather than strict schedules or forced encounters.

The night felt strangely alive, as if the spontaneity Jack and I had promised each other months ago had finally decided to show up unannounced. The heat had been relentless all day, the kind that makes clothes cling and tempers short, and even after the sun dipped below the rooftops the air still carried a humid weight. We’d hosted a small gathering—coworkers, a couple of neighbors, nothing wild—but as the temperature refused to ease, people trickled out early, eager for their air-conditioned bedrooms.

All except Steve.

He lingered after everyone else had gone, offering to help with the cleanup in the quiet, polite way that made him instantly likable. He’d only moved in a few months earlier, and though we weren’t close friends yet, inviting him had felt like the right thing to do. A welcome gesture. A noise apology. Nothing more.

But as we worked our way through the discarded cups and plates, I couldn’t help noticing him in a way I hadn’t earlier in the evening. He was tall and lean, with tousled blond hair that looked perpetually sunlit and a smile that appeared easily, almost shyly. What caught me off guard was the simplicity of him—no ego, no bravado, just a calm presence that seemed to soak up the room without trying.

I found my eyes drifting toward him more times than I wanted to admit. Not staring. Just… noticing. The way his T-shirt clung to his back when he bent to gather bottles. The quiet warmth in his laugh. The casual ease with which he helped Jack lift the folding table back into the garage. It wasn’t lust, not exactly. More like curiosity stretching its limbs for the first time in a while.

And of course Jack noticed. He always did.

By the time the three of us finally sat down with cold drinks at the dining table, the house was clean but the atmosphere wasn’t. There was still an echo of the party in the air—the fading scents of food and sunscreen, the faint vibration of music that had only recently been turned off. Steve sat across from us, flushed from the heat and the work, running a hand through his hair in a way that exposed the long line of his throat for just a second too long.

Jack leaned back in his chair and shot me a look that traveled straight to my stomach. Not possessive. Not jealous. Just aware.

He took a long sip of his drink before speaking, his voice low and edged with the kind of mischief that only I ever recognized early.

“I know this sounds crazy, but after the day we’ve had, I feel wired. Like the more tired I should be, the more awake I actually am.”

His tone was light, but the message underneath wasn’t. It was his way of cracking open the door—the same door we’d spent months circling but never fully stepped through.

Steve laughed in agreement and pushed his glass toward the center of the table as if he needed the extra air between his hands. Yeah, I know what you mean. I feel like I could go for hours before thinking about bed.

The way he said it wasn’t loaded. Not intentionally. But the words hung there, suspended between us, sounding far more intimate than they should have.

I felt the shift immediately.

A tightening in my chest. A spark beneath my ribs. That alertness you feel when a conversation quietly slips from ordinary to something that needs careful handling.

Jack caught my reaction—of course he did—and his mouth tugged into the faintest smirk. Not a proud one. Not a reckless one. Just the kind that said he knew exactly where we were standing, exactly how delicate this moment was, and exactly why I was suddenly swallowing a little harder than normal.

Our talk stayed innocent for a while—work stories, neighborhood gossip, the weather. But underneath it, something electric hummed. Not sexual, not yet. Just possibility. The awareness that we were three adults sitting at a table in the lingering heat of a long, strange night, and that the air between us was not as simple as it had been a few hours earlier.

Everything felt like it was waiting for a decision none of us had consciously made. A moment that wanted to tip but hadn’t tipped yet. A door cracked open, letting warm, unfamiliar air spill in.

And as the minutes passed, I could feel it—slow, subtle, undeniable.

The night was shifting, and all it needed was the slightest push.

Jack’s earlier comment was still hanging in the air, alive and pulsing with a kind of daring that didn’t match the simple words he’d used. I saw it in the way he leaned back in his chair, in the way his eyes held mine for a second too long—steady, deliberate, testing. The humid night seemed to press around us, thick and expectant, when he spoke again.

It’s still boiling out here. Why don’t we cool off? A late-night skinny dip?

His voice was casual on the surface, but I heard every shaded meaning beneath it. The pool, the heat, the suggestion of nakedness—it wasn’t innocent, and Jack knew it. My heart gave a slow, startled kick.

I turned to Steve before I could stop myself.

For a split second he looked stunned—like someone had flicked a light on in a dark room. His eyebrows lifted, his posture stiffened, and then the slightest hint of color crept into his cheeks. Not embarrassment exactly. More like the shock of hearing something he’d never expected, mixed with a flicker of interest he couldn’t quite hide.

His throat bobbed as he swallowed, his eyes darting up to meet mine before skittering away again. It was such an honest, unguarded reaction that it tightened something deep inside me. He wasn’t just processing the idea of a swim. He was processing everything wrapped around it.

And so was I.

A rush of thoughts slammed through me—months of conversations with Jack, the fantasies we’d circled, the boundaries we’d promised to tread carefully. The possibility of another man actually seeing me naked. The possibility of him seeing more than that.

Was this really happening?

The heat of the evening, the lingering alcohol, the closeness we’d shared around the table—it all blended into a single moment where hesitation and desire were indistinguishable. And when my gaze slid back to Jack, the look he gave me wasn’t a push or a command. It was a question. A quiet, deeply intimate question. Are we doing this?

There was anticipation in his expression, but also a trace of fear—the same fear humming beneath my ribs. This wasn’t one of our hypothetical discussions. This wasn’t porn or pillow talk. This was real, in our home, with a man we barely knew well enough to predict his reactions.

And yet the air between the three of us had shifted, undeniably, into something that wouldn’t settle back into normal just because we pretended not to notice it.

I let my breath out slowly, feeling the decision form in the space between my heartbeat and Jack’s steady gaze. The yes wasn’t spoken aloud. It passed silently between us, a shared understanding built over years of trust, curiosity, and the slow, careful dismantling of the idea that desire was something to fear.

A warm smile tugged at my lips, one I didn’t fully recognize because it came from a part of me I had only recently stopped hiding from myself. I turned back to Jack, letting my voice carry a playful tone even as my pulse thudded hard in my throat.

Skinny dipping sounds perfect. As long as we’re not overwhelming poor Steve.

It was meant as a tease, but we all knew it was also a test—a way of offering him an exit without making it feel like one.

Steve didn’t take it.

He exhaled, barely audible, and his shoulders loosened as if he’d just surrendered to something he’d been resisting. His smile was small but genuine, and when he finally spoke, his voice was rough around the edges, betraying the excitement he hadn’t quite tamed.

I mean… yeah. A swim sounds great.

As he said it, his gaze flicked downward, just for a heartbeat. A subtle, involuntary movement. But I saw it. And the quiet, involuntary spark of desire it sent through me was so sharp and unexpected it made my breath hitch.

The night felt electric, the possibilities suddenly too big to ignore.

All right then, I said, standing with a grin that felt both bold and shaky. Why don’t you two head out and get in? I’ll grab some towels.

As I walked toward the bedroom, the air behind me felt charged, as if a current had started running between the three of us. My skin tingled with nerves and excitement as I stepped out of sight, aware that I wasn’t just getting towels—I was stepping over a threshold we could never step back from.

Once in the privacy of our bedroom, the confidence I’d felt in front of the guys evaporated so fast it was almost dizzying. The moment the door clicked shut behind me, the quiet settled in, and with it came a flutter of anxiety that turned my stomach. I started undressing anyway, mostly because if I stopped to think too long, I knew I might lose my nerve completely.

By the time I stood naked in front of the mirror, the rush of boldness had faded to something smaller and shakier. I looked at my reflection with a mix of curiosity and discomfort. My body looked… like my body. Not airbrushed, not perfect, just me. A thirty-five-year-old woman with thighs I always wished were a little slimmer, a stomach that never quite flattened the way I wanted, breasts that I loved some days and doubted on others.

And tonight I was about to let another man see all of it.

The thought hit me harder than I expected. A hot, tight wave of fear moved through my chest. What if Steve thought I was trying too hard? Or worse—what if he didn’t find me attractive at all? What if he saw me under the moonlight and the fantasy shattered instantly? What if I embarrassed myself? Embarrassed Jack?

And beneath all of that was a quieter, more vulnerable fear: what if Jack saw me differently the moment another man looked at me?

I gripped the edge of the dresser and shut my eyes, forcing myself to breathe. For a moment I felt like two people at once—one trembling, unsure if she was stepping over a line she could never unstep, and another who had been craving something new, something daring, long before she could admit it out loud.

Slowly, the panic ebbed enough for something else to push through. Not confidence—just a tremor of excitement, small at first, then blooming warm and insistent through my stomach, my chest, between my legs. It felt like standing at the top of a high dive: terrifying, thrilling, impossible not to jump.

This is happening. You want it to happen.

The more I repeated the thought, the more it anchored me. My heart still hammered, my skin still flushed with nerves, but something inside me steadied.

I wasn’t doing this because I thought I was perfect. I wasn’t doing this because I needed attention from another man. I was doing this because Jack and I had spent months talking and imagining and wondering—and somehow, tonight, reality had found us.

I wrapped a towel around my body, the fabric rough and cool against my warm skin. It didn’t make me feel less exposed, but it gave me something to hold onto. I grabbed two more towels for the guys, pausing for just a second longer as my hand lingered on the doorknob.

Then I took a breath, pushed the door open, and stepped back toward the humid night and the unknown waiting for me by the pool.

Their laughter reached me before I even stepped outside—light, careless splashes and the easy, unguarded noise of two men enjoying the cool water. For a moment it didn’t even sound sexual; it sounded innocent, almost boyish, and that somehow made everything feel even more frightening. They weren’t expecting a performance. They weren’t waiting for some seductress to step onto the stage. They were just… there. Relaxed. Normal.

And I was the one about to walk into the moonlight completely naked.

When the back door swung shut behind me, both Jack and Steve turned. The sudden quiet as their splashing faded made my stomach tighten. The yard looked different than I’d imagined—brighter, sharper, almost unreal. I had counted on the shadows to hide me, at least a little, but the moon hung full and low, lighting every inch of the patio in a silvery wash that didn’t disguise anything. My heart jumped up into my throat.

So much for anonymity under moonlight.

The realization hit me hard—I was about to let another man see me with nothing to hide behind. No flattering outfit. No soft lighting. Just my real, imperfect body under a spotlight I hadn’t planned for. The urge to clutch my towel tighter surged through me, fast and instinctive. Every insecurity I’d tried to ignore in the bedroom rushed back: the curve of my stomach, the way my thighs pressed together, the slight sway of my hips when I walked. All the little things women learn to think too much about.

But layered over that fear was something else—something warm and urgent and impossible to ignore. The idea of being really seen, of stepping into that light and letting desire meet reality, stirred a pulse of heat low in my belly. It scared me, but it excited me even more.

Jack noticed me tensing; he always did. His voice cut across the shimmering water, warm and teasing, but with a weight underneath it.

Come on in. Water’s perfect. Cool… very stimulating.

He stretched the last word just enough to make my skin prickle. It wasn’t a command. It was an invitation filled with every fantasy we had whispered together in the dark. He wanted this. He wanted me. And maybe—just maybe—he wanted to see how someone else looked at me too.

Steve said nothing, but his eyes stayed on me, wide and fixed, and the intensity of his gaze made my breath stutter. It wasn’t predatory. It wasn’t disrespectful. If anything, it was almost startled—like he couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing. That should have embarrassed me, but instead, it sent a shiver of unexpected power through me.

My heart pounded so hard I could hear it in my ears. This was the moment fantasies either came alive or collapsed under the weight of reality.

I stepped forward slowly. Each footfall felt deliberate, heavy with meaning. When I reached the lounger, my hands trembled just enough that I almost hesitated. Almost.

With a quick breath, more to steady myself than anything else, I tossed the towels onto the chair. Then I paused—one last second of uncertainty, one last chance to back out before everything changed.

I reached up.

My fingers slipped beneath the knot of the towel.

One tug.

It came undone easily, almost too easily, and then the fabric loosened, slid down my skin, and dropped softly to the ground at my feet.

For a heartbeat, I couldn’t move.

The cool night air kissed every newly exposed inch of skin. The pool lights shimmered along my body. Jack’s breath hitched just slightly. Steve’s lips parted in stunned silence.

And standing there, naked under the brightest moon of the summer, terrified and aroused and impossibly alive—I stepped fully into the moment we had been building toward for months.


On the Very Edge

As I walked toward the edge of the pool, the night air felt completely different against my bare skin—cooler, sharper, almost buzzing. Every inch of me felt awake. I could feel both of their gazes on me before I even looked up, and the reaction was immediate. Two soft, startled breaths cut through the stillness.

Steve’s came out as a nervous, involuntary gasp, the kind a man makes when he sees something he never expected but suddenly can’t look away from. Jack’s sounded deeper, almost disbelieving, like he was watching a private fantasy step out of his imagination and into our backyard.

For a second, I just stood there, unsure what to do with my hands or where to place my feet. Then instinct took over. I let my legs fall slightly apart, settled my hands on my hips, and forced myself not to shrink away. I lifted my chin and tried to look confident—even though my heart was hammering so hard I felt it in my throat.

The truth was, no amount of fantasizing prepares you for the moment you’re actually naked in front of another man for the first time in your life. The vulnerability hit me like a rush of cold water. Jack was used to seeing me like this. Steve wasn’t. Steve was taking in everything—my curves, my breasts, my stomach, every imperfect, unedited part of me—and the suddenness of it made my skin tingle from head to toe.

And yet… the strangest thing happened.

The thought that hit me wasn’t some poetic reflection about crossing a line, or the shock of letting another man see me naked.

It was pure, blunt panic.

God, I should have shaved.

The realization slammed into me with a force that almost made me laugh and cringe at the same time. Out of everything—everything—this was what my brain chose to latch onto. Not the enormity of what we were doing. Not the fact that my next-door neighbor was staring right at my boobs and my pussy in the clear glow of the moon.

No. Instead, I was suddenly hyperaware of the little patch of hair between my legs.

Me and Jack had been married long enough that grooming had become more about comfort than presentation. Neither of us cared. It had never mattered. But now, with another man’s eyes lingering on me for the first time, I felt a wave of embarrassment wash over me so strong I actually glanced down, half hoping it looked neater than I remembered.

It didn’t.

There it was—my small, unstyled bush, suddenly feeling like the brightest thing on my entire body, and I felt heat crawl up my neck. I wanted to cover myself, or joke about it, or disappear altogether.

But I didn’t.

I forced myself to keep standing there, exposed, every insecurity screaming inside my head. Because beneath the fear and embarrassment, there was another feeling too—stronger, deeper, impossible to ignore.

They were both looking at me like I was beautiful.

Jack with his familiar, hungry awe.

And Steve with a stunned, almost reverent kind of desire.

And somehow, that made the moment feel even more real. Even more dangerous. Even more thrilling.

I stayed exactly where I was. Naked. Nervous. Flushed with embarrassment. And more turned on than I had ever been in my life.

I probably stood there only a few seconds, but it felt like the world slowed around me, thick and heavy, as though the night itself was holding its breath. Every sound dulled except for the rush of my own heartbeat. Steve’s gaze traveled down my body with an intensity that almost made my knees give out. It wasn’t crude or greedy—just honest, unfiltered desire—and the shock of being the object of it sent a shiver so sharp through me that my nipples tightened instantly in the cool air. It was terrifying. It was thrilling. It was addictive.

I caught Jack watching him, just for a flicker of a moment—curious, assessing, almost proud. Then his eyes shifted back to mine, and a slow, knowing smile curved across his lips. The kind of smile that said he wasn’t just allowing this moment—he was savoring it.

A surge of boldness hit me then, a reckless kind of courage born from the mixture of fear and arousal twisting together in my stomach. Before I had the chance to overthink it, I bent forward, feeling the stretch of my spine and the pull of their eyes on every inch of me, and pushed off from the patio.

The dive felt like slipping out of one world and into another.

Moonlight washed over me for a heartbeat before I pierced the water. The coolness rushed around my naked skin, a shock that stole my breath and grounded me all at once. Compared to the heavy heat of the night, the water felt cleansing, almost purifying. But the fire inside me—fueled by Steve’s stunned, hungry stare—didn’t dim. If anything, it flared brighter, as if the water had only sharpened every sensation.

As I glided through the pool, my mind replayed Steve’s expression with painful clarity—the widening of his eyes, the parting of his lips, the raw, startled lust that had crossed his face. I had only ever seen that look directed at me from one man before. Seeing it on someone else… it electrified every stroke I took, propelling me through the water with a kind of desperate energy I couldn’t hide.

By the time I reached the far end of the pool, I needed a breath—not from the swim, but from the intensity of the moment. I turned again, heart hammering in my ears, and swam back toward them.

They hadn’t moved.

Jack and Steve stood exactly where I’d dived, both frozen in place as if afraid to blink. Steve’s mouth was slightly open. Jack’s expression was a mix of desire and amazement, like he was trying to memorize every detail of the night unfolding in front of him.

I rose from the water slowly, letting the surface lick down my body in rivulets. My breasts lifted free first, glistening under the moonlight, and both men’s eyes locked onto them at the same instant. The thrill that shot through me at being watched like that—so openly, so hungrily—nearly made me tremble.

Jack was the first to speak, recovering with the ease of someone who had wanted this for a long time.

Well? he asked, eyes darkening as they ran over my dripping skin. Cool enough? Stimulating like I promised?

The look he gave me said he already knew the answer. The heat twisting low in my belly said he was absolutely right.

I grinned at Jack, unable to hide the rush of adrenaline still running through me. It certainly was cool, I said, letting the water drip from my lips as I spoke. Then, before I could talk myself out of it, my eyes slid over to Steve.

But I think I might need a different kind of stimulation tonight.

The words left my mouth smoother than I expected, but my heart was pounding so hard it felt like it might break through my ribs. Steve’s eyes went wide—really wide—and his mouth parted just enough that he looked like he’d forgotten how to breathe. For a second I worried I’d pushed too far, that I’d misread everything, but then the color rose in his cheeks and I saw the unmistakable spark of want in his expression.

Behind him, Jack made a noise that was somewhere between a gasp and a groan. It wasn’t jealousy. It wasn’t fear. It was the exact sound he made when something hit him square in the center of every dark fantasy he kept locked behind his eyes.

The mixture of their reactions hit me with a force that made my legs feel weak. I moved toward Steve through the water, slowly, giving him time to stop me if he wanted to. He didn’t. If anything, he looked rooted to the spot as I reached him.

My hands found his, and for a moment we simply stood there—me naked and dripping, him trembling so visibly I could see the ripples in the water. Then I guided his hands upward, placing them against my breasts. His fingers twitched, shy and unsure, and a little sound escaped my throat at the warmth of his touch. He wasn’t confident; he wasn’t smooth. He was nervous and overwhelmed and trying to hold himself together, and somehow that made the moment even more intoxicating.

I looked over my shoulder at Jack, needing to feel his presence in this moment, needing to know that I wasn’t walking out onto a ledge alone. My voice came out low and shaky when I spoke.

You know there’s never been anyone else. Not in the seventeen years we’ve been together. Not before. But does it shock you… that I want him to see me like this? Does it shock you that I want him to touch me?

Jack swallowed hard enough that I heard it. His lips parted, then pressed together as if he needed a second to find his voice. When he finally did speak, it came out hoarse, raw, honest.

Yeah. It shocks me. It shocks me a lot.

His eyes traveled down my body, then to Steve’s hands cupping me, then back up to my face.

But it excites me even more.

The confession seemed to jolt through Steve like an electric current. His hands, which had been frozen in place like he was afraid to do something wrong, suddenly moved with a hesitant, instinctive hunger. His palms pressed more firmly against me. His thumbs brushed over my nipples with a trembling curiosity that shot straight down my spine.

I let my gaze drift between the two of them, feeling that strange mix of nerves and boldness warming under my skin before I finally spoke. “Jack will back me up on this—I’ve always been a bit of a flirt.” Jack gave an immediate, enthusiastic nod, the kind that made me blush and feel seen all at once. “But I’ve never really been a tease,” I added, and this time his nod was slower, more knowing.

Then I turned to Steve and held his stare, letting him see every flicker of doubt and desire running through me. “Listen… if you want to walk away, I won’t hold it against you. Really. But I don’t like starting something I’m not willing to finish.” My chest rose with a shaky breath before I finally said it. “I want to take this all the way tonight. I want you to make love to me.”

I glanced back at Jack, my voice barely above the soft movement of the water. “I want to make love with both of you. Together.”

Steve’s eyes widened—shock first, unmistakable and raw—but underneath it was a burn that made my stomach flutter. It was like he’d been holding something back all evening, and my words had finally cut the rope.

I stepped closer, the water moving around us, and slid my hand beneath the surface. The moment my fingers wrapped around him, he sucked in a breath. Hard, hot, unmistakably eager—he’d been fighting this, too. His eyes darted to Jack’s instinctively.

Jack only gave a small laugh and lifted his eyebrows. “Don’t look at me, man,” he said, easy and warm. “She’s been working on me since she swam back.”

He wasn’t wrong—my other hand was still wrapped around him, stroking him slowly, matching the rhythm of my own thundering pulse. Having both of them in my hands sent a wave through me I wasn’t prepared for—something between adrenaline and surrender, power and need.

“I don’t know about you two,” I murmured, letting the water ripple between us, “but the pool isn’t cooling me down anymore.”

Steve swallowed, his voice low and rough. “Yeah… I can tell.”

“Maybe the bedroom will,” I whispered.

He didn’t hesitate. He moved to the side of the pool, almost too quickly, like he was afraid if he paused we’d all wake up from this. When he climbed out, water streamed down his body, and his erection stood out strong and impossible to miss. The sight hit me like a physical jolt—suddenly everything felt real, dangerously real—but the rush that followed only pulled me deeper into it, not away.

I grinned, unable to help the warm flush that crept into my cheeks. “Now that’s what I like to hear—a proper compliment to my beauty.”

Jack laughed under his breath. “And to how horny you are.”

I rolled my eyes at him in mock offense but turned deliberately to Steve, feeling that familiar thrill coil through my stomach. “And what about you, Steve? Do you think I’m beautiful and horny?”

“Oh God, yeah…” he groaned, the words sounding pulled straight from somewhere he couldn’t control.

“And I think I already know this,” I teased, letting my voice drop into something softer, more dangerous, “but are you horny too?”

“Holy fuck, yes,” he groaned again, louder this time, like the truth was dragging itself out of him.

A pulse fluttered low inside me. “Then I guess there’s only one question left.” I stepped closer, letting the tension stretch tight between us. “What do you want to do about it?”

His head jerked away from me, then swung back, then away again—like he couldn’t commit to looking at me, because the second he did, everything inside him seemed to jump. It was as if he was fighting himself and losing badly. Then, all at once, he cracked.

“God, Michelle,” he burst out, loud and raw. “I really want to fuck you.”

The words hit me like a jolt of electricity. I felt my breath catch, my thighs tighten—and right beside me, I saw Jack’s cock twitch sharply, his excitement mirroring mine so fast it made my heart pound.

I gently drew Steve’s hands away from my breasts and threaded my fingers through his as I guided him toward the pool steps. The water slid off him as he climbed, and the moment his hips rose above the surface, my gaze locked onto him instinctively.

It was the first time in my entire life I’d ever seen another man’s erection up close. For a heartbeat I just stared, stunned not by the strangeness of it but by how intensely I reacted. I loved it—more than I expected, more than felt safe to admit even to myself.

It was nothing like Jack’s. Jack’s is long—almost seven inches—and familiar, intimately known to me in every way. Steve’s was different in a way that made my lips part and a small sound escape my throat. Shorter, yes, but thicker… dense and heavy-looking, the kind of thickness you imagine stretching you before you ever feel it.

My tongue slid unconsciously across my lips as I took him in fully for the first time, the sight of him stirring something deep, hungry, and shockingly bold inside me.

I reached my right hand out, feeling the warm air on my skin as I wrapped my fingers slowly around him. I didn’t rush it. I wanted to feel everything—his heat, his weight, the way he throbbed against my palm the moment I touched him. I stroked my fingers up the whole length of his thickness, deliberately keeping my movements slow enough for Jack to see clearly. I knew exactly what that would do to him. Even without looking, I could feel the effect of it in the way the air shifted, in the quiet catch of his breath behind me.

“Oh yes, Steve,” I murmured, letting the words drip out of me with the same steady rhythm as my hand. “You’re definitely going to fuck me with this big, thick cock.”

Saying it out loud made my own pulse stutter. It felt bold and shameless and thrilling, like I had crossed from suggestion into commitment. I turned my head just enough to catch Jack’s eyes, letting a slow smile spread across my lips.

“And while Steve is fucking his nice thick cock into my hot little pussy,” I said, savoring every word, “I’m going to be sucking your long, hard dick like it’s never been sucked before, baby.”

Jack’s reaction was instant. His body jolted—an unmistakable twitch of excitement—and I felt the same shock ripple through Steve, like my voice had gone straight through both of them. Something clicked inside me in that moment, a deep, electric certainty. Whatever I wanted tonight, whatever direction I pushed this toward, they were both going to follow. And God, that realization lit me up from the inside.

It was almost strange how quickly everything shifted. As soon as the words were out of my mouth—saying I’d take Jack in my mouth while Steve was inside me—every trace of hesitation vanished from both of them. The nerves, the glances, the uncertainty… all of it drained away as if my confidence had given them permission to let go of theirs. Now they were just standing there, two hard cocks jutting proudly in front of them, grinning at me with this mix of hunger and disbelief that made my knees feel weak.

I turned and began walking toward the bedroom, not fast, letting the anticipation stretch and build. The cool night air clung to the water still dripping down my skin, heightening every sensation as I climbed the first step and crossed the patio tiles. I could feel them behind me without seeing them—this heavy, charged quiet, the shuffle of their feet, the way the atmosphere thickened with every step we took away from the pool.

Then curiosity tugged at me, and I glanced back over my shoulder.

Both of them were following close behind, naked, dripping, eager—hands wrapped around their hard cocks, stroking themselves in these slow, almost reverent movements as they walked. Their cocks bobbed with each step, taut and glistening in the low light, and the sight hit me with a fresh wave of heat. Jack was stroking himself with a kind of focused hunger I’d never seen in him before, and Steve… Steve looked like he was barely holding himself together, gripping himself at the base as though he needed the pressure just to keep from cumming too soon.

And every time I looked back, their hands moved a little faster, a little needier, as if the simple act of me glancing at them poured fuel on the fire we’d started.

Nothing in all our talking or fantasizing had even come close to preparing me for the surge of emotion flooding my body now. It hit me the moment we settled onto the bed—Jack on one side, Steve on the other. My skin felt electric, every breath sharp with anticipation, and I was already teetering on the edge before either of them laid a hand on me. When their hands finally began to explore me, stroking my skin, their lips and tongues tracing over my boobs, the pleasure rose so fast it almost frightened me. I nearly lost control the instant Steve’s mouth closed around my nipple, a shock of heat bolting straight through me.

Every now and then my hands brushed against their hard cocks, a fleeting graze of warm, swollen skin, but I barely had the focus to do more. I felt shamelessly lazy, stretched out between them, letting them take over, letting their hunger and their hands guide the moment. Jack lingered at my breasts, my neck, my lips—slow, steady, savoring me—while Steve slid lower, leaving a trail of heat down my stomach until he reached my pussy. The first touch of his lips there jolted through me so sharply I almost came on the spot. It was the first time another man had ever touched me like that, and the forbidden thrill of it ripped through me before I could even process it.

Jack must have sensed everything—my excitement, my fear, my spiraling desire—because he moved closer, brushing his mouth against my neck. His breath was warm, grounding, but his voice came low and rough, as if he already knew exactly what was happening inside me. “You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?”

His words hit me harder than his touch. They wrapped around me, intimate and dangerous, and forced me to face everything I was feeling. I hesitated for a heartbeat, caught between the instinct to protect him from the truth and the rising need to confess it. Did I dare admit that being naked in front of Steve turned me on more than I ever expected? That seeing his thick cock, feeling his hands and lips all over me, and now his tongue flicking over my clit, was pushing me past anything I’d ever felt? That the heat spiraling through me was so intense I could barely think, and all I wanted was to feel him inside me?

I couldn’t lie—not to Jack, not in this moment.

“Oh fuck yes,” I groaned, my body arching into Steve’s mouth. “I’m absolutely loving every second of it, and I’m sorry, babe, but I can’t wait for him to fuck me with that big thick cock.”

I held my breath, waiting for Jack’s reaction, my heart beating so hard it felt like it was shaking my ribs. For a moment, I wondered if I’d pushed too far, confessed too much. Then he leaned in again, his lips brushing the edge of my ear, his voice low and thick with desire. “Good,” he murmured, almost groaning it. “I’ve wanted this for so long… watching you like this is driving me insane. I want to feel it too. I want to slide into you right after him.”

His words washed through me like heat, grounding me and igniting me all at once. That tone—possessive, breathless, turned on—made everything feel even more real. I didn’t know whether Steve had heard us, but something in him shifted, as if he understood exactly what was happening without hearing a word.

A second later he moved between my legs, gripped my hips, and thrust himself deep inside me with one hard, decisive push.

My whole body jerked up off the bed as the sudden fullness shocked through me. The stretch, the pressure, the thick heat of him—it was so intense I cried out before I could stop myself. Then he was above me, braced over my body, fucking me with long, forceful strokes that made me bounce on the mattress with every thrust.

“Oh my god… Steve—yes, yes—fuck me!” I gasped, grabbing at the sheets. “Harder… fuck me harder… give it to me… deeper… God, deeper—yes—right there—oh my fucking god, Steve!”

The words poured out of me, raw and unfiltered, pulled straight from the center of the pleasure ripping me apart. My body tightened so quickly I could barely breathe, and then the orgasm crashed through me—violent, shaking, impossible to hold back. I clawed at the bed, at his back, at anything I could reach as the waves tore through me.

And then he suddenly buried himself as deep as he could go and stopped, holding that thick cock inside me. I felt the swell, the twitch, the pulse—felt him right before it happened. A second later he groaned against my neck and released, pumping hot, thick streams deep into my already trembling pussy.

The combination of his orgasm and mine sent me spiraling again. I couldn’t stop shaking. It felt like I came for half a minute straight, my whole body arching into him, then collapsing helplessly beneath him, completely undone.

Eventually, the last tremors of our orgasms faded and Steve’s cock slipped out of me, thick streaks of his cum immediately spilling onto the sheets and down my pussy. He rolled aside, breathless. For a moment everything went still—except Jack.

He wasn’t moving toward me at first. He was staring.

His eyes were locked on the mess between my legs, the way Steve’s cum was slowly leaking out of me, dripping in warm, lazy trails. There was a look on his face I had never seen before—shock, hunger, disbelief, something almost feral. It sent a strange, unexpected thrill through me.

“God…” I whispered, still panting, “he made me cum so hard, Jack.”

That did it.

Jack let out a strained, helpless sound and suddenly slid down the bed, dropping between my thighs like gravity had ripped him there. His hands spread my legs wider as his face lowered toward the wet, messy heat of my pussy. He hesitated just long enough for me to see the raw need in his eyes.

Then his tongue pressed between my lips.

I gasped at the sensation—his mouth was so warm, so familiar, but the slick mixture of Steve’s cum and my own made everything feel dangerously new. Jack pulled back for a second, his mouth already coated, and the look he gave me wasn’t the grin I remembered from the original moment—it was stunned, overwhelmed, pupils blown wide. The taste had clearly hit him harder than he expected.

Something inside me shifted.

It rose fast—hot, assertive, instinctive—a side of me I had never let out before.

I reached down, curled my fingers into his hair, and gently but firmly guided his mouth back to me. “Lick it,” I murmured, surprised by the tone of my own voice. “Be a good boy and clean all of it up.”

He shuddered.

And then he did exactly that.

His tongue moved slowly, obediently, tracing up through the mixture of cum and juice that coated me. I could feel how conflicted he was—the way he flinched slightly at the taste, the way he tried to breathe through his nose—but he didn’t stop. He kept going because he wanted this, needed this. When he pulled back for a moment to swallow, I saw his hand working between his legs.

He was jerking his cock while licking me clean.

The sight hit me like lightning.

“Good,” I whispered, tightening my grip in his hair and guiding him lower again. “Keep going. All of it.”

He groaned against me, the vibration running straight through my core, and lowered his mouth again, licking me with slow, deliberate strokes that sent shivers racing up my spine. The dominance in my voice, the way he responded to it, the way he kept stroking himself even though he clearly hated the taste… it lit something inside me I hadn’t known existed.

And he kept going—just like I told him.

I don’t think I’d ever cum the way I did from his tongue in that moment. It wasn’t just the sensation—it was everything. The sight of my husband kneeling between my thighs, the way Steve’s cum was still seeping out of me in slow, pulsing waves, the way Jack’s face betrayed every instinctive reaction to the taste as he kept licking because I told him to—it all fused into something dark and electric that shot straight through me.

And layered over that raw pleasure was a flicker of disbelief, even guilt. Part of me couldn’t believe I was doing this to him—making him lick another man’s cum from my pussy, holding his hair like he belonged there. But the rest of me… the rest of me burned with a feeling so powerful it almost frightened me. I’d never felt anything like it. Watching him obey, watching him struggle yet keep going, knowing I was the reason he was jerking himself while he tasted both of us—it twisted something deep inside me and made my orgasm explode even harder. My pussy kept tightening, squeezing out more of Steve’s cum, and every time I saw Jack’s reaction to the taste—every tiny wince, every determined flick of his tongue—my body clenched again and again.

By the time I finally finished shaking, he had cleaned up everything he could reach.

And then something shifted—cleanly, sharply—like a switch had been thrown inside him.

Jack suddenly pushed himself up, grabbed my hips, and drove his cock into me with a force that knocked the breath from my lungs. He fucked me with an intensity I had never felt from him—fast, rough, desperate, every thrust a mix of jealousy, need, possession, and pure arousal. His breath was ragged, his fingers digging into my skin as if he needed to hold me in place.

Steve had recovered too. He slid in beside us, cupping my breasts, his mouth claiming my nipples with a rough hunger that matched the pace Jack was setting. His tongue lashed at the swollen tips, sucking them deep into his mouth, sending shocks of pleasure straight down my spine. The combined sensation—Jack’s cock pounding into my still-sensitive pussy, Steve’s mouth working my nipples—made my whole body tremble.

It wasn’t long before I was cumming again, louder this time, overwhelmed by everything happening to me—the taste Jack had pushed through, the dominance I never knew I had, the two men touching me in entirely different ways. My orgasm tore through me just as Jack groaned and thrust deep, unloading inside my already tender, overstimulated pussy, filling me as I came around him for what felt like an eternity.

When Jack finally slipped his now-softening cock out of me and rolled onto his side to catch his breath, he lay there for a moment, chest rising hard, sweat cooling on his skin. Then he looked up at me, that dazed, blissed-out smile spreading across his face—the kind that comes when someone has just crossed a line they didn’t even know they needed to cross.

“Holy fuck,” he breathed, still half-laughing with exhaustion and disbelief. “This was incredible… so much better than I ever imagined. God, I wish we’d done this sooner.”

I knew exactly what he meant. As I lay there catching my breath, still feeling stretched and tender from the second time I’d been fucked that night, the same dizzy mix of excitement and confusion was twisting through me too. But layered under it was something sharper—a flicker of fear. Jack had just cum. His body was softening, settling, relaxing. And here I was, full of another man, my heart still pounding, wanting more. Part of me worried the moment had passed for him… that what I was about to admit might be too much now that his orgasm had settled him back into reality.

Still, I couldn’t hold it in.

My mind was racing—wondering how I’d react if the third person had been another woman, or if we’d gone all the way into a full swap. Wondering why this had awakened something in me I hadn’t expected. And most of all, confronted with the truth I couldn’t deny: I’d loved having another man’s cock in me. Loved it in a way that felt frighteningly natural.

I forced a shrug, trying to mask how vulnerable I suddenly felt. “I guess it just had to be the right time… and the right person for everything to fall into place,” I said. Then I let myself look over at Steve, letting my eyes slowly trace up the lines of his body.

And God—his cock was already hard again. Thick, heavy, fully ready. The sight made heat rush right back into my chest.

“Tonight definitely was the right time,” I said quietly, my voice softer, more honest. “And Steve… Steve was the right person.” I felt my stomach twist, but I pushed on. “I thought I’d be terrified letting another guy see me naked. But the way he looked at me… the way his eyes changed when he saw me… it made me feel so sexy. And when I saw how hard he was—how much he wanted me—it made me feel more attractive than I’ve felt in years.”

I swallowed, bracing myself, unsure how Jack would take what was coming next.

“I’m glad it was Steve,” I admitted. “Everything felt right the moment it started. And when he pushed that thick cock into me…” I shivered, unable to stop it. “God, it felt so good. So right. I can’t lie—I can’t wait to feel that big thick dick inside me again.”

For a heartbeat, I wondered if Jack would shut down now that he’d cum. Whether he’d tense, or flinch, or pull away.

Instead, he threw his head back and laughed—deep and warm and wild.

“Well, Steve,” he said, grinning as he looked over at him, “what the hell are you waiting for? My wife would like to be fucked again!”

Steve’s grin spread slowly across his face, wide and hungry, matching the thrilled disbelief in Jack’s. He didn’t hesitate. He moved over me with an effortless confidence, positioning himself between my thighs like it was the most natural thing in the world for him to be there. His cock was already thick and hard again, flushed and heavy, and the moment he guided it back to my entrance, my whole body tensed in anticipation.

Then he pushed.

One deep, claiming thrust that forced a gasp out of me and made my fingers claw into the sheets. The stretch of him was just as overwhelming as the first time, maybe even more so now that I was already sensitive and open from everything that had happened. He filled me so completely that my breath stuttered, and in seconds the familiar wildness surged through me, crawling up my spine and tightening in my chest.

God, the girth of him. The pressure. The way my body reacted instantly, like it had been waiting for him.

He drew back and slammed into me again, setting a rhythm that was deep and deliberate, each thrust sending a jolt through my entire core. I couldn’t help looking from his face to Jack’s, drinking in the impossible truth of where I was and what I was doing—my husband watching me be fucked again by the man who’d just been buried inside me minutes before. Jack’s expression told its own story: awe, arousal, something like revelation.

Steve thrust again, harder. “Fuck,” I gasped, my voice breaking as a trembling moan escaped my throat.

He kept moving, his body strong and unrelenting above mine, and for a few breaths all I could do was hold on to him, letting myself drown in the sensation. When he finally leaned forward a little, bracing himself on either side of me, his breath washed warmly across my face.

“I think I know what’s been happening with you two,” he said between thrusts, his voice rough but strangely thoughtful. “We used to talk about sharing or swapping sometimes, remember? But we never found anyone you felt totally comfortable with… not enough to really try it.”

The words hit me in a different way than his body did—shock, recognition, clarity. Because he was right. All those nights of half-joking fantasies, all the times we’d brushed the topic and backed away from it… we’d never found the right person. I’d always said no, without even fully knowing why.

But now, with him inside me, Jack watching, and my mind buzzing in a way I couldn’t control, I understood. It wasn’t the idea I’d been resisting. It was the people. The trust. The chemistry.

I saw the realization flicker through Jack’s eyes at the exact same moment. Something lit up inside him—understanding, excitement, maybe even relief. He looked at Steve with a kind of stunned respect, like he couldn’t believe they’d all stumbled into this truth together so openly, so unexpectedly.

Jack shifted closer, still breathing hard from everything that had happened. “Do you think she’d understand if you told her about tonight?” he asked, the question low but steady.

And just like that, the air between the three of us changed again—thicker, more charged, threaded with implication and possibility as Steve continued to thrust into me, hard and deep, while Jack watched with that same new spark in his eyes.

Steve nodded, thoughtful even while his rhythm never faltered. His thick cock kept sliding in and out of me in long, steady strokes that made my breath catch each time he bottomed out. “I think she would,” he said, voice rough with effort, “possibly. But you can never be entirely sure, can you?” His hips snapped forward, making me gasp. “It’s just a shame she had to visit her mother this weekend. Otherwise she would’ve come over too.”

He gave a low laugh, still thrusting with that deep, confident precision that made my legs tremble. “But then again… if she’d been here tonight? Maybe none of this would’ve happened. And that would’ve been one hell of a shame.”

He leaned over me a little more, bracing himself, his body radiating heat. His eyes locked onto mine—steady, intense, almost intimate in a way I didn’t expect. His thrusts started to quicken, the slap of our bodies louder, sharper, sending waves through me.

“Because you,” he growled, breath catching as his rhythm tightened, “are one seriously hot woman… and I really do love fucking you.”

The moment he said it, something inside him broke open. His thrusts lost their controlled rhythm and turned frantic, urgent. I felt his cock pulse hard inside me, thickening against my walls, and I knew what was about to happen a second before it did.

Then he groaned—deep, raw, helpless—and exploded inside me.

The heat of his cum flooded me in heavy, pulsing waves, and the sensation sent a shock straight through my core. My body clenched around him so violently it stole my breath. I shuddered uncontrollably, my own orgasm crashing over me—tight, exquisite, overwhelming—pulling me into another shaking, uncontrollable release as he kept spilling inside me.

My whole body trembled beneath him, every nerve alive, every muscle tightening around the thick warmth of his cum deep inside me until the last flickers of the climax finally loosened their grip.

Once the last waves of our orgasms faded and Steve finally eased himself out of me, the room settled into a warm, heavy silence. My legs were still trembling, my chest rising and falling too fast, and both men looked just as wrecked and breathless as I felt. A few moments passed where none of us spoke, all of us simply recovering, absorbing what we had just done.

Jack was the first to find his voice. He pushed himself up on one elbow, glanced at Steve with a look that was equal parts amazement and invitation, and said, “Well… maybe we could invite you and Jess over for an intimate dinner one evening?”

Steve’s grin spread slowly, wide and genuine, like the offer meant more to him than he wanted to admit. “I’d love that,” he said, still a little breathless, “but I guess it’s going to depend on how Jess reacts to all of this.”

Jack raised an eyebrow. “You’re going to tell her then?”

Steve gave a small, almost helpless shrug—honest, unembarrassed, and completely in character for him. “I couldn’t not tell her,” he said. “We’ve got a pretty open, very honest relationship. She won’t mind the sex. Trust me on that.” He paused, rubbing the back of his neck with a wry smile. “The only thing that might be an issue is the fact that you’re our neighbors.”

I liked him even more for saying that. The way his eyes dipped to my body and then lifted with that slow, confident smile sent a warm rush through my stomach. “I’m just going to be honest with both of you,” he said, voice low and steady. “I’d like more time with this beautiful woman… and with her amazing pussy. But only if we’re all good with that. She doesn’t seem like someone who’d sneak around behind her husband’s back, no matter how much she might’ve liked what I was giving her.”

Hearing him put it like that—direct, but respectful—broke whatever lingering tension there’d been. Jack let out this breath I didn’t even know he was holding and gave him a look that was half disbelief, half admiration. In that instant, Steve stopped being just the neighbor with the hard body; he became someone Jack trusted, someone I trusted. And lying there between them, I felt this unexpected hope spark that Jess—when she got back—might be open to exploring too.

With Jess away, there wasn’t any pressure on Steve to leave. That soft, unhurried stretch of time turned out to be exactly what the three of us needed. I felt it the moment I slid down his body and took his thick cock into my mouth again. Jack watched, leaning back slightly, eyes dark with that mix of jealousy and desire I was slowly learning to read in him. And because Steve wasn’t rushing home, it meant Jack had enough time to get hard again too—a victory I knew mattered to him more than he ever admitted aloud. His body usually needed almost an hour before it would even consider responding after he came, but Steve seemed ready again in minutes, and somehow the difference only heightened the intensity of everything happening.

By the time Steve eased himself inside me again, filling me completely, I had Jack’s cock in my mouth, his breathing unsteady as he tangled his fingers in my hair. Feeling one man thrusting deep in me while I brought the other to the edge sent my whole body into a kind of trembling anticipation. When Jack finally groaned and pulsed against my tongue, I swallowed it all, every drop, the pleasure sharper with Steve’s thick cock driving into me from behind. A few breaths later Steve came too, deep inside me, and the three of us collapsed together on our big bed, tangled and exhausted and unbelievably satisfied.

It was one of those nights that splits your life into before and after. And when I woke up the next morning, sore and warm between them, I felt more present in my body—more myself—than I ever had before. For the first time, I didn’t feel scared of what might come next. I felt hungry for it.


The Morning After

After a late-night party, most people need a small pick-me-up to face the day; on that particular morning, mine was anything but small—and it arrived in the form of Steve’s gorgeous, already-hard cock waiting for me when he finally woke up.

After the incredible, unexpected threesome with Jack and Steve the night before, I’d assumed I would sleep half the day away. Instead, I stirred around nine, surprisingly refreshed, and eased myself carefully out of bed so I wouldn’t wake either of them. They were still dead to the world, sprawled across the sheets, their breathing slow and steady, their bodies warm from the long night we’d shared.

I slipped into the bathroom and stood under the shower for longer than necessary, letting the hot water run over my skin. Everything felt heightened—my body, my thoughts, even the memory of the night before. When I stepped out, I wrapped myself in a short satin robe, the cool fabric clinging to me in a way that only made me more aware of how sensitive I still was.

In the kitchen, the house felt unusually peaceful. The soft hum of the kettle and the faint scent of coffee grounds filled the air as I moved around slowly, grounding myself in the quiet. Sex always made me ravenous, and I felt the beginnings of that familiar, greedy hunger curling in my stomach.

Then I heard the shower start again. For a moment I paused, listening. Jack never woke this early after a party, not unless something was seriously wrong, and nothing about his deep, near-comatose breathing earlier had suggested he’d be joining me anytime soon. So when footsteps padded down the hall and Steve appeared in the doorway, I wasn’t surprised—but I still felt a warm flutter low in my belly.

His hair was damp, sticking up in soft, uneven spikes, and he wore only a towel slung low around his hips. Droplets of water traced slow paths down his chest and over the ridges of his stomach. He looked different in the morning light—gentler somehow, but still effortlessly sexy—and the sleepy smile he gave me made my pulse skip.

I felt relaxed, almost playful, but unsure for a half-second what this new morning dynamic would feel like between us. So I offered him a warm smile and said, “Good morning. Sleep well?”

He didn’t bother with words. His grin widened, bright and boyish, and he crossed the kitchen with an easy confidence that sent a quiet thrill through me. When he reached me, he slid his arms around my waist and pulled me against him. The kiss he gave me wasn’t tentative or awkward; it was deep and slow and full of heat, the kind of kiss that made the whole room fall away until there was nothing left but his mouth on mine and the quiet thrum of desire waking up all over again.

As he finally pulled back, his hands remained warm on my hips, thumbs brushing lightly over the edge of the satin. His gaze drifted down my body, slow and appreciative, taking in how the robe had slipped open just enough to tease him. “You are as ravishing in the daylight as you were in the moonlight,” he murmured, voice low and filled with a kind of quiet wonder that hit me harder than I expected. A shiver rolled through me, my skin tightening, my nipples responding instantly beneath the thin satin as heat pooled low in my belly.

Not willing to let him have all the pleasure of admiring, I let my eyes travel deliberately down the length of him—the damp hair, the droplets on his chest, the towel barely managing to hold on to his hips. I gave him a small laugh and said, “You haven’t scrubbed up too badly yourself.” The playful teasing settled between us, warm and flirtatious, making the morning feel charged in a way that had nothing to do with caffeine.

He laughed with me, but the sound faded as his expression shifted, turning thoughtful, almost conflicted. “Look… if Jess isn’t keen on the idea of us playing with our neighbors,” he said quietly, “I won’t go against her wishes. So it’s possible this might be our one and only time together.”

I nodded, even though the idea stung more than I wanted to admit. “I get it. Really. And I hope it doesn’t play out that way. But if you want my advice… tell her how you feel, then give her space to decide. Don’t push. Let her come to it on her own terms. Though if you go down on her while she’s thinking about it,” I added with a grin, “your tongue might make the decision for her. You could convince a girl to do anything with that.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” he said with a sigh, running a hand through his damp hair. “It’s just… it’s going to be hard not to push for something I want this badly. You.” His voice softened on the word, almost reverent. Then the seriousness melted into something far more primal. “But that’s a problem for later. Right now, just in case this really is the only time we get… I want to fuck you properly. One on one. I think we both need to see exactly what happens between us.”

I let out a small, involuntary gasp, startled not just by his boldness but by the truth tucked inside his words. The idea of it—being alone with another man, without Jack right there to anchor me—hit harder than I expected. Last night had been incredible, but part of that intensity came from knowing Jack was beside me, encouraging me, sharing it with me. Now, the thought of truly swapping partners, whether with Steve and Jess or anyone else, forced me to confront something deeper. This wasn’t playful flirting in a group. This was intimacy. Exposure. Vulnerability. And I suddenly wasn’t sure if I was ready for what that meant.

Steve watched me closely, his expression shifting between curiosity and hunger, as though he could sense every flicker of my internal debate. Then, without a word, he stepped back and loosened the towel. His hands slipped beneath the terrycloth, and in one smooth motion he let it fall to the floor. He stood before me completely naked, his thick, gorgeous cock already hard and pointing straight at me, as if his body had made the decision for both of us.

Whatever my mind was wrestling with didn’t stand a chance against my body’s reaction. Heat surged through me so quickly it almost felt like a physical jolt. I remembered exactly how he’d felt inside me the night before—how full, how intense—and the memory alone sent a pulse of need straight between my legs. Without even realizing I’d moved, both my hands rose to the knot at my waist. The robe slipped open and slid down my arms, pooling soundlessly at my feet.

I took a slow, steadying breath. I wasn’t just naked. I was exposed in a way that felt raw and real, and beneath the nerves there was no denying it—I was unbelievably, almost embarrassingly horny.

“Mrs. Jones,” he teased, dragging out the title with a wicked emphasis that made my cheeks warm. “Are you always this impetuous?”

The blush rose immediately, hot and unmistakable. “Urm… I don’t think so,” I said with a nervous half-laugh. “Maybe there’s just something about you that brings out the impetuous side of me.” As I spoke, I lifted my right hand and gently wrapped my fingers around his throbbing cock.

The moment my skin touched his, his whole body reacted—hips twitching, breath catching, a shudder running through him like he’d been waiting for that exact touch.

"I wonder what it could be that causes it?" he said, laughing as he stepped toward me and slid one arm behind my knees, the other around my back. Before I had time to react, he lifted me easily, like my body belonged in his arms, and buried his face between my boobs. The warm rush of his breath against my skin made me gasp before he looked up at me again. The lust in his eyes wasn’t subtle or playful this time; it burned straight through me, raw and hungry, and the intensity of it made a tremor run through my whole body.

"You have the sexiest body I've ever seen," he said, voice low and certain. "I fucking love these big, firm tits and your gorgeous tight, sexy ass. But most of all, I love your hairy little pussy. God, I can't wait to ram my big, hard cock into it."

The words hit me like a spark dropped onto gasoline. Heat raced through me so fast it felt dizzying, my hips shifting restlessly in his grip as he carried me toward the lounge. That same molten, electric feeling stayed with me as he lowered me onto the sofa, and the second my back touched the cushions he was already on me, his mouth tracing hungry, confident paths over my boobs. My nipples were already swollen, embarrassingly sensitive, and every time he sucked one into his mouth, a jolt shot straight down to my pussy. His fingers brushed between my thighs, gliding over my lips, and I felt how wet I already was for him. He knew it, too. Of course he did.

He pulled back just enough to look down at me, a wicked grin on his face. "Does Mrs Jones want to be fucked by her horny neighbor and his big thick cock?"

The way he said it hit deeper than anything physical. Mrs Jones. Not Michelle like last night. Mrs Jones. The married woman beneath him. The one who should have said no, who should have had a line she wouldn’t cross. He knew exactly what he was doing. He was pressing right into the taboo, reminding me of the ring on my finger, of the man who trusted me, of the fantasy Jack and I had toyed with for years but never truly lived. He wasn’t just teasing me—he was challenging me, daring me to acknowledge how badly I wanted this, how far beyond simple curiosity I’d already gone.

As I paused, letting his words coil through my mind, his hands and mouth kept exploring me, pushing my body further with every slow stroke and hungry lick. The way he touched me felt deliberate, practiced, like he already understood exactly how to unravel me. Pleasure kept rising in waves I couldn’t control, sharp enough to steal my breath, until he suddenly stopped again. He pulled back just enough to make me feel the loss of him, watching me with a lazy, wicked smile.

"So tell me, Mrs Jones," he said softly, "do you want to be the good wife and have me stop?"

The question hit me so hard I couldn't even pretend to hide my reaction. My hips lifted, my back arched, every part of me reaching for him without my permission. He stayed just out of reach, close enough to taunt, too far to satisfy. I shook my head in a slow, desperate rhythm, a low sound slipping out of me. "You know that’s cruel," I said. "You know what you’re doing to me. I’m burning up for you."

His grin deepened, savoring my frustration. "I can hear your body begging," he said. "But I want more than that. I want to hear you choose it. Say it so I know it’s not just your hormones talking."

I tried to lift myself toward him again, only for him to ease back a fraction, denying me all over again. The mix of need and annoyance twisted inside me until it snapped. I glared up at him, breath shaking, and finally let the truth spill out.

"Fine. Yes. I want you," I said, my voice rough. "I want you so damn much. I want your thick cock inside my pussy again."

He didn’t need any more clarification. My body had already said enough—but now my words matched it.

As I spoke, he gave the slightest shake of his head, and I knew exactly what he meant. He wanted more. He wanted the full confession, the line crossed without hesitation. A part of me groaned, pretending to resist, but we both knew I was already gone. I wanted him too badly to hold anything back. Still, if he thought he was the only one who knew how to play this game, he was mistaken. Jack and I had spent years teasing each other with this exact kind of power play. Pseudo-dominance, psychological sparring, pushing each other to the edge. If Steve wanted that, I wasn’t about to give him the upper hand without a fight.

I glared up at him again, letting the challenge sharpen my voice. "Fine," I said. "Yes. Mrs Jones wants to be fucked. She wants her sexy little neighbor's husband to fuck her. She wants her neighbor’s husband to lick her big tits, suck her hot nipples, and then ram his thick cock deep into her pussy and fill her with his hot cum again."

His eyes widened just slightly—just enough for me to know the word husband had landed exactly where I’d aimed it. I couldn’t stop the slow grin that spread across my face.

He didn’t give me time to savor it.

Steve surged forward without a word, grabbing my hips and driving his hard cock straight into me in one fierce, claiming thrust. The force of it knocked a breathless cry out of me as he pinned me to the couch, fucking me harder and deeper than he had the night before, like he had something to prove. My body met his instantly, rising into every thrust, answering every lunge with one of my own. This wasn’t going to be gentle, and it wasn’t going to be one-sided. We were both battling for control, both determined not just to be fucked but to fuck back, giving as fiercely as we took.

After a little while, right at the moment I was sure we were about to tip over the edge together, he suddenly slowed, smiled down at me, and pulled out. For a heartbeat, my mind refused to process it. My orgasm was right there, tightening inside me, ready to break—and then it slipped just out of reach as the sensation ebbed away. Before I could protest, he leaned close, his voice rough in my ear. "Turn over, babe. I want you on your knees. I want to fuck you from behind while I play with those incredible tits."

There wasn’t a single second of hesitation in me. My whole body was desperate for him, for the fullness of him again. I flipped over quickly, lifting myself onto my knees, my ass high and trembling for him. I could practically feel his gaze on me before he even touched me, and then he lunged forward and grabbed my hips, pulling me back onto him as he drove his cock into me with a deep, primal force.

The angle was even more intense. I cried out, shocked by the sheer depth of him, and then again as his hands slid around me and found my boobs. He squeezed and lifted them, rolling my swollen, ultra-sensitive nipples between his fingers until sparks shot through my whole body. His thrusts were relentless—deep, hard, perfectly timed—and the combination of his hands and his cock sent shivers racing up my spine.

"Oh fuck yes," I gasped. "Holy fuck, yes."

He kept pounding into me, and I couldn’t stop the words tumbling out. "Keep fucking me—yes, like that, harder—come on, harder—fuck me harder. God, I love your cock in me. It’s so thick, so hard, so hot—fuck yes, fuck me, fuck me—oh god, fuck me."

My eyes squeezed shut as the pressure inside me snapped tight again, everything in my body tightening around his cock. A second later the quivering started in my pussy, sharp and uncontrollable, and then I was cumming hard, the orgasm exploding through me so violently it almost made my arms give out. He groaned behind me, thrust once more, and I felt the hot pulse of his cum shooting deep inside me as his own climax hit.

I couldn’t track time at all—every second stretched out, blurred, pulsing, drifting—but the orgasm felt endless, like it was rolling through both of us in wave after wave until there was nothing left but shaking limbs and the sound of our ragged breathing.

I guess all good things have to settle eventually, and after one last deep pulse, his cock finally stopped spurting inside me. A moment later it softened just enough to slip out with a faint, wet pop. Steve eased back and let himself slide down from the sofa to the floor, lungs dragging in air like he’d just run a marathon. I stayed exactly where I was, sprawled on the cushions in a dazed, blissed-out fog, my pussy still fluttering around the aftershocks of what his body had done to mine. My boobs tingled where his hands had squeezed and teased them, every nerve still buzzing with leftover electricity.

I could feel the goofy little grin on my face, but I didn’t care. Something huge had shifted inside me. Last night had opened the door, but today had blown it wide. I’d not only fucked another man—I’d lost myself in it, I’d wanted it, I’d enjoyed every second without guilt or hesitation. That didn’t mean I suddenly planned to sleep with every man who crossed my path. It didn’t mean my love for Jack had changed in any way. What it did mean was that a part of me I’d always wondered about was real, alive, and powerful. And for the first time, it felt like Jack and I had stepped into a version of our marriage where anything was possible.

Steve pushed himself upright, muscles flexing as he drew a shaky breath. He reached out, running the back of his hand across my stomach, leaving a warm trail in its wake. "Thank you," he said quietly, with a raw honesty I hadn’t expected. "I really needed that. And… no matter what happens, last night and today—especially today—are going to stay with me. You’re one of the most beautiful, exciting, sexy, generous women I’ve ever met."

There was no teasing in his voice, no bravado. Just sincerity. It hit me in a way I didn’t expect.

I reached out and touched his cheek, tracing my fingertips across the stubble along his jaw, giving him a soft smile. "You were right in the kitchen," I said. "We both needed to figure something out about ourselves. And I did. So thank you, too."

My smile shifted, turning playful as the future flickered in my mind. "And who knows," I added, "maybe Jess will want to explore a little herself."

His eyebrows lifted, interest sparking instantly.

I let the full, wicked grin bloom across my face. "But don’t worry. The only thing I’ll be crossing are my fingers. My legs will always be wide open for your nice thick cock."

I guess all good things have to come down from their high eventually. His cock finally stopped pulsing inside me, and a moment later it slipped out with a soft, wet plop that echoed faintly in the quiet room. Steve slid off the sofa and onto the floor, chest heaving, his breathing rough and uneven. I stayed sprawled where I was, my body still humming, my pussy still fluttering from everything he’d just done to it, my boobs tingling from the way his hands had pushed every nerve ending into overdrive. I knew I was grinning, probably looking dazed and ridiculous, but I didn’t care. I felt… different. Lighter. Unlocked.

Last night had cracked the door open, but this? This felt like a line fully crossed, a truth finally confirmed. Not only could I fuck someone other than Jack—I could let go, surrender, enjoy it in a way I hadn’t believed possible. It didn’t mean I was about to run around collecting new lovers, and it definitely didn’t change how much I loved Jack. But it did mean something inside me had shifted. I’d opened myself to new possibilities—for me, and for our marriage—and the thought thrilled me rather than scared me.

Steve pushed himself upright, muscles tensing as he sat beside the sofa. He reached out, fingers tracing a warm path over my stomach and the swell of my hip. “Thank you,” he said, his voice unexpectedly full. “I think I really needed that. And whatever happens next… last night and today—especially today—they’re going to stay with me. You’re one of the most beautiful, exciting, sexy, generous women I’ve ever met.” His eyes shone with a sincerity that took me by surprise.

I reached out and brushed my fingers along his cheek, feeling that quiet, tender moment settle between us. “You were right back in the kitchen,” I said softly. “We both needed to figure something out about ourselves. And I did. So thank you, too.” Then I let a mischievous smile pull at my lips. “And as for the future… well, I’ll be keeping my fingers crossed that Jess is open to sharing.”

My grin widened as I added, “But don’t worry, it’ll only be my fingers crossed. My legs will always be wide open for your nice thick cock.”

The second the words left my mouth, my brain screamed in disbelief. Holy shit. Had I really just said that out loud? And to him? Steve looked stunned too, blinking once as if replaying my sentence in his head. I’d basically told him he could fuck me whenever he liked. What was even more shocking was the spark of truth in my chest—I meant it.

His reaction shifted fast into that flushed, adorably bashful grin he wore so well. It stayed with him the entire time he cleaned up, showered, dressed, and finally stood at the front door. He pressed a light, gentle kiss to my cheek—so at odds with how he’d just pounded me—and stepped outside.

He was almost down the path when a thought struck me. “Steve!” I called out.

He turned immediately.

“Maybe it’d be easier to talk to Jess if there’s an actual occasion to bring up,” I said. “Why don’t you and Jess come over for dinner next Friday? If it’s warm enough, we could even spend some time in the pool.”

The way his eyes lit up made it obvious he was thinking the same thing I was—about how our last poolside ‘time’ had gone.

“And hey,” I added with a playful shrug, “if you call to cancel, we’ll know Jess wasn’t on board, and there won’t be any awkwardness. It’s just a dinner invitation. No pressure.”

His smile warmed even more. “That’s a great idea. Really. Thank you.” He gave a grateful wave, his whole mood lifted, before heading off down the path.

I watched him go, still feeling the aftershocks of everything we’d just set in motion—between our bodies, our marriages, and whatever came next.

When Jack finally wandered out of the bedroom just before lunch, looking rumpled and warm from sleep, I kissed him softly and felt my pulse jump. I needed to tell him. It wasn’t something I could sit on; the urgency buzzed through me the moment I saw him. So I pulled him close, my hands on his bare chest, and told him that something had happened between me and Steve earlier that morning.

His reaction wasn’t shock. It wasn’t jealousy. It wasn’t even mild discomfort. Instead, Jack’s eyebrows lifted with interest, and he let out the smallest, breathy laugh as if he’d been waiting for this moment without realizing it. Then he gently guided me toward the kitchen table, sat down opposite me, and said he wanted every detail. Not the vague outline. Not the polite version. Everything. What Steve did to me. What I felt in the moment. What was going through my mind before, during, after. The more I told him, the more he leaned in, absorbing every word as if it were the most erotic story he'd ever heard. I could see his cock swelling under his shorts long before either of us acknowledged it.

By the time I finished describing how Steve had bent me over the couch, how he’d held my hips, how I’d begged him, the tension between us was unbearable. Jack stood, took my hand, and guided me to our bedroom without saying a word. The second the door closed behind us, he shoved me playfully onto the bed and stripped with a kind of urgency that made my whole body catch fire all over again.

I lay back and opened my legs for him instinctively, still buzzing from the memory of Steve’s hands, Steve’s cock, Steve’s breath on my neck. Jack climbed on top of me, and the moment he pushed into me, it felt like I was splitting open with pleasure. My pussy was still tender and sensitive from earlier, and the combination of that and the way Jack was staring down at me with pure hunger made my breath break apart in pieces.

The whole story had gotten him so hard, so turned on, that he fucked me with a kind of intensity he usually saved for late-night fantasies. I wrapped my arms around him as he pumped into me, his rhythm fast and messy, driven by pure need. What finally pushed him over the edge was when I whispered the part I’d been almost embarrassed to admit: the thing I’d said to Steve, the thing that had slipped out without planning.

The part where I basically told him that my legs would always be wide open for him.

Jack froze for a moment, buried inside me, his breath catching. Then he groaned loudly, deep in his chest, and thrust so hard I gasped. He came in a rush, filling me with so much heat it felt like my whole body was melting around him. He kept cumming, pulse after pulse, until I could feel his warm spill leaking around his cock and down my thighs. The rawness of it, the emotion behind it, the way he clung to me as the last shudders hit him—it all made something shift inside me.

Judging from the way he reacted to every detail, every confession, I knew in that moment that he didn’t need to witness anything in person to get pleasure from me being with another man. As long as I shared it with him, honestly and completely, he experienced it almost as if he were there. And more than that, I realized how much it turned him on imagining me opening my legs for Steve again and again, letting someone else take me the way he’d always fantasized about.

About ten minutes later, after he’d finally rolled off me and we’d cleaned up a little, we drifted into the kitchen for coffee. I was perched on the counter in my robe, still feeling warm and swollen between my thighs, when I asked him softly how he really felt about the idea of Jess joining in with our fun someday. I barely finished the sentence before his reaction answered for him. His cock, which had been hanging soft and spent after that intense orgasm, gave a twitch, then another, then thickened right in front of me.

He didn’t put it into words. He didn’t need to. His body made the answer very clear.

The sight of him getting hard again so fast startled something awake inside me. I slid off the counter and sank to my knees on the kitchen floor without thinking. I wrapped my hand around the base of his dick, feeling it throb against my palm as I guided it into my mouth. I took him slow at first, savoring the weight and heat of him on my tongue, the taste of the cum he’d just released into me still faint on his skin. My hands held his hips as I sucked him deeper, determined to keep him ready. Ready for Jess. Ready for whatever this new world we were stepping into might look like.

As I bobbed my head and felt him swelling even more, a rush of heat spread through me—a vivid, almost desperate desire to see Jack’s cock inside another woman. It was sudden, startling, powerful. I didn’t just want to imagine it; I wanted to watch it. I wanted to see the expression on her face, see her hips grinding down onto him, see the way his body reacted to the sensation of someone new.

I had no idea what had come over me, but once the desire surfaced, it consumed me. I sucked him harder, circling my tongue around him, taking him deeper until my eyes watered. His hands tightened in my hair as he groaned, and I swallowed every drop of cum he spilled into my mouth, my own arousal building all over again just from the sound of his voice.

That was all it took. A taste of it. A glimpse of this new version of us.

And I knew I wasn’t turning back.


Jess Is In

Almost a whole week had passed since the party and that wild morning with Steve, yet Jack and I were still riding the aftershocks like they lived under our skin. It felt as if the entire energy of our marriage had shifted—softened in some places, sharpened in others. We’d catch each other’s eye over something completely ordinary, and a stupid grin would bloom on both our faces before either of us could stop it. And the sex… God, the sex that week felt like we’d rewound time to the very beginning, when everything between us was frantic and hungry and too intense to slow down. Every night we reached for each other; every morning one of us woke the other up with wandering hands. It was like something in us had been unlocked.

What surprised me most was the lack of jealousy—genuinely none—from Jack. If anything, he seemed even more drawn to me after hearing everything about Steve. He’d been right there with me that night, but he also knew what had changed the next morning, how different I’d been with Steve, how vocal, how unfiltered, how free. He didn’t just tolerate hearing it—he relished it. He took real joy in knowing I’d loved it.

One night, as we lay tangled up together after another incredibly intense round, he told me one of his favorite moments from the whole evening. Not the threesome in the pool, not watching Steve kiss me, not even watching me ride him afterward. No—Jack’s highlight, the thing he kept replaying, was the look on my face when Steve came in my mouth for the very first time. He said I had this expression of pure, blissed-out lust, like nothing else in the world mattered. Then he teased me mercilessly, saying I’d sucked Steve so hard and so long that he was afraid I might pull his balls right out of their sockets.

The stupid part was how red I went, even though we were alone, naked, and still breathing hard from our own sex. “Do you want me to be like that with you?” I’d asked him softly, brushing my fingers over his stomach.

He just laughed, pulled me against his chest, and said, “The way you are with me is everything I could ever want. What you were with him… that’s something different. And that’s the point, isn’t it? To feel new things. To explore different versions of ourselves.”

Hearing him say that made something warm settle deep in my chest. It meant he wasn’t pretending to be okay with this—he genuinely felt it. He liked knowing I could be that way with someone else. And he liked that I shared it with him afterward.

Now it was the evening we’d invited Steve and Jess for dinner, and the anticipation had been crawling under my skin all day. Even though I’d been glancing at my phone every thirty seconds, there’d been no message from them. No cancellation. No change of plans. Every passing hour made the tension coil tighter, this blend of nerves and excitement humming between us.

By the time we sat down in the living room, waiting for the doorbell, neither of us could focus on anything. Jack kept shifting in his seat, tapping his thumb against his knee, and I kept doing that thing where I’d stand, walk two steps, pretend I was checking something, then sit back down just to get up again twenty seconds later.

When the doorbell finally rang, the sound hit both of us like a shock. Jack and I practically jumped out of our skin. We froze for a second, staring at each other, hearts pounding. Then we both took the same instinctive deep breath, trying to pretend we weren’t as nervous as we clearly were. We decided to greet them together, so we walked toward the door side by side like two people about to open a letter that could change everything.

Right before Jack reached for the handle, we paused and glanced each other over. He’d gone for casual but neat—his light green shirt with the dragon motif and a pair of pale brown slacks. The color actually brought out the warmth in his skin and the softer brown in his eyes. When he caught me looking, he gave me this tiny smile, half hope, half adrenaline.

And then he opened the door.

I had chosen a silky dark pink blouse with only two small buttons in the center, leaving the upper curve of my boobs openly, deliberately on display, and a short black skirt that hugged my hips in a way that made me feel bold and a little reckless. When we opened the door, Steve stepped forward first. He didn’t even hesitate; he pulled me into a warm, light embrace and brushed a friendly kiss across my cheek before shaking Jack’s hand. Only then did he step aside—and the moment he moved, we saw Jess.

I heard Jack suck in a breath beside me, sharp and involuntary. I didn’t blame him for a second. Seeing her like that, even I felt a flicker of surprise run through me. Jess looked absolutely stunning. Her long black hair flowed down over her shoulders in glossy waves, framing a face I had honestly never thought of as more than quietly attractive. Tonight, though, she had an effortless glow, like something inside her had clicked into place and turned her into the kind of woman who could stop a room just by standing in a doorway.

Her outfit made that transformation even more dramatic. She wore what could only be described as a tiny, glittering poncho—if a poncho could be shrunk down to something playful, flirty, and barely there. Shades of blue and green shimmered together as she moved, the fabric hanging loosely over her chest and back, joined at the front by two delicate straps positioned right at the level of her boobs. The entire sides of her body were completely visible, revealing smooth skin, the subtle outline of her waist, and the faint rise and fall of her breathing. Beneath it she wore a pair of shorts that clung to her like they had been made exclusively for her curves. The whole look was sensual without trying too hard, wild in a way I hadn’t expected from her, and it suited her perfectly.

Jess was a couple of inches shorter than me, slimmer in build, yet when she stepped forward, there was a confidence about her, a softness mixed with something quietly daring. I glanced at Jack again—his eyes were practically hanging out of his skull, and honestly, I couldn’t fault him. Even I was fighting the urge to stare.

Steve, on the other hand, looked completely at ease. He had gone for a relaxed patterned shirt and slacks like Jack, but he seemed more than happy to fade a step into the background and let Jess steal the moment. And she did. The impact she had on the room, on both of us, was undeniable.

After we exchanged quick, polite greetings at the door, the four of us drifted toward the lounge, each of us clinging to our chilled drinks like they might cool more than just the heat outside. The room had that strange mix of warmth and nerves you only get when everyone knows exactly what happened last weekend but no one knows how to talk about it yet. Jess and I naturally moved toward each other, the way women sometimes do when the tension is too palpable between the men. We began complimenting each other’s outfits, laughing a little too brightly, easing ourselves in through the safe, predictable door of girl talk. Meanwhile, Jack and Steve watched from across the room, trying to seem casual but not quite pulling it off.

Because of the heat, I’d planned a light, cold dinner that could be eaten whenever we felt hungry, and when I mentioned that, Jess’s eyes lit up instantly. “So… does that mean we can swim before dinner? And maybe after, too?” she asked, her excitement bubbling out so quickly it almost startled me.

“Of course,” I said, smiling, though the sudden forward momentum of the evening sent a ripple of heat low in my stomach.

Jess’s whole face brightened at the invitation. “Good. After today, I seriously need that water.” She exhaled in a dramatic swoosh, then paused, her expression shifting. “But… there’s something I need to say first.”

She glanced between the three of us, her posture stiffening just slightly. Even before she spoke, I could see the nerves in the way she twisted her fingers together. When she sat down, I noticed with a jolt that she had unknowingly perched on the very sofa where Steve and I had fucked that morning after the party. The irony almost made me light-headed.

Jess swallowed and then blurted, “I want to thank you for what you shared with Steve last weekend.”

The room froze. Even Jack sat up straighter. Jess’s cheeks flushed bright pink, but she pushed forward.

“I know Steve told you we’d been talking about sharing with other people… and that we just hadn’t found the right couple to try it with. But that wasn’t the whole truth.” She flicked her eyes toward Steve; he gave her a small, reassuring nod. Encouraged, she continued, “We were also scared. Both of us. We can get possessive, and even though the idea turned us on, we didn’t know how we’d cope with actually seeing it happen… or knowing it happened.”

She laughed softly, nervous but honest. “But then Steve told me what happened between you two… and especially how Jack handled everything.” Her eyes landed on Jack with something almost like awe. “The way you reacted made Steve think maybe he could handle it, too.”

Then she looked my way, the blush deepening further. “And when Steve told me everything… I didn’t feel jealous. Or angry. Or anything I expected. I was just… insanely turned on.”

Jack let out a low breath beside me, and the heat that shot through my body had nothing to do with the weather. Jess’s hands were now clasped tightly in her lap, fingers white at the knuckles.

“Of course,” she added, her voice softening again, “hearing about it isn’t the same as doing it. So we’re both still kind of terrified.” A shy smile tugged at her lips. “Excited and terrified. It’s a weird combination.”

Her honesty hung in the air between us, fragile and brave, and suddenly the whole evening felt balanced on a razor’s edge—four people, all trying to pretend this was just dinner, even though every heartbeat in the room said otherwise.

My heart truly went out to her in that moment. Everything she was describing — the uncertainty, the fear, the strange mixture of arousal and panic — it all hit close to home. I knew exactly how those emotions tangled together. If I’d had to sit around for days wondering how something like this was going to unfold, building it up in my mind, imagining every possible outcome, I wasn’t sure I would have managed it either. What had happened with Steve had been spontaneous, unexpected, almost accidental — and maybe that was the only reason I hadn’t fallen apart with nerves beforehand.

Before I could find the right words to reassure her, Jack moved. He stepped forward with that quiet confidence of his, took Jess’s hands in his, and gently pulled her up from the sofa. His expression was warm, steady, and calm — the exact opposite of the emotions swirling through the room. Then he slipped his arms around her waist, drawing her closer with a tenderness that surprised even me, and he kissed her.

The kiss started soft, almost testing the waters. Jess stiffened slightly, her hands hovering for the briefest moment like she wasn’t sure what to do. I saw her eyes flick between Steve and me, wide and searching, that nervous little glance asking silently whether this was okay, whether she should back away, whether she had our blessing. But as Jack deepened the kiss, tilting his head and pulling her body flush against his, something shifted in her. The tightness in her shoulders eased, her eyes fluttered shut, and her arms slowly lifted to wrap around his neck. The kiss grew warmer, more confident, and there was no mistaking the way her body melted into his.

Watching Jack kiss another woman — truly kiss her, with hunger and sensuality — hit me with a brief shock. Not pain, not jealousy, just a sharp jolt of something primal I couldn’t label at first. Then, as I watched Jess respond to him more and more eagerly, that jolt softened and warmed into something that spread through me like a slow, pulsing heat.

I felt my nipples tighten almost instantly, that familiar ache blooming under my blouse, and a slick warmth gathered between my legs before I could stop it. My body reacted to the sight of them together in a way I hadn’t anticipated — not with fear or doubt, but with a deep, visceral excitement. Jack’s hands slid down Jess’s sides, cupping her ass through the flimsy material of her skirt, squeezing lightly as he pulled her even closer. Another wave of heat rolled through me watching it. Then his hands drifted up the length of her spine, tracing the exposed skin beneath the loose sides of her top, his palms roaming with slow, deliberate strokes that made my breath catch. Jess arched just slightly into the touch, and the low sound she made against his mouth sent a flutter through my stomach.

I glanced toward Steve, trying to read his expression without making it too obvious. He stood perfectly still, though his eyes were anything but. They were wide, almost stunned, fixed on Jess as though he couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing. His jaw hung slightly open, and the muscles in his face twitched like he was fighting half a dozen thoughts at once. It was the first time he’d watched Jess with another man, and it showed. Panic flickered behind his eyes, followed immediately by fascination, then something darker, deeper — arousal that he didn’t yet know how to admit to himself.

He glanced toward me, just for a second. The look in his eyes wasn’t a plea exactly, but something close — a raw, unsettled emotion that asked whether this was normal, whether he should step in, whether he should do something to stop it. But I held perfectly still, offering him no rescue or reassurance. This was a moment he had to navigate on his own, the same way Jack and I had confronted our own boundaries hours earlier. If I crossed that space, if I touched him or spoke or tried to soothe him, it would interrupt something he needed to wrestle with himself.

So I simply watched, heart thudding, body humming with a nervous excitement of my own, letting him see that I wasn’t panicked, that I wasn’t threatened, that I wasn’t about to pull Jess away from Jack. And that quiet, unspoken permission seemed to sink into him, even if he didn’t fully understand it yet.

I could practically feel the tension in the room shift, thickening with the weight of everything unsaid — the fear, the arousal, the permission, the curiosity — all of it swirling together as Jack kissed Jess deeper and deeper, and both she and Steve realized there was no turning back from whatever this night was going to become.

Then Jack eased back from their kiss, and for the first time we both got a completely unhindered look at Jess’s expression. Her lips were parted, her chest rising and falling in quick, shallow breaths, and there was a dazed, hungry intensity in her eyes that made my own stomach tighten.

“Jess,” Jack said quietly, almost gently, “lift your arms for me.”

She hesitated for only a heartbeat, then slowly raised her arms above her head. Jack reached for the hem of her little poncho-top and, in one smooth, practiced motion, lifted it upward and pulled it over her head. The room seemed to hold its breath as he tossed it aside.

What I had suspected from the moment she walked in was instantly confirmed. Jess hadn’t worn a bra. There was a chorus of sharp, unmistakable breaths from all corners of the room—including my own—when her boobs came fully into view. They weren’t large, but they were perfectly shaped, high and firm with a youthful bounce, crowned with a pair of vivid, ruby-red nipples that were already swollen with excitement. They were arrestingly beautiful, almost artful in their symmetry.

Jack’s reaction was immediate and completely unfiltered. His breath caught with a low, primal sound that was part hunger, part awe, and he took a half-step closer as if gravity itself was pulling him toward her. He lifted his hands almost reverently, cupping her breasts with a gentleness that contrasted starkly with the raw desire painted across his face.

Steve’s gasp, however, sounded entirely different. His was edged with tension, a tight and pained exhale that betrayed the cocktail of emotions he was wrestling with as he watched another man touch his wife like that for the first time. I could see the battle playing out across his face—shock, disbelief, instinctive possessiveness clashing with arousal, curiosity, and a desperate attempt to stay open to the very thing he had agreed to try.

But despite that struggle, one truth was impossible to ignore: there was a massive, undeniable bulge straining against the front of his slacks. He was aroused. Visibly, unmistakably aroused. And that told me more about where his mind really was than anything he could have said aloud.

Jess’s breathing had grown ragged, but she didn’t pull away from Jack’s touch. Instead, something shifted inside her—some line crossed, some fear surrendered—and she reached forward with trembling but eager hands.

Her fingers found Jack’s belt. One quick tug. Then another. The soft clink of metal. The quiet rasp of leather sliding free. Every tiny sound felt amplified, suspended in the heavy stillness of the room.

Then came the sound that made my pulse spike: the sharp, almost obscene unzip of Jack’s slacks. It sounded impossibly loud in the silence, a thin, descending whisper that felt like an announcement, a declaration, a point of no return.

Jack stepped out of his slacks as they pooled on the floor. He slipped his thumbs under the waistband of his boxers and pushed them down himself. When he straightened, his cock sprang up, hard and heavy and already slick at the tip. Jess made a soft, involuntary sound—half whisper, half gasp—as her eyes widened.

For a moment, I saw it flicker inside her again—that rush of nerves, that flash of uncertainty, the sense that she was teetering on the edge of something she had imagined but never lived. But then her breath steadied. Her shoulders relaxed. And with a slow exhale, she let whatever fear was left melt away.

Her hands reached out, tentative at first, then surer as her fingers wrapped around Jack’s shaft. She gave him a long, appreciative stroke. Then another. Her cheeks flushed a deep, rosy red as her thumb brushed over his sensitive tip, and Jack let out a shuddering breath, his eyes falling half-closed as he surrendered to her touch.

And just like that, there was no turning back for any of us.

My own gasp shocked me more than anything happening in front of me. It didn’t come from seeing Jack’s hands on Jess or Jess stroking his dick. It wasn’t jealousy or dread, though I’d expected that possibility to slam into me at some point. No — the sound tore out of me because of something completely different, something I hadn’t seen coming at all.

I’d gasped at the sight of Jess’s boobs.

It took a moment for the realization to land, to work its way through my mind with a slow, electric charge. I wasn’t just admiring her or comparing myself to her. The sight of her perky, perfect little breasts — high, firm, those ruby-red nipples already hard — genuinely turned me on. It hit me so hard my breath caught. I couldn’t drag my eyes away. I was standing in my own living room, watching another woman touch my husband, and the arousal wasn’t just coming from him. It was coming from her. Something about the mix — her body, her confidence, her vulnerability — lit up every nerve inside me.

I was so wrapped up in dissecting that wild, unexpected reaction that I almost didn’t notice Steve moving. It wasn’t until he stepped forward, edging closer to Jack and Jess, that my brain snapped back into the moment. I instinctively took half a step forward, like I was going to intervene, but I stopped myself quickly. This wasn’t mine to interfere with. Whatever was about to happen had to unfold between the three of them.

Still, it surprised the hell out of me when Steve moved behind Jess, hands steady as he reached for the zipper on her short skirt. The sound of it sliding down seemed oddly loud, sharp in the thick, heated silence filling the room. He eased the skirt over her hips, letting it fall in a neat little pool at her feet. Jess stepped out of it, then turned her head toward him, lifting her face in invitation.

A second later, Steve bent forward and kissed her hard, his mouth crashing onto hers with a mixture of hunger and nervousness. His hands framed her waist as they kissed, her lips opening for him almost immediately, and all the while Jess kept stroking Jack’s cock, her movements slow and deliberate like she needed something to anchor herself.

Steve finally broke the kiss, breathing hard as he lowered himself and hooked his fingers into the waistband of her small red panties. He dragged them down her thighs, and Jess stepped out of them with a tiny shift of her hips, and then she was completely naked — right there in our lounge, exposed under the soft evening light.

I took in her body with a long, instinctive sweep of my eyes. The lean curves. The toned lines. The smooth skin. The small waist. The gentle flare of her hips. The way her chest rose and fell with quick, nervous breaths. She was more beautiful than I’d ever given her credit for. The kind of beautiful that made your throat tighten and your pulse rush with something you couldn’t name.

When I finally looked back at Jack, I realized he couldn’t look away from her either. His eyes were glued to her body, drinking her in with an intensity I had never seen in him before — and instead of hurting, it thrilled me. It warmed me. It lit something deep inside me that had been slowly coming awake all week.

And the strangest part?

I couldn’t look away either. Jess had the most perfect little body — not intimidating, not unapproachable, but mesmerizing in a way that hit some primal, instinctive part of me. There was something about the sight of her naked, aroused, vulnerable, and adventurous all at once that set every nerve in me alight.

So I stood there, watching, letting the moment wash over me.

And I knew exactly what Jack was feeling, because I was feeling it too.

Again, Jess looked over her shoulder, but this time her smile was small and uncertain, like she wasn’t sure if she should give into the moment or run from it. Steve reached out and brushed his fingertips along her cheek, a soft gesture meant to steady her, then he shot Jack a grin—one that carried a familiar edge. He even used Jack’s line from the week before, but with a playful twist. “Well, Jack… what are you waiting for? Pretty sure my wife wants to be fucked.”

Jack let out a quick laugh, but when he looked back at Jess, it was with a gentler seriousness. “Is he right, Jess?” he asked quietly. “Do you want me to fuck you?”

For a few seconds, she froze. I could see the fear flicker straight across her eyes—raw, honest, and painfully familiar. I recognized it instantly because I had stood exactly where she was standing just a week earlier. Jess was facing the edge of the same cliff I had stepped off: the point where fantasy stopped being harmless fun and turned into something real, something that could change everything in a marriage—good or bad. She was wrestling with all the same doubts I had fought through. Even when your husband helps undress you for another man, even when he encourages it, there’s still that knot of fear about what it means, what it'll do, what it might uncover in both of you.

Then Jess glanced down at Jack’s dick—long, thick, and visibly throbbing—and something in her shifted. Her breath hitched, her lips parted, and the very tip of her tongue slipped out to wet them. The moment her gaze stayed locked there, I knew. The battle was already finished.

I felt myself smile—quiet, relieved, excited all at once—as Jess finally drew in one long breath and let the truth come out in a trembling whisper.

“Yes, Jack… I want you to fuck me. I really do.”

As Jack wrapped Jess in his arms and kissed her deeply, Steve drifted away from the scene, almost as if he’d been pulled loose from gravity. A moment later he was in front of me, and then I was in his arms, his mouth crushing against mine in a desperate, searching kiss. His tongue pushed into me with a hunger that wasn’t purely sexual—it was the kind of kiss someone gives when they need anchoring. I felt his whole body shaking, his breath uneven against my cheek. Instinctively, I held him as tightly as I could, my hands sliding up his back, trying to steady him the way he had steadied me the week before.

Slowly—second by second—the trembling eased. He pulled back just enough for us to look at each other. His eyes were wild with conflict: excitement, fear, possessiveness, arousal, pride, panic. All of it tangled together. And I recognized every single thread because I had lived them myself.

"It will be OK," I said softly, brushing my thumb along his jaw. "You were different with me than you are with Jess, weren’t you?"

He nodded, still trying to understand the truth behind his own reaction.

"And Jess will be different with Jack," I continued gently. "She’ll kiss him differently, move differently, sound different. You need to let yourself enjoy those differences instead of fearing them." I felt my smile soften as I added, "That’s something Jack taught me after last weekend. He noticed I was wilder with you than I’ve ever been with him. And to him, that wasn’t better or worse. It just… was. And the very fact it was different turned him on."

I watched his face closely, waiting for it to register, hoping he would understand that he wasn’t losing Jess—he was discovering another version of her.

A slow, crooked grin finally spread across his face. "I think I get it," he said. "You’re trying to warn me that Jess probably isn’t going to hide how much she’s enjoying getting fucked by Jack."

I couldn’t help laughing. "Well, I enjoy it, so why wouldn’t Jess? Jack has a really long, hard dick, and he absolutely knows how to use it."

I knew I was pushing him, nudging him right up against the edge of his own insecurities, but it had the exact effect I hoped for. His grin widened, tension dissolving into something closer to raw, eager anticipation.

"Yeah," he said, shaking his head in amusement. "I noticed how much you enjoyed it on Friday. And I’m pretty sure Jess is enjoying it right now."

Right on cue, a sharp, breathless squeal tore through the room from the direction of the sofa. Both of us spun toward the sound just in time to see Jack’s dick disappearing into Jess’s pussy for the very first time.

I held onto Steve as we stood there, our bodies pressed together, our arms looped around each other while we watched Jack and Jess begin to truly lose themselves in each other. Jack’s mouth moved over Jess’s boobs with a slow, hungry confidence, his tongue circling her nipples, teasing them until they stiffened under his lips. His hands drifted down to her tight little ass, squeezing, guiding, pulling her closer as he angled himself between her thighs. Every motion felt both deliberate and tender, like he wanted her body to understand him fully before he pushed deeper.

I watched Jess’s face shift from nervous tension into something molten and unrestrained. When Jack began easing his long, hard dick into her, inch by inch, I saw the shock ripple across her expression—shock followed by surrender, and then by an unmistakable hunger. Her hands slid to Jack’s ass almost immediately, gripping him hard, urging him to push deeper. Each time he thrust slowly into her, she lifted herself up to meet him, her body reaching instinctively for the fullness of him.

Jack had clearly decided this wasn’t the moment for fast, frantic fucking. He was giving her something slow and sensual, letting her feel every inch of him, letting her body rise to meet each careful, powerful thrust. He was letting her discover, in her own time, exactly what kind of pleasure she was inviting into her life.

Jess’s head rolled side to side, her soft moans growing louder, rawer, as the tension built within her. Every time Jack hesitated at the edge of her, letting her anticipate the next deep plunge, her hips lifted in a desperate search for him. The moment he pushed all the way back inside her—slow but unyielding—her whole body arched beautifully, a long, drawn-out sound spilling from her throat.

The sight of them hit me like a fever.

I had watched porn with Jack over the years, even found myself turned on by it sometimes, but none of that had prepared me for this—two real bodies less than ten feet away, the sounds, the rhythm, the way Jess’s pussy gleamed with wetness each time Jack withdrew. It was intimate and honest and impossibly erotic. And the fact that it was Jack, my Jack, and our gorgeous neighbor only sharpened everything inside me.

There was no jealousy—not even a flicker. Instead, something warmer rose inside me. Something proud, something intensely sexual. I wanted Jess to feel everything Jack could give her. I wanted Jack to have the thrill of another woman giving herself to him entirely. And I wanted this moment to burn itself into all of us.

I finally understood, in full, exactly how Jack had felt watching Steve with me the weekend before. That sense of shock mixed with adrenaline, mixed with disbelief, mixed with an almost voyeuristic joy. And now, standing here, pressed against Steve’s body, feeling his breathing quicken as he watched his wife in another man’s arms, I felt a new wave of arousal crash through me.

I wanted to join them. God, I wanted to join them so badly.

Jess’s voice broke through the air again, louder now, almost frantic. "Oh yeah, yeah, that’s it. Oh, fuck yes! Yes, that feels so, so fucking good. Oh my god, Jack, fuck me, fuck me deep!"

Her pleasure filled the room, and the rawness of it lit a fire in all of us.

And I found myself trembling—not from nerves, but from pure, urgent desire to be part of what was unfolding right before my eyes.

As Jess moaned her orders, Jack obeyed without hesitation, driving his long, hard cock into her writhing pussy with a force that matched the urgency in her voice. Her cries rose sharply, filling the room with a raw, electric heat. "Oh my god, Jess," Jack gasped, his voice tight with pleasure, "you're so tight… so fucking hot."

He shifted his stance and pushed her legs even wider, lifting her hips clean off the sofa as he thrust into her again. The movement made Jess arch like she’d been struck by a bolt of pleasure. Her head rolled back, her mouth falling open, and her fingers curled into the sofa cushions so hard her knuckles whitened. Watching her body bow like that sent a surprising jolt of pride through me. She wasn’t just enjoying it—she was overwhelmed. And I knew that look. That tensed, trembling stillness right before everything detonated.

Her orgasm hit fast and violently. Her eyes rolled back as her whole body seized, then began to shake uncontrollably. She let out a broken cry that didn’t even sound like a word. And a breath later I heard Jack’s voice—deep, strained, lost in it.

"I'm cumming… fuck, I'm cumming too!"

I watched, transfixed, as my husband came inside our neighbor’s pussy. The sight hit me harder than I ever could’ve prepared for. The way his face twisted, the way his hips jerked, the way Jess’s thighs trembled around him—it was all so vivid that my own body reacted before I consciously realized it. My hand slipped down between my legs, almost like someone else was moving it, and my fingers sank into my wetness. I was already dripping, already swollen, and within seconds I was rubbing my clit and dipping my fingers inside myself while watching them cum.

I hadn’t even been aware of myself doing it until I heard a low groan right beside me. The sound snapped me out of the haze, and I turned my head sharply. Steve was standing there, his slacks puddled around his ankles, his hand working up and down his big, thick dick in tight, desperate strokes. He must have moved away from me without me noticing, drawn closer to the sofa. Or maybe I had moved without realizing. I genuinely couldn’t remember—my body had been on autopilot, pulled by the scene in front of us.

He sensed my movement and turned toward me. The raw lust in his eyes hit me like a physical force. His chest was rising and falling fast, his jaw tight, his knuckles white from the grip on his cock. And when our eyes met, something electric passed between us—an instant, undeniable recognition that we both wanted the same thing, and it definitely wasn’t our own hands.

I didn’t think. I didn’t need to.

Heat tore through me as I practically ripped my clothes off, dragging the blouse over my head, shoving my skirt down, kicking everything away. Steve was doing the same, stripping so fast it looked almost frantic, both of us shedding layers like our skin was too hot to keep anything on it. In seconds we were both naked—completely naked—and standing only a few steps apart, breathing hard, bodies already leaning toward each other without touching.

I cast a quick glance back toward the sofa just in time to see Jack and Jess beginning to come down from the peak of their climax. Jess had collapsed back onto the cushions, breathing in ragged gasps. Jack was still leaning over her, catching his breath, his cock glistening as he slowly slipped free of her. They looked spent and stunned and utterly satisfied.

And then a wild, reckless idea flashed through me—fast, bright, and impossible to ignore. I didn’t know where it came from. I didn’t pause to analyze it. I simply reached out, grabbed Steve’s hand, and tugged him toward the sofa with me, my heart pounding, my body thrumming with energy so intense it felt like I’d swallowed lightning.

I had no clue what was about to happen next.

I only knew I wanted him—and I wanted him right there.

I knelt on the floor beside it, mirroring the angle of Jack and Jess’s faces, and as I settled into position, I found myself staring straight into Jess’s eyes. My voice came out breathless and reckless, charged with everything that had been building inside me. Yes, Steve, that’s it. Fuck me from behind, fuck your nice thick dick deep in my hot little pussy, fuck me like Jack just fucked Jess. Come and fuck me hard, fuck me nice and deep. The words tumbled out of me before I could even make sense of the heat surging through my chest.

Before I had time to second-guess myself, my body acted on pure instinct. I lowered my head and wrapped my lips around Jess’s left nipple, sucking hard and drawing it deep into my mouth. She jolted under me, a sharp gasp escaping her, and the shock of her reaction only pushed me further. Behind me, I heard Steve’s own surprised sound an instant before I felt his thick dick hammering into my dripping pussy, the sudden force stealing my breath. Yeah, that’s it, suck her sexy little tit while I fuck you, he yelled, his voice raw and hungry as each thrust grew harder, deeper, more demanding.

I had never touched another woman like this in my life, had never even imagined doing something so bold, yet here I was with my tongue lashing across Jess’s soft skin, tasting her, exploring her, discovering how intoxicating it felt. Her scent, her warmth, the tiny tremors racing through her chest under my mouth—it all pulled me deeper into this wild moment, and I couldn’t get enough.

The initial shock seemed to melt out of her. Jess’s breathing changed, her chest rising faster against my lips, her nipple tightening as she began to respond to every stroke of my tongue. Beside us, Jack’s reaction was impossible to miss—his body tensed, his hips shifting, his dick starting to thicken all over again inside Jess’s pussy as he watched what I was doing to his wife.

Steve’s rhythm grew more powerful behind me. His hands slid forward, cupping and squeezing my boobs, his fingers teasing my nipples as his thrusts drove into me like a piston made of fire. My whole body felt stretched between their touches—Steve’s heat behind me, Jess’s soft skin in front of me, Jack’s heavy breaths blending with hers. After a minute, Steve’s grip changed. His hands clamped down on my hips, tight enough to hold me exactly where he wanted me, using me for leverage as he drove into me with sharp, hungry strokes.

That pressure made me gasp, but what truly shocked me was the sudden squeeze on my breast. A hand. Firm. Warm. But not Steve’s—both of his were locked on my hips. I had to look, even with my pulse thundering. When I tilted my head down, I saw it was Jess’s hand, her fingers wrapped around my breast, kneading it deliberately.

The jolt that shot through me was almost unbearable. Something electric, different, new, and somehow even hotter than everything before. My mouth left her skin, my breath shaky as I looked directly into her eyes again. Mmmm, Jess, that feels so fucking good. So fucking good, I whispered, barely able to control my voice. Her expression broke into a wide, breathless smile. Don’t stop, girl, she pleaded, her voice trembling. Please don’t stop. God, I loved the way you were sucking my nipples. Come on, keep going, keep licking my tits. You’re making me so, so hot, and you looked like you were enjoying it.

And I was—more than I’d ever admit out loud in any other moment—so I didn’t hesitate. I lowered my head and went right back to her perfect, perky boobs, sucking and licking with desperate, greedy strokes as her fingers tightened on my breasts and nipples. Behind me, Steve fucked my pussy with deep, relentless thrusts, each one sending a shockwave through me. Beside us, Jack fucked Jess with a renewed urgency, the sight and sound of all of us tangled together pulling him into the same feverish rhythm.

I couldn’t tell who tipped over the edge first—me, Jess, Jack, or Steve. It all blurred together into one wild eruption. All four of us seemed to break at once, our bodies tensing, shaking, screaming as those orgasms ripped through us, crashing and echoing off each other until none of us could tell where one ended and the next began.

We lay there in a warm, breathless tangle for longer than I could measure, our limbs draped over one another, hands idly moving across skin without anyone bothering to track whose hand belonged to whom. Every touch carried the same lazy afterglow, the same hum of shared satisfaction, and none of us seemed in any hurry to let it fade. My body still felt electric, pulsing with the echo of everything we’d just done.

Eventually, I lifted my head and looked at Jess, her hair mussed, her cheeks flushed, her breathing still unsteady. Didn’t you say you wanted to go for a dip before we had dinner? I asked, smiling through the haze. She let out a small laugh, her eyes lighting with something soft and almost shy. Urm… I think I need a dip even more now, she murmured.

I slowly eased myself free from Steve’s arms and legs, still feeling his warmth on my skin, then reached down to help Jess as she untangled herself from around Jack. Both men looked wrecked in the best possible way, spread out on the carpet like their bodies had simply given up. Jess and I exchanged a quiet, knowing smile before we took each other’s hands and walked through the kitchen and out onto the deck.

The night air felt cool against our naked bodies, but instead of making us hesitate, it made everything feel more freeing—more daring. Without a word, we dove into the pool together, cutting through the water in long, easy strokes. We swam back and forth a few times, letting the heat of our bodies settle and the last tremors of orgasm drift away.

When we finally stopped in the shallow end, the silence between us felt natural, almost intimate. I drifted a little closer, and it just made sense to slide my arms around her. She wrapped hers around me in the same slow, comfortable motion, our bodies fitting together like this wasn’t the first time, like it was something we already knew how to do. Her perky little tits brushed against mine, a soft, warm pressure that made my breath catch in my throat.

Our lips met without either of us deciding it. One moment we were looking at each other, the next we were kissing—gentle, exploratory, almost hesitant at first. But as soon as her mouth touched mine, I felt that same fire streak through my body, sharp and undeniable. The flush spreading over her chest told me she felt it too.

When we pulled back slightly, her cheeks deepened in color. I’ve never even kissed a woman before, she confessed, her voice barely above a whisper. I grinned, feeling just as breathless as she looked. Neither have I. But something about it is turning me on like mad.

Jess’s arms tightened around my waist, drawing me closer until our hips brushed beneath the water. It’s turning me on too, she whispered, her lips brushing lower, nuzzling into the side of my neck in a way that sent a shiver all the way down my spine.

She glanced toward the house, where Jack and Steve were still sprawled out recovering. Do you think they’ll mind? she asked softly.

I let out a slow breath, my pulse thudding as her mouth skimmed my skin. I don’t think they’ll mind at all. Honestly, I think it excited them seeing us touch each other like that. But if you’re worried, we can stop?

Jess pulled back just enough to look at me, her hands sliding up from my waist to cup my boobs with an easy, confident touch that sent another ripple of heat down my spine. I was a little worried how Steve would cope seeing me with Jack, she admitted, her thumbs brushing slowly over my nipples. He can be a little possessive, but he seemed to handle that quite well… eventually.

The way she said it—light, playful, but with that trace of understanding beneath it—made me realize just how much she’d picked up on. She had sensed Jack’s earlier struggle too. She was far more perceptive than she let on. She giggled softly, the sound warm against my cheek. I know it kind of shook him up a bit when I didn’t go off the deep end about your threesome, and when I told him I really wanted to fuck Jack. I think it took him a little while to feel comfortable with that. Her fingers squeezed gently at my breasts before drifting along the curves. I guess it might take him some time to get used to this too, but he better get used to it because this is definitely going to happen again, isn’t it?

Her words went straight through me. Without thinking, my hands rose to cup her perky little boobs in return, feeling her soft gasp against my mouth as I leaned in and brushed my lips over hers. All I know, Jess, is that for the first time in my life, I’m getting seriously turned on by the sight and the touch and the taste of a woman, I murmured, my voice low and steady even though my pulse was racing. Nothing and no one is going to stop me from making love to the gorgeous woman who’s turning me on. Nothing… except the woman herself.

A shiver ran visibly through her at that, starting in her chest and rippling all the way down to where our bodies met under the water. Her breath hitched, her hands tightening on my boobs. I want that. God, I want that so bad, she whispered, and then her mouth was on mine again, hungry this time, her kiss warm and deep and certain.

We stayed like that for another couple of minutes, tangled together in the water, kissing and touching, the heat between us rising all over again. When we finally heard footsteps on the deck, we both turned our heads. Jack and Steve stepped out into the light, still flushed from before—and both their cocks already hard again, standing thick and ready.

Jess let out a slow, wicked grin. Now that’s what I like to see… a couple of big, beautiful dicks all ready to go to work. She nudged me with her hip, her smile growing. Shall we help them out?

A laugh burst out of me, sharp and eager, and I reached for the nearest hard dick without hesitation. Every nerve in my body felt lit from within.

I knew this was going to be one magnificent evening.


Jess and Michelle 

When I reached out for the nearest dick, it happened to be Jack’s that I wrapped my hand around first, but I didn’t mind in the slightest. The weight of him, the warmth, the way he twitched the second my fingers closed around him—it all sent a familiar rush through my body. I told him to sit up on the edge of the pool, and he did, water dripping down his thighs as he leaned back on his hands, already breathing harder in anticipation. I leaned in and began running my tongue slowly up and down his generous length, savoring the way he stiffened even more with every stroke of my tongue.

I hadn’t mentioned it tonight, but the previous weekend I’d jokingly measured them both. Jack was a little over seven inches long but just under five inches around—long, smooth, and beautifully shaped. Steve was shorter, exactly five and a half inches, but so thick he was almost six inches around. They were completely different, and each one gave me an entirely different kind of pleasure. Right now, I loved having Jack’s familiar firmness on my tongue, the way he reacted instantly and without restraint.

Jack let out a deep sigh, almost a moan, his head tipping back as I took him deeper into my mouth. He’d always loved having his dick sucked, and he wasn’t shy about showing it. As I worked him with my tongue, I let my eyes drift sideways. Jess had positioned Steve exactly the same way—sitting on the opposite edge of the pool, legs parted, leaning back slightly as she traced her surprisingly long tongue up and over the thick head of his swollen cock. Every few strokes, she let the head slip into her mouth, sucking just enough to make him grunt, her pace teasing and deliberate.

Still working on Jack, I kept watching her. There was something mesmerising about the way her tongue circled Steve’s thick crown, how her lips spread around him, how her playful little flicks made his breath catch in loud, unfiltered groans. Seeing her like that—confident, sensual, fully into it—sent another spark of heat through my stomach and made me moan softly around Jack’s length.

Then, suddenly, an idea hit me, playful and wicked.

I lifted my mouth off Jack’s cock, letting the cool air hit him just long enough for him to gasp in frustration. Jess, I called out softly, still stroking Jack in my hand. I’ve got such a good idea. Why don’t we keep swapping… and see which of these horny boys can hold out the longest? Make it a little competition for them.

Jess giggled the moment the words left my mouth, her eyes sparkling as she lifted her lips from Steve with a soft pop. Oh god, yes, I love that idea! she said, running her hand slowly up his thick shaft. With two different mouths and two different tongues, I really don’t think either of them will last very long at all.

The look on both men’s faces told me she was right.

We immediately switched positions, moving with the same breathless excitement that had been building between all four of us since the moment we stepped into the pool. I took Steve’s thick cock into my hand and guided my mouth over him, while Jess slid right over to Jack, her lips wrapping around him with an eager confidence that made Jack suck in a sharp breath. After a couple of minutes we switched again, then again, falling into a rhythm that felt playful and erotic and deliciously competitive.

It went on for a good five minutes, maybe longer, and I found myself genuinely impressed that both men were still holding out. They’d cum not long ago, and that probably helped, but even so they were both a complete mess—squirming, gripping the edge of the pool, breathing in short, hard bursts, moaning loud enough for the neighbors to hear if they’d been anywhere close.

I had just taken Jack deep into my mouth when Jess switched back to Steve, her wet hair clinging to her cheeks as she bobbed her head up and down his thick shaft. A moment later I heard him gasp, his voice cracking slightly. Oh fuck, baby… this is driving me absolutely wild!

Jess popped her mouth off him and looked up with a slow, teasing grin. What’s driving you so wild, baby? Watching me suck your dick… or watching me suck Jack’s? The way she said it made even my stomach flip.

Steve let out a hoarse groan. Both.

She wasn’t done with him. Come on, admit it, baby. You’re getting especially turned on watching me sucking Jack’s cock, aren’t you? she whispered, her voice soft and dangerous and designed to slip right under his skin. She knew exactly how to push him, and he knew it too.

Steve closed his eyes and groaned again, deeper this time, his whole body tensing as her words sank in. When he spoke, his voice had changed—rougher, hungrier, almost trembling with how much he meant it.

Yes… fuck it… okay, yeah. It’s watching you sucking Jack’s dick that’s getting me so horny. I can’t wait to watch him shoot his load down your hot throat.

Jack’s cock jerked so hard in my mouth it almost slipped free, the sound of Steve’s confession sending a sharp pulse through him. I could feel exactly how much that comment had fired him up—his thighs tightening, his breath catching, the muscles in his stomach twitching under my hand. It sent a rush of heat straight through me too.

Jess and I switched again without a word, like we’d both had the same instinct at the exact same second. She slid down onto Jack immediately, her mouth opening wide as she took him in deep—deeper than I’d ever managed in one smooth motion. Her lips reached almost to the base, her throat relaxing like she’d done it a hundred times.

I stared, stunned and genuinely impressed. Jess definitely didn’t get to practice that on Steve.

I was stroking Steve’s throbbing dick, feeling the pulse of him under my fingers as I occasionally lowered my mouth to swirl my tongue over his thick crown. It was a struggle to focus on just one thing. Jess was on Jack with a level of skill that stunned me, and watching Steve’s reaction was just as intoxicating. His eyes were locked on her—completely fixed on the sight of her bobbing head as she worked Jack with slow, controlled movements that looked almost unreal. She took him all the way down to the base like she was born knowing how, then lifted her head until only the very tip rested between her lips, teasing him with that lightest brush.

I had never taken Jack that deep. Not even close. And from the look on Jack’s face—the way his jaw clenched, the way his thighs trembled—he was barely hanging on. Jess was pushing him right to the edge without hesitation.

As she plunged down again, taking him fully, I felt the perfect moment open in front of me. I lifted my mouth from Steve’s thick shaft, letting the cool air hit him as I spoke.

I know that look, Jess. He’s about to cum. He’s about to shoot his load into your mouth. Steve, is that what you want to see? Do you want to watch my husband spray his hot thick cum into your wife’s sexy little mouth? Do you want to watch Jack cum down her throat? Do you, Steve? Honestly, do you?

Steve’s face twisted in a mixture of lust and helplessness, like the words were dragging something straight out of him. His voice came out ragged, almost broken.

Fuck. Yes. Yes, I do. Come on, Jack, blow your load in her mouth. Cum for her.

The second he said it, I dropped my mouth back onto Steve’s cock, sucking him hard and deep, feeling the urgency ripple through him. Behind me, I heard Jack let out a strangled groan—one I knew better than any other sound he made. That was his release.

I turned my head just enough to see from the corner of my eye. Jess had both hands wrapped around Jack’s shaft, holding him steady as only the tip remained inside her lips. Her throat was working furiously as she swallowed, taking as much of his cum as she could, though I could already see some spilling from the corner of her mouth and running down onto her boobs in warm, milky trails.

Even if I hadn’t heard Jack’s moans or seen Jess swallowing him down, Steve’s reaction would have told me everything. The instant Jack started cumming, Steve’s dick swelled even thicker, stretching my mouth wide enough to make my eyes water. A heartbeat later, I felt the first hot surge of his cum flooding my mouth and sliding down my throat.

I had no time left to watch anything else. All my focus narrowed to Steve’s orgasm—each pulse, each burst of heat. I sucked and swallowed greedily, taking as much of his cum as I could manage without spilling a drop, the taste richer and hotter than usual, the intensity of the moment amplifying everything.

And the wildest part? I was loving every second of it. Sucking him dry, tasting him, feeling him empty into my mouth. I’m not normally a huge cum fan, but right then, in the middle of all of us moaning and cumming together, it felt unbelievably right.

When Steve finally stopped pumping cum into my mouth and his body relaxed, I let him slip from between my lips and rose slowly to my feet. My legs felt shaky, my skin buzzing, but I turned toward Jess anyway. She was standing too, wearing a wide, dazed grin, Jack’s cum still glistening at the corner of her mouth and sliding lazily down her chin. Something inside me reacted before thought even had a chance to catch up. I stepped toward her, cupped her face gently, and pressed my mouth to hers.

The moment our lips met, I tasted Jack’s cum on her tongue. Warm. Salty. Familiar. My stomach fluttered hard as I licked the streaks from her lips and chin, slow and deliberate. When we finally pulled apart, she leaned forward and licked the traces of Steve’s cum from my own lips with the same eager hunger. It felt intimate in a way I hadn’t expected—hot, playful, strangely tender.

Mmm, I murmured, breathless, I really like the taste of Jack’s cum in your mouth.

Jess giggled, her eyes sparkling. Me too… but I don’t want to taste it on your mouth. I want to taste Steve’s cum as it drips from your pussy.

That sent a jolt straight through me—sharp, electric, deep. Her eyes were locked on mine, and the desire there made my breath catch. Me too, I said softly, the anticipation curling low in my belly. But I think we all need the sustenance of some food first—don’t forget, you were invited for dinner!

It broke the intensity just enough. All four of us burst into laughter, the tension dissolving into something lighter, warm, almost giddy with what we’d just done.

When the laughter faded, we slipped back into the pool. The cool water wrapped around us instantly, soothing our flushed skin and washing away the sticky traces of our messy blowjob competition. We swam the length of the pool and back again, slower this time, letting the heat settle into a warm afterglow.

Then we headed inside, dripping water across the deck as we walked. The dining table was already set with candles flickering softly, their light dancing against the windows. We sat down together—four completely naked bodies settling around an elegant, carefully prepared meal—and for a moment I realized how surreal it might look from the outside. Four adults, bare skin glowing in candlelight, eating dinner like this was the most normal thing in the world.

But to us, it didn’t feel strange at all. It felt… right. Perfectly right.

We moved through the meal at an easy, unhurried pace—no rush, but no need to drag things out either. The candlelight softened everything, giving the whole room a warm glow, and there was this effortless comfort settling over the four of us. After everything that had just happened, you’d think it might feel awkward, but instead it felt strangely grounding, almost intimate in its own way.

Conversation drifted naturally toward what the evening had stirred up for each of us. Steve was genuinely stunned when Jess admitted she hadn’t been sure how she’d react to actually seeing him with me. Hearing about it was one thing, she said—witnessing it hit very different emotional nerves. I shared that I’d had the exact same uncertainty about seeing her with Jack, and even Jack looked surprised when I said it out loud.

We all acknowledged the internal tug-of-war Steve had gone through, how he’d struggled with the idea of Jess being with Jack. With a laugh that carried both embarrassment and pride, Steve admitted that once he got past the initial shock, it ended up being the hottest, most exhilarating experience of his life. Jack jumped on the moment with a sly grin and asked if two women together pushed any buttons for him as well—and whether it was something he’d ever fantasized about. Steve’s sheepish nod and quiet yes told us everything we needed to know.

Jess and I shared a grin that didn’t need a single word. We both heard the green light in that confession loud and clear. Inside, I sent Jack a quiet thank-you for steering the conversation exactly where it needed to go. His instinct for emotional undercurrents had just cracked open a whole new set of possibilities.

After dinner, we drifted from the table into the lounge. Jack and Steve declared themselves too tired to dance—both dramatically patting their legs and joking about being worn out from the pool earlier. That left Jess and me to take the floor alone.

We started with upbeat songs, letting the music loosen every inch of tension from our bodies. We twirled each other playfully, laughing as our hips swayed and our breasts bounced with each movement. The freedom of being naked, uninhibited, and still buzzing with the afterglow made the dancing feel almost euphoric. Every spin and shake of our asses earned amused smiles and appreciative looks from Jack and Steve, who lounged back on the sofa like they were watching their own private show.

Their eyes followed us everywhere we moved—and knowing that they were enjoying it only made us dance harder, wilder, and with a little extra sway.

As the playlist eased into slower, more sensual rhythms, our movements softened without either of us consciously choosing to change. The lively spinning and laughing gave way to something smoother, something that drew us toward each other with each slow step. Before I realized it, Jess and I were standing face to face, our hands interlaced, our bodies swaying together in a gentle, intimate rhythm.

The closeness felt effortless. With every slow rock forward, our nipples brushed, sending tiny sparks through my chest. The room, the music, the soft glow of the lamps—everything faded. Jack and Steve were still on the sofa somewhere behind us, but they felt a world away. In that moment, all I could see was Jess. All I could feel was her warmth pressing against me, the quiet pull between us growing stronger with each slow breath.

Her long black hair spilled down her back and over the upper curves of her chest, stopping just above her high, perky boobs. And those nipples—deep ruby red, tight, impossibly stiff—seemed to stand out like they were reaching for me. The way her chest rose and fell against mine made my pulse thicken in my throat.

But when my gaze drifted lower, there was so much more. I realized I hadn’t truly looked at her body before—not like this. Her waist was slim, tapering into hips that seemed made for being held. Her ass was tight and round, moving with a subtle, hypnotic sway as we rocked together. Even her legs drew my attention, toned and smooth, carrying her with a kind of sensual confidence I’d never paid proper attention to.

I had never looked at another woman this way. Not with this depth. Not with love or want or anything close to desire—only with the competitiveness and jealousy I’d been used to for most of my adult life. But now, everything felt different. These new sensations poured through me, warm and overwhelming. It wasn’t admiration. It wasn’t curiosity.

It was pure, undeniable lust.

The same sharp, breath-stealing lust I’d felt the week before when I first saw Steve’s gorgeous dick and instinctively knew I wanted it inside me. Only this time it wasn’t sharp at all. It wasn’t a lightning bolt. It was a slow, steady heat that spread through every inch of my skin. A softer, glowing kind of urgency. Like my entire body was being bathed in warm sunlight, soaking deeper and deeper until it reached places inside me I hadn’t even known were waiting to be lit up.

We stayed like that through another couple of slow tracks, our bodies swaying in perfect sync, the space between us gradually shrinking until there was nowhere left to go. Finally, I let go of her hands and reached out, my fingertips brushing her hips before settling lightly on the tops of them. The moment I touched her, she mirrored the movement, her hands gliding onto my own hips as though we’d rehearsed it.

It felt like a silent signal passed between us—an understanding, a pull, something deeper than words. We both leaned in at the exact same moment, our boobs pressing together fully now, nipples meeting with a heat so sharp it felt like sparks catching between us. They were so hard it almost hurt, like we were burning tiny points into each other’s skin.

Then it happened.

A sudden jolt shot through me when my pussy brushed hers, the soft hair of her landing strip sliding over my own trimmed mound. Jess gasped at the same instant I did, the sound small and tight, like she’d been caught off guard by how powerful the sensation was. We stayed perfectly still for a few seconds, chests touching, hips connected, soaking in this incredible wave of energy rising between us. It felt like being hit with static from head to toe—only warm, delicious, and pulsing right where our bodies touched.

My hands slid instinctively around to cup the firm, tight curves of her ass, and she followed my lead, her palms gliding behind me to grip mine. We pulled each other closer, our pussies pressing together more deliberately now. Our hips began a subtle, unconscious sway—just enough movement to create a soft, rhythmic rub between us, our wetness mixing against our inner thighs. I felt how warm she was… how wet. And I knew she could feel the same from me.

The music barely registered anymore. It was just a gentle beat guiding the slow roll of our bodies as Jess and I finally leaned in, our lips meeting for the first time—softly, so softly it barely counted as a kiss at first. A light brush, a careful testing, like we were both afraid to break the spell by moving too fast. But that light touch was enough to set off another spark, this one deeper, blooming low in my stomach and spreading upward until my breath trembled.





Unlike Anything Before

This kiss was unlike anything I had ever experienced. No rough stubble scraping my skin, no firm masculine jaw, no familiar sense of being dominated by size or strength. Instead, everything about her was gentle… warm… impossibly soft. Her lips were plush, her breath warm, the entire moment feeling surreal—as if I were kissing a different kind of creature entirely. And with each featherlight press of her mouth against mine, the hunger inside me grew, slow and steady, like embers being coaxed into a flame.

Encouraged by the heat rising between us, I pressed my mouth harder to hers. Jess let out a soft, helpless moan the moment my tongue slipped between her lips and met her own. That tiny sound seemed to break something open inside her. In an instant, her kiss changed—her tongue met mine with wild urgency, dancing and pushing and tangling with a hunger that matched my own. Our bodies crashed together, breasts pressed tight, hips rolling, as weeks—maybe years—of unspoken curiosity and pent-up desire tore free all at once.

It was the deepest, most consuming kiss I had ever experienced. It felt like we were trying to merge into each other, to climb inside each other’s skin, to close every inch of distance that reality still insisted on keeping between us. The connection was magnetic, overwhelming, so raw it felt almost animal.

My hands seemed to grow a will of their own. They roamed everywhere—sliding across the warm skin of her back, gripping her ass cheeks, tracing the tops of her thighs, then tangling in her hair. More than once, I cupped her incredible boobs, squeezing them, feeling their weight, their warmth, the impossible firmness of her nipples brushing against my palms.

Jess’s hands were just as frantic on me—grabbing, stroking, exploring. It was like we’d both forgotten the concept of restraint. The music vanished. The men vanished. Even the room ceased to exist. There was no space, no air, nothing but Jess’s body and my reaction to every inch of it. My entire world shrank down to the taste of her mouth, the heat of her skin, the pressure of her hips against mine.

I couldn’t tell you how or when we ended up on the floor. One moment we were standing, kissing like we were starving, and the next we were tumbling down onto soft cushions that had magically appeared beneath us. Jack probably put them there—he was always the practical one—but I didn’t even have time to register it before Jess and I pulled apart just long enough for me to lower my mouth to her boobs.

Her nipples were unbelievable—tight, throbbing, begging to be taken. I licked a slow, teasing circle around one, then took it into my mouth and sucked hard. Jess let out a sharp cry, her fingers digging into my shoulders as she gasped, Yeah… oh yeah… oh yes… suck me, suck my tits!

God, I sucked them. I pulled those stiff nipples between my lips and sucked greedily, hungrily, then switched to lashing her boobs with my tongue, tasting her skin, feeling her chest rise and fall in frantic bursts beneath me. It was one of the hottest sensations I’d ever known—different from any man, thrilling in a completely new way.

Then, suddenly, the world flipped.

I found myself on my back, Jess straddling me as her lips descended on my boobs. The moment her mouth closed around my nipple, a desperate moan tore out of my throat. Oh yes… oh god, yes… suck them… suck them harder.

As Jess’s lips and tongue kept working my boobs, warm and hungry and relentless, her hand slid down between my thighs. The moment her fingers brushed my pussy, a shock tore through me so fierce it almost stole my breath. My whole body lit up. I’d had my breasts sucked plenty of times before, and I loved every second of having Jack or Steve play with my pussy… but this—this was something entirely different. It wasn’t even in the same universe. The heat, the intimacy, the sheer wrong-but-so-right thrill of another woman touching me there made my nerves feel raw and electric.

It didn’t feel like a first time for either of us. There was no awkward fumbling, no hesitation. We just knew. Instinctively. Like our bodies were guiding us faster than our minds could keep up. We moved together in a slow, wordless shift, turning, adjusting, lining ourselves up until we were lying opposite each other—our heads between the other’s legs, our faces inches from each other’s most private places.

It was the first time I had ever seen Jess’s pussy this close. The sight nearly made me moan out loud. Her lips were swollen, slick, glistening with how turned on she was. Her short, neatly trimmed black landing strip framed everything perfectly. Up close, her outer lips looked a little fuller than average… but tonight they were extremely swollen, almost like a more aroused version of the lips I’d kissed earlier on her mouth.

I reached out with trembling fingers and traced along one side of her pussy lips, then the other. The moment my fingertip touched her, Jess’s whole body jerked off the cushions. I was so close I saw a bead of her juice slip out from between her lips and trail downward. Instinct took over—I leaned in, flicked it up with my tongue, and tasted her for the very first time.

And god… the second her flavor hit my mouth, I knew I needed more.

That need barely had time to register before Jess’s tongue touched my pussy.

It felt like my entire world detonated.

My body convulsed, a violent shudder tearing through me like I’d been hit with a thousand tiny electric shocks all at once. Jess didn’t rush—she moved deliberately, almost tenderly, slowly running her tongue back and forth across my lips. Each pass made my legs tremble. Then, just as I was about to beg her to keep going, she slipped her tongue just barely inside me before pulling back again, teasing me, torturing me in the sweetest way.

I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t think. Every muscle in my body was vibrating.

Then she did something that pushed me over the edge.

Her fingers reached up and very gently spread my pussy lips apart… and her tongue slid deep between them, gliding upward until it brushed directly over my swollen clit.

My whole body snapped upward off the floor in a hard, uncontrollable jolt, my breath bursting out of me in a raw, shattered gasp.

Once the shock of that last jolt eased enough for me to breathe again, I knew I had to return the favor—and with just as much intensity. I leaned in, used both hands to gently spread Jess’s slick pussy lips apart, and then slid my tongue forward to flick the hard little bullet of her clit. The reaction was instantaneous. She let out a sharp, high squeal as her entire body jerked up against my mouth, her thighs clamping around my head for a split second before she lost control again.

That response lit something fierce inside me. The power of it. The intimacy. The raw, uncontrollable pleasure she couldn’t hide. It pushed me into a deeper hunger. I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked—hard—exactly the way Jack often did for me. Jess didn’t just moan. She spasmed. Her hips bucked wildly into my mouth, her fingers digging into my thighs, her breath breaking apart in desperate little gasps. A moment later she returned it, taking my clit between her lips and sucking with the same relentless pressure, and my body reacted just as violently.

After that, all sense of restraint evaporated.

My tongue explored every part of her, sliding anywhere it could reach. Her tongue did the same to me. Our hands alternated between holding pussy lips open for frantic, darting tongues, and gripping fistfuls of ass to pull each other in deeper. Our bodies writhed together, our boobs pressing, nipples brushing and rubbing so desperately it felt like our chests were making love all on their own. Every second only built the fire burning inside me, fueling it until the heat became almost unbearable.

By now we were both moaning loudly—raw, needy sounds that filled the room—as we urged each other on. Begging for more tongue. Begging for harder suction. Begging for clits to be sucked again and again. Our words blurred into gasped instructions and desperate pleas.

Then something shifted.

It felt like my whole body started to come apart at the seams. Jess’s tongue kept flicking over my clit in a rhythm that was almost too much to bear, and the orgasm that hit me wasn’t like anything I’d ever experienced. It wasn’t stronger or louder or longer—it was different. Completely, profoundly different. It felt like I was melting… dissolving… my entire body becoming liquid heat pouring into her mouth as she kept licking, taking every tremor, every spasm, every rush.

If my juices were flowing anything like hers, I don’t know how either of us stayed conscious. Because when Jess began to scream—her orgasm roaring through her body—her juices poured straight into my waiting, hungry mouth. They ran down my tongue, over my lips, onto my chin, and I licked and sucked and swallowed every drop I could reach.

I couldn’t get enough of her.

And judging from the way she kept grinding into my face, the way she clutched at my thighs, trembling and gasping and begging me not to stop… she couldn’t give enough.

Later, Jess confirmed it—my body had done the exact same to her.

When our bodies finally stopped quivering and jerking, when the last trembling aftershocks of those orgasms eased and we’d licked and sucked every remaining drop from each other’s pussies, we shifted instinctively. No hesitation, no thinking—our bodies simply moved until we were face to face again. The moment our mouths met, we fell into a deep, lingering kiss. It wasn’t like earlier, not wild or hungry or frantic. This one was slower, richer, almost tender. A kiss of gratitude. A kiss that said everything we were too breathless to speak.

When we finally pulled apart, we just sat there grinning at each other… until we both suddenly burst out laughing. I managed to gasp out, Is that me or you that I can taste?

Before Jess could answer, a loud whoosh—almost like a shared exhale—echoed across the room. Jack and Steve. It was as if they’d been holding their breath the entire time Jess and I had been lost in each other. And when we turned to look at them, their faces were flushed bright red. Not embarrassed—aroused. Their chest rising fast, eyes wide, mouths slightly open.

Our gazes dropped, almost automatically.

Both of them were hard.

Not just hard—achingly erect, their cocks straining so strongly it looked painful. The redness in their faces wasn’t from lack of oxygen after all. It was pure, unfiltered lust.

Jess caught my eye. I caught hers. We grinned. That silent exchange was all it took.

Jack and Steve moved at once—almost like they’d been waiting for permission. They sprang up from the sofa and came toward us quickly, their bodies tight with need, the air around them charged with a kind of desperate eagerness. There was no hesitation in the way they positioned themselves behind us, ready to join whatever came next.

Jess and I arched back slightly, lifting one foot to rest against the opposite knee, opening ourselves for them without a single spoken word. And a moment later, their hot, throbbing dicks slid deep into our still–steaming pussies. The sensation made both of us gasp into each other’s mouths as we fell into another kiss, our hands moving up to play with each other’s boobs again. Our nipples were so sensitive that even the softest touch made us both moan.

Every movement became a tangle of hands—ours and theirs. Sometimes I wasn’t even sure whose fingers were squeezing my boobs or whose thumb brushed over my nipple. At moments Jess and I reached for the same spot, competing against Jack and Steve’s hands, all of us tangled in the same urgent need.

Behind us, their hips drove forward in deep, powerful thrusts, their big, hard dicks fucking into us while Jess and I writhed together, kissing, touching, gasping into each other’s mouths.

It was bliss. Pure, unfiltered bliss. And in that moment, every single one of us knew it.

Caught up in that whirlwind of heat and discovery, I felt a strange clarity settle over me beneath all the chaos of pleasure. Some part of me—small but undeniable—knew this evening wasn’t just a wild detour. It felt like the beginning of something bigger, something that might unfold across many nights, many places, many chances to explore each other in ways we hadn’t even imagined yet.

Steve had already mentioned a cabin by the lake they escaped to on weekends—secluded, quiet, a perfect little hideaway. The idea alone stirred something inside me, a promise of future adventures together. But right now that felt a lifetime away compared to the raw immediacy of the moment.

Jack and Steve were moving between us with a smooth, practiced rhythm, switching, teasing, thrusting, giving Jess exactly what she begged for as she called out what she wanted next. Her voice rose and fell with the music of her desire, her words urging them on, encouraging every shift, every thrust, every deeper push.

And me?

My mind slipped somewhere unexpected. Even as pleasure coursed through my body, I kept circling back to a thought I’d avoided for years—a final, forbidden curiosity I’d never acted on. The last frontier. The only thing I’d never tried.

My ass.

The idea flared in my mind, sharp and hot. Exciting. Terrifying. Electric.

Jack had admitted more than once how much he fantasized about taking me there. How much he wanted it. But had Jess and Steve ever crossed that line? Would they want to? And if I decided to go through with it—who would I choose? My husband, whose fantasies I’d always carried in the back of my mind… or someone new, someone whose size or hunger might reshape the experience entirely?

The thought made my stomach tighten and my thighs tremble. This wasn’t the moment for that choice—not yet. I tucked it away for later, for a quieter place where desire wasn’t clawing at me from all sides.

Right now, the room was vibrating with urgent need and unspoken possibilities, the air thick with sweat and sex and the wild promise of what we might all become together.

And then everything snapped back into the present.

Steve gripped my hips, pulled out with a ragged groan, and his thick cock erupted—hot, heavy ropes of cum splashing across my boobs. I gasped at the sensation, my hands instinctively rising—but before I could touch a single drop, Jack and Jess dove for me from both sides, frantic and laughing and competitive as they licked it from my skin.

Jack dragged his tongue up one breast. Jess claimed the other. Their mouths collided in the center of my chest in a messy, urgent scramble, each trying to outdo the other, licking and sucking and moaning as Steve’s cum mixed with their frantic mouths.

I threw my head back and laughed—helpless, breathless, overwhelmed.

What an incredible party this was.

The camaraderie and chemistry that had grown between the four of us made the idea of a weekend getaway feel not just appealing, but inevitable. When Steve mentioned the cabin by the lake—a place he and Jess had escaped to many times before—Jack and I didn’t even need to look at each other before we agreed. It sounded perfect, almost too perfect, like the natural next step after everything we’d shared. Steve didn’t waste a minute. He booked it on the spot, and the rest of the week was spent in a flurry of anticipation, packing, planning, imagining what the four of us might get up to miles away from anyone who knew us.

The moment we arrived late Friday evening, the setting felt like something out of a dream. The cabin sat nestled deep in a heavily wooded stretch of forest, tall pines rising all around us like silent guardians. A narrow path led down to a tiny private cove—a pocket of pale sand cupped by the trees, with water so still it looked like a sheet of glass under the moonlight. The nearest neighbor was nearly a mile away. Privacy wasn’t promised; it was guaranteed. That knowledge settled over us like a blessing.

And we wasted absolutely no time taking advantage.

The car doors had barely shut before the four of us were peeling off our travel clothes, shedding the day along with them. The air was warm, humid with the scent of earth and lake water, and the thrill of being so secluded hit instantly. We bolted down the path and dove straight into the cool, dark lake, the water breaking around us in silver ripples under the moon. The cold shocked our hot skin, but our laughter was warm and wild, echoing off the trees.

It set the tone for everything that weekend would become—freedom, shared secrets, a place where the boundaries of desire could stretch and bend without judgment or hesitation.

Jack and I had never been completely naked outdoors before. Not like this. Not with another couple, not out in the open air where the sky felt endless and the lake wrapped around us like silk. Even though Steve and Jess kept reassuring us no one could possibly see us, there was a tiny thrill at the back of my mind, a little whisper that said maybe, just maybe, someone could wander down the trail or catch a distant glimpse through the trees.

That sliver of risk didn’t scare me—it ignited something. It heightened my awareness of my bare skin, the water sliding over my breasts, the night breeze brushing my thighs. It made me hyper-aware of the other three bodies around me—Jess with the moonlight clinging to her curves, Jack’s strong silhouette gliding beside me, Steve cutting through the water with easy, confident strokes.

That slight vulnerability, that charged sense of being exposed together, tightened the pull between us all. It made every touch of water against my skin feel like someone else’s fingertips. It made the air itself carry a low hum of possibility. The sexual tension threaded between the four of us like an unspoken pact.

As we waded into the cool lake, the water lapping at our thighs, I caught sight of Jack—and couldn’t help the laugh that burst out of me. The cold didn’t seem to bother him at all. In fact, he was already half-hard, his cock rising in clear defiance of the temperature and the situation. Jess noticed at the same moment I did and nudged me with her elbow. Steve gave a low whistle. All three of us started teasing Jack immediately.

Jack, utterly unbothered, wore that familiar cocky grin and shrugged. Just getting ready early, he said, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. That only made the teasing worse, our laughter drifting across the dark lake and lifting the whole mood into something playful and flirty and deliciously charged—exactly the tone our weekend escape needed.

It didn’t take long for that playfulness to explode into full-on water fights. Jack and Steve suddenly splashed each other like overgrown kids, sending waves spraying over Jess and me. We squealed and pretended to flee, splashing our way out of the lake with exaggerated shrieks. Behind us, one of the guys yelled, They’re getting away!, and that was all the motivation we needed. Jess and I hit the sand running and immediately split up, darting into the shadowy edge of the woods.

The forest swallowed me quickly—branches brushing my arms, damp leaves sticking to my feet. Adrenaline pumped hot and fast through my veins, and for the first time all night, a flicker of real panic crept in. Naked, breathless, alone—I suddenly had no idea which way led back to the cabin or even back to the lake. The trees looked identical in every direction, and the darkness turned everything unfamiliar.

My heart hammered in my ears until I heard the crashing sound—someone pushing hard through the underbrush behind me. I spun around so fast I nearly slipped, a scream tearing out of me.

A second later, a familiar shape burst through the bushes.

Jack.

He was grinning like he'd just won a prize at a carnival. Relief hit me so hard my knees nearly gave out. I stumbled straight into him, his arms closing around me instantly, holding me tight against his warm, wet skin. The panic evaporated almost as quickly as it had come. His body, his scent, his presence—all of it grounded me.

When he felt me calm against him, he loosened his hold just enough to let his hands wander. They skimmed up and down my spine, then lower—over the curve of my ass—slow strokes that pulled a different kind of shiver through me. Not fear. Not relief.

Anticipation.

The forest around us felt suddenly silent, thick with tension. The only sounds were our quick breaths and, faintly in the distance, the laughter of Jess and Steve somewhere deeper in the woods. But here, in this little pocket of darkness and pine and moonlight, it felt like the world had narrowed to just the two of us—his hands tracing my skin, my body leaning into him, and that unmistakable heat building between us.

Jack’s gaze softened as he leaned back just enough to really look at me—his eyes roaming my face, my body, my dripping skin—like he was seeing me for the first time all over again. There was wonder in his expression, but also a deep, hungry pull of desire.

Wow, Michelle… you looked so incredibly sexy in the water. I couldn’t help it. You were like a ravishing water nymph, he murmured, his voice low and warm with admiration. And now, here in the woods, with the trees around you—you’re like a ravishing woodland nymph. Mmm. You turn me on so much. Or maybe it’s being outdoors. Do you remember when we swam under the moonlight and made love on the lawn? God, that was such a turn-on. Just imagine what it’s going to be like here, out in the woods, while it’s still daylight.

A teasing spark lit inside me. You mean you want to fuck me right here and now? What if Steve and Jess come along?

He laughed, a deep, knowing sound. Oh, I’m pretty sure Steve and Jess are going to be doing exactly the same thing.

As he said it, his hand slid from my ass down between my thighs. His fingers brushed my pussy, still slick and warm from the lake—and maybe from more than the lake. His breath caught as he felt me open against his touch. Mmm, god, Michelle, you’re so wet already. You can’t wait to have my dick inside you, can you? You can’t wait to be fucked.

My grin matched his perfectly. I took a few slow steps backward, letting the distance grow just enough to make him follow me, to make him want. Of course I’m wet—we’ve just been in the water, I said lightly, my voice dipping into something coy and playful. Can’t you even wait until we’ve unpacked and got everything organized?

The challenge was unmistakable. I wanted him—but I wanted him to chase me for it. To earn it. To feel that same delicious tension knotting in my stomach. The woods around us seemed to lean in, whispering, the breeze shifting through the branches like nature itself was leaning closer to watch.

The air between us tightened—charged, teasing, thick with the promise of what could happen now… or later… or both.

And somewhere in the distance, faint but unmistakable, Jess’s laughter carried through the trees—the perfect reminder that we weren’t the only ones playing this game.

As I edged backward with that teasing smile, Jack followed with a slow, purposeful confidence—never rushing, never breaking eye contact—until my escape ended abruptly. My back met the solid trunk of a tree, the bark firm against my skin, and Jack stepped in with a low, hungry certainty. He lifted his arms, placing his hands on the trunk on either side of my head, effectively caging me in. The moment his arms closed me in, the air shifted. That subtle confinement—his body blocking any retreat—sent a hot ripple of excitement straight through me.

Then his mouth was on mine.

He kissed me with an intensity that stole the breath from my lungs, his lips insistent, his tongue pushing into my mouth with a hunger that made my knees weaken. I gasped into the kiss, but the gasp melted quickly into a throaty moan as he deepened it, his tongue tangling with mine in a fierce, intoxicating rhythm. His naked body pressed wet and warm against mine, the heat of him contrasting with the cool forest air and the rough bark at my back. Every sensation—the forest floor beneath my feet, the rustling leaves above, the scent of pine and lake water around us—seemed to sharpen the wild desire coursing through me.

His erection was now pinned tightly between our bodies, thick and hard and pulsing against my lower belly with every shift. At the same time, the bark pressed into my back—not painfully, but with a raw, primal bite that only heightened everything. The strange combination of textures—his hot, smooth skin at my front and the rough, gritty bark behind—sent me spinning even deeper into the moment. Instead of pulling away from the roughness, my body seemed to lean into it, as if the raw feel of the wilderness itself was feeding my arousal.

If I hadn’t been worked up before, I was burning now.

I met Jack’s urgent kisses with the same hunger, my hands gripping his shoulders, my mouth moving greedily against his. My hips began to move without thought—rocking my pussy forward against his swollen, trapped cock, grinding myself into the length of him, then shifting back just enough to rub my ass against the bark behind me. The friction lit sparks along my spine. Something inside me snapped loose—some wild, primal instinct I didn’t recognize but instantly surrendered to.

I felt like a cat in heat marking her territory—rubbing, claiming, needing.

A wildness welled up inside me, fierce and unfamiliar, rising like a tidal wave I had no interest in stopping. The woods blurred around us, the sunlight filtering through the branches like flickering firelight. All I knew was Jack’s body, my own urgent need, and this sudden, breathtaking permission to give in to something I had never allowed myself to feel before.

I had never felt so feral.
So alive.

Oh, don’t lie, Michelle. That’s not lake water for a second. That’s pussy-juice wetness. You’re dripping all over my hand. You’re so fucking horny your little cunt can’t stop begging. You want to be fucked, don’t you? You want my big hard dick in your pussy right now, out here where anyone could walk by.

Oh fuck yes… oh god yes, Jack. Holy fuck yes. Fuck me. Please fuck me right here… right now.

The second the words left my mouth, I lifted one leg, opening myself to him. Jack growled low in his throat, like he’d been waiting for that signal, and with a sharp, hungry thrust of his hips he drove his cock straight into me. I squealed, loud and raw, my back hitting the tree as he shoved himself as deep as he could go.

He didn’t pause. He didn’t give me a second to adjust. He grabbed my hips and started pounding into me, hard and fast, ramming me into the trunk with each brutal stroke. Our mouths crashed together in a messy, frantic kiss, all tongue and teeth and desperation.

His hands slid up, squeezing my boobs hard, thumbs rolling my nipples before he pinched them tight—so tight it straddled that perfect line where pain flips into pleasure. I moaned into his mouth, completely undone. The bark dug into my back, scraping my skin, and somehow the roughness only made everything hotter. I couldn’t stop myself—I rocked my pussy into him, grinding against his swollen cock like an animal, then pushed back against the tree, rubbing my ass against the bark, frantic for more sensation, more friction, more of him.

That’s it, baby, Jack growled into my mouth, rut against me—yeah, fuck, use my dick. Use it. You want to be fucked like a filthy little slut out in the woods, don’t you?

Yes—oh god yes—fuck me, fuck me hard—don’t stop—

But then Jack suddenly pulled back.

The loss of him ripped a frustrated cry straight out of me, but it didn’t last long. His hands clamped around my waist, spinning me around so fast my head swam. I grabbed the tree for balance as he bent me forward, positioning me where he wanted me. A heartbeat later he thrust into me again from behind—deeper, harder—slamming into me so forcefully the tree shook under my hands.

A guttural moan tore from his throat as he fucked me from behind, and my answering cry echoed through the woods.

Yeah—yeah, that’s it… that’s it, Michelle… take my dick… take it hard… fuck, your little pussy is so tight… and that big sexy ass—god, look at you… you’re such a horny little nymph, aren’t you? You want it… you fucking want it. I’m gonna fill you up… I’m gonna fill you to the fucking brim—oh fuck, fuck—yeah—
I’m cumming—
I’m fucking CUUUMMIIING!

His voice broke on the last word, turning into a ragged cry as I felt the first hot jets of his cum shoot deep into my pussy. The moment I felt that heat filling me, something inside me tore loose. I screamed—loud, raw, words blending into nonsense as my orgasm ripped through me like a violent explosion. My whole body shook uncontrollably, each pulse of his release triggering another shudder of mine. He kept spurting into me, deeper, harder, until my legs gave out and I crumpled to the forest floor with his thick cock still buried inside me.

For a few suspended moments, neither of us moved. The trees stood frozen around us, the air thick with the scent of sex and pine and earth. My pulse thundered in my ears. His chest pressed against my back as he breathed hard, still half inside me, both of us stunned by the ferocity of what had just happened.

It wasn’t until the light beginning to fade through the canopy shifted from gold to grey that we realized how long we’d been locked together in our own little world.

Steve and Jess eventually found us—laughing, bright-eyed, and far too amused for their own good. They helped pull us up from the ground, still teasing us mercilessly. Jess grinned and announced we had now officially experienced the special magic of fucking in the wild—
or wild fucking, whichever we preferred.

That broke whatever lingering embarrassment Jack and I felt. Laughter rippled through all four of us, the shared thrill of what we’d done dissolving any awkwardness. The way Steve and Jess looked at us—delighted, conspiratorial, wicked—made it clear they intended this weekend to be unforgettable.

As we made our slow, tangled way back toward the cabin, little touches passed between all of us. A hand brushing a thigh. A palm sliding over a hip. A playful squeeze of a breast or a teasing smack of an ass. Nothing rushed, nothing forced—just a continual, casual intimacy that kept the fire of the woods alive, blending it into every step.

It was obvious to all four of us:
this was only the beginning of what the weekend had in store.


Drifting Into Something

After a brief, light supper, we drifted naturally into the main room, the four of us drawn to the soft crackle of the log fire in the hearth. The night was still warm enough that the fire wasn’t needed for heat, but its glow transformed the cabin—soft amber light flickering over bare skin, dancing shadows across the walls, wrapping everything in a slow, sensual warmth. It wasn’t long before the atmosphere shifted. The moment we settled around the fire, a quiet but unmistakable pull tightened between us, the same magnetic tension that had followed us from the lake to the woods and now into the cabin.

What began as gentle teasing and playful touches quickly sharpened into something far more seductive. It was effortless to arouse each other now. Every glance, every brush of fingers, every soft laugh landed like a spark. The air itself felt charged, humming with the memory of everything that had happened since we arrived.

Given what Jack and I had done in the woods—and strongly suspecting Steve and Jess had enjoyed their own version of that same wildness—it felt natural, fluid, almost expected when we drifted into swapping partners again. It just… happened. No ceremony, no awkward pause. One moment we were talking by the fire, and the next Jack and Jess were melting together on one side of the hearth while Steve and I curved toward each other on the other.

The moment Steve’s hands slid over my body, I felt it—the shift. The same raw, unrestrained edge that had surged through me in the woods came rushing back. Kissing him, touching him, tasting him felt different tonight—more urgent, more primitive, as if something wild had followed us through the trees and stepped into the cabin with us.

His lips crashed onto mine with a hunger that made me gasp, and I matched it instinctively. There was nothing tentative, nothing gentle. My nails dug into his shoulders, my tongue met his with fierce, needy strokes, and I heard myself moan into his mouth—loud, unfiltered, shameless. I didn’t hold back. I didn’t think. I didn’t censor what I wanted.

I told him what felt good.
I told him what I wanted.
I told him harder when I needed harder.

And Steve met every sound and every demand with a force that sent heat spiraling through me. His hands gripped my waist firmly, pulling me onto his lap, his fingers spreading across my ass as if claiming it. Every touch was stronger, every kiss deeper, every movement infused with that same wild energy that had hovered around us since setting foot on the property.

It felt primal—like the cabin, the woods, the isolation had stripped away every polite layer we usually wore. Every touch between us carried more weight. More heat. More power. The natural wildness of the place had burrowed into us, heightening everything—every gasp, every spark of arousal, every surge of pleasure.

With Steve, by the fire, with shadows flickering over our bare skin, I felt that wildness growing inside me again, fierce and unstoppable—pulling me further into a night I knew none of us would soon forget.

Even now, I still don’t know exactly how it happened. One moment it was Steve and me, mouths locked, bodies pressed together by the fire… and then, in the blink of an eye, all four of us had tumbled into a tangled heap on the carpet. Arms, legs, tits, cocks—everywhere. A warm, writhing knot of naked bodies, shifting and rolling without any clear sense of who belonged to whom.

Somehow, in all that chaos, I ended up with my tongue buried deep in Jess’s pussy. Her taste, her heat, her scent—it was instantly overwhelming. And I could feel a tongue flicking inside me as well, quick, eager strokes that made my hips jerk. I assumed it was Jess—we had somehow fallen into a perfect 69. Jess’s moans were vibrating against my lips, but over the wet sounds of our mouths, I could hear Jack somewhere nearby, moaning loudly.

Yeah—oh fuck yeah—oh god—yeah, that’s it, suck me… suck my big cock…

At first it didn’t register. In my head, Jess must have been the one sucking him. Or maybe I had completely misjudged who was where. But something felt… off. The voice he used wasn’t his “I’m getting my dick sucked by my wife” voice. It was deeper. Rougher. Too surprised.

My brain caught up a second later.

I jerked my face up from Jess’s pussy, blinking through the flickering firelight—
and my jaw dropped.

Steve was on his knees, sucking Jack’s cock like a man starved for it.

And not timidly. Not tentatively. He was going down on him with real hunger—eyes half-closed, hands gripping Jack’s thighs, taking him far deeper than I ever could in a single motion.

Jess yelped when my tongue vanished from her clit and rolled beside me to see what had stopped me. The moment her eyes landed on Jack and Steve, she gasped out loud, her whole body jolting with shock.

I couldn’t tell if Jack even realized it was Steve. Later he swore he thought it was one of us, that he hadn’t even opened his eyes. But from the look on his face—lips parted, brow furrowed, hips lifting into Steve’s mouth—you could tell it didn’t matter. Jack was loving every second of it, and his moans said he was getting dangerously close.

Once the initial shock passed, something hot and forbidden lit inside me. Watching Steve suck Jack—watching how hard he worked for it, how desperate he looked—was unbelievably erotic. I felt my pussy throb, wetness gathering faster with each passing second. When I glanced at Jess, her chest was flushed, her breathing shallow and quick. The faint swipe of her tongue across her lips told me everything: she was as turned on as I was.

I reached over, cupping one of her boobs, squeezing gently. Jess leaned into my touch, her hand sliding to my waist, and we ended up pressed together—two naked, aroused women watching our husbands in the most unexpected, wild moment either of us had ever seen.

I leaned in, brought my lips to her ear, and whispered the idea that had just sparked in my mind.

Jess grinned and nodded instantly.

We broke apart—each moving into place like it had been choreographed. Jess moved over Jack, straddling his face, lowering her soaked pussy onto his mouth. Jack groaned beneath her, grabbing her hips, burying his face in her.

At the same time, I moved to Steve. His cock was already rock-hard—thick, heavy, glistening. I wrapped my lips around it, sucking him deep, tasting the musk of his arousal. The moment I closed my mouth around him, a tremor ran through his whole body.

It was like my mouth spurred him on.
Like it pushed him into overdrive.

His head bobbed faster between Jack’s legs, sucking him harder, deeper, throatier. The sounds were wild—wet, messy, desperate. Jess was grinding on Jack’s face, moaning loudly. Jack was losing control beneath her, hips jerking despite being pinned. Steve was groaning around Jack’s cock, my tongue swirling around his.

And then it happened.

Jack’s body tensed. He groaned—a deep, guttural sound—and shot into Steve’s mouth.

Steve choked on the first spurt, but didn’t pull away. He swallowed again, and again, moaning as Jack kept cumming down his throat.

The moment Jack’s orgasm hit, Steve’s own reaction was immediate. His cock throbbed hard in my mouth—once, twice—and then he exploded, shooting hot, thick pulses straight onto my tongue.

It was a chain reaction—one orgasm triggering another, bodies shaking everywhere.

And god, it was one of the hottest things I had ever witnessed.

For Jess, the sight of everything unfolding around her—the men, the mess, the sounds, the sheer wildness of it all—was already overwhelming. But with Jack’s tongue suddenly moving with frantic, hungry intensity beneath her, licking her like a man possessed, it became too much for her body to withstand. The added energy of everything happening in the room hit her at once, and she suddenly arched over him, gasping, then screaming as a massive orgasm tore through her. Her thighs clamped around Jack’s head, her whole body shaking as she came hard against his mouth.

That left one person.

Me.

I didn’t wait. I didn’t think. I grabbed Jess by the hips, pushed her onto her back, and climbed over her face—straddling her, lowering myself so my pussy was right against her mouth. The moment her tongue flicked over my clit—fast, eager, knowing exactly where to hit—I felt my whole pelvis jerk. I was seconds away, trembling, breathless, every muscle tight.

And then I broke.

I came all over her face with a ragged cry, my thighs shaking violently as Jess licked me through every pulse, every spasm, every last drop until the strength went out of me and I crumpled sideways onto the carpet with the rest of them, a panting, exhausted heap of skin and sweat and wildly satisfied bodies.

Jack lay there staring at the ceiling like he’d just been struck by lightning. When he finally realized what had happened—realized who had been sucking his cock—his eyes widened in disbelief.

He kept repeating it under his breath:
I can’t believe it… that was the best blowjob I’ve ever had…
from a guy…

Steve looked guilty at first. Really guilty. Like he expected judgment or shock or something worse. And with a deep breath he confessed it—something he’d fantasized about for a while. Something he’d never acted on. Something he never expected to actually do.

But once the initial awkwardness lifted, once Jack and Steve both realized Jess and I were not horrified—in fact the opposite, turned on as hell—the tension dissolved. Jess and I told them how sexy it was. How erotic. How unbelievably hot it had been to watch. And that changed everything.

They relaxed… and then surprised me all over again.

Because while I was still catching my breath, I looked up and nearly fainted.

Jack was reaching over… slowly… deliberately… and stroking Steve’s dick.

If we’re going to be really wild,
we might as well be totally wild,
he said, his voice thick with lust.

And then—
holy god—
he leaned down and began sucking Steve’s cock.

This time neither Jess nor I stayed shocked for long. The sight was too erotic, too raw, too charged to resist. After giving them a few minutes to enjoy their new discovery, Jess and I slid over and joined in—hands, lips, tongues—turning the room into a wild knot of bodies again.

It was hot.
It was filthy.
It was unbelievably horny.

And it was only a taste of everything the night—and the weekend—still had in store for us.

Chapter

The shift from the night before to the following morning felt abrupt and jarring. One moment Jack and I had been wrapped in this wild, intoxicating bubble with Steve and Jess, and the next we were standing in the doorway watching them hurriedly pack. The sudden news of Steve’s mother falling ill cut cleanly through the reckless joy of the night, leaving behind a strange hollowness. Even as we offered to go with them, Steve waved us off firmly, insisting we stay and salvage the weekend. He promised they’d reconnect once they were back in the city.

And then they were gone, the car disappearing down the pine-lined track, leaving the cabin behind in an unusual silence. It felt bigger without them, too still, as if the echoes of the previous night had been swallowed whole.

Trying to shake that lingering emptiness, Jack suggested a swim. A simple distraction. Something grounding. Something normal. We walked hand in hand down the familiar dirt path, the sunlight filtering through the trees in shifting patches that brushed warm across our skin. The woods were quiet, peaceful, the kind of quiet that made every birdsong stand out and every rustle in the undergrowth feel amplified.

We reached the small private cove, the sand soft under our feet, and we set our towels down without much thought, moving almost out of habit. I was just about to lie back when Jack suddenly froze.

His whole body went rigid—shoulders locked, jaw tight, eyes narrowed toward the far end of the beach.

The change was so sharp it jolted me. I straightened immediately, my own gaze snapping in the same direction. The cove was empty, still, washed in morning light. Nothing obvious stood out.

What is it? I asked, scanning the sand, scanning the tree line, trying to see whatever he had caught.

Jack didn’t move. He kept staring, his eyes fixed on a spot halfway down the beach.

I saw something, he said quietly. Like fabric… or a flash of color. Just for a second.

His voice wasn’t panicked, but there was something tight underneath it—wary, alert.

He nodded toward the curve of the cove. Let’s check it out.

And even though the beach was empty and silent, the air seemed to thicken around us, as if the quiet of the woods was suddenly holding its breath.

We walked down the beach toward the trees at the far end, our feet sinking softly into the cool, damp sand. The morning was peaceful—sunlight stretching across the cove, the lake gently lapping at the shore—but the tension that had gripped us felt completely out of place in such a calm setting. Every step seemed quieter than the last, as if the whole world was waiting.

Then a low moaning sound drifted through the stillness.

We both stopped instantly.

It wasn’t the subtle movement of an animal or the soft sigh of wind. It was deeper, rawer—threaded with something that sounded like pain, or fear, or both. It echoed strangely in the quiet morning air, sending a flicker of unease across my skin.

Is that an animal? I asked, my voice tight as my eyes scanned the trees and the shadows between them. But even as I said it, the sound didn’t feel right. It wasn’t rhythmic enough to be a call. It wasn’t sharp enough to be a cry. It felt… human, though distorted by distance.

Jack looked at me, the same concern mirrored in his expression. No… it sounds human, he said, his tone shifting from wary to urgent. I think we should check. Someone could be hurt.

That possibility pushed us forward. We moved quickly now, cutting across the sand toward the tree line as the moaning shifted into a sharper, more desperate sound—a high, sudden squeal that sliced through the quiet.

We both jumped, adrenaline spiking, then hurried the last stretch, pushing through the first line of trees. Branches brushed against our skin as we moved, guided by the noise growing louder, clearer, and undeniably human.

A second line of trees blocked our view. We stepped through it—

And both of us froze.

We stopped so abruptly the air seemed to smash into us. My breath caught in my throat. Jack inhaled sharply beside me, stunned.

The clearing opened wide in front of us.

And what we saw there made both of us gasp out loud.

There, in the center of the clearing, stood a tent—its entrance half-unzipped, swaying slightly in the light breeze. And in front of it, responsible for every sound that had pulled us out of the peaceful morning, was not an injured hiker or some wildlife in distress, but a couple very much alive… and very much engrossed in each other.

The girl was breathtaking. A redhead with hair like molten copper, long waves spilling down over her pale, porcelain shoulders. Her boobs were enormous—huge, full, bouncing wildly with every thrust as she knelt on her hands and knees, back arched, completely lost in the man who was pounding her from behind. He was stunning too, with shoulder-length dark hair falling over his face as he drove into her with powerful, hungry strokes.

They both turned their heads when Jack and I burst through the undergrowth—branches snapping, leaves scattering, both of us panting and startled.

But they didn’t stop.

Not even a pause.
Not a flinch.
Not a moment of embarrassment.

They just smiled—quick, breathless, knowing smiles—and kept going, their bodies moving together like nothing in the world could interrupt them. It hit me then that they were too far gone, too close, too wrapped in each other’s pleasure to care that we were accidentally witnessing all of it.

Common sense should have sent us retreating quietly back into the trees, pretending we had never seen a thing. But we didn’t. We couldn’t move. Shock pinned us in place. And as the moments ticked by—the rhythmic sound of skin on skin, the redhead’s cries, the man’s low groans—our shock slowly shifted, melting into something else.

A curious fascination.
A pull we hadn’t expected.
A slow, undeniable awareness that we weren’t the only ones who had come to this lake for a very different kind of weekend.

By the time the initial shock faded, it was already too late for us to walk away. We were transfixed. Something about the scene—the raw, primal intimacy of two strangers completely lost in each other, fucking openly in the middle of the woods—held an undeniable pull. It wasn’t polite or orderly or hidden. It was wild, unfiltered, unguarded. And it stirred something inside us, a reminder of the freedom we ourselves had surrendered to just hours earlier.

We hadn’t meant to stare, but the moment held us captive. The rhythm of their bodies, the sounds slipping from their lips, the sheer intensity of the connection unfolding in front of us… we were inadvertently drawn into it, swallowed by its heat. It felt like watching the wilderness itself express desire through them—raw, honest, and completely unashamed.

And the realization hit hard.
I had watched Jack fuck Jess, and Steve fuck Jess, and all of us tangled together in every imaginable way. But they were friends. Familiar. Part of our world.

This was different.
These two were strangers.
Anonymous.
Nameless.

And yet watching them fuck—watching their bodies slap together, seeing that redhead’s tits bouncing wildly, hearing her moans echo off the trees—was turning me on like crazy. A deep, forbidden, magnetic kind of arousal I’d never felt in quite this way before.

I glanced sideways at Jack.

The reaction was immediate and unmistakable.

His dick was already hard—fully, fiercely hard—like his body had responded before he even consciously understood what he was seeing. His breath was shallow, his eyes fixed on the couple with the same mixture of shock and fascination that I felt pulsing through my veins.

And the longer we watched, the more undeniable it became.

Every second passing…
every thrust…
every moan…
every ripple of movement in that clearing…

It was turning both of us on more and more.

Finally, the redhead stopped trying to hold back whatever was overtaking her. She let out one last deep, savage scream—raw and primal—and her whole body shuddered violently as she came. It wasn’t a quick tremor or a brief moan. She came hard, her back arching, her arms collapsing, her knees giving way beneath her. It went on and on, easily the longest orgasm I’d ever witnessed in my life. A full minute of pure, helpless release before she crumpled forward onto the grass.

The guy behind her eased back, letting her collapse gently as he slipped out of her. The moment his cock came free, I sucked in a sharp breath.

He was still rock hard.
And enormous.

At first I thought he hadn’t cum at all… but then I saw it clearly. His cock wasn’t just slick with her juices. It was glistening, coated in thick streaks of cum—his cum—still dripping off the head in slow, heavy drops. He must’ve blown hard inside her, and yet he hadn’t softened one bit.

My gaze locked on him, unable to look away. He was easily an inch longer than Jack—maybe more—and thicker than Steve by a noticeable margin. A total beast of a cock. The kind of cock that makes your stomach drop and your mouth water at the same time.

And mine did.
I could feel it, embarrassingly so.
One look at him and I knew, with absolute certainty, that I needed to feel that inside me.

After kneeling for a moment, catching his breath, the guy pushed himself to his feet. He wiped a forearm across his brow, then glanced over at us—first at Jack, offering a brief nod, then back to me.

Then he started walking toward us.

My pulse stumbled. Every step he took, his cock swung heavily in front of him, glistening, impossibly thick, impossibly hard, and it took everything in me not to stare openly. But I failed. Every few seconds, my eyes flicked down, helplessly drawn to him.

When he reached us, he smiled—one of those easy, confident, disarming smiles that made the whole situation feel strangely natural.

Hi, he said, nodding again at Jack before focusing fully, intensely, on me. I’m Mike. And I’ve got to say… I always thought angels were just imagination, until I saw you standing there.

He extended his hand.

I lifted mine, assuming we were going to shake hands properly like civilized adults.

But the moment our fingers touched, he didn’t shake.
He pulled—slow, deliberate, backward—and my body followed without resistance, like he’d hooked something deep inside me.

And honestly… what woman on earth could resist an opening line like that?

When he guided me toward the spot where I had just watched him fucking the redhead, I found her sitting up in the grass, a cigarette dangling lazily between her fingers. A faint post-orgasm flush still colored her pale cheeks. She flashed me a warm, easy smile and lifted her hand in greeting.

Hi, I’m Sarah, she said, exhaling a slow ribbon of smoke. And I think I’d better go fetch your man before he starts feeling left out.

She stood, stretched like a satisfied cat, took a deep drag on the cigarette, and began strolling toward Jack.

And that’s when I really saw her.

Her ass—my god. Massive, impossibly pale, round and firm in a way that didn’t seem anatomically possible. It moved with this mesmerizing, deliberate sway that made it clear she knew exactly how stunning it was. Her body was unreal. Every curve pronounced, every line soft and full. And those tits—huge, spectacular, the kind that made 34DD look modest by comparison.

As she walked away, I couldn’t help staring… until my attention snapped back to Mike the moment his hand released mine.

He lifted his fingers to my chest, brushing over my boobs lightly before cupping them fully. His eyes darkened with interest as he rolled one nipple gently between his thumb and forefinger.

Mmm, god… he murmured, smiling like he’d just discovered something irresistible. You’ve got such exciting boobs. And these sexy little nipples…

He pinched a bit harder, just enough to pull a sharp shiver from deep inside me. My breath hitched.

Then his other hand slid lower.

His fingers slipped between my legs, slow and deliberate, brushing up and down my pussy lips—soft, teasing strokes that made my whole body jolt. The sensation shot straight through my core, every nerve ending lighting up at once.

And there I was—standing in a clearing with a man whose name I’d only just learned, letting him touch me like he owned my body. Touch my boobs, stroke my pussy, explore me with a confidence that felt utterly natural and unbelievably hot.

The craziest part?
I didn’t want him to stop.
I wanted more.

Before I could think better of it, my hand lifted on its own, gravitating toward his massive, still rock-hard dick. The moment my fingers wrapped around it, I felt how slick it was—coated in a mixture of her juices and his cum. Warm, thick, glistening.

He didn’t even flinch at the touch. His cock pulsed heavily in my hand, as if welcoming it.

How is he still hard? flashed through my mind—followed immediately by the thought of how badly I wanted that impossible cock inside me.

By the way, I’m Michelle, I said, swallowing as I stroked him slowly. And that’s my husband, Jack.

I gestured toward the trees where Jack had stood stunned only moments before—

right as Sarah reached him, her hand already gliding up his chest with the same lazy confidence Mike was using on me.

Well, Michelle, Jack’s a very lucky man to have such a beautiful wife, he said with a slow smile. But right now, Sarah’s keeping him occupied… so why don’t we get to know each other a little better.

He barely finished the sentence before he began guiding me down toward the blanket—the same blanket he’d fucked Sarah on minutes earlier—and the craziest part wasn’t that he was doing it. It was that I followed without a single murmur of hesitation.

A part of my mind was screaming at me, telling me this was insane, that the words spilling from his mouth sounded like the script of a terrible B-grade porno. But when my back touched the blanket, none of that seemed to matter. All I could feel were his hands on my boobs, warm and confident, and his fingers sliding slowly between my legs, parting my pussy lips with practiced ease.

Then his mouth found mine.

His lips weren’t forceful or greedy. Instead they moved with this soft, teasing persistence—brushing, retreating, nudging, letting the tip of his tongue slip between my lips inch by slow inch. Each kiss fed that growing heat inside me, coaxing it higher, making it harder to breathe normally.

He pulled back just enough to trail his mouth lower. His lips grazed the tops of my boobs, then moved down in featherlight touches until he reached my nipples. The moment he kissed one, a moan escaped me before I could stop it. They were so swollen, so sensitive, that even the softest touch felt like an electric spark. And when he sucked one nipple hard—really drawing it into his mouth and flicking it with his tongue—the pleasure bordered on pain in the most intoxicating way.

For someone so young—he couldn’t have been more than twenty-one—Mike knew exactly what he was doing. Exactly how to push me right to the edge of losing control.

I let myself relax into it, surrendering as his mouth drifted lower over my stomach and hips until it brushed the tender, overworked lips of my pussy. The moment his tongue flicked over my clit I nearly shot off the ground. It was a sharp, involuntary jerk—my body reacting before my brain could catch up.

Before I could even process that first shock, his tongue was inside me.

He licked upward, then downward, long slow strokes that gathered my juices and spread them everywhere. He circled around my clit, then tapped it, then pressed it just enough to make me gasp. My clit was so swollen—so tender from last night and this morning—that every touch felt almost too much… and somehow not enough.

My legs twitched uncontrollably. My hips lifted off the blanket. My fingers dug into the fabric beside me.

My whole body began jerking and jumping as wave after wave of small, urgent orgasms rippled up through me—tiny explosions I couldn’t stop even if I’d tried.

Then his mouth drifted back up to my boobs, lips brushing over each swollen nipple as he shifted his weight. A moment later I felt it—the first gentle glide of his rock-hard dick sliding across my pussy lips. Just a light stroke at first… then a firmer press. My whole body tensed in anticipation, a hot shiver racing up my spine.

I instinctively shifted too, opening my legs wider, lifting my knees, offering myself to him. It felt almost reflexive, my body positioning itself to welcome him before I could think.

Seconds later I felt him push forward and begin to slide into me.

For a moment I thought he was fully inside me, that he’d bottomed out in one stroke—but when I glanced down, I saw the truth. Only the head of that massive cock had entered me. Just the head. My mouth fell open on a moan as my hips arched up, my body trying desperately to pull more of him in.

But he didn’t give it.

He held himself right there, teasing me, letting me feel the stretch and the throb but denying me the fullness I craved.

Then, finally, he pushed forward.

Slowly.
Painfully slowly.
Almost too slowly for my needy, aching pussy.

Oh yeah… yes… that’s it… please fill me up… please fill me up with your gorgeous dick, I whispered, the words leaving my mouth in a breathless rush.

He answered my plea by easing deeper, inch by deliberate inch. I was stunned by his control. Most men would have lost themselves already, thrusting hard and fast, but Mike held his pace—long, slow strokes that teased every nerve I had. The slowness made it worse in the best possible way, building heat layer by layer until my legs were trembling.

I forced myself to breathe, to relax, to surrender to every exquisite pull and push of his cock as it worked deeper inside me. The sensations were so intense they bordered on overwhelming, and I let myself drown in them, my mind blurring at the edges.

Then, cutting through my haze, I heard Jack’s voice—loud, strangled, completely undone.

Oh Sarah—holy fuck, you’re so tight. God—you’re so hot. Fuck, I never knew it would be like this!

The sound jolted me, and I turned my head toward them.

Sarah was on all fours again, hair spilling down her back, her pale skin glowing in the dappled light.

And Jack—my Jack—was behind her, thrusting hard.
But not into the place I expected.

From the angle they were positioned, I had a perfect side view.

My breath caught.
My jaw dropped.

Jack’s cock was buried deep in the sexy little redhead’s ass—driving into her with powerful, hungry strokes—and Sarah was moaning like she couldn’t get enough.

I won’t deny it—there was a sharp, instinctive twist of jealousy when I realized Jack was getting to be the first to take someone’s ass… before me. And I still wasn’t even sure if that was something I wanted for myself. But then I saw the look on his face. The pure, stunned joy. The way his mouth fell open, the way his eyes rolled back, the way his whole body moved with this mix of awe and hunger.

I couldn’t help but smile at him.

He was living out another one of his fantasies, and I was doing the same—with a ridiculously well-hung twenty-something between my legs, stretching me open in ways I’d never felt before.

But then all thoughts of Jack—of Sarah—of anything else—were obliterated the moment Mike changed rhythm.

His pace increased.
His thrusts grew deeper.
Harder.
Sharper.

Every movement drove his huge cock further inside me, pushing past spots I didn’t even know existed. My hips started lifting instinctively to meet him, desperate for more, my voice spilling out encouragement without thought or control.

Yes, Mike—oh yes, Mike—fuck me—yeah, that’s it—fuck me good! God, your cock is so big—oh fuck—it’s so hard—yes—god, I want it so fucking much—yes—fuck me—fuck me—come on—fuck meeee!!

My orgasm hit like I’d been slammed into by a speeding train. My whole body seized, trembled, shook violently under him.

But it didn’t fade.

It didn’t even drop enough to let me breathe.

Because his next thrust sent me straight into another one.
And then another.
And another.

Three—four—my body couldn’t tell them apart anymore. I was screaming, writhing, clawing at the blanket, begging him to keep going, begging him to fuck me even harder, begging to be filled, to be wrecked, to be taken until I couldn’t think.

I wanted him to cum with me.
I wanted to drag it out of him.

I tightened my muscles deliberately, clenching down around his pounding cock, squeezing and milking him the way Jack loved most. I focused everything I had on gripping him from the inside, massaging him with each pull and push of my walls.

Mike’s eyes snapped open—pure shock flashing through them. Clearly no woman had ever done that to him before. His mouth fell open, his breath caught, and the sound he made was half-groan, half-whimper.

He fucking loved it.

Because he immediately started pounding me even harder.

And only seconds later I heard it—that change in Mike’s voice, that desperate, breaking edge that told me he was right there.

Oh god—yeah—yeah—yeah—that’s it, Michelle—make me cum—make me cum! Oh my god—yes—yes—I’m CUUUMMMIIING!!

His whole body jolted as he cried out, and I felt it instantly—his cock thickening, swelling inside me, stretching me even wider. Then he erupted. The first surge of his cum blasted so deep—and with so much force—it felt like someone had hooked a pressure hose directly into my pussy. A hot, powerful stream shot up inside me, and then another, and another.

I clenched down hard, milking him, squeezing him with everything I had as orgasm after orgasm ripped through me in wild, uncontrollable waves. My body was shaking so violently I could hardly draw breath. The pleasure was blinding—my mind whiteout, my world reduced to his cock pulsing inside me and the sound of our bodies slapping together.

Somewhere behind us—faint but unmistakable—I heard Jack scream. A broken, feral sound as he came up Sarah’s ass. Her own cries followed, sharp and echoing through the clearing. If anyone had been within a hundred yards, they would have thought a massacre was happening.

In a way, there was.
A sexual one.
All four of us were being completely destroyed by pleasure.

For the next half hour, not one of us could move. We lay sprawled across the grass and blanket, limp, trembling, boneless, the aftermath washing through us in slow waves until our bodies finally stopped jerking.

When we eventually regained feeling in our legs and remembered how to breathe, Mike stumbled to his feet, legs still unsteady, and ducked into the tent. He came back with four cold beers, the cans dripping with condensation. We cracked them open and sat on the blanket—still naked, still flushed, still trying to process everything—as Sarah attempted, for the second time, to light her post-fuck cigarette with hands that were shaking too much to be useful.

Between sips of beer and ragged laughter, we started talking. It didn’t take long before we learned the wildest twist of the morning:

Mike and Sarah were both twenty-three.
And they were on their honeymoon.

They explained they’d wanted something different for their honeymoon—something wilder than hotels and room service—so they’d borrowed a tent from a friend, tossed it in the back of their car, and driven into the night with no plan except to follow wherever the road led. Late last night, when they caught a glimpse of the lake through the trees, they parked just off the road and hiked in. They found this clearing, pitched the tent, and collapsed inside, completely unaware they’d wandered onto private property.

I looked over at Jack. He looked back at me. It was like a whole conversation happened between us in that silent glance.

Well, Jack said finally, you’re more than welcome to camp here for the weekend if you want… but if you’d prefer ditching the tent for something a little more comfortable, you’re welcome to join us in the cabin. The friends who came with us had to head home because of a family emergency, so there’s more than enough room.

Mike and Sarah exchanged a look—and then a grin. But Sarah responded first, taking a slow drag on her cigarette before tapping ash into the grass.

I think one night of camping was wild enough for me, she said with a lazy smile. Now I want creature comforts. And honestly… I get the feeling it’s going to be even wilder inside that cabin than it was out here. Don’t you?

Mike’s grin spread wide across his face.

Well, we did say we wanted our honeymoon to be something a bit different. And sharing it with a beautiful and horny couple like Michelle and Jack would definitely qualify.

They both laughed, and I shook my head with a smile, glancing at Jack.

It took us ten years to figure out the joys of sharing our sex life with other people, I said. These two are doing it on their honeymoon. God, what a life they’ve got ahead of them.

Jack leaned over and kissed me—slow, deep, confident—his hand cupping my boob, thumb brushing my nipple in that way that made my breath hitch.

We’ve got quite a life ahead of us too, he murmured. And it starts with this weekend. Because we’re going to make sure Sarah and Mike have a honeymoon they’ll never forget.

I grinned at him, then at Mike and Sarah.

Oh, I completely agree. These two are going to have a totally unforgettable honeymoon.

With that, I reached over, slid a hand behind Sarah’s head, and gently pulled her down to me. Our mouths met in a deep, hungry kiss, her soft red hair brushing my shoulders as my hands slid up to cup her incredible tits. They were firm and heavy in my palms, and the sound Mike made—a sharp, involuntary gasp—told me he felt every second of it.

When I finally pulled back, Sarah’s freckled face was flushed the way only a redhead’s can be, her eyes bright and locked on mine.

Oh yes, she murmured, breath warm against my lips. I think it’s going to be a totally unforgettable honeymoon.

She reached out and pinched my nipple gently between her fingers. The moment our skin touched, something passed between us—wordless, hot, unmistakable—and by the look on Jack and Mike’s faces, they understood it too.

Nothing was going to be off-limits this weekend.
In fact, nothing had been so far.

And judging by the state of their rock-hard dicks, that suited them just fine.

Wow. Weren’t we going to have one hell of a story to tell Steve and Jess when we got back.


The Long Walk

We didn’t walk back to the cabin so much as drift and stumble toward it, four half-wild bodies moving through the pines in a delirious mix of laughter and raw hunger. It felt feral, like we’d crossed some invisible boundary and left our old selves somewhere behind on the trail. The air smelled of earth and resin and sweat, and every few steps someone grabbed someone else, halting our tangled little procession.

Sarah was the first to drop. One moment she was beside me, the next she was on her knees in the dirt, hands clamped around my hips as if she meant to anchor herself there. Her mouth hit me before I could even draw breath. The shock of her tongue—fast, eager, curling up inside me like it had been waiting all night—made my legs buckle so violently I had to grab a tree trunk for balance. Behind her, Jack and Mike stood openly stroking themselves, staring like they couldn’t believe their luck. I lasted maybe thirty seconds. My thighs locked around Sarah’s head and I screamed into the treetops as the orgasm tore through me.

When she finally let me go, my knees nearly gave out. Mike caught me, steadied me with a quick laugh, then spun me around and bent me over a fallen log. I barely had time to gasp before he pushed inside me in one long, ruthless thrust that ripped a sound out of my throat. Jack stepped in front of me, guiding his cock to my lips, and I took him into my mouth while Mike drove into me hard enough to make the whole log tremble. Sarah slipped underneath us, licking wherever she could reach—my clit, Mike’s balls—switching between us with a wild, greedy rhythm until I came again, squirting across her face as she moaned against me.

By the time the cabin appeared between the trees we were a mess of dirt, pine sap, sweat, and each other’s cum. My hair felt like something had dragged me backward through the forest, and honestly, that wasn’t far from the truth.

Inside, Sarah took command with the certainty of someone who’d been waiting her entire life for this exact moment.

“Mattresses. Living-room floor. Every pillow in the house. Move.”

Jack and Mike obeyed instantly, dragging every mattress into a single sprawling nest in front of the fireplace. The whole room shifted into something primal. Sarah dove straight into Jess’s forgotten toy bag and laid everything out with the focus of someone preparing a feast: bottles of lube, a row of vibrators, glass plugs catching the firelight, cuffs, and a thick black double-ended dildo that made my stomach flip just imagining where it might end up. Someone cut the overhead lights, leaving only the fire burning low and hot, turning every naked body into a moving sculpture of shadow and gold.

Then the night blew open.

Sarah pushed me onto the mattresses, her red hair falling over my chest like warm silk, and kissed me hard enough that I could taste the sharp edge of copper. Whether it was her blood or mine didn’t matter; it only pushed me deeper into the moment. Her fingers found my clit with practiced certainty, rubbing tight circles that made my breath stutter. Mike’s thick cock brushed my cheek, heavy and warm, and I turned toward him instinctively, opening my mouth and taking him all the way in until my lips met his skin. The stretch made my eyes water in the best possible way. Sarah slipped two fingers into me, then a third, her knuckles pressing deep as she curled them up into that spot that made my hips jump helplessly.

Behind her, Jack dropped to his knees. He spread those perfect pale cheeks wide, lowered his face, and dragged his tongue from her clit to her ass in one slow, filthy stroke. Sarah tore her mouth from mine to scream, the sound vibrating through me and straight into my core. Jack didn’t waste a second. He slicked himself with lube and pressed forward, easing into her ass with a control that somehow made it even dirtier. Inch by inch he pushed until his hips met her body with a firm slap.

Sarah lurched forward from the force of it, driving Mike deeper into my throat. Tears spilled down my cheeks as my body tightened, pleasure ripping through me so violently I came again, thighs shaking, pussy clenching around nothing but air and need.

We became a single writhing organism, bodies tangled and frantic, everything blurring into raw sensation and need. Mike pulled out of my mouth, a strand of spit and precum stretching, breaking, and before I could even breathe he had me flipped onto all fours. The shift made my head spin. Then he finally gave me what I’d been aching for since the clearing—every relentless inch of that massive cock driving into my pussy from behind, the force of it stealing the air from my lungs. Jack held my face, slid his familiar length between my lips, and the contrast between them made me shudder. I was so full I could feel them through that fragile inner wall, rubbing, pushing, claiming every part of me. Sarah lay beneath me on her back, her warm breath hitting my skin as she sucked my nipples until they throbbed, her fingers sliding up to my clit with ruthless precision. The moment she found my rhythm, my control vanished. I shattered violently, screaming into Jack’s hip as a hot pulse of release gushed out of me, splashing across Sarah’s stomach while she moaned at the feel of it.

They didn’t let me come down.

Jack slipped out of my mouth, wet and shining, and shifted behind me. I felt the cool drizzle of lube on my skin, then the slow, blunt pressure at my untouched ass. My whole body locked, breath held, heart hammering. And then Sarah’s voice floated up from below, warm and steady and coaxing.

Breathe, gorgeous. Push back. You were born for this.

Something inside me opened at her words, something deeper than fear. I did what she told me.

The stretch was a sharp, blinding burn at first, a white-hot ache that made my fingers claw at the sheets. But then it melted into something dark and overwhelming, pleasure so filthy and intense it made my eyes roll back. Jack moved slowly, reverently, easing in inch by inch as if he couldn’t quite believe what he was feeling. I heard him curse under his breath, voice shaking as he pushed deeper, whispering against my spine… Jesus fucking Christ, Michelle… so tight… so perfect… until his hips finally pressed flush to mine and I felt impossibly, shockingly full.

Mike waited until Jack was seated deep inside me, the weight of both of them pinning me open, then slid back into my pussy with one smooth, devastating thrust that made me cry out helplessly.

Two cocks. Two thick, hard, pulsing cocks moving inside me at the same time.

I came instantly—no warning, no buildup, just a violent surge that ripped through me and arched my spine off the mattress. My scream was raw, torn straight from my throat, and I felt myself gush helplessly, soaking Mike’s balls as he groaned at the heat of it. My vision blurred. My hands shook. Then Sarah’s tongue found my clit again, soft at first, then merciless, flicking and circling and pushing me straight back into another orgasm before I’d even finished the first. I collapsed forward, babbling nonsense, half crying and half laughing as my body convulsed in wave after wave that felt endless.

They didn’t stop. Not once. They fucked me through every peak and every collapse, shifting positions like they could read each other’s minds. Jack in my ass while Mike used my mouth so hard I gagged around him, drool running down my chin as I tried to nod for more. Mike in my pussy while Sarah lowered herself onto my face, thighs trembling as she rode my tongue, and Jack bent to suck her nipples until she whimpered. Sarah riding Jack reverse-cowgirl, taking him in her ass until her whole body shook, while Mike slid into my ass for the first time, pushing me open with a slow, stretching pressure that made stars explode behind my eyelids. He didn’t move until I begged—actually begged—for him to ruin me.

At some point the boys laid me on my back at the edge of the mattress fort, legs spread wide and hooked over their shoulders. I felt like a toy they were passing back and forth, and I wanted it—needed it—so badly it made my chest tighten. Mike would pound my pussy until I was screaming, pull out, and before my body could even close Jack would slide into the same hole, or he’d switch and take my ass, or feed his cock into my mouth, keeping me filled constantly. My mind dissolved into pure sensation. Sarah floated around me like a fever dream—sometimes kissing me deeply, sometimes sitting on my face again, sometimes lying beside me so we could finger each other while the men used us until neither of us could think straight.

I lost count of how many times I came. Ten? Twenty? More? At some point the orgasms stopped being separate. They blurred into one long, rolling, breath-stealing climax that left me trembling so hard my teeth chattered. Every time I thought I was empty, they pushed me into another.

Then Sarah reached for the double-ended dildo.

My heart flipped. She pushed me onto my back, straddled my hips, and guided one end into herself, sinking down slowly with a moan that made her whole body shudder. The other end nudged my entrance. I was so drenched it slid in without resistance, the thick silicone filling me with a deep, pulsing stretch that made my breath catch.

We locked eyes. Just the two of us, bodies gleaming with sweat, breasts bouncing as we moved, connected by twelve thick inches of silicone. Then we started fucking each other—hard, desperate, chasing something we couldn’t slow down even if we tried. Jack and Mike stood over us stroking themselves, watching their wives lose themselves in each other, their breathing ragged as they took in every sound, every thrust, every slap of skin.

Sarah broke first. Her whole body clenched, then she let out a cry that tore through the room as she squirted hard across my stomach, shaking uncontrollably. The sight of her coming undone like that pushed me right over with her, my pussy clenching so violently around the toy that it nearly shot out of me.

We were still shaking when Mike finally lost his control.

He pulled Sarah off me with a hungry, wordless urgency, bent her over the arm of the couch, and drove into her ass so hard the whole piece of furniture scraped across the floor with every thrust. Her cry cracked into a moan, then a plea, then a low, animal groan that vibrated through the room. Jack slid effortlessly into the space Mike had left, settling between my legs, and the sudden, deep slam of his cock into my pussy made my vision go white at the edges. My voice dissolved into incoherent syllables, the kind that bubbled up only when my mind was gone, body hijacked by sensation.

Across the room Sarah reached back with shaking hands, spreading herself wider, offering herself up to Mike with desperate, breathless need. She begged him to wreck her. Her voice wobbled, cracked, then turned into a scream as he did exactly that—slamming into her with brutal, perfect rhythm until she broke all over again, trembling violently. He pulled out just as she came, gripped the base of his cock, and painted her back and ass in thick, heavy ropes that slid down the curve of her body and dripped between her cheeks.

Jack wasn’t far behind. His thrusts grew frantic, uneven, hips stuttering against mine as he groaned my name like it was the only word he knew. Then he buried himself deep, right against my cervix, and I felt the heat of him flood me until I gasped at the fullness.

We weren’t done.

Round two began in the outdoor hot tub beneath a sky blasted with stars. Steam curled around us as if the night itself wanted to hide what we were doing. Sarah straddled the edge, legs spread obscenely wide, head thrown back as Jack and Mike took turns eating her like they were competing over who could make her lose control faster. I floated weightlessly between them in the bubbling water, letting myself be pulled from one body to the next—riding Mike’s cock slow and deep, then sliding onto Jack, then melting against both sets of hands and mouths while Sarah and I kissed above the waterline. Her lips tasted like pine needles and lust.

Then Mike lifted me straight out of the tub as if I weighed nothing. I gasped at the cold air on my skin, impaled on his cock, and before I could even find my balance Jack stepped in behind me. The moment he slid into my ass, both of them holding me suspended between them, my entire body seized with pleasure so sharp I couldn’t breathe. The water churned violently around their legs as they bounced me up and down between them, fucking me in mid-air until my orgasm tore loose and I squirted forcefully straight back into the tub, nearly blacking out from the intensity.

Round three moved back inside and shifted into something slower, filthier, almost tender. The mattress pile had become a sprawling nest of limbs and warm skin. Kissing turned languid and greedy. Touches lingered. Sarah strapped on the harness and pegged Jack, her hands gripping his hips while he moaned into the pillows, and Mike fucked me missionary with this deep, focused intensity that made me feel claimed in a completely different way. Our faces were so close he could whisper every filthy compliment straight into my mouth. Later Jack took Sarah’s ass again while I lay underneath her in a sloppy, breathless sixty-nine, licking the place where their bodies met, tasting both of them with every thrust that rocked her above me.

The final crescendo came just before dawn.

All four of us on our knees in a tight circle, hands and mouths everywhere, stroking, sucking, fingering—building each other higher and higher in one last frantic push. It felt devotional, almost holy in its hunger. Sarah came first, screaming into my pussy. I followed a second later, grinding down against Jack’s face as another orgasm tore through me. Mike and Jack finished together, jerking each other off over our tits, their cum landing hot and heavy across both our chests, pooling and mixing and dripping down in slow, obscene trails that made all of us gasp.

We collapsed in a tangled, sweaty, sticky heap, limbs twisted, breath ragged, skin buzzing. The fire in the corner had burned down to a soft glow of orange coals. Outside, the first birds had begun to sing over the faint silver smear of morning on the horizon.

I don’t remember when I fell asleep. I only remember the weight of their bodies curled around me, the smell of sex and pine and woodsmoke in my hair, and the absolute certainty settling deep in my bones that I had never been happier—or more thoroughly fucked—in my life.


Epilogue

I stood on the same balcony, at the same hour, holding the same sweating rum punch—only this time my skin was bare, my body humming with sunburn in places I hadn’t even known could tan. The air was thick and warm, the ocean a slow-moving mirror of gold and peach below me. It felt like stepping into a memory I had completely rewritten.

Jack stepped out behind me, wearing nothing but a lazy grin and a scattered constellation of fresh bite marks across his chest. He slid his arms around my waist, rested his chin on my shoulder, and pressed his half-hard cock against my ass like his body had learned this exact angle by heart.

Message from the group chat, he murmured against my ear, breath warm and teasing. Steve and Jess just landed. Mike and Sarah are driving up tomorrow with two new couples they met at Hedonism. Ten bodies for the cabin next month. They’re already calling it The Reunion.

I let out a low, wicked laugh. We asked if the mattress fort would survive round two.

We decided we’re upgrading to reinforced frames and industrial-strength sheets, he said, his smile audible in the words.

I turned in his arms and kissed him slow, deep, savoring the taste of rum and sweat and the intoxicating promise of everything we hadn’t even scratched the surface of. A year ago I had stood here wondering who the hell I was becoming. Now the answer lived in every part of me, warm and certain.

I had become the woman who dove naked into a moonlit pool and never really climbed back out.

I had become the woman whose husband looked at her like she was the only fantasy he would ever need—and still handed her every key to every locked door they found together.

I had become the woman who helped a pair of twenty-three-year-old newlyweds turn their honeymoon into the kind of legend whispered about in private lifestyle groups, the kind that made people blush and lean in closer.

I had become the woman who finally let another man take her ass while her husband watched, stroked himself, and encouraged her with a smile that made her feel powerful and desired all at once.

I had become the woman who learned she loved the taste of her own husband on another man’s cock, the way flavors and boundaries blurred into something electric and new.

And I had become the woman who, in exactly four weeks, would walk back into that cabin in the woods with nine other beautiful, depraved souls and find out exactly how far this glorious, messy, perfect life could stretch.

I set my glass down, took Jack’s hand, and tugged him toward the bedroom.

Practice made perfect, after all.

And suddenly, we had a lot to practice.

The End
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Popcorn: They Say Sharing is Caring. Right?

Emma and Katie were just a very normal pair of friends. They had normal jobs and very normal husbands, and like most couples that had been married for over ten years, normal was about as good as it got in the bedroom.

And then, one day, not long ago, they had a bowl of popcorn as they watched a movie together. Just a normal bowl of popcorn from a normal supermarket. But somehow, that popcorn led to where they are today, to somewhere that the word normal can't really be applied to.

Now, as Katie looked up, the sight before her was almost impossible to believe. Her best friend Emma was on her knees with Katie's husband David, holding her curvy hips and pounding away at her from behind as her big pale ass bounced about with each thrust and her long red hair cascaded over her shoulders.

But what was just as hard to believe was the sight of Jack, Emma's husband, as he moved in between Katie's legs, and she felt his cock start to slide into her.

And this all started with that bowl of popcorn!

When Friends Share: A Couple Discover So Much More To Their New Friendship

As we cruised out of the marina, sun on my shoulders and my wife smiling beside me, I honestly thought this weekend was going to be simple—relaxing on a boat, meeting new friends, drinking a few cold beers. Nothing unusual. Nothing dangerous.

I had no idea how wrong I was.

Because the moment Beth and I stepped onto that yacht, something shifted. Maybe it was the heat. Maybe it was the way Kelly smiled at us. Or maybe it was the way Mark’s eyes lingered on my wife… longer than any man should.

I didn’t know it then, but everything was about to change.

I never expected to find myself standing there, frozen, watching my wife on her knees on the bow, her lips around another man’s cock—my mind screaming what are you doing, while my body whispered don’t you dare stop.

Of course, Kelly pressing her body against mine, her hand sliding lower, might have had something to do with that.

A little flirting on a boat? A few drinks? Letting our new friends get a bit close? That’s one thing.

But hearing my wife moan for another man… seeing her naked on that sun-soaked deck… watching Mark sink his big hard cock into her while she begged for more?

That’s not “a bit close.”
That’s crossing a line you can never uncross.

But the real surprise wasn’t how far Beth went.

It was how much I wanted to watch her go even further.

Some weekends change you.
Some friends stay with you.

And some friendships?
They take you somewhere you never imagined you'd go.

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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