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In My Nature

I’ve always been competitive. Not in the loud, aggressive way some people are, but quietly. I hate losing, always have. Board games, card games, stupid little bets with my husband over who can finish a project first or stick to a workout routine longer — I always want to win. Taylor’s exactly the same, which is probably one of the reasons we fit together so well. Most of the time it just makes life fun. Sometimes it makes things complicated.

What happened between us on that vacation started as a game too. At least that’s what I told myself in the beginning.

My name’s Kelly, and I’ve been married to my husband, Taylor, for almost ten years. We’re both in our mid-thirties, no kids yet, both busy with careers that take up far too much of our time, but we’ve always been good at making space for each other. Weekends away, spontaneous nights out, trying new restaurants, new hobbies, new experiences — that’s always been us. Even after all these years, we still genuinely like being around each other, which sounds simple, but I know enough married couples now to realize how rare that actually is.

Physically, we make a pretty striking pair. I’ve always been tall for a woman — five foot ten without heels — with long blonde hair and legs Taylor likes to joke “go into next week.” He’s around the same height, dark-haired, naturally tanned no matter the season, lean from years in the gym. We look good together. People tell us that all the time.

The funny thing is, I wasn’t always the confident one people see now. Growing up, I was painfully shy. Quiet. Careful. The kind of girl who overthought everything before speaking. When I first met Taylor, he was the exact opposite — relaxed, outgoing, adventurous in a way I found both intimidating and exciting. He pulled me out of my shell little by little over the years. Not by forcing me into things exactly, but by making me feel safe enough to try them.

And the annoying thing is… he was usually right.

Whether it was traveling somewhere completely unfamiliar, skinny-dipping on a beach at midnight, dancing when I was convinced everyone was watching me, or just learning to stop caring quite so much about looking perfect all the time, Taylor had this way of pushing me just far enough outside my comfort zone that life started feeling bigger because of it.

Eventually I stopped resisting so much. I started trusting him. Then somewhere along the way, something changed, and I realized I’d started doing the same thing back to him. Encouraging him. Tempting him. Convincing him to take risks he normally wouldn’t.

Looking back now, that was probably the first warning sign.

Everything really started about a year and a half ago, when Taylor met Jordan at the gym.

Taylor’s always been consistent with training. Four days a week minimum, usually more if work stress is getting to him. The gym is his version of therapy. Apparently one afternoon he and Jordan ended up talking between sets, then training together, and after that they became practically inseparable. Typical men, honestly — one conversation about bench press numbers and suddenly they’re brothers.

The funny thing about Jordan is that if you saw him before you met him, you’d probably assume he was intimidating. He’s huge. Not just tall, but genuinely broad and muscular, with this deep voice and serious face that makes him stand out the second he walks into a room. But the reality is completely different. Jordan’s one of the warmest people I’ve ever met. Always smiling, always laughing, the kind of man who somehow makes everyone around him feel relaxed within about five minutes.

He’s also married to Chloe.

And honestly… Chloe is the sort of woman people stare at.

I noticed that immediately the first time I met her, even before all the other things happened later. She’s younger than the rest of us — twenty-eight — pretty in a very effortless way, blonde, confident, naturally flirtatious without seeming fake about it. The kind of woman who somehow looks amazing even when she’s doing absolutely nothing. I should probably admit now that I was a little intimidated by her at first. Not because she was unkind — she was actually incredibly sweet — but because she seemed so comfortable with herself in a way I’d never fully managed to be.

The four of us clicked surprisingly quickly after that. Taylor and Jordan developed this ridiculous bromance almost immediately, constantly texting each other, sending workout videos, talking about protein intake like it was a matter of national importance. Chloe and I became close too, although at the time I would’ve described it as normal friendship.

Looking back now, I think that’s me being intentionally naive.

Anyway, that winter Taylor and I started talking about getting away somewhere warm before the Midwest winter properly set in. We’d both had a stressful few months at work, and the idea of beaches and sunshine suddenly started sounding less like a luxury and more like survival.

One night Taylor came into the living room grinning like he’d just won the lottery.

“We figured it out,” he said, dropping onto the couch beside me. “Jordan found this adults-only resort in St. Lucia. Babe, this place looks insane. Pools, private beaches, bars open all night… they’ve literally got everything.”

I remember narrowing my eyes at him immediately.

“Adults-only?” I asked. “What exactly does that mean?”

Taylor started laughing before I’d even finished the sentence, which instantly made me suspicious.

“I’m serious,” I said. “I’m not ending up in some weird nudist resort just because you and Jordan think boobs near the pool counts as culture.”

Taylor just grinned at me in that infuriating way he does when he already knows he’s won the argument.

“No, babe, relax,” he said, laughing. “It’s not a nudist colony. I mean…” He paused deliberately, eyes sparkling with mischief. “I think some women probably go topless.”

He winked at me, and I rolled my eyes instantly.

“Of course that’s the detail you focused on.”

“I’m just being honest,” he said defensively, still smiling. “Adults-only just means no kids running around screaming at the pool. It’s aimed at people our age. There’s nightlife, parties, excursions, good restaurants… all the reviews say it’s amazing.”

A few seconds later he was sitting beside me scrolling through photos on the website, and annoyingly, the place looked incredible. White sand beaches, huge pools glowing blue at night, open-air bars lit with hanging lanterns, couples dancing barefoot under palm trees. It looked less like a hotel and more like the kind of place people went to become slightly different versions of themselves for a week.

Apparently Chloe loved it too, because after a few messages back and forth between the four of us, the trip was booked.

Six weeks later we were stepping off a plane into warm Caribbean air that felt thick against my skin after months of Midwest cold. I still remember that first breath outside the airport — sunlight, humidity, ocean air, the faint smell of sunscreen and tropical flowers drifting somewhere on the breeze. It felt like we’d walked into another world.

And honestly? The boys had been right about the resort.

It was beautiful in this almost dangerously seductive sort of way. Everywhere you looked there was music, water, sunlight, cocktails, laughter. During the day people drifted lazily between pools and beaches with drinks in their hands, and at night the whole place transformed. Bars filled up, music carried through the warm air until late at night, couples danced outside beneath strings of lights, and everyone seemed just relaxed enough that normal rules didn’t quite apply anymore.

That atmosphere changes people faster than they realize.

And I should probably admit something else too.

The people there were ridiculously attractive.

Taylor hadn’t lied when he said it wasn’t technically a nudist resort. There were always clothes involved. There just… wasn’t much of them. Tiny bikinis, thong bottoms, sheer cover-ups that covered absolutely nothing. A lot of the women didn’t bother with bikini tops at all once they were lying by the pool or on the beach, and after the first day nobody around them even seemed to notice anymore.

Well… almost nobody.

I caught Taylor staring more than once during those first couple of days. Not in a creepy way exactly — more like a man trying very hard not to look at something while obviously looking at it anyway. I’d follow his eyes and see some gorgeous woman walking past in a thong bikini with perfect tan lines and just shake my head while he tried to act innocent.

“Taylor.”

“What?”

“You’re staring.”

“I was absolutely not staring.”

“You practically turned your entire body.”

That usually made Jordan laugh while Taylor protested his innocence.

The truth is, though, I wasn’t exactly immune to the atmosphere either. It’s hard not to become hyper-aware of bodies when you’re surrounded by them all day. Tanned skin, toned stomachs, tiny swimsuits, confident smiles — after a while it all starts feeling strangely normal. Relaxed. Uninhibited.

And maybe that was the first real shift, now that I think about it.

Not the game later. Not the flirting.

Just how quickly all of us stopped pretending not to look.

Of course, I noticed the men too. I’m not going to pretend otherwise.

The resort did something strange to everyone after a couple of days. People relaxed into themselves there. Clothing became smaller, inhibitions became softer, and after a while you almost stopped noticing how little everyone was wearing — until suddenly you very much noticed again.

Most of the men just wore regular swim shorts, but some of them wore those tight little swim trunks that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. And honestly? Some of those things were so thin and tight it became impossible not to look when a good-looking guy walked past.

I don’t care how happily married a woman is — if an attractive man with a great body walks by with half his anatomy practically outlined through wet swimwear, most women are at least going to glance. Anyone who says otherwise is probably lying.

Not that I admitted any of this out loud at the time, of course.

At first the four of us were actually fairly conservative compared to everyone else there. Normal bikinis, regular swim shorts, nothing too revealing. But after a couple of days we started feeling almost overdressed compared to half the resort, so one afternoon Chloe and I wandered into one of the little boutiques near the main pool “just to look.”

Which, obviously, meant we both ended up buying skimpier bikinis.

We justified it very easily too.

“We’re here for one week,” Chloe had said, holding up a thong bikini bottom against herself in the mirror. “I refuse to go home with tan lines.”

Honestly, that was enough logic for me.

So the next morning we found ourselves stretched out on recliners at the beach in our tiny new bikinis while the guys messed around in the surf nearby like overgrown children. I remember sitting slightly upright with my Kindle open, occasionally pretending to read while actually watching Taylor and Jordan trying to body-slam each other into the waves.

Beside me, Chloe was lying flat on her stomach in her new thong bikini, sunglasses pushed up into her hair, completely relaxed beneath the heat of the sun.

And God… her ass really was unbelievable.

I know that sounds terrible to say out loud, but there’s no point pretending otherwise now. It was the sort of ass women secretly hate other women for having. Round, firm, perfectly shaped, barely covered by that tiny strip of fabric. Even I caught myself staring at it more than once.

The annoying thing was she clearly knew exactly how good she looked too, though not in an arrogant way. More just… comfortable with being looked at.

At some point while she was tanning, she reached behind herself and untied the string of her bikini top so she wouldn’t get lines across her back. I noticed it absently at first, then went back to pretending to read while the sound of waves rolled onto the sand nearby and the guys shouted to each other in the water.

I had no idea at the time that something so small and innocent-looking was about to become the moment everything quietly started changing between us.

A little while later, Chloe rolled over onto her back — and instead of tying her bikini top back on, she simply pulled it off completely and dropped it beside the recliner like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Then she just lay there smiling up at the sun, completely topless.

I remember staring for a second longer than I probably should have.

She really did have an incredible body. Her ass alone was enough to make women resent her on sight, but her breasts were somehow even more unfair — full, firm, perfectly shaped, with just enough natural movement to stop them looking fake or overly perfect. The sort of body people spend thousands trying to achieve.

If Chloe had been a bitch, I probably would’ve hated her instantly.

Instead, annoyingly, she was one of the nicest people I’d ever met.

At that point I still hadn’t seriously considered going topless myself. I’d noticed other women doing it around the resort, of course, but there’s a big difference between seeing strangers do something and imagining yourself doing it. Still, watching Chloe lying there without the slightest trace of self-consciousness made it suddenly seem a lot less scandalous than it had a few days earlier.

Honestly, she probably had one of the best bodies on the entire beach. She knew people looked at her. She just didn’t seem bothered by it.

Before I could stop myself, the words slipped out.

“Jesus, Chloe. Nice tits.”

She laughed softly and turned her head toward me over her sunglasses.

“Thanks, Kelly.” Her eyes flicked down toward my bikini top, then back up again. “Why don’t you join me? We don’t want tan lines, do we?”

I still blame the cocktails a little for what happened next. We’d already had three each by that point, and the combination of alcohol, sunshine, heat, music drifting from the beach bar, and being surrounded by half-naked people all day had started softening parts of my brain that normally kept me sensible.

So instead of immediately refusing, I actually laughed.

“No,” I said. “No, we definitely don’t want tan lines.”

And before I could overthink it, I reached behind myself, unclipped my bikini top, and slid it off.

The second I did it, my entire body became hyper-aware of itself.

Logically, I knew nothing had really changed. Plenty of women on that beach were topless already. Nobody was staring. Nobody cared. But emotionally? My heart was suddenly pounding. I became aware of the heat on my skin, the openness of my chest, the strange vulnerability of having my nipples exposed in public for the first time in my life.

And underneath the nerves, if I’m being completely honest… there was also a thrill to it.

Chloe looked over at me openly, making absolutely no attempt to hide the fact she was taking me in properly now. Then she smiled.

“Look who’s talking,” she said. “I’d kill for tits like those. Mine definitely don’t sit that high naturally.”

I laughed, though the compliment still sent a warm little rush through me. Women don’t compliment each other’s bodies the way men do. When another attractive woman notices something about you, it feels strangely intimate.

“Please,” I said. “You’ve got exactly the kind of body men lose their minds over. Big boobs, tiny waist, perfect nipples, ridiculous ass…” I shook my head dramatically. “Honestly, if you weren’t such a sweetheart I’d probably hate you.”

Chloe burst out laughing at that.

“And I’m pretty sure,” I continued, lowering my sunglasses slightly to glance toward the ocean where Jordan and Taylor were still wrestling around in the surf, “that Jordan noticed your ass long before he noticed your personality.”

We both started laughing, and Chloe’s entire face lit up when she smiled. She really did have one of those smiles that instantly made people relax around her.

“Oh, please,” she said. “You and Taylor are ridiculously cute together. Seriously, the way you two are with each other is adorable. You’re always touching or laughing or teasing each other. Half the time you look like you’ve only been dating a few months.”

I smiled at that because, honestly, I loved hearing it. After ten years together, there’s something reassuring about other people still seeing that chemistry between you.

“You guys are exactly the same,” I told her. “I’ve never seen Jordan look at anyone the way he looks at you.” Then I glanced back toward the water and laughed softly. “And honestly, you did pretty well for yourself too. Your husband is gorgeous.”

As I said it, both men were walking back along the shoreline toward us, water glistening on their skin in the late afternoon sun.

And God help me, those stupid little Speedos were doing Jordan absolutely no favors.

Until that day both of them had mostly worn normal swim shorts, but apparently the resort atmosphere had gotten to them too because they’d each bought tighter swim trunks that morning. Taylor looked good in them — really good actually — but Jordan…

Jordan was impossible not to notice.

The thin material clung shamelessly to him as he walked, outlining far more than any swimsuit reasonably should. I still remember nearly choking on my coffee earlier that morning when he’d wandered into the kitchen wearing them for the first time like it was completely normal. There’d been absolutely nowhere for my eyes to go. The size of him was just… obvious.

And embarrassingly, once I’d noticed it, I kept noticing it.

Every time he walked past.
Every time he got out of the pool.
Every time the fabric got wet.

I tried to be subtle about it all day, but I had a horrible suspicion Chloe had already caught me looking at least once or twice.

As the guys lingered down by the water talking, I glanced back toward her, hesitated for a second, then decided screw it. If there was ever a place to ask slightly inappropriate questions, it was probably a Caribbean beach after three cocktails.

I lowered my voice slightly.

“Okay, can I ask you something without sounding weird?”

Chloe grinned immediately.

“That depends entirely on the question.”

I laughed nervously and tucked my sunglasses into my hair.

“I’m genuinely curious,” I said. “You and Jordan obviously have an amazing relationship, but… I don’t know… was the interracial side of things ever a big thing for you when you first got together? Or was it just completely normal from the start?”

She looked at me calmly, clearly not offended in the slightest, so I kept going.

“I guess I just assumed Jordan must’ve dated a lot of white women before you. Or maybe I’m being stereotypical and completely wrong.” I paused, then added with a sheepish smile, “Were you actually the first white girl he’d been with?”

Chloe just smiled at me, completely relaxed.

“Babe, you don’t have to tiptoe around it,” she said. “I honestly don’t mind talking about it.”

She shifted slightly on the recliner, sunglasses slipping down her nose a touch as she looked toward the water.

“But you’ve actually got it backwards,” she continued. “I was the one who went after Jordan. Completely. Before me, he’d never dated a white girl.” She laughed softly. “This was entirely my doing. I saw him at a friend’s party, decided he was ridiculously hot, and basically refused to leave him alone until he asked me out.”

I laughed in surprise.

“Seriously?”

“Seriously.”

“Okay, wow,” I admitted. “I’m sorry, that’s probably incredibly stereotypical of me. I just assumed it happened the other way around.”

“Nope,” she said, clearly amused by my reaction. “Not even close.”

She pushed herself up slightly onto one elbow now, more engaged in the conversation, and I noticed something subtle change in her expression. Not flirtatious exactly. Just… more interested. More curious about where the conversation was going.

“I don’t really know why,” she said after a moment, “but I’ve just always been more attracted to black guys. Even when I was younger.” She shrugged lightly. “Not exclusively or anything. I’ve dated white guys too. A couple of Asian guys. But whenever I really found myself strongly attracted to someone physically, more often than not they were black.”

Then she smiled at me knowingly.

“What about you?”

For a second I considered giving some safe, diplomatic answer. Something vague. But Chloe had been so open with me that dodging the question suddenly felt childish.

So I told the truth.


Telling The Truth

“I’ve never actually dated a black guy,” I admitted. “But… yeah, I’ve definitely found some black men really attractive before.”

The words came easier once I started.

“I don’t know exactly what it is,” I continued. “Maybe the contrast? The skin tone? I honestly don’t know. But someone like Jordan…” I glanced toward the ocean again automatically. “I mean, come on. The man is objectively gorgeous. You’re a very lucky bitch.”

Chloe laughed softly at that, clearly pleased by the compliment.

“I know,” she said with absolutely no false modesty. “Trust me, I know.”

For a second we both just watched the guys walking along the shoreline, sunlight catching on the water around them.

Then Chloe looked back at me with a small smile.

“Well?” she asked.

“Well what?”

“Oh, come on,” she said, laughing now. “Don’t pretend you aren’t thinking it.” She tilted her head slightly. “Ask me the question you actually want to ask.”

I felt myself blush almost immediately because, of course, she was right. There was absolutely a question sitting in the back of my mind by that point, and judging by the smug little smile on Chloe’s face, she already knew exactly what it was.

I laughed nervously and shook my head.

“Okay, fine,” I admitted. “You got me.”

Chloe folded her arms beneath her chest slightly, settling in like she was fully prepared to enjoy my embarrassment.

“Go on then.”

I glanced toward the water again, mostly because it was easier than looking directly at her while I asked. Jordan and Taylor were still messing around near the shoreline completely oblivious to the conversation happening about them only thirty yards away.

Then I looked back at her and lowered my voice a little.

“Well… you’ve dated enough different guys that I figure you probably know whether it’s actually true or not.”

Chloe’s smile widened instantly.

“Whether what is true?”

“Oh my God, don’t do that,” I groaned, laughing despite myself. “You know exactly what I mean.”

“No, no,” she said innocently. “I want to hear you say it.”

I gave her a dirty look over the top of my sunglasses, but by then I was already too invested to back out. And honestly, part of me was curious enough that embarrassment had stopped mattering quite so much.

So I sighed dramatically and slipped into an exaggeratedly formal voice.

“Chloe,” I said, “given your apparently extensive field research into men… would you care to comment on whether the rumors about black guys being larger are actually true?”

The second I finished saying it out loud, I burst out laughing at myself and covered part of my face with one hand.

“I cannot believe I just asked you that.”

But Chloe was already grinning at me like she’d been waiting for the question the entire time.

Chloe laughed so hard she nearly spilled her drink, which somehow made me feel both better and more embarrassed at the same time.

Then, just to torture me, she paused.

Not for a second either. Properly paused. Long enough that I actually groaned and reached for the beach bag beside me like I was going to throw it at her.

“Oh my God, answer the question.”

She was still grinning when she finally said, “Okay… yes. And no.”

I narrowed my eyes immediately.

“That is the most useless answer imaginable.”

“I’m serious,” she said, laughing again. “It’s just more complicated than people make it sound.”

She shifted slightly on the recliner, clearly enjoying herself now.

“In my experience, black guys probably have been a little bigger on average,” she admitted. “But honestly? Not by some dramatic amount most of the time.”

I listened carefully, trying very hard to look casual about a conversation that absolutely was not casual.

“The bigger difference,” she continued, “is at the extreme end.”

I frowned slightly. “What do you mean?”

“Well…” She thought about it for a second. “I’ve dated white guys who were really big. Like genuinely big. But I’ve also dated a couple of black guys who were huge. And that’s where the difference became more noticeable.”

She glanced toward the ocean again briefly before lowering her voice slightly.

“The really well-endowed white guys I’ve been with were maybe around seven inches or so. Thick, definitely above average.” Then she smiled faintly. “But the biggest black guys I dated were on an entirely different level. Like… intimidatingly big.”

I felt heat creeping into my face again despite myself.

“How big are we talking?”

Chloe laughed softly at how quickly I asked it.

“Big enough that you notice immediately,” she said. “The kind where your brain sort of pauses for a second the first time you see it.”

I shook my head, laughing nervously.

“You’re enjoying this conversation way too much.”

“A little,” she admitted. “But you asked.”

She took another sip of her drink before continuing.

“And honestly, I think that’s part of why the stereotype exists in the first place. Most guys are just normal. But the very biggest men I’ve personally been with happened to be black, and once you experience something like that…” She shrugged lightly. “It sticks in your memory.”

Then she smirked.

“No pun intended.”

I laughed loudly enough that a couple walking past glanced over at us, and I lowered my voice immediately.

I found myself leaning closer without even realizing I was doing it.

“What do you mean by ‘different level’?” I asked quietly.

Chloe smiled over the rim of her drink, clearly aware by now that she had my full attention.

“I mean noticeably bigger,” she said. “Not just a little. Like… enough that it changes the experience completely.”

She tucked a strand of blonde hair behind her ear before continuing.

“I’ve been with three black guys who were honestly huge. Much thicker than any white guy I’d ever been with too.” Then she shrugged slightly. “Although to be fair, maybe my sample size is biased. I’ve always been more attracted to black men, so statistically I’ve dated more of them.”

I laughed softly at the way she said it, but honestly my mind was already elsewhere by then.

“Wow,” I murmured.

And I meant it.

There was something strangely intimate about hearing another woman talk so openly about sex — not in a performative, bragging way, but casually, honestly. Like she wasn’t embarrassed by desire at all. I realized I was hanging on every word she said.

“I don’t know,” I admitted after a second. “I guess I’ve always wondered about it.”

Chloe raised an eyebrow slightly.

“Wondered what exactly?”

I rolled my eyes at her.

“You know what I mean.”

She just smiled and waited.

I sighed dramatically before finally saying it.

“I guess I’ve always wondered what it would actually feel like being with a guy who was… really big.” I lowered my voice instinctively despite nobody being close enough to hear us. “Especially a black guy, I suppose. I know it’s probably partly stereotype and porn and all that, but…” I laughed nervously. “You hear all these stories about women getting absolutely ruined in bed by these huge guys who can go forever and make them cum nonstop.”

The second the words left my mouth, I instantly felt guilty.

“Oh God, that sounds awful,” I said quickly. “I’m not saying Taylor’s bad in bed or anything. He’s not. And he’s definitely not small.” I hesitated awkwardly. “He’s just… normal, I guess? Average.”

I hated how disloyal it sounded saying that out loud, even though it was objectively true.

But Chloe didn’t react with judgment at all. If anything, she looked sympathetic.

“Kelly,” she said gently, “most men are average.”

I laughed quietly.

“I know.”

“And honestly,” she continued, “size really isn’t everything. I’ve had amazing sex with guys who weren’t particularly big at all.”

She stretched out slightly on the recliner, sunlight catching across her chest as she spoke.

“Some men just know how to make you feel desired. They pay attention. They’re confident without being selfish. That matters way more than inches most of the time.”

Then she smirked slightly.

“That said…” she added, “being with someone extremely big can definitely be an experience.”

I could feel my cheeks getting warm again.

“The biggest guy I was ever with was honestly ridiculous,” she said, laughing at the memory. “Like genuinely porn-star ridiculous. Easily ten inches. Probably thicker than my wrist.”

I stared at her.

“You’re joking.”

“I wish I was.”

“What was that even like?”

Chloe burst out laughing at how fast I asked it.

“Intimidating at first,” she admitted. “Honestly, when I first saw it I think my brain temporarily stopped working. I was completely fascinated by it.” She shook her head smiling. “I spent half the night just staring at the thing like an idiot.”

I laughed so hard I nearly spilled my drink.

“But,” she said, holding up one finger, “here’s the important part: he was terrible in bed.”

“Seriously?”

“God, yes.” She groaned dramatically. “Absolutely beautiful man. Massive ego. Massive cock. No idea what to actually do with either of them.”

That made me laugh again.

“I’m serious,” she said. “He thought size alone was enough. Zero rhythm. Zero patience. No awareness of what felt good for anyone except himself.” She rolled her eyes. “Honestly, he may as well have been swinging a baseball bat around. Completely wasted equipment.”

I laughed into my drink while Chloe grinned smugly at my reaction.

“And suddenly,” she said, “you look much less disappointed for Taylor.”

“I hate you,” I muttered.

“No you don’t.” She smiled knowingly. “You’re enjoying this conversation way too much.”

I laughed at her story, but the truth is part of me was already picturing it anyway — this absurdly huge man Chloe had just described, and the effect he must have had on women when he walked into a room. The image lodged itself in my brain embarrassingly quickly.

“Well,” I said after a moment, “I guess that makes sense.”

I took a sip of my drink, trying to sound casual even though my curiosity had completely taken over by now.

“But honestly…” I hesitated, then laughed softly at myself. “I do kind of feel like I’ve missed out a little.”

Chloe looked amused immediately.

“Oh yeah?”

“I mean, not emotionally or relationship-wise or anything,” I clarified quickly. “I love Taylor. You know that.” Then I lowered my voice slightly. “But I guess part of me has always wondered what it would actually be like to experience someone… really big. Even just once. Just to understand what all the hype is about.”

The second I admitted it out loud, I felt another wave of embarrassment hit me. But Chloe didn’t seem shocked at all. If anything, she looked like she appreciated the honesty.

I glanced toward the ocean again where Jordan and Taylor were still talking near the shoreline, then looked back at her.

“Okay,” I said. “Now I really need to know something.”

Chloe grinned instantly.

“I knew there was another question coming.”

I laughed nervously.

“Where does Jordan actually rank on your scale?”

The second I asked it, Chloe got this look on her face that told me she knew exactly how badly I wanted the answer.

And unfortunately for my dignity, she took her time.

Finally she said, “He’s number five.”

I blinked.

“Five?”

She laughed at my reaction.

“But,” she added quickly, “I’ve told him he’s number two.”

“Oh my God.”

“What?” she said innocently. “I’m protecting my husband’s ego.”

I laughed so hard I nearly snorted my drink.

“He knows about the ridiculously huge guy,” she continued. “I told him that story years ago because honestly it was too ridiculous not to tell. But he doesn’t know about number two.”

I leaned in immediately.

“Leon.”

The way she said the name alone told me enough.

“Oh, wow,” I murmured.

Chloe smiled faintly, almost distracted by the memory for a second.

“Leon was…” She shook her head softly. “Honestly incredible in bed. Huge, confident, ridiculously good with women.” Then she laughed quietly. “Like genuinely unfairly good.”

I felt a strange little twist low in my stomach hearing another woman talk like that so openly.

“But,” she continued, and this time her voice softened slightly, “Jordan’s a much better man.”

That answer surprised me a little.

“Really?”

“Absolutely.” She looked back toward him again, smiling almost unconsciously now. “Jordan’s attentive. Affectionate. He pays attention to everything. He actually cares whether I’m enjoying myself.” She shrugged lightly. “That matters so much more than just size on its own.”

Then she smirked slightly.

“Although admittedly… having both is a pretty amazing combination.”

I laughed despite myself.

“But seriously,” she said, “that’s when size becomes genuinely special to me. If a guy is already loving, patient, confident, good in bed… then yeah, being really big absolutely adds something extra.”

Her eyes drifted toward Jordan again as he laughed at something Taylor said down by the water.

“And honestly,” she admitted quietly, “I know how lucky I am with him.”

For a second I just sat there beside her listening to the waves and watching the two men walking along the shoreline.

And before I could stop myself, my eyes dropped briefly — very briefly — toward the front of Jordan’s tight swim trunks again.

Unfortunately, not briefly enough.

At that moment the conversation was interrupted by the sound of shouting and splashing from the water.

A second later Taylor and Jordan came jogging back up the beach toward us, both soaked from the surf, laughing like idiots and completely out of breath. Water was still running down Jordan’s chest and stomach as he grabbed one of the towels from beside the recliners and started drying himself off only a few feet away from us.

And despite everything Chloe and I had just been talking about, despite fully knowing I shouldn’t… my eyes immediately dropped.

Straight to the front of those damned Speedos.

I honestly tried not to look. I really did.

But after the conversation we’d just had, noticing the shape pressing so obviously against the thin wet fabric suddenly felt impossible not to do. The material clung to him shamelessly, outlining far more detail than any swimsuit reasonably should have, and I caught myself staring for a second too long before forcing my eyes away again.

Unfortunately, when I looked back up, Chloe was already watching me.

Our eyes met instantly.

For a split second I felt pure embarrassment rush through me. I’d been caught. Completely caught checking out her husband’s crotch like some horny college girl.

But instead of looking offended or awkward, Chloe just smiled slowly at me.

Then she winked.

Actually winked.

The gesture hit me like a tiny electric shock.

Not accusatory.
Not jealous.
If anything… amused.

Almost approving.

And somehow that reaction felt far more dangerous than if she’d called me out on it.

Before I could even process what that little look between us really meant, Chloe sat up and stretched lazily.

“Okay,” she announced. “I’m starving. Can we go get lunch before these two idiots collapse from pretending they’re professional athletes?”

Taylor laughed while Jordan tossed his towel at her, and just like that the strange little moment passed.

Or at least, outwardly it did.

But the truth is, something subtle had shifted for me after that conversation on the beach. Not dramatically. Not enough that I consciously understood it yet. But I became much more aware of things after that. Of bodies. Of attraction. Of the way Chloe looked at me sometimes. Of the way I looked at her husband when I thought nobody would notice.

The rest of that day slipped by in the same dreamy rhythm as the others before it. Sun, cocktails, music, swimming, lazy conversations by the pool. That night we ended up dancing barefoot outside one of the resort bars while a live band played somewhere beneath strings of lights swaying in the warm breeze overhead.

Everything about the place seemed designed to lower people’s defenses.

And ours were definitely lowering.

The next morning, though, paradise finally ran out of sunshine.

I woke up to the sound of heavy rain hammering against the balcony doors. Not normal rain either — proper tropical rain. Thick gray clouds covered the entire sky, wind bent the palm trees outside, and sheets of water poured down hard enough that we could barely even see the beach from our suite.

Apparently it happened fairly often there. The resort staff barely seemed bothered when we asked about it over breakfast.

“Little tropical storm,” one of them told us cheerfully. “Usually passes in a day.”

Which sounded very reassuring until we realized we were now effectively trapped indoors with unlimited alcohol, boredom… and each other.


A Change

The next morning the weather completely changed.

I woke up to gray skies, heavy wind, and rain hammering against the balcony hard enough that it drowned out the sound of the ocean completely. Not normal rain either — proper tropical rain that seemed to fall sideways as much as downward. The entire resort looked muted and sleepy beneath the storm clouds, and within an hour all four of us had accepted that our beach day wasn’t happening.

At first none of us really minded. There was actually something cozy about it. We spent most of the morning lounging around the suite reading, half-watching TV, drifting in and out of naps while the rain battered the windows outside. At some point cocktails started appearing despite it not even being lunchtime yet, which probably tells you everything you need to know about the atmosphere in that room.

The drop in temperature surprised us too. After nearly a week of constant heat and tiny swimsuits, suddenly we were pulling on loose shirts and shorts and curling up on couches while the storm rolled overhead. It should have been relaxing, but by early afternoon we were all starting to get restless. There’s only so much drinking and pretending to read people can do before cabin fever starts setting in.

I was sprawled sideways across one of the couches when I finally sighed and said, “Okay, I’m officially bored. We need something to do before Taylor and Jordan start wrestling each other for entertainment.”

“Too late,” Jordan said. “We already discussed it.”

Taylor pointed at him immediately. “And I’d win.”

“Absolutely not.”

While the two of them immediately started arguing like children, I laughed and got up to rummage through my suitcase. Buried right at the bottom was an old deck of cards I’d thrown in almost as an afterthought before the trip.

“Poker?” I suggested.

That got everyone’s attention surprisingly quickly.

None of us were exactly professional gamblers, but after a few minutes of debating rules and realizing none of us knew enough card games to do anything more complicated, we settled on five-card draw. A little while later we were sitting around the coffee table with drinks in hand while rain crashed outside and music drifted softly from the TV in the background.

For the first few hands it was fun enough, but it became obvious pretty quickly that poker without stakes is actually kind of pointless. Nobody cared enough about winning when there was nothing on the line.

“We need chips or something,” Jordan said eventually.

Taylor searched around the room dramatically. “Well unless the resort accepts damp socks as legal currency, I think we’re out of luck.”

We didn’t have cash on us, and there wasn’t really anything useful lying around the suite to gamble with either. For a few seconds nobody said anything while Taylor took another sip of his beer, thinking.

Then I saw the exact moment the idea hit him.

He lowered the bottle slowly and looked around the room with that dangerous little grin I knew far too well.

“Well…” he said casually, “we could always play strip poker.”

Jordan immediately started nodding before the sentence had even fully left Taylor’s mouth.

“Absolutely.”

I looked across at Chloe at exactly the same moment she looked at me, and judging by her expression, she was just as unconvinced as I was.

Mostly because we both already knew the boys had probably been hoping someone would suggest that since the second the rain started.

I laughed and immediately pointed at both of them.

“You two are unbelievable,” I said. “You’re basically teenage boys trapped in grown men’s bodies. The second someone mentions strip poker, you’re both suddenly very interested.”

Taylor tried and failed to look innocent.

“What? It was just an idea.”

“Please,” I said. “I already know exactly how this ends. You and Jordan magically develop professional poker skills, Chloe and I end up completely naked, and the two of you somehow still have half your clothes on.”

Jordan started laughing while Taylor protested immediately.

“That is not true.”

“It is absolutely true,” Chloe said, finally joining in. “Men cheat at these games. It’s science.”

“Thank you,” I said, pointing at her. “Exactly. So no, absolutely not.”

Taylor slumped back dramatically against the couch like I’d just crushed his dreams.

“Oh, come on. We’re stuck inside all day.”

“That sounds like a you problem.”

For a moment it looked like the idea was dead, but then Jordan suddenly sat forward slightly with this thoughtful expression on his face.

“Okay,” he said slowly. “What about a modified version?”

Taylor looked interested immediately.

“That sounds promising already.”

Jordan ignored him and looked at Chloe and me instead.

“A few years ago I played this version of strip poker at a friend’s place where you could challenge losing a hand instead of automatically taking something off.” He shrugged. “It was actually pretty fun.”

I narrowed my eyes suspiciously.

“That sentence alone sounds dangerous.”

“No, hear me out,” he said, laughing. “It’s basically poker mixed with truth or dare.”

That got my attention despite myself.

Jordan leaned forward slightly, clearly enjoying the fact he now had an audience.

“Okay, so the winner of the hand chooses someone to lose an item of clothing, same as normal strip poker. But instead of automatically doing it, the loser can challenge the decision.”

“How?” Chloe asked.

“They either answer a truth question from the winner,” Jordan explained, “or they do a dare chosen by the winner. If they refuse, fail the dare, or don’t answer honestly, then they still lose the clothing item anyway.”

I could already feel my competitive instincts waking up a little.

“That actually sounds…” I paused. “Potentially dangerous.”

Taylor grinned. “Which means you’re interested.”

I ignored him.

Jordan kept going. “There’s one important rule though.” He pointed around the room dramatically. “If someone chooses truth and gets caught lying, there’s an extra punishment. They still lose the item of clothing, but they also have to complete a forfeit dare decided by the rest of the group.”

That last part made the room noticeably quieter for a second.

I looked across at Chloe, and judging by the look on her face, she was thinking exactly what I was thinking: this could escalate very quickly if people got too comfortable.

But at the same time…

I’d be lying if I said the idea didn’t instantly intrigue me.

Maybe it was the boredom.
Maybe it was the cocktails.
Maybe it was the strange atmosphere the resort had already created between all of us over the last few days.

Or maybe it was simply that dangerous little competitive streak in me that hated backing down from a challenge.

I leaned back against the couch and folded my arms.

“So basically,” I said slowly, “this game rewards people for being manipulative, competitive, dishonest, and morally questionable?”

Jordan pointed at me immediately.

“Exactly.”

Taylor grinned.

“You were born for this game, babe.”

I could already feel myself getting drawn in.

“So what happens,” I asked, “when someone loses all their clothes? Are they out of the game?”

Jordan laughed immediately.

“Oh, hell no. That’s when it gets interesting.”

Taylor looked far too pleased hearing that answer.

Jordan leaned back comfortably in his chair, clearly enjoying himself already.

“Once someone’s naked, they stay in. At that point it basically turns fully into truth or dare for them while everyone else keeps playing poker.” He shrugged casually. “The game only ends when everybody decides they’re done.”

I looked over at Taylor then, and the expression on his face told me exactly where his mind had already gone. He was trying to act relaxed about it, but I knew him too well. He was absolutely imagining Chloe and me slowly losing clothes while he and Jordan sat there enjoying the view.

And honestly, that realization should probably have made me refuse immediately.

Instead, all I felt was my competitive streak kicking harder into life.

Because the second I realized Taylor expected to win, I suddenly wanted to beat him.

I’ve always been like that. Tell me something is risky or dangerous or impossible and some stubborn part of my brain immediately wants to prove I can handle it better than everyone else. Add alcohol and boredom into the mix, and suddenly agreeing to a potentially terrible idea starts feeling exciting instead of sensible.

Besides, I actually was pretty good at poker.

I looked around the room slowly, then took a deep breath and smiled.

“Okay,” I said. “I’m in.”

Taylor’s face lit up instantly.

“Seriously?”

“Yep.” I pointed at him warningly. “But if you think I’m going down without a fight, you clearly haven’t learned anything in ten years of marriage.”

Jordan burst out laughing while Chloe looked genuinely surprised by how quickly I’d agreed.

“You’re really doing this?” she asked me.

I could tell she was still hesitating, but now that I’d committed, there was no way I was backing out first.

“Oh, come on,” I said. “Worst case scenario we all end up slightly embarrassed and very drunk.”

Taylor grinned. “That already sounds like a successful vacation.”

Chloe rolled her eyes, but I could see her starting to smile despite herself. A few seconds later she sighed dramatically and lifted her drink.

“Fine,” she said. “But when you idiots inevitably cheat, I want it officially noted that I objected from the beginning.”

Jordan immediately grabbed the cards.

“That sounds legally binding to me.”

The mood in the room shifted the second he started shuffling.

What had started as harmless boredom suddenly felt charged somehow. The storm still raged outside, rain hammering against the windows while distant thunder rolled somewhere over the ocean, but inside the suite the atmosphere had changed completely. There was excitement there now. Anticipation.

And underneath all of it, whether any of us admitted it yet or not, curiosity.

Jordan dealt the first hand while Taylor opened another round of drinks, and just like that, the game began.

At first, the game really did feel harmless.

It played out exactly like the sort of drunken strip poker game you’d expect at a college party — lots of laughing, fake outrage, and everyone pretending they weren’t paying close attention to who was taking off what. The early losses were easy enough too. Shoes. Socks. Hoodies. Taylor dramatically mourned the loss of his baseball cap at one point like he’d suffered a personal tragedy.

Honestly, the weather probably saved us from escalating too quickly. Because of the storm, all four of us were wearing far more clothes than we normally had been around the resort. Loose shirts, sweatshirts, shorts, yoga pants. If we’d played the day before while wandering around half-naked already, the game probably would’ve gotten dangerous very fast.

Still, it escalated quickly enough.

Somewhere between another round of cocktails and Jordan cheating outrageously at least twice — something he loudly denied — layers started disappearing faster. Before long Chloe and I were sitting there barefoot in bras and panties while the guys weren’t much further behind.

And that’s when the game started changing.

Up until then nobody had really used the “truth or dare” part seriously. Losing an item of clothing was easier. Simpler. Nobody wanted to risk accidentally revealing something personal or ending up forced into a dare.

But then Taylor won a hand.

And instead of choosing me, his eyes slid toward Chloe with this little grin that instantly made me suspicious.

“Okay, Chloe,” he said smugly. “Lose another piece.”

Chloe looked down at herself instinctively, clearly calculating how few options she had left before things became significantly more revealing. Her fingers toyed absentmindedly with the hem of her sweatshirt for a second before she suddenly looked back up.

“Wait,” she said. “I choose truth.”

That got everyone’s attention immediately.

Taylor leaned back in his chair, clearly delighted by the opportunity. I could practically see him searching his brain for the perfect question while Jordan laughed into his drink beside him.

“Oh, this is dangerous,” I said.

Taylor ignored me completely. A few seconds later I saw the exact moment inspiration hit him.

His grin widened.

“Okay,” he said casually. “Have you ever kissed another girl?”

The room went strangely quiet for a second after he asked it.

Not tense exactly. Just… interested.

Chloe paused noticeably longer than I expected. Long enough that I remember glancing briefly toward Jordan to see if he looked surprised too. And the thing that really caught my attention was that she suddenly seemed very careful about where she looked. Her eyes drifted toward the table instead of toward any of us.

Then quietly, almost too casually, she said:

“No.”

The second the word left her mouth, I knew she was lying.

Taylor looked genuinely disappointed for about half a second, clearly realizing he’d missed the opportunity for a much more interesting answer. He picked up the cards to deal the next hand, but before he could shuffle them, Jordan suddenly spoke up from beside him.

“Yeah… I’m calling bullshit on that one.”

Taylor’s head snapped around instantly.

“What?”

Across from us, Chloe’s face completely fell.

Jordan burst out laughing at her expression.

“Oh my God,” he said. “Did you seriously think I forgot that story?”

“Jordan,” Chloe warned immediately.

But he was already enjoying himself too much.

“You told me about kissing your college roommate after some party one night,” he continued. “Claire, right?”

The second he said the name, Chloe dropped her head back dramatically against the couch.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake.”

Taylor looked like Christmas had arrived early.

“You lied?”

“I honestly thought he’d forgotten!” Chloe protested, laughing despite herself. “He was ridiculously drunk when I told him that story.”

Jordan looked deeply offended.

“Babe, what man forgets his girlfriend casually admitting she made out with another woman?”

“That is not how I phrased it.”

“You’re right,” he admitted thoughtfully. “I think your exact words were, ‘we may have experimented a little.’”

At that, even I started laughing.

Chloe pointed at him accusingly. “You are such an asshole. Seriously. I tell you one thing in confidence and you weaponize it years later during poker.”

Jordan shrugged unapologetically.

“This is competition.”

Then he grinned.

“And for the record, I absolutely thought about that story for like a week afterward.”

As he said it, I glanced toward him instinctively and immediately noticed the effect the conversation was having on him. He was sitting back casually in only tight boxer briefs now, but there was absolutely nothing casual about the growing bulge pressing against the front of them.

And once I noticed it, unfortunately, my eyes lingered.

Again.

The atmosphere in the room had shifted slightly now. The game suddenly felt less hypothetical somehow. More personal. Less about removing clothes and more about exposing things people normally kept hidden.

Chloe shook her head dramatically at Jordan.

“Right,” she said. “Good to know I can never trust you with secrets again.”

“Oh, come on,” Jordan laughed. “You’d have done exactly the same thing to me.”

“Probably,” she admitted.

Then she narrowed her eyes at him.

“But I promise you right now, I’m getting revenge for this.”

Taylor looked absurdly pleased with himself.

“Well then,” he said, leaning back in his chair with a grin, “I believe that means Chloe loses another item of clothing.”

Chloe rolled her eyes dramatically but reached behind her back anyway. There was a brief pause while her fingers worked the clasp of her bra, then she slid the straps down her arms and let it fall onto the floor beside her chair.

Even though we’d all already seen each other in swimwear all week, it still felt different somehow.

More intimate.

More deliberate.

And judging by the completely undisguised way Taylor was looking at her chest now, he definitely agreed.

“Oh my God,” Chloe laughed. “At least try to pretend to be respectful.”

“I am being respectful,” Taylor said immediately. “Respectfully appreciative.”

Jordan burst out laughing while Chloe shook her head at him.

“Men are hopeless.”

Still smiling, she reached for the cards to start dealing again, but before she could shuffle them, Taylor suddenly held up a hand.

“Wait, wait, wait.”

Chloe froze suspiciously.

“What now?”

Taylor looked delighted with himself all over again.

“You’re forgetting something.” He pointed at her dramatically. “You got caught lying.”

The second he said it, I saw realization hit Chloe’s face.

“Oh no.”

“Oh yes,” Jordan said immediately, grinning now too. “Rules are rules.”

Taylor nodded enthusiastically. “Which means you owe a forfeit dare chosen by the group.”

For a second all four of us looked at each other, and I could practically feel the boys’ brains working in real time.

Then, almost simultaneously, Taylor and Jordan spoke together.

“You have to kiss Kelly.”

Chloe blinked.

I blinked.

Then I laughed in disbelief.

“Hold on,” I said immediately. “Why exactly do I not get a vote in this?”

Jordan pointed around the room like a lawyer explaining legal procedure.

“Because the rules clearly state the group decides the punishment.”

“And,” Taylor added smugly, “the group currently votes two to one.”

Chloe looked back and forth between them.

“You two planned that way too quickly.”

“We absolutely did,” Jordan admitted.

I could feel myself blushing already, partly because of the dare itself and partly because the atmosphere in the room had suddenly changed again. Up until then everything had still felt mostly playful. Teasing. But this was different somehow because now the attention had shifted directly onto Chloe and me.

“But why am I being punished for Chloe lying?” I protested, laughing.

The second the words left my mouth, Chloe turned toward me with exaggerated offense written all over her face.

“Punished?” she repeated. “Wow. Okay. Good to know the idea of kissing me is apparently such a horrible experience.”

“Oh my God, that is not what I meant,” I said immediately, already blushing.

Taylor and Jordan were both grinning like idiots by this point.

I tried to recover, but only made it worse.

“No, I just meant— I mean— fuck…” I laughed and covered my face briefly with one hand. “You know what, never mind. Forget it.”

The more embarrassed I got, the more amused Chloe looked.

Finally I just shook my head, stood up from the couch, and said, “Oh, fuck it.”

Chloe stood too, still smiling softly, and suddenly I became very aware of the fact we were both standing there in nothing but underwear while our husbands watched from only a few feet away.

It should have felt ridiculous.

Instead it felt strangely charged.

For a second we just stood facing each other awkwardly, both half-laughing, neither quite sure who was supposed to make the first move. Then we leaned in at the same time and our lips met.

At first it was soft. Careful.

Honestly, my main thought in those first few seconds was simply that Chloe’s lips felt really nice. Soft, warm, slightly sweet from whatever cocktail she’d been drinking earlier.

And then, of course, Taylor ruined the moment.

“Oh, by the way,” he called from the couch, “the challenge has to last at least thirty seconds.”

Both Chloe and I immediately turned our heads to glare at him.

“You are such an asshole,” I said.

“Rules are rules,” he replied smugly.

Jordan was laughing so hard beside him he could barely breathe.

Chloe shook her head and muttered, “I swear men emotionally stop developing at about sixteen.”

But neither of us backed away.

We turned back toward each other and resumed kissing while the boys watched far too enthusiastically from the couch. At first it still felt playful more than anything else. Slightly awkward, slightly funny. Thirty seconds didn’t sound particularly difficult.

But after maybe fifteen or twenty seconds, something started changing.

Partly because Chloe clearly knew how to kiss.

And partly because once the initial embarrassment faded, I realized I was actually enjoying it.

More than enjoying it, if I’m being completely honest.

There was something unexpectedly intimate about it — the softness of her lips, the warmth of her body standing close to mine, the way she kept smiling slightly against my mouth every time one of the guys made some stupid comment from the couch.

Then Jordan’s voice cut through again.

“I’m not seeing much French kissing here,” he said dramatically. “Come on, ladies, don’t half-ass it.” He looked at Taylor. “Right now this is basically just a very supportive friendship moment.”

Taylor nodded immediately.

“Agreed. We were promised a proper French kiss.”

Chloe and I pulled apart at the same time and turned toward the guys with matching looks of irritation.

“Oh, fuck off,” I laughed.

Jordan held his hands up innocently.

“I’m just saying, the challenge specifically said French kissing.”

I looked back at Chloe, and judging by the expression on her face, she’d already realized exactly what I had: there was absolutely no point arguing with them. Not when both men were now fully invested in this ridiculous game and enjoying themselves far too much.

For a second we just stood there facing each other again, half laughing, half embarrassed.

Then our eyes met properly.

And without another word, we both leaned back in.

This time the kiss started differently.

Slower somehow. More deliberate.

I felt Chloe’s lips part slightly against mine, tentative at first, and almost instinctively I responded the same way. A second later I felt the tip of her tongue brush softly against mine.

I remember a strange little jolt going through me at that first contact. Not shock exactly. More the sudden realization that this had stopped being a joke quite so quickly.

Behind us I heard Jordan mutter an extremely enthusiastic, “Oh, fuck yeah.”

Which immediately made Taylor laugh.

“Okay,” he announced far too happily. “Now the thirty seconds starts.”

Neither of us even acknowledged him.

At first the kiss still felt cautious, exploratory almost. But then something in me shifted again — the same stupid competitive instinct that always seemed to take over whenever someone challenged me.

Because the second I noticed Chloe kissing me more confidently, opening her mouth wider, letting her tongue press deeper against mine…

I reacted.

And probably a little too enthusiastically.

I kissed her back harder immediately, my hand instinctively moving to her waist as our mouths stayed locked together. The room around us seemed to fade strangely after that. I became hyper-aware of tiny details instead — the warmth of her skin beneath my fingers, the softness of her lips, the way her tongue moved against mine with increasing confidence.

At some point it stopped feeling performative entirely.

We were genuinely kissing now.

Long enough that I completely lost track of how much time had actually passed.

Eventually we both had to pull back just to breathe. Our mouths separated slowly, and for a second neither of us moved away properly. I noticed Chloe swallow softly while trying not to laugh, slightly breathless now, and I suddenly became very aware of the fact my heart was pounding.

Worse than that, I could still physically feel the lingering sensation of her mouth on mine.

And underneath that realization came another one that hit me even harder.

I was turned on.

Not mildly curious. Not just amused.

Actually turned on.

The room had gone strangely quiet around us too. When I finally looked up, Jordan was staring at us wide-eyed from only a few feet away, and there was absolutely no hiding the effect the kiss had had on him. His erection was now visibly straining against his boxer briefs.

Then I looked toward Taylor and realized he wasn’t much different.

That sight should probably have embarrassed me.

Instead, for reasons I still didn’t entirely understand at the time, it sent another little pulse of excitement through me.

Still slightly breathless, I looked at Taylor and smiled.

“So,” I asked casually, “was that thirty seconds?”

Taylor was staring at us just as openly as Jordan was, his mouth slightly open like his brain still hadn’t fully caught up with what he’d just watched. And when my eyes dropped lower, I realized his erection was every bit as obvious as Jordan’s now.

But then another thought slipped into my head unexpectedly.

They were both hard.

But they definitely weren’t the same size.

The comparison hit me instantly and so clearly that it almost startled me. I’d never really thought about Taylor’s body in comparison to another man’s before, not seriously anyway. But standing there in that charged little silence after kissing Chloe, with both men visibly aroused only a few feet away, the difference suddenly felt impossible not to notice.

Jordan looked… bigger.

Noticeably bigger.

The realization sent a strange flicker through me that I didn’t entirely know what to do with. Curiosity? Guilt? Excitement? Probably some dangerous mixture of all three.

My voice finally seemed to snap Taylor back to reality.

“So,” I asked again, trying to sound much more casual than I felt, “was that thirty seconds?”

Taylor blinked rapidly and looked down at his watch like he’d genuinely forgotten it existed.

“Oh. Uh…” He cleared his throat awkwardly. “Actually, that was more like a minute.”

Jordan burst out laughing immediately.

“A whole minute?” Chloe said.

Taylor held up his hands defensively. “I lost track of time!”

“Clearly,” I muttered.

Still grinning awkwardly, we all finally sat back down around the table again. Chloe and I exchanged this shy little smile that somehow felt more intimate than the kiss itself. There was definitely a new awkwardness between us now, but not necessarily a bad one.

More like we’d crossed some invisible line together.

Meanwhile both men were very obviously trying to discreetly adjust themselves as they sat down again, which only made me want to laugh harder.

The game continued after that, though the atmosphere had completely changed now. The joking still continued, but there was a new tension underneath it all — something more aware, more openly sexual than before.

Over the next few hands, more clothes disappeared quickly until eventually all four of us were down to our underwear.

And after seeing what had happened to Chloe when she tried risking a truth question, I decided I wasn’t taking any chances myself. The next time I lost a hand, I didn’t even hesitate. I just stood up, reached behind my back, unclipped my bra, and dropped it onto the floor beside my chair before anybody could start inventing dangerous questions for me.

Honestly, after spending days topless on the beach, it shouldn’t have felt like a big deal.

But somehow this felt completely different.

Maybe because this time I knew I was specifically being watched.

As the next hand was dealt, I started noticing things much more now that everyone was nearly naked. The little glances. The shifting attention around the room. Taylor made absolutely no effort whatsoever to stop staring at Chloe’s breasts whenever he thought she wasn’t looking, while Jordan occasionally glanced toward mine before quickly looking back at his cards.

And weirdly, that irritated me slightly.

Not because Jordan was looking at me — if anything, I secretly liked that more than I wanted to admit.

No, what irritated me was how openly fascinated Taylor seemed by Chloe.

Which was ridiculous, really. We were literally playing strip poker together. Of course everyone was looking at everybody.

Still, once I noticed it, I couldn’t stop noticing it.

Taylor won the next hand with three of a kind, and the second he laid the cards down, his entire face lit up.

“Oh, this is absolutely my moment,” he announced smugly.

“God, I hate your poker face,” Chloe muttered.

Taylor barely even hesitated before pointing at her.

“Chloe. Another item.”

The room went quiet for a second while Chloe looked down at herself, mentally calculating her remaining options. At that point she only had her panties left, and judging by the expression on her face, she was clearly debating whether risking a truth or dare would somehow be worse.

For a few seconds she just sat there biting her lip thoughtfully while the rest of us waited.

Then finally she sighed dramatically and stood up.

“You people are terrible influences.”

Jordan grinned. “That’s not a no.”

Slowly, with a level of reluctant theatrics clearly intended to make us suffer, Chloe hooked her thumbs into the sides of her panties and slid them down her thighs.

And just like that, she was completely naked in front of us.

I don’t know why it surprised me, but I noticed immediately that she wasn’t completely shaved. Instead she had this neat little landing strip that somehow suited her perfectly. I’d always assumed someone as polished and confident as Chloe would be totally bare, but oddly enough, the little detail made her feel more real somehow. Less intimidatingly perfect.

She made a half-hearted attempt to cover herself with one hand as she stepped out of the panties pooled around her ankles, but honestly it was pointless by then. We’d all already seen everything.

And judging by the expression on Taylor’s face, he was trying very hard not to look too interested while failing completely.

I felt another little stab of irritation at how openly fascinated he seemed by her body. Not because I blamed him — Chloe was objectively stunning — but because I suddenly became very aware of the fact that my husband was sitting there visibly turned on while staring at another naked woman only a few feet away.

At the same time, though, I also couldn’t stop noticing Jordan watching me.

That was the confusing part.

Because while Taylor’s attention on Chloe irritated me slightly… Jordan’s attention on me did almost the exact opposite.

The very next hand Chloe won, and the smug look on her face told me immediately that Taylor was about to pay for embarrassing her.

“Your turn.”

Taylor laughed nervously. “Immediate revenge. I respect it.”

“Damn right.”

Just like Chloe had done moments earlier, Taylor hesitated for a while before deciding what to do. I could see the debate happening in his head in real time. Risk a truth or dare and potentially walk straight into a trap… or just get it over with and lose the underwear.

Eventually he sighed dramatically.

“Nope. Not risking it.”

Jordan immediately started laughing.

“Coward.”

“Says the man who hasn’t lost his boxers yet.”

Taylor stood up and hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxer briefs before sliding them down his legs.

And instantly I noticed two things.

First, he was incredibly hard.

Second — and this hit me before I could stop the thought — after spending the last hour subconsciously comparing him to Jordan, he suddenly looked much more average than he normally did to me.

That realization made me feel strangely guilty.

Not because Taylor looked bad. He didn’t. My husband had a perfectly normal, attractive body. But after all the conversations about size earlier, after repeatedly noticing the obvious outline pressing against Jordan’s underwear all afternoon, my brain had apparently started making comparisons whether I wanted it to or not.

Taylor quickly covered himself with both hands and tried sitting back down as fast as possible while the rest of us burst out laughing.

“Oh my God,” I giggled. “You are so much more embarrassed than any of us.”

“That’s because you people are predators,” he protested.

Jordan pointed immediately. “The erection isn’t helping your case.”

Taylor groaned while Chloe laughed into her drink.

I couldn’t help smiling though. There was something weirdly endearing about seeing my usually confident husband suddenly flustered and exposed like that. Even after ten years together, moments like that still reminded me there was a shy side to him underneath all the teasing confidence.

At least until I noticed Jordan glance downward briefly again.

And judging by the amused look on his face afterward, he’d clearly made the same comparison I had.

As luck would have it, I picked up a pocket pair of aces on the very next hand and won easily.

The second I laid the cards down, I already knew who I was choosing.

I looked across the table at Jordan and smiled.

“Well,” I said, unable to stop a slightly wicked edge creeping into my voice, “I guess that only leaves you.”

Jordan laughed softly and spread his hands dramatically.

“What can I say? I’ve been targeted.”

“Answer the question,” Chloe said. “Truth, dare, or underwear?”

But Jordan didn’t even hesitate.

Before any of us could say another word, he stood up and hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxer briefs. In one smooth movement he pushed them down his thighs and stepped out of them completely.

And unlike the rest of us, he made absolutely no effort to cover himself.

Not even slightly.

Chloe had instinctively tried shielding herself when she got naked. Taylor had practically folded himself in half trying to hide his erection. But Jordan just stood there completely relaxed and unapologetic, hands loose at his sides like being naked in front of us was the most natural thing in the world.

Which meant I saw everything properly for the first time.

And holy shit.

The outline through the Speedos earlier hadn’t remotely prepared me for the reality.

He really was huge.

Not just a little bigger than Taylor either. Noticeably bigger. Thick, fully erect, and long enough that for a second my brain genuinely struggled to process the comparison I was involuntarily making in my head.

Before I could stop myself, the words slipped straight out of my mouth.

“Holy fuck.”

The entire room burst out laughing instantly, including Chloe.

And the worst part was, I couldn’t even pretend I hadn’t said it.

I felt my face heating immediately afterward when I realized Taylor was staring at me with this surprised expression, clearly not expecting quite such an enthusiastic reaction from his wife.

For a second guilt twisted in my stomach because I suddenly worried I’d embarrassed him.

But then another thought pushed through almost immediately: this entire ridiculous game had been his idea in the first place. And he certainly hadn’t been subtle about admiring Chloe’s body all evening.

Jordan stood there for another few seconds completely unbothered by the attention, almost like he knew exactly what effect he was having on the room. Then finally he sat back down while Taylor quickly grabbed the cards and dealt the next hand before anybody could recover properly.

Unfortunately for me, Taylor won.

And the second he laid his cards down, every pair of eyes in the room turned toward me.

Taylor smiled slowly.

“Well, Kelly?”

I looked around at all three of them staring at me, waiting for my answer, and immediately felt that stubborn competitive streak rise up again.

There was no way I was just quietly taking my panties off without a fight.

I stood up slowly, folded my arms beneath my chest, and said defiantly, “I choose truth.”

Taylor’s reaction was instant — almost too instant.

The second the words left my mouth, I realized he’d already had a question prepared. And judging by the unusually serious expression on his face, it was something he genuinely didn’t know the answer to.

He looked directly at me.

“Have you ever sucked a black guy’s cock?”

The room went completely still.

Even Chloe looked surprised by how direct the question was.

I didn’t answer immediately. Partly because I wanted to build suspense, but mostly because I suddenly became very aware of how intensely everybody was watching me now — especially Taylor.

And if I’m being honest, part of me enjoyed that.

So I deliberately paused for several long seconds before finally taking a slow breath and answering calmly:

“No.”

But just before I said it, I let out this tiny little sigh without thinking — the kind that accidentally implied maybe I’d at least imagined it before.

Taylor noticed instantly.

His entire expression changed.

“But you wanted to though, didn’t you?” he blurted out before he could stop himself.

I immediately pointed at him triumphantly.

“Absolutely not. One question only, mister.”

Jordan burst out laughing while Chloe covered her smile with one hand.

“You asked your question,” I continued smugly. “And I answered honestly.”

Taylor shook his head, still staring at me suspiciously.

“That sigh was incredibly suspicious.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

“You absolutely do.”

I just smiled sweetly at him, enjoying the fact I’d clearly rattled him a little.

Honestly, the competitive side of me loved it. He’d tried catching me off guard with an embarrassing question, and somehow I’d managed to turn it back around on him instead.

I looked around the group innocently.

“So,” I asked, “whose turn is it to deal?”

Jordan won the next hand, and the grin that spread across his face immediately made me suspicious.

“Well,” he said, leaning back in his chair, “I guess that means it’s finally your turn, Kelly.”

Taylor looked far too excited by that development already.

Jordan pointed toward me dramatically.

“Let’s see what’s under those panties.”

I was still riding the high from winning the previous exchange with Taylor, though, and my competitive side wasn’t remotely ready to surrender yet. So instead of immediately standing up, I smiled calmly and hooked my thumbs teasingly into the waistband of my panties.

Then I stopped.

“I choose truth.”

Jordan laughed softly under his breath like he’d almost expected it.

“Okay,” he said thoughtfully.

For a couple of seconds he sat there studying me while the rain hammered against the windows outside and the rest of us waited in silence.

Then slowly, a knowing smile spread across his face.

“I’m curious too, Kelly,” he said. “Have you ever wanted to suck a black guy’s cock?”

The second he asked it, my stomach dropped.

Because unlike Taylor’s earlier question, this one was dangerous.

Not because the answer was definitely yes — honestly, until this trip I’d never really examined the thought properly enough to define it — but because I suddenly realized everyone in the room already thought they knew the answer.

Still, I wasn’t backing down easily.

I lifted my chin slightly and answered firmly.

“No.”

Immediately both Jordan and Taylor shouted at the same time.

“Bullshit.”

I burst out laughing despite myself at how fast they reacted, but Taylor was already leaning forward, fully invested now.

“Oh, come on, Kelly,” he said. “Seriously?”

“What?”

“You expect us to believe that after the way you reacted earlier?” He gestured toward Jordan. “You practically short-circuited when he took his underwear off.”

Jordan laughed quietly beside him while I felt my face getting warmer.

“And don’t think I haven’t noticed you checking him out all week either,” Taylor continued. “Or the other guys around the resort before that.”

“Oh my God.”

“No, I’m serious,” he said. “You’re terrible at hiding what you’re thinking.”

Jordan nodded in agreement.

“Very terrible.”

I folded my arms defensively, refusing to give them the satisfaction.

“You can’t prove what’s in my head.”

“No?” Taylor said immediately.

“No.”

I turned toward Chloe, expecting support.

“Right?”

But the second I looked at her face, I realized I’d made a mistake.

Because Chloe was already smiling.

Not smugly exactly.
More sympathetically.

“Sorry, babe,” she said gently. “But… yeah. You’re lying.”

I stared at her in betrayal.

“You literally told me yesterday that you’d wondered what it would be like.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned, dropping my face into my hands.

Jordan laughed loudly while Taylor looked ridiculously pleased with himself.

And annoyingly, underneath the embarrassment, I caught something else in Taylor’s expression too — excitement. Genuine excitement. I found myself searching instinctively for signs of jealousy or discomfort instead, but if they were there, they were buried beneath how entertained and turned on he clearly was by the entire situation.

Jordan looked toward Chloe with a grin and a quick wink.

“Well,” he said casually, “I think we all know what happens now.”

At that point my embarrassment finally flipped into irritation.

I stood up abruptly and snapped, “Oh, for fuck’s sake, fine.”

Everyone went quiet immediately.

“I’ll take the stupid panties off,” I said, rolling my eyes dramatically even as I felt my pulse racing. “Congratulations. You win. You can all see my pussy now. It’s really not that big a deal.”


No Argument

“But all three of them immediately shook their heads, and before I could argue further, Chloe stood up from her chair with a smile on her face.

‘Sorry, Kelly,’ she said, laughing slightly, ‘but you don’t get off that easily. You lied to all of us, which means you owe a forfeit.’

I felt my stomach tighten instantly as Jordan sat there grinning openly beside her.

Chloe folded her arms beneath her chest and looked at me with an expression that was somehow playful and merciless at the same time.

‘And since you were apparently too embarrassed to admit you like the idea of sucking a black cock,’ she continued, ‘I think you should have to do exactly that.’

For a second nobody spoke.

Jordan looked thrilled by the suggestion, already nodding before she’d even finished speaking, while Taylor looked far more stunned than eager, though he still gave a slow shrug and nodded his agreement too.

I could feel my face burning as all three of them stared at me waiting for my reaction. Part of me wanted to argue, but another part of me knew I’d trapped myself with the stupid lie.

‘This game is seriously fucked up,’ I muttered.

Chloe just smiled and pointed toward the floor in front of Jordan.

‘Come on then, Kelly. Rules are rules.’

I remember my heart pounding as I stood there for another second, but I’d always been stubborn about backing down once I’d committed to something. Chloe had accepted her punishment earlier without arguing, and my competitive pride refused to let me be the first person to completely fold.

So before I could overthink it any further, I walked over toward Jordan and slowly lowered myself onto my knees in front of him.”

“A second later, Jordan stepped forward until he was standing directly in front of me.

And up close… he somehow looked even bigger.

The sight of him so close to my face made my stomach tighten instantly. I’d never seen a man built like that before, not in real life. He looked thick, heavy, fully erect and almost intimidatingly hard, and for a moment I just stared before I could stop myself.

Then I became painfully aware that everyone else was watching me.

I looked up briefly and saw Chloe sitting back calmly with a knowing little smile on her face while Jordan watched me with obvious anticipation. But it was Taylor’s reaction that really caught me off guard. Whatever initial jealousy had flashed across his face earlier now seemed buried beneath pure fascination. He looked completely absorbed by what was happening.

And then, without meaning to, my eyes dropped toward his cock too.

That was when the comparison hit me properly for the first time.

I instantly felt guilty for even thinking it, but after spending the last hour noticing Jordan’s body over and over again, the difference suddenly felt impossible not to see. Taylor had always looked perfectly normal to me before — attractive, familiar, mine — but kneeling there in front of Jordan made everything feel exaggerated somehow. More exposed. More obvious.

What unsettled me most was how quickly my brain reacted to it.

Jordan’s cock just looked overwhelmingly masculine standing there in front of me, completely confident and completely unashamed of being watched.

And the worst part was that I couldn’t stop looking at it. Not just because of the size of it, but because of the confidence behind it. Jordan stood there completely comfortable being watched, and some reckless little part of me found that unbelievably attractive.

I took a slow breath, trying to steady myself.

‘How long?’ I asked, attempting to sound calmer than I felt. ‘Thirty seconds again?’

But before Jordan could answer, Taylor spoke first.

‘Actually,’ he said slowly, ‘I think Kelly deserves a little extra punishment here.’

I looked up sharply toward him.

He was smiling now, though there was still something tense underneath it too.

‘You didn’t just lie once,’ he continued. ‘You doubled down on it even after we called you out.’

Jordan immediately nodded in agreement while Chloe laughed softly beside him.

Taylor looked around the group before asking, ‘So what do we think?’”

Chloe looked over at me with a mischievous little smile and gave me a wink.

“I reckon two minutes sounds fair,” she said casually.

Jordan agreed so fast it made everyone laugh.

“Absolutely.”

I immediately threw my hands up in outrage and made a huge show of being horrified.

“Two minutes? Are you people insane?”

Chloe just laughed harder while Taylor sat there watching me carefully, clearly fascinated by how flustered I suddenly was.

But the truth was, underneath all the theatrics and complaining, my pulse had already started racing for a completely different reason.

Because now that Jordan was standing right there in front of me, now that I’d seen him properly up close, curiosity had taken over almost completely.

And honestly, that realization probably scared me more than the dare itself.

I turned back to Jordan, my heart slamming against my ribs like a caged animal. He was already waiting, standing tall and proud, one big hand wrapped around the thick base of his cock, holding it out toward me like an offering. The heavy shaft pulsed visibly in his grip, dark and veined, the swollen head glistening with a bead of precum at the tip.

A raw surge of adrenaline flooded my veins. I stole one last glance at Taylor. My husband sat frozen, lips parted, eyes wide with a dizzying mix of shock, jealousy, and unmistakable arousal. His smaller cock stood rigid against his stomach, twitching with every heartbeat.

Ten years, I thought. Ten years since I’ve had another man in my mouth… and now this.

Before I could overthink it, Jordan stepped closer. The thick, blunt head of his cock brushed my lower lip, hot and silky-smooth. My mouth opened instinctively. The moment I closed my lips around him, a low, involuntary moan vibrated in my throat.

God… he’s so much bigger.

The sheer girth stretched my lips wide, filling my mouth in a way Taylor never could. He felt scalding hot against my tongue, heavy, alive. A rich, masculine taste flooded my senses — clean skin, faint salt from the ocean, and the sweet musk of pure arousal. I swirled my tongue around the swollen head, exploring the smooth ridge, savoring the weight of him.

“Yeah, that’s it, girl!” Chloe’s excited voice cut through the charged silence. “Suck that big black dick, Kelly!”

Her words sent a fresh bolt of heat straight to my pussy. I started moving slowly at first, sliding my lips up and down the first few inches, learning the shape of him. But Chloe wasn’t having any of that.

“Come on, babe — get it deeper!”

Her encouragement lit a fire in me. My competitive streak flared. I reached up with my left hand, wrapping my fingers around the thick base — Jesus, my thumb and fingers didn’t even meet — and pushed forward. I took him deeper, forcing more of that massive cock into my mouth until the head nudged the back of my throat.

I gagged softly, eyes watering, but I didn’t pull back. Saliva spilled from the corners of my stretched lips, dripping down my chin as I bobbed faster, hollowing my cheeks, sucking him with wet, hungry sounds that filled the room.

“Fuck yes,” Jordan groaned above me, his voice low and rough.

I could feel Taylor’s stare burning into the side of my face. I could hear his ragged breathing. And instead of shame, all I felt was a filthy, intoxicating thrill. My husband was watching me worship another man’s far superior cock — and I loved every second of it.

I pulled back just enough to catch a breath, strings of spit connecting my swollen lips to Jordan’s glistening shaft, then dove down again, determined to take even more.

“Fuck, look at that little slut go!” Chloe almost screamed, her voice thick with delight. “She’s gobbling that big black cock like a pro! Taylor, you’re a lucky guy if she sucks you this good!”

Her words hit me like a slap. A filthy thrill surged through me, but so did a sharp sting of honesty. If only you knew, I thought, still sliding my lips up and down Jordan’s thick shaft. I don’t suck Taylor like this. I’ve never wanted to. His smaller cock never made me this hungry… never stretched my mouth like this.

I didn’t say it out loud. Instead, I poured all that dirty truth into my actions.

I was fully into it now, lost in the moment. My tongue swirled greedily around the fat, swollen head, tracing every ridge, teasing the sensitive underside before I plunged back down, taking him as deep as my throat would allow. Wet, obscene sounds filled the suite — the slick glide of my lips, the soft gagging when he bumped the back of my throat, the steady drip of my saliva running down his heavy balls.

Jordan let out a deep, guttural groan that vibrated through his entire body. The sound made my pussy throb.

“Time’s up!” Taylor suddenly barked, his voice tight.

I didn’t stop right away. I couldn’t. I bobbed down once more, then again, sucking harder, hollowing my cheeks as if daring him to pull me off. Jordan’s cock twitched against my tongue, leaking more precum that I eagerly swallowed.

Only then did I feel Taylor’s hand on my shoulder, gripping a little too tightly.

“You can stop now, Kelly,” he said, his voice low and edged with unmistakable jealousy.

The tone sent a dark spark through me. He knew. He could tell I’d never sucked him with this much enthusiasm, this much raw hunger. I’d never fought to keep his cock in my mouth the way I was fighting for Jordan’s.

I pulled back slowly, deliberately, letting Jordan’s massive dick slip from my lips with a wet pop. Thick strings of saliva stretched between my swollen mouth and his glistening, throbbing shaft before finally breaking. I looked up at Jordan with heavy-lidded eyes, lips shiny and parted, then turned my head toward my husband.

Taylor’s face was flushed, his breathing ragged. His smaller, rock-hard cock stood straight up, leaking steadily, the head still mostly hidden under his foreskin. The contrast was impossible to ignore.

I wiped my chin with the back of my hand, still tasting Jordan on my tongue, and gave Taylor a small, wicked smile.

Taylor noticed me staring at his cock. So did Chloe. The moment his eyes met hers, he flushed deep red and quickly turned away, trying to hide his leaking erection with both hands as he dropped back into his chair.

“Who deals next?” he asked, his voice rough and unsteady.

I wiped my slick lips with the back of my hand, still tasting Jordan’s thick, salty-sweet flavor on my tongue. My cheeks burned as I sat down, suddenly aware of how wet my thighs were. I gave Chloe and Jordan a shy, embarrassed smile, but I couldn’t hide the truth. I had loved every second of sucking that big black cock — and everyone in the room knew it.

Chloe’s grin was pure mischief. “Holy shit, girl! I never expected that from you,” she laughed. “I told you how good those big black dicks can be when you get the right one!”

Taylor’s head snapped toward us, his eyes darting between Chloe and me. The jealousy on his face was unmistakable, but so was the way his cock twitched hard in his lap.

Chloe turned to her husband, still smiling. “So come on then, baby… how was she?”

Jordan lowered himself back into his seat. His massive cock stood proudly between his thighs, still rock-hard and shining with a thick coat of my saliva that caught the light with every breath he took. He let out a low, satisfied chuckle.

“Well… I’ve got to give her a proper compliment,” he said, locking eyes with me. “Your wife has excellent technique, Taylor. Real talent. You’d better be careful, Chloe — Kelly might give you some serious stiff competition.”

I burst out laughing, the naughty compliment sending a fresh wave of heat through my body. Even Taylor managed a short, reluctant laugh, though it sounded strained. The tension in the room was electric.

Then Jordan’s dark eyes dropped deliberately to my lap. “Oh, by the way, Kelly…” His voice was deep, teasing. “You still need to take those panties off. Remember the rules.”

My breath caught. I was still buzzing from having his thick cock in my mouth, and now every eye in the room was on me again. The competitive fire that lived inside me flared hotter than ever.

I stood up slowly, hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my last remaining piece of clothing, and peeled the soaked panties down my long legs. The cool air kissed my freshly exposed, dripping pussy. I stepped out of them and kicked the tiny scrap of fabric aside, standing completely naked in front of all three of them.

My little bush was on full display. My swollen, glistening lips. Everything.

And I didn’t cover a single inch.

Taylor was the first to speak, his voice still a little hoarse. “Well… do you want to try a different game now we’re all naked?”

My heart was still pounding hard against my ribs, the taste of Jordan’s cock still thick on my tongue. My pussy throbbed with lingering arousal, and my competitive fire burned hotter than ever. I wasn’t nearly done yet.

“No way!” I shot back, a wicked grin spreading across my face. “Let’s keep playing this game. I feel like I need to get some revenge!”

I pointed at all three of them, but my eyes deliberately lingered on Chloe, letting her feel the full weight of my gaze. “Now it’s just truth or dare for the loser. Deal the damn cards!”

Karma must have been smiling down on me. I won the next hand cleanly. I didn’t say a single word. I didn’t need to. I simply leaned back, locked eyes with Chloe, and smiled — slow, confident, and full of intent. I pointed straight at her.


Weighing Up The Options

I could see her weighing her options, her pretty face shifting through a dozen thoughts. Finally she let out a soft, playful breath and said, “Dare.”

I think that little minx knew exactly what I was going to do next, and I had to admire how smoothly she played the game. A knowing sparkle danced in her eyes.

“Well, I think it’s your turn to suck some dick, don’t you, Chloe?” I said sweetly, then turned toward my husband with a naughty smile. “And you’re welcome, baby!”

Taylor’s face lit up. He smiled back at me, practically leaping to his feet, his average cock already rock-hard and pointing straight out.

Chloe didn’t hesitate. She dropped gracefully to her knees in front of him. Before her knees even fully touched the floor, she had his cock in her hand. In one fluid motion she pulled his foreskin back and wrapped her soft lips around the exposed head. The wet heat of her mouth made Taylor’s breath hitch instantly.

I hadn’t even started the timer.

“Thirty seconds starting now,” I managed to say, my voice slightly breathless.

Despite Jordan’s earlier teasing about my blowjob skills, it took only a few seconds for me to realize just how outclassed I was. Chloe was on another level. She clearly hadn’t let her skills slip over the years. She started by swirling her tongue lovingly around the head of Taylor’s cock, then smoothly took him deeper, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked.

By the time twenty-five seconds had nearly passed, she was fully deepthroating him — effortlessly sliding every inch of his five-inch cock down her throat until her nose pressed flush against his body. Then she pulled back slowly, only to swallow him whole again in one smooth glide. Wet, filthy sounds filled the room with every stroke.

I watched in complete awe, the timer completely forgotten. No wonder she handles Jordan’s massive cock so well, I thought. Compared to that, Taylor’s average dick must feel like nothing. She made it look effortless, almost greedy, her full lips gliding up and down his shaft with practiced perfection.

Taylor’s head was thrown back, eyes squeezed shut, and he was moaning louder than I’d ever heard him moan with me — louder than he had when I sucked Jordan. Deep, helpless groans spilled from his throat with every thrust of Chloe’s mouth. The timer was the last thing on anyone’s mind.

Jordan didn’t seem at all bothered watching his wife suck another guy’s cock, It was Jordan who eventually caught my eye and subtly signaled for me to check the timer.

I glanced down and my eyebrows shot up. Chloe was already pushing one full minute — and she showed no signs of slowing. When I opened my mouth to call “time’s up,” she quickly held up her index finger, silently begging for one more minute. Her eyes were gleaming with pure competitive fire. That little devil was every bit as ruthless as I was.

Jordan didn’t complain in the slightest. In fact, his massive cock was harder than ever as he watched his wife devour Taylor’s dick. A hungry smile played on his lips, and I realized he was genuinely enjoying the show.

Seeing that turned something inside me. Instead of the jealousy I had always expected to feel, a warm, wicked thrill spread through my body. I was loving this — loving how much pleasure Chloe was giving my husband.

After the full second minute passed, I finally called it. “Time.”

Chloe slowly slid Taylor’s dripping wet cock from her mouth with one last, teasing swirl of her tongue. We all settled back into our seats, the air thick with tension and heavy breathing.

Taylor looked completely dazed, like he’d just been hit by a truck of pure pleasure. His chest was still heaving.

I reached over, wrapped my fingers around his slick, throbbing cock, and gave it a couple of slow, gentle strokes. He twitched hard in my hand.

“Wow, baby,” I murmured, my voice low and teasing. “I can see I’m going to have to ask Chloe for a few pointers on giving head. Holy fuck… you feel like you’re about ready to blow. If she’d kept going another minute, you would’ve been out of the game for good — or at least an hour!”

Taylor looked at me, sheepish and flushed, but the huge, satisfied grin on his face said everything. He was incredibly, blissfully happy.

We kept playing, the cards slapping against the table as the alcohol and sexual tension continued to loosen everyone’s inhibitions. For the next ten hands or so, we all played it safe and picked truth.

We learned that Chloe had once had a wild night with two guys at the same time and had absolutely loved every second of it. Jordan confessed he’d been caught streaking through his college dorm hallways and earned the nickname “Three-Legged Jordan.” Taylor turned bright red when he admitted that as a teenager he’d been caught masturbating while secretly watching the older girl next door sunbathing topless in her garden.

When the question came around to me — “What’s the largest dick you’ve ever experienced?” — I looked straight at Taylor, gave him a playful but wicked smile, and said, “Sorry, baby… but it was Jordan’s, just a few minutes ago.”

The room crackled with tension after that answer. We all sensed the questions were only going to get more dangerous and revealing, so we silently agreed to switch back to dares. Maybe we were all afraid of what truths might come out. Maybe we were scared of getting caught lying again. Or maybe the growing heat between us and the steady flow of cocktails simply made us bolder.

From then on, every dare involved some form of sexual contact between players. Chloe dared Jordan to suck on my tits, and he did so with surprising enthusiasm, his warm mouth and teasing tongue sending shivers through me. Jordan made Taylor suck Chloe’s toes, one by one. Taylor dared me to lick and suck on Chloe’s nipples — something I enjoyed far more than I ever would have admitted. And Taylor had Chloe sip tequila from my belly button, the cold liquid pooling on my skin before her soft lips and tongue licked it up slowly.

Over the next few hands, the boys started building a frustratingly strong winning streak, and before long the game had turned heavily against Chloe and me.

Not that Taylor and Jordan seemed remotely upset about that development.

Almost every dare they gave us started involving the two of us touching each other somehow. More kissing. Longer kissing. At one point Jordan made us sit side-by-side while we kissed and played with each other’s breasts at the same time, which earned an almost embarrassing level of enthusiasm from both men watching us.

And honestly? That was part of what started confusing me so much.

Because while I was increasingly irritated by how smug and controlling the boys were becoming, I couldn’t deny that I was enjoying parts of it too.

Chloe certainly made that difficult not to enjoy. She was gorgeous to begin with, but the more physical contact we had, the more aware I became of little details about her — how soft her lips felt against mine, how confidently she touched me, the way she smiled slightly during our kisses whenever she noticed me getting flustered. Even kissing her had stopped feeling awkward surprisingly quickly.

And her body…

Well, there was a reason Taylor and Jordan couldn’t stop staring at her all night.

What unsettled me most was realizing that I’d started looking at her differently too.

At first the kissing dares had just felt playful and embarrassing, something we were doing for the amusement of the guys. But somewhere over the last few rounds, something had shifted. The touching had started feeling more natural. More intimate. I’d never thought of myself as someone attracted to women before, but sitting there naked with Chloe draped against me while we kissed under the intense attention of our husbands was doing strange things to my head.

And judging by the smug little smiles Chloe occasionally gave me afterward, I had a horrible suspicion she knew exactly what was happening to me.

By that point, I think all four of us knew where the game was inevitably heading.

So when Taylor won the next hand and slowly turned toward me with that dangerous grin on his face, I wasn’t even remotely surprised anymore.

“I dare you,” he said calmly, “to go down on Chloe for one full minute.”

The room instantly went quiet.

I tried rolling my eyes dramatically like the suggestion shocked me, but the truth was far more complicated than that. Because underneath the embarrassment — and underneath my annoyance at Taylor’s obvious enjoyment of controlling the situation — I felt something else too.

Excitement.

Real excitement.

I’d spent the entire vacation noticing Chloe’s body, and after all the kissing and touching over the last hour, I’d started feeling a level of curiosity about another woman that I’d genuinely never experienced before. The thought of being intimate with her no longer felt ridiculous or impossible.

If anything, it suddenly felt inevitable.

I tried my best to look annoyed about it as I moved down between Chloe’s legs, mostly because I refused to give Taylor and Jordan the satisfaction of seeing how nervous and excited I actually felt.

But the second I settled between her thighs, all that false irritation started slipping away.

Chloe was already watching me closely, her breathing noticeably heavier now, and as I moved closer, she instinctively parted her legs a little wider for me. That small movement alone sent another rush of adrenaline through me because it suddenly made everything feel incredibly real.

For a brief second I just paused there, taking her in properly.

I remember noticing how soft her thighs looked beneath my hands, how perfectly neat that little strip of blonde hair looked above her pussy, and how openly vulnerable she suddenly seemed lying there beneath me despite all the confidence she’d shown earlier in the evening.

And strangely, that vulnerability made her even more attractive.

I leaned in slowly at first, still half-expecting myself to panic or pull away, but instead curiosity completely took over. I started by kissing her softly, tentative at first, testing both her reaction and my own.

The effect on Chloe was immediate.

Her entire body tensed slightly beneath me, and I heard her let out this tiny involuntary breath that instantly made my pulse jump harder. A second later her legs spread even wider, encouraging me closer without a word.

Behind me I could hear movement from the couch as the guys leaned in to watch more closely, the atmosphere in the room suddenly feeling incredibly intense and intimate all at once. I became hyper-aware of everything — Chloe beneath me, Taylor and Jordan watching only a few feet away, the storm still rumbling outside beyond the windows.

And underneath all of it was the growing realization that I wasn’t doing this reluctantly anymore.

I genuinely wanted to.

I heard Taylor gasping and moaning openly at the sight of his loving wife eating another woman’s pussy for the first time. I knew he had fantasized about this moment for years, but now it was really happening — right in front of him. That realization sent a fresh rush of heat through me.

I decided I was going to give him the show of his life.

I slid my fingers between Chloe’s smooth thighs and spread her swollen pussy lips wide open, exposing her glistening pink folds. Leaning in, I pressed the flat of my tongue firmly against her clit and licked her with long, ferocious strokes. Her sweet, tangy juices coated my tongue instantly. I wrapped my lips around her plump pussy lips and sucked them hungrily into my mouth, slurping noisily as I devoured her.

Chloe’s moans grew louder, raw and shameless. God, she could really moan — throaty, desperate sounds that went straight to my core. Every single moan spurred me on, making me lick faster, suck harder, my face buried deeper between her thighs.

Then I felt strong hands suddenly grip the back of my head.

I started to pull away, ready to snap at the guys that this was a “look but don’t touch” show — but I quickly realized they were Chloe’s hands. She had tangled her fingers tightly in my hair and was pulling my mouth hard against her dripping pussy, grinding herself against my tongue.

The shock only turned me on more.

I had to break away for a second just to catch my breath, gasping. When I came up for air, my face shiny with her juices, I asked breathlessly, “How long is left?”

Taylor fumbled for his watch, clearly dazed, and finally muttered, “Oh… you were done ages ago. That was almost four minutes!”

Despite Taylor conveniently forgetting to stop the dare exactly on time, I didn’t complain.

Honestly, I was far too overwhelmed by everything I was feeling to even think about arguing anymore.

Slowly, I lifted myself back up onto the couch, leaned over Chloe first, and gave her a soft kiss on the lips that felt strangely natural after what had just happened between us. Then I turned toward Taylor and kissed him too, but that kiss felt completely different — deeper, more emotional somehow. I could almost feel how stunned he still was as he kissed me back, and there was something incredibly intimate about the realization that he could still taste Chloe on my lips.

When I finally sat back down, Taylor looked completely dazed.

Jordan didn’t look much better, although he seemed more openly delighted by the entire situation. Meanwhile Chloe was still half-reclined against the couch cushions, legs parted slightly, looking entirely too pleased with herself.

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and forced myself to sound casual.

“So,” I said, smiling slightly, “whose turn is it to deal?”

The game resumed, although by that point it barely even felt like poker anymore. The atmosphere in the room had completely transformed. Everything felt slower, heavier, more intimate than before.

A few hands later Jordan won with a pair of eights and immediately turned his attention toward Chloe.

“Well?” he asked.

Chloe nodded thoughtfully, then looked directly at me.

And the second our eyes met, I felt that now-familiar little pulse low in my stomach again.

I honestly expected her to choose dare. After everything that had happened, I was almost convinced she was about to turn the tables and make me lie back for her the way she had for me. There was something openly playful in her expression now, something confident and teasing that hadn’t been there earlier in the evening.

Instead, without breaking eye contact with me, she smiled softly and said:

“I choose truth.”

That surprised all of us.

Jordan looked mildly confused for a second, though he still played along immediately.

“Okay then,” he said. “Have you ever wanted to go down on another woman?”

Chloe kept her eyes locked onto mine the entire time.

Then slowly, with the faintest smile tugging at the corner of her mouth, she shook her head.

“No.”

Taylor frowned immediately while Jordan looked completely unconvinced.

But the second she answered, I suddenly understood exactly what she was doing.

And judging by the amused little look in her eyes, she knew I understood too.

For a moment neither of us said anything. The tension between us suddenly felt thick enough to physically feel.

Then, without looking away from her, I slowly shifted on the couch and let my hand slide lightly along the inside of my thigh.

“Chloe,” I said quietly, “I think you’re lying.”

Taylor and Jordan immediately started agreeing, both of them talking at once now, but I barely heard them. My entire focus was on Chloe.

She still hadn’t looked away from me.

Then finally she laughed softly under her breath.

“Oh, fuck,” she murmured. “You caught me.”

The smile she gave me after that was slow, knowing, and completely unashamed.

“Well then,” she asked calmly, “what’s my punishment, Kelly?”

With my eyes still locked on Chloe’s, I smiled slowly and said, “Well, I think it’s pretty obvious what the punishment should be.”

Neither of us looked away.

“Chloe needs to return the favor.”

Taylor and Jordan both immediately nodded their agreement, though much more quietly than usual now. The atmosphere in the room had changed so much by that point that even they seemed reluctant to interrupt whatever was happening between the two of us.

And honestly, I barely noticed them anymore myself.

I was completely focused on Chloe.

“And,” I continued, unable to stop a slightly teasing edge creeping into my voice, “since Chloe is apparently a lying little slut too…” I paused just long enough to make her smile wider. “I think she should have to spend at least five minutes making it up to me.”

There wasn’t even the slightest hint of protest from anyone in the room.

But the truth was, I don’t think it would have mattered anyway because Chloe was already moving toward me before I’d even properly finished speaking.

The eagerness in the way she shifted closer sent another rush of heat through my body.

I leaned back slowly against the couch cushions and opened my legs wider for her, suddenly very aware of how exposed and vulnerable I was beneath the intense attention of everyone in the room. Except now the vulnerability felt different than it had earlier in the evening.

Earlier, the game had felt like something being done to me.

Now it felt like I was actively choosing it.

And that realization was unbelievably exciting.

By then I was already soaking wet. Partly because of what I’d done to Chloe only minutes earlier, partly because of the constant tension and teasing throughout the game, but mostly because of the look she’d been giving me ever since Jordan asked that question.

That look had changed something between us.

The moment I realized she’d intentionally thrown the hand just so she could touch me, all the remaining uncertainty inside me disappeared completely. Suddenly every lingering doubt about whether this was just drunken experimentation or genuine attraction felt meaningless.

Because whatever this was between us now, it was very real.

While the guys stood there frozen, still trying to process what was happening, Chloe almost jumped forward from her chair. In one swift, hungry movement she dropped between my spread thighs and buried her face in my pussy like a freight train.

Her mouth was already wide open. The first hot, wet swipe of her tongue made me gasp sharply as she began lapping up my dripping juices with greedy enthusiasm. She didn’t tease or hesitate — her tongue immediately drove deep inside me, plunging into my soaked entrance. Her full, soft lips locked tightly around my pussy lips, sucking them in and out of her mouth with wet, obscene sounds that filled the room.

Then she shifted her focus upward and attacked my swollen clit with perfect, relentless precision.

Soon Chloe began alternating her rhythm with devastating skill — licking slow, lazy circles all around my dripping pussy with her soft, warm tongue, then sliding up to focus on my swollen clit with just the right pressure. She knew exactly how to tease without overwhelming me. Taylor was sometimes too rough and eager, which would leave my nerves numb and frustrated. But Chloe… Chloe was a master. She knew precisely when to pull back and when to press harder, expertly building my pleasure higher and higher with every perfect stroke.

It wasn’t long before I was squirming uncontrollably in the chair, hips twitching with each delicious lap of her tongue.

She continued worshipping every inch of my pussy with her beautiful soft lips and incredibly skillful tongue. Then, without warning, she slid two fingers deep inside me, curling them perfectly as she sucked on my clit. The sudden intense pleasure made me arch my back sharply, a loud, helpless moan tearing from my throat.

Chloe clearly knew how to be soft and sensuous, but she also knew exactly when to drop all restraint. She suddenly went full force on my pussy, especially my throbbing clit. I helped her make that decision by grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her face hard against me. I ground my hips desperately against her mouth and screamed, “Yes! Come on, harder! Lick my fucking pussy harder!”

By that point, I had no idea if Chloe had been licking my pussy for five minutes or five hours. Time had completely dissolved. All I knew was that a massive orgasm was building inside me like a tidal wave, and nothing in the world was going to stop it.

I grabbed another fistful of her hair and yanked her face even harder against me while her tongue attacked my clit with ferocious intensity. A few seconds later the dam broke. I started screaming, “Holy fuck! Fuck yes! Oh my fucking god! Oh yes! Holy fuck, Chloe, I love your tongue!”

Then it hit me.

My entire body convulsed as powerful waves of pleasure crashed through me. I could hear myself squealing uncontrollably while Chloe’s tongue kept licking up and down my spasming pussy, eagerly drinking every drop of my gushing juices.

After what felt like five full minutes of body-shaking, toe-curling spasms, I finally released my death grip on Chloe’s hair and collapsed back into the chair, panting and trembling.

She looked up at me from between my spread thighs with a radiant, satisfied smile, her face shiny with my wetness. Then she slowly crawled up my body, kissing her way over my stomach and lingering on my sensitive nipples before reaching my mouth. She pulled me into a deep, wet, passionate kiss. I could taste my own pussy all over her lips and tongue, and she seemed to love it just as much as I did.

When our kiss finally broke, I glanced over at the guys. Both of them were sitting in their chairs, eyes wide, each with a hand wrapped around his cock, stroking slowly. The second they realized I was looking, they quickly stopped, looking guilty.

After a long moment of heavy silence, Taylor asked hoarsely, “So… I guess this means the game is over now?”

I answered immediately, my voice still shaky but fierce. “Goddammit! No, no fucking way is it!”

I turned to Chloe, still catching my breath. “I mean, as much as I loved you licking my pussy — and trust me, I absolutely loved licking yours too — I feel like there’s a bit of a pattern here, isn’t there? This game has been extremely one-sided, don’t you agree?”

Chloe nodded, my pussy juices still glistening on her swollen lips.

I continued, “I think it’s time we sorted that out! Now, whose turn is it to deal?”


Karma Bites

I don’t know if it was karma coming back around or pure luck, but I won the next hand with pocket kings. I turned to Taylor, letting a slow, dangerous smile spread across my face as I waited for his choice.

Being a typical guy, Taylor hadn’t listened to a single word I’d said moments earlier. If he had, he would’ve picked truth and spilled his guts. Instead, his brain had clearly migrated south. He looked at me with a cocky little grin and said, “I choose dare!” Then the idiot added, “Give me a chance at her little pussy too!”

I stared at him with pure evil in my eyes, barely able to believe how clueless he was. Any man with half a brain would have sensed the trap and taken the forfeit. But not Taylor.

I glanced at Chloe. She was shaking her head in disbelief, eyes wide. When I looked at Jordan, even he had finally caught on that the mood in the room had shifted dangerously — and none of it looked good for my husband.

I leaned forward slightly, my voice sweet but laced with venom. “No, baby. That’s not going to happen. At least… not yet. I have something else in mind first — something that’s going to give Chloe and me a lot more pleasure than you licking her pussy.”

Chloe gave me a hungry, knowing smile as I continued, my tone growing darker. “You and Jordan have gotten off way too easily tonight. You’ve been sitting back, enjoying the show, while Chloe and I were forced to go down on each other for your entertainment. You made me — a straight girl — eat my friend’s pussy just so you two could get off on watching it. You pushed us into something you knew we’d never done before, all for your own fun.”

“Now, don’t get me wrong,” I continued, my voice silky but sharp, “once I started eating Chloe’s pussy, I loved every fucking minute of it. I should actually thank you for pushing me into that. In fact, I’m definitely getting my hands on her hot little body again if she’ll let me… and maybe next time you two will be lucky enough to watch.”

I let that sink in for a beat before my tone turned darker.

“But I’m not sure you boys have realized just how dangerous this game really is for you. No one’s ever taught you that lesson… but you’re about to learn it.”

Taylor still looked completely clueless, a dumb smile lingering on his face. But Jordan was starting to pay close attention. His confused expression slowly melted into wide-eyed realization. He shot a horrified glance at Taylor just as I raised my voice and declared loudly:

“The dare I’ve chosen for you, my loving husband, is that you must get on your knees right now and suck your friend’s big, black cock!”

For a split second, the room went deathly silent, as if all the air had been sucked out. Then it exploded.

Both Jordan and Taylor shot to their feet at the same time, yelling over each other in a frantic panic.

“No way!” “No fucking way!” “That’s not how this game is played!” “That’s totally against the rules!”

I let them rant and shout for a full sixty seconds, their voices bouncing off the walls. Then I slowly rose from my chair, completely naked, and stood tall with a look of stern, unyielding insistence on my face.

“Now you two listen to me,” I said, cutting through their noise with a calm but commanding voice. “Don’t even try to give me any of that shit. There are no other rules here — you made that very clear when we started! You think it’s perfectly fine to make us girls have sex with each other for your entertainment… so you damn well better be willing to take the same risks. You expect me to eat pussy if I lose, but the second it’s your turn you turn into a pair of pussies!”

Taylor stood up quickly, his voice rising in protest. “But it’s different for girls! Girls like kissing other girls. It’s just different, that’s all!”

He clearly couldn’t think of anything better to say. Jordan backed him up loudly, agreeing with whatever Taylor said in a desperate, weak attempt to build some kind of argument.

Chloe stood up beside me, jumping into the fight exactly as I’d hoped. She was fierce, her voice cutting through theirs like a whip.

“We’re not saying you have to enjoy it, boys,” she snapped, “but you sure as hell made us do it!”

I mentally stepped back for a moment and took in the ridiculous scene: four grown adults standing completely naked in a circle, yelling and pointing fingers at each other. It was almost comical. But then my eyes drifted over Chloe’s soft, naked body and I was instantly pulled back into the heat of the moment. Her large, firm breasts and that incredible round ass were breathtaking. For a brief second, I was tempted to just tell the guys to fuck off, grab Chloe by the hand, and drag her into the bedroom to fuck her senseless all night long.

Then I looked over at Jordan and down at his long, thick cock, still heavy and semi-hard between his legs. A fresh wave of heat rolled through me. I wanted more of him too — badly. But what shocked me most was the realization that I still wanted Taylor as well. Sure, he was being a big baby about all of this, but he was still my husband and I loved him.

I just needed him to understand how unfair he’d been.

And right now, the only way I wanted to teach him that lesson was by watching him drop to his knees and take his best friend’s big black cock into his mouth.

The vivid mental image hit me like lightning: Taylor on his knees, lips stretched wide around Jordan’s thick shaft, humiliated and obedient. My pussy clenched hard at the thought, a rush of wetness slipping down my thighs. The intensity of my own arousal confused the hell out of me. Why did that image turn me on so much? Why did the idea of my husband being forced to suck another man’s cock make my clit throb like this?

I still didn’t fully understand it. To this day, I’m not sure I do. But the curiosity was burning inside me now. I needed to know if the fantasy would feel just as powerful — maybe even stronger — when I saw it happening in real life.

That dark, filthy curiosity gave me renewed strength. I turned back to the argument with a vengeance, more determined than ever.

By the time I snapped back to reality, Chloe was laying down the law, her voice sharp and final. “If you two don’t play by the same rules you made us follow, there won’t be any more games tonight… or any other night, for that matter.”

The room suddenly fell quiet. Jordan was the first to break. After a few tense seconds, he let out a defeated sigh and said, “I think they’ve got us here, buddy.”

Taylor wasn’t ready to surrender yet. “Yeah, but that’s easy for you to say!” he shot back, his voice cracking with desperation. “You aren’t the one being asked to suck a cock, are you?”

He frantically scanned the room, eyes darting wildly as if searching for any possible escape route. But after a few tense seconds, I watched the fight drain out of him. The realization hit him hard — there was no way out. His shoulders slumped in defeat as he collapsed back into his chair.

As he settled, my gaze dropped between his legs. My stomach flipped. His cock was completely soft, hanging limp and small against his thigh. The contrast was devastating.

I looked back up at Jordan. His huge black cock stood proud and thick, jutting out arrogantly in front of him, still semi-hard and intimidating. The humiliating difference made my breath catch. Taylor’s fear had literally made him go soft, while Jordan remained visibly aroused. I’ve never dared to ask if Taylor noticed just how stark that comparison was.

That’s when I softened my approach.

I walked over to Taylor, leaned down, and kissed him gently on the lips. “Come on, baby,” I whispered tenderly, stroking his cheek. “Don’t worry about it. I’m right here, and I’ll help you through it. It’ll be good, I promise.”

I took his hand and gently guided him out of the chair and down onto his knees. Before he could protest or change his mind, I motioned for Jordan to step forward.

When Jordan started walking toward us, I noticed his thick cock was still mostly firm — not the rock-hard erection I’d had in my mouth earlier, but heavy and swelling with clear interest. A dark thought crossed my mind: Was he actually getting turned on by the forbidden idea of what was about to happen?

I glanced down at Taylor and was surprised to see that his little cock was no longer completely soft. It wasn’t fully hard either, but it had thickened noticeably, hanging heavier between his legs. The sight sent a confusing jolt of arousal through me.

Chloe moved in behind Jordan and placed her hands on his broad shoulders, gently guiding him forward until he stood directly in front of my kneeling husband — close enough that the head of his big black cock was just inches from Taylor’s face.

It was now or never.

I reached out and wrapped my fingers around Jordan’s heavy shaft, lifting it and holding it straight out toward Taylor’s mouth. God, it felt so thick and weighty in my hand. At the same time, I used my other hand to gently cup Taylor’s chin, tilting his face upward.

His eyes were squeezed tightly shut, fear written clearly across his flushed face. I gave his cheek a soft, encouraging tap and said in a sweet but firm voice, “Come on now, baby… be a big boy and open that pretty little mouth for me.”

After a long, tense second, Taylor’s lips finally parted — just a tiny, reluctant amount, but they opened.

My competitive side was starting to flare with real annoyance now, so I became more forceful with him.

“You know, Taylor,” I said sharply, “you’re really going to have to open up a lot wider than that. You’ve seen his dick — it’s so fucking fat. Believe me, you’re going to have to open really wide. It’s not like you’re sucking a cock like yours!”

I used both hands to pry his mouth open wider, almost forcing it. “Now keep your mouth open just like that so Jordan can put his big black dick into your pretty little white mouth. Here it comes, baby! Open nice and wide!”

At that moment, Chloe pushed Jordan forward while I used one hand to guide his thick cock in a straight line toward Taylor’s forced-open mouth. It slipped in surprisingly easily. The second the fat, swollen head pushed past his lips and filled his mouth, Taylor’s eyes flew open wide, practically bulging out of his head in shock.

A thrill shot through me. I almost squealed with delight at the sight, but I held it in. Taylor immediately tried to jerk his head back, but Chloe and I were ready. I didn’t grab his head — I simply placed my hand firmly on his cheek, making it very clear I expected him to stay right there. He knew exactly what was expected of him now.

I kept talking to Taylor in a soft but insistent voice, encouraging him at first. “No baby. Come on, don’t even think about stopping. You have to stay down there and play fair. Keep his big black cock in your mouth or I won’t be able to start the timer… and you’ll end up with it in there for much longer.”

I leaned in closer. “Oh, I forgot to mention how long you’ll be sucking his cock for, didn’t I? I’ve decided it’s going to be two whole minutes. But believe me, once you start to enjoy it — and trust me, you will — you’ll want to keep it in there so much longer.”

Taylor seemed to understand the message loud and clear. The sooner he cooperated, the sooner this would be over. He stopped resisting completely.

I released my grip on his face and leaned down beside him, getting an up-close view of Jordan’s thick cock resting in my husband’s mouth. Taylor stayed perfectly still, just kneeling there with the fat head of Jordan’s dick filling his mouth, barely moving.

Chloe knelt down on the opposite side so she could watch closely too, her face inches away from the action.

I smiled wickedly and asked her, “Chloe, do you see anything wrong with this picture?”

Chloe nodded, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Yes, yes I do! Taylor’s not sucking on my husband’s big cock like he’s been told to. He’s just sitting there holding it in his mouth like a scared little boy. Although… I must say, I do like the way it looks.”

I grinned in agreement. “That’s exactly it! I knew something wasn’t right.” I turned my attention back to Taylor, my voice firm but teasing. “The challenge was very clear, baby. You have to suck Jordan’s big black cock for two minutes. I can’t even start the timer until you actually start sucking it.”

Taylor’s eyes widened in panic, and I heard a muffled, protesting gurgle around Jordan’s thick shaft. But after a moment, the fight left his eyes. He knew he had no choice if he wanted to get through this humiliation.

A second later, his eyes squeezed shut again, and he began to slowly move his mouth up and down over the fat head of Jordan’s cock — very tentative, very reluctant.

I was so thrilled I almost forgot to start the timer. I leaned in closer, watching every movement intently. “Oh my God, baby… that looks so fucking hot,” I breathed. “I love this so much. I never thought seeing my husband sucking a big black dick would turn me on this much, but holy fuck, it really does.”

I kept coaching him softly. “You’re doing amazing, baby. Now suck it a little harder when you pull back… then push forward and take him a bit deeper. Come on, I want to see you take more of him.”

To my shock, Taylor obeyed. He wasn’t eager, and his eyes stayed tightly closed, but he followed my instructions. He started moving a little faster on his own, sliding his lips further down Jordan’s thick shaft.

I couldn’t resist asking, my voice husky with arousal, “Doesn’t his black dick feel amazing in your mouth? It’s so big, isn’t it, babe? It really fills you up, doesn’t it?”

Jordan was responding to Taylor’s reluctant efforts too. His hips had begun moving in tiny, instinctive thrusts, gently pushing forward in rhythm with my husband’s slow bobbing head. It was clear he was fighting the urge to take control and fuck Taylor’s mouth properly. Jordan’s eyes were squeezed shut tight, just like Taylor’s. It was as if both of them believed that if they couldn’t see what was happening, it somehow wasn’t real.

Watching Jordan’s growing pleasure sent another rush of heat through me. I wanted to encourage him as well.

“That’s it, Jordan,” I purred. “Push that beautiful dick into my husband’s mouth. I bet it feels so good, doesn’t it? I bet his warm, wet mouth feels incredible around your big cock.”

Taylor was now moving his head a little faster along Jordan’s thick shaft when a low, deep moan escaped from Jordan’s throat. Chloe and I both heard it clearly. It was unmistakably a moan of pleasure.

As we watched, Jordan’s right hand slowly drifted up from his side, reaching blindly toward Taylor’s head. He was about to grab him and start mouthfucking my husband for real. Chloe and I locked eyes and couldn’t help but burst into laughter at just how humiliating this had become for Taylor.

It was only then that I remembered the timer. I glanced down and my eyes widened in surprise. Jordan’s cock had already been buried in my husband’s mouth for just over three minutes.

As much as I was loving every second of it, I knew the rules and wanted to stay fair. So I reluctantly called out, “Okay… time’s up.”

Jordan’s eyes snapped open and he immediately jerked his hand back, looking almost guilty about what he had been about to do. Taylor stopped moving his head, but I definitely noticed it took him an extra couple of slow strokes before he finally pulled his mouth off Jordan’s thick cock. A thick string of his spit stretched and then dripped from the swollen head as he drew away.

When Taylor stood up, there was no hiding it — his cock was now rock-hard again, pointing straight up and throbbing. As both men stood facing each other, I was genuinely shocked by how erect they both were. Taylor’s dick looked painfully hard, the head flushed dark. Just three minutes earlier he had been completely soft and terrified… and now here he was, rock hard after sucking cock for the first time in his life.

Taylor and Jordan both quietly returned to their seats, carefully avoiding eye contact with each other. The tension in the room was thick enough to taste.

Chloe let out a soft, delighted giggle. “Well, this game is getting very interesting now! I think it’s my deal.”

Chloe dealt the next hand and won again. An evil little smile spread across her face as she turned toward Taylor. He visibly shrank back in his chair, clearly scared of what was coming next.

“Truth or dare, Taylor?” she asked sweetly.

Taylor answered almost instantly, his voice tight. “Truth.”

He clearly didn’t want to risk another dare.

Chloe’s smile turned predatory. “Very well. My question is simple.” She leaned forward, eyes locked on him. “Did you enjoy sucking my husband’s dick?”

The room went dead silent. She continued, her tone sweet but dangerous. “And Taylor… be very careful how you answer. If you’re caught lying, things are going to get very uncomfortable for you, very quickly.”

Taylor looked absolutely miserable. He was squirming in his seat, shifting uncomfortably from side to side. His face was flushed bright red, and despite how mortified he clearly was, his cock remained rock-hard, standing straight up and visibly throbbing with every heartbeat. The betrayal of his own body was impossible to ignore.

I could see the war happening behind his eyes. He desperately wanted to blurt out “No,” to deny everything. His mouth opened once… then closed. He swallowed hard, struggling.

Chloe and I just stared at him, waiting. The silence stretched on, becoming almost unbearable.

Finally, after what felt like forever, Taylor cracked. He looked over at me first, his cheeks burning with shame, then flicked a lightning-quick glance at Jordan before staring down at the floor.

“Sorry man…” he mumbled, voice barely audible. “I have to be honest, or it’s going to get even worse. So… yeah. Okay. I’ll admit it.”

His voice cracked slightly. “I… I did like it.”

He slumped back in his chair and stared down at the floor, completely unable to look any of us in the eye. The humiliation was radiating off him in waves.

Jordan’s face was frozen in complete shock.

Chloe and I both burst out laughing, feeling completely triumphant. We leaned forward and slapped a loud high-five, grinning at each other like schoolgirls who had just won a major victory.

I turned to Taylor with a wicked smile. “That’s a good boy! See, I told you that you would enjoy it once you got into it. I know I certainly enjoyed watching you suck that big cock like a real pro.”

I couldn’t resist rubbing it in just a little more. “OK, who’s dealing next?”

Jordan dealt the next hand, but karma was still firmly on our side. I won again. I turned to Jordan with a sweet, dangerous smile.

“I guess you’d prefer a question over a dare, right?”

Jordan nodded quickly.

“Good,” I said, my voice dripping with amusement, “because I’ve got a question I really want to know the answer to — and I think Chloe does too. Make sure you tell the truth, because I’m pretty sure we both already know the real answer.”

I locked eyes with him and asked directly, “Jordan, did you enjoy having my husband sucking your dick?”

Jordan hesitated for just a split second. He glanced briefly at Taylor, who — to my surprise — was now looking straight back at him, clearly curious about the answer himself. Jordan quickly looked away from Taylor and stared at me instead, trying to put on a defiant expression.

“Definitely not!” he said firmly.

Chloe and I answered in perfect unison, our voices ringing out sharply: “That’s bullshit!”

Chloe jumped in immediately, her tone playful but merciless. “Jordan, baby, you are such a liar — and a terrible one at that! We both saw you close your eyes in pleasure, and we all heard that little moan you let out.”

I piled on right after her, not giving him any room to breathe. “We all heard it, Jordan. And come on, we saw exactly how you reached out to grab Taylor’s head while he was sucking your cock. You wanted to pull him in and fuck his mouth, didn’t you?”

Taylor’s eyes went wide as saucers. He looked at me, then at Jordan, like a rabbit caught in headlights.

I kept going, my voice full of triumph. “And let’s talk about your cock. It wasn’t even fully hard when Taylor started… but look at it now! How do you explain how it got even harder while my husband sucked you off? Come on, Jordan. Just admit it — you liked it.”

Jordan looked completely panic-stricken. He kept trying to protest, but he was quickly losing ground. When he realized he had no chance of convincing us, he turned desperately toward Taylor, searching for any kind of support or escape.

To my surprise, Taylor was now sitting a little taller. He looked almost… more comfortable. Maybe even a bit defensive of what had just happened. He glanced at Jordan and added quietly, “I’m sorry, man… but I’ve got to agree with the girls. It was pretty obvious you enjoyed it too. It sure felt like you did.”

I howled with victory, a loud, delighted laugh escaping me as Jordan was finally beaten.

Chloe grinned wickedly. “There’s no doubt about it, Jordan. You just got caught lying. And I think you can guess what your punishment is going to be.” She pointed at the floor in front of Taylor. “You might as well kneel down now while we decide exactly how long you have to suck Taylor’s cock.”

She turned to me with a mischievous sparkle in her eye. “What do you think, Kelly? Does ten minutes sound about right, given what a massive lie that was?”

Jordan was already starting to lower himself onto his knees when Chloe dropped the bomb — ten full minutes. His eyes went wide with pure panic, and for a second I thought he might actually explode or bolt from the room.

I quickly stepped in. “Whoa, I think four minutes should be enough.”

Chloe grinned and pushed Jordan firmly back down onto his knees. At the same time, I coaxed Taylor up from his chair and guided him over until he was standing directly in front of Jordan.

It wasn’t lost on any of us — especially Jordan — that Taylor’s cock was rock hard and pointing straight out, throbbing with clear anticipation right in front of his friend’s face.

Chloe flashed a devilish, satisfied smile. “Remember, Jordan… the clock doesn’t start until you’re actually sucking his dick.”

She paused for dramatic effect, then clapped her hands together.

“Ready… steady… go!”

The three of us were stunned by how fast Jordan reacted. Clearly desperate to just get it over with as quickly as possible, he practically threw himself forward at Taylor’s cock and took it into his mouth.

Unlike Taylor, who had been hesitant and reluctant, Jordan was completely different. He attacked the task with surprising urgency, bobbing his head up and down at a rapid pace right from the very first second. His face was still a mask of shock and fear, eyes wide, but it looked like his brain had decided the faster he moved, the sooner this nightmare would end.

Of course, it didn’t work that way — he was still going to be sucking cock for the full four minutes no matter how fast he went. But his frantic pace had one very clear effect:

It was driving Taylor absolutely wild.


Laughing Out Loud

Chloe and I couldn’t help but laugh as we watched Jordan frantically sucking Taylor’s cock. For some reason, the desperate, almost mechanical way he was bobbing his head made me laugh harder than it probably should have — especially considering I was watching my husband receive his first blowjob from another man.

A few seconds later, I noticed Taylor’s face betraying him completely. He couldn’t hide the mixture of shock and reluctant pleasure washing over his features as Jordan’s warm mouth worked his cock.

Just after the two-minute mark, I saw Taylor start slowly pushing his hips forward, instinctively feeding more of his dick into Jordan’s mouth. Jordan, lost in his frantic rhythm, seemed barely aware of it and simply adjusted by taking him deeper. He wasn’t nearly as skilled as Chloe, but he was doing a surprisingly good job of swallowing most of Taylor’s five-inch cock.

The three-minute mark passed, and Chloe and I exchanged a heated glance. We were both seriously tempted to let this continue longer — to see just how far Jordan would go before one of them broke. But as we approached the four-minute mark, we silently agreed it was time to reward our men for stepping so far outside their comfort zones.

We barely whispered five words to each other. With just a few meaningful looks and small gestures, we quickly decided exactly what we were going to do next.

I knelt down beside Jordan and placed a gentle hand on his shoulder, slowly pulling him back off Taylor’s cock. At the same time, Chloe took Taylor’s arm and turned him to face her.

Both men looked completely dazed and confused, as if they had been so lost in the moment they’d forgotten where they were — or that their wives were even in the room. I was convinced that if we hadn’t stopped them, they would have kept going until Taylor came down Jordan’s throat.

And though I never would have believed it just a few hours earlier, watching them like this made me start to suspect something. Jordan might have actually let Taylor finish in his mouth. There was something about the way he’d been sucking — so focused, almost practiced — that made me wonder. Maybe this wasn’t his first rodeo after all.

That suspicion grew stronger when I helped Jordan to his feet. His big black cock was standing straight out, rock hard and swollen, pulsing with arousal. He was clearly extremely turned on by what had just happened.

And looking at it… so was I.

Chloe and I both leaned in at the same time. She kissed my husband while I kissed hers — pressing my lips against the same mouth that had just been wrapped tightly around Taylor’s cock. The taste was filthy and intimate. When I finally pulled back, I smiled and joked, “Wow, Jordan… your mouth tastes so familiar to me.”

Chloe giggled, clearly delighted. “That’s funny, babe. I was just thinking the exact same thing.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Shall we do a little compare?”

Before I could answer, she grabbed the back of my neck, pulled me in close, and pressed her open mouth against mine. Our lips met hungrily, and our tongues immediately tangled together in a deep, wet kiss. I could still taste Taylor’s cock on her tongue, just as she could taste Jordan’s on mine.

We eventually broke the kiss and turned back to the guys. Without a word, Chloe and I both sank down to our knees in front of them, smiling up at our husbands with wicked, hungry expressions.

God, I was so happy.

I was once again inches away from Jordan’s massive black cock. I wrapped my fingers around the thick base and wasted no time sliding the fat head into my mouth. I started sucking him with loud, wet, eager sounds, doing everything I could to imitate Chloe’s deepthroating technique. I quickly realized I still had a lot of practice ahead of me.

As I looked up, Chloe was already showing off her incredible skills on Taylor. She easily took his entire length down her throat in one smooth motion, her nose pressing against his body before sliding back up again. The sight was mesmerizing.

I kept working on Jordan’s huge cock as best I could, but secretly I was hoping Chloe would be willing to give me some pointers — maybe starting with my husband before I worked my way up to hers.

I had no idea how Taylor was holding back from cumming. He’d already been sucked by Chloe, then Jordan, and now Chloe again. Both of them were clearly experts. From the strained look on his face, I could tell he wasn’t going to last much longer.

As I continued lavishing attention on Jordan’s big dick — sucking noisily, swirling my tongue, and stroking the thick shaft — I started hearing deep, loud moans coming from Taylor. When I glanced over, I saw that Chloe had both hands gripping Taylor’s ass, pulling him forward as she forcefully fucked her throat with his cock.

Suddenly Taylor let out a raw, broken moan that echoed through the room. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck yes!”

His hands shot to the back of Chloe’s head, fingers tangling desperately in her hair as he held her mouth firmly down on his cock. His entire body tensed up, thighs shaking, hips jerking forward. I knew that sound all too well — he was right on the edge and there was no stopping it now.

A heartbeat later, his orgasm hit him hard. His cock was buried as deep as it could go in her throat while powerful spasms rocked through his body. I watched in fascination as the base of his dick throbbed visibly, pulsing again and again as he pumped thick, heavy ropes of cum straight down Chloe’s throat. She never pulled back. Not even an inch. Instead, she swallowed rhythmically around his pulsing shaft, taking every single spurt like an absolute pro.

A complicated rush of emotions flooded through me as I watched. There was a sharp, unexpected sting of jealousy seeing how eagerly Chloe was swallowing my husband’s load — something I had never been willing to do for him. Part of me felt almost possessive, like she was claiming something that belonged to me. But at the same time, a strong wave of relief washed over me. Thank God it’s not me, I thought. I’ve never liked the taste of cum. The thick, salty bitterness has always turned me off. The idea of Taylor unloading in my mouth had never appealed to me, even after ten years of marriage. Seeing Chloe do it so willingly only reinforced how glad I was that it wasn’t my mouth he was filling right now.

It felt like it went on forever. Nearly a full minute of strong, rhythmic contractions as Taylor kept pumping spurt after spurt into her. Chloe stayed glued to him the entire time, her throat working visibly as she swallowed everything he gave her. Only when his orgasm finally started to fade did she begin gently sucking and licking him clean, milking every last drop with her talented tongue.

When she was finally satisfied, she slowly pulled off his glistening cock. A thin, shiny string of saliva and cum briefly connected her lips to his tip before breaking. She rose gracefully to her feet, leaned in, and gave Taylor a long, deep, messy kiss — deliberately letting him taste his own cum on her tongue. He looked completely wrecked as he collapsed back into the chair, chest heaving, eyes glassy and unfocused.

Now that she had thoroughly taken care of Taylor, Chloe turned her attention to me and Jordan, sliding in close with a hungry smile to help with my much bigger challenge.

We quickly fell into a perfect rhythm, sharing Jordan’s massive cock between us. We worked in sync — our mouths sliding up and down opposite sides of his thick, veiny shaft, our tongues occasionally meeting and swirling together around his swollen head in wet, sloppy kisses. The sounds were filthy and loud in the quiet room.

As I sucked him, I glanced over at Taylor. He looked completely spent, his eyes heavy and starting to drift shut. He always struggled to stay awake after cumming. Not wanting him to miss this, I gently called him over.

He walked toward us tentatively at first, but when I told him to kneel down with Chloe and me, he didn’t need much convincing. He dropped to his knees right beside us and stayed there, getting an incredibly close-up view of his wife and Chloe eagerly sharing Jordan’s thick black cock.

After a couple of minutes of watching us pass Jordan’s dick back and forth, Taylor seemed to grow more comfortable being so close to the action. I even noticed him subtly leaning in a little closer, his eyes fixed on what we were doing.

After my next turn, I pulled off Jordan’s glistening cock with a wet pop and turned to Taylor. I grabbed his face with both hands and pulled him into a long, deep, passionate kiss. My mouth was still coated with the taste of Jordan’s cock, and there was no way he could miss it. But he didn’t flinch or pull away. That emboldened me.

When Chloe finished her next turn, I took Jordan’s heavy dick in my hand and held it out toward Taylor’s mouth. With my other hand, I placed it gently on the back of his neck. I didn’t force him — I just gave a soft, encouraging nudge forward.

“Would you like to share him with us, baby?” I whispered, my voice low and seductive. “Do you want to try sucking Jordan’s big cock again? You seemed to like it last time…”

Taylor hesitated for a second and shied back just a tiny bit, but not nearly as much as before.

Chloe had silently gestured for Jordan to stay quiet and perfectly still. Then she placed her hand gently on the back of Taylor’s head, helping me guide him forward as I whispered softly, “Come on, baby… remember you told us you liked it earlier. And I could see how hard your little willy got — you were telling the truth.”

I kept my voice low and coaxing. “It’s okay to admit it. Don’t forget, Jordan liked it too. Why don’t you try it again? Come on… suck his cock for me, baby.”

Taylor looked up at me, his eyes filled with a delicious mix of fear and growing arousal. Then he glanced nervously up at Jordan. Jordan didn’t say a single word and didn’t pull away. He simply stood there, waiting.

Chloe leaned in and gave Taylor a soft, reassuring kiss on the cheek. Then, in perfect unison, we gently but firmly pushed his head forward.

This time, Taylor offered no resistance at all. A second later, he slowly parted his lips and tentatively slid the fat head of Jordan’s cock into his mouth. Then, without any more encouragement from us, he leaned in further, taking the entire swollen head between his lips. I watched in awe as he began to move his tongue over it, exploring.

He was doing it again. My husband was willingly — almost eagerly — sucking Jordan’s big black cock once more.

Chloe and I continued encouraging him with soft words and moans of approval. We took turns with him: when one of us was sucking Jordan’s dick, the other would kiss Taylor deeply. Then we’d switch, letting him have another turn. Each time Taylor returned to Jordan’s cock, he grew bolder and more comfortable. His movements became smoother, more confident.

We even taught him how to use his hands, guiding him to stroke Jordan’s thick shaft while he continued licking and sucking on the large, sensitive head.

It wasn’t long before Chloe and I stepped back and let Taylor take over. He began monopolizing Jordan’s thick cock for longer and longer stretches while we entertained ourselves — kissing each other deeply, groping each other’s breasts and asses, or leaning in to lick and suck on Jordan’s heavy balls while Taylor worked the head.

After a while, I completely gave up my turn on Jordan’s dick. I moved lower and focused entirely on sucking and licking his smooth, heavy balls, taking them into my mouth one at a time while Taylor bobbed eagerly on the shaft above me.

Then Chloe did something that genuinely shocked me.

She dropped her head lower and took Taylor’s cock back into her mouth. What surprised me wasn’t that she wanted to suck him again — she clearly loved sucking cock. What stunned me was how quickly Taylor was responding. In ten years of marriage, I had never once seen him get hard again this fast after cumming. Normally it took him at least an hour. Yet here he was — the cock in Chloe’s mouth was already swelling rapidly, growing thicker and harder with every stroke of her talented lips and tongue.

Taylor now had most of Jordan’s cock buried in his mouth, and the look on his face showed he was more than okay with it. His eyes were half-lidded with lust.

A few minutes later, I looked up and my breath caught. Things had escalated dramatically. Jordan was now gripping Taylor’s head with both hands and actively thrusting his hips forward, fucking my husband’s mouth with deep, steady strokes. I could hardly believe what I was seeing. Jordan was openly mouthfucking Taylor — and Taylor wasn’t just accepting it.

He was into it.

Taylor’s own cock was rock hard again in Chloe’s mouth. Even more shocking, he was actively trying to keep up with Jordan’s rhythm — stroking the thick base of Jordan’s cock with one hand while bobbing his head to meet each thrust. The wet, obscene sounds of Jordan’s cock sliding in and out of my husband’s mouth filled the room.

The sight was so filthy, so unexpected, and so intensely arousing that I almost came on the spot without even being touched.

As I looked up at Jordan’s face, I could tell it wouldn’t last much longer. His expression was tight with building pleasure, and I felt a rush of dark curiosity about how Taylor would handle what was coming. Part of me expected him to pull away immediately. After all, this was his first time sucking cock — there was no way he’d let another man cum in his mouth… right?

I moved up closer beside Taylor, desperate to see exactly how this would play out.

Jordan was now pounding his thick cock vigorously into my husband’s mouth, his hips snapping forward with increasing urgency. His breathing had become ragged and broken, and I could see the powerful muscles in his thighs and stomach starting to tremble. Taylor just kept sucking like a trooper, his head bobbing to meet each thrust.

The sight was overwhelming. It was becoming more and more obvious that Taylor might actually keep Jordan’s cock in his mouth when he came. I paused for a second, stunned by my own thoughts. Holy fuck… is my husband seriously more willing to take a load in his mouth than I am?

He kept sucking hard and fast, lips stretched wide around Jordan’s girth, right up until the moment I saw Jordan’s cock start to quiver and swell even thicker. God, Taylor looked so good like that — obediently sucking Jordan’s cock right to the edge of orgasm.

Then it happened.

Jordan let out a deep, guttural moan as his body suddenly spasmed. The exact moment his orgasm hit, Taylor panicked and tried to yank his head back, still desperately stroking Jordan’s fat cock with his hand. He very nearly made it…

But not quite.

Jordan’s first powerful shot of cum erupted just as Taylor was desperately pulling his mouth away. The thick rope of semen caught him right across the lips and tongue before splattering across his chin and neck. Jordan wasn’t finished — far from it. With a deep groan, he tried to push his throbbing cock back between Taylor’s lips, but Taylor clamped his mouth shut tight at the last second.

Denied entry, Jordan simply used my husband’s face as his target. A wicked smile spread across his face as he stroked his fat cock and unleashed the rest of his massive load. Thick, heavy ropes of cum painted Taylor’s face, streaking his cheeks, forehead, and lips. More spilled down his chest and stomach in messy trails. A few stray drops even splashed across Chloe’s face as she continued eagerly sucking Taylor’s cock through the entire scene, completely unfazed.

I watched, fascinated, as Taylor immediately started spitting out what had landed in his mouth, his face twisted in clear disgust at the taste. We clearly had something in common, I thought with a rush of relief. I’d never enjoyed the taste of cum either.

Chloe finally pulled off Taylor’s cock and we both turned to him. We smothered his cum-streaked face with kisses, laughing softly as we congratulated him. “Good boy,” I whispered between kisses. “That was your first completed blowjob.”

Jordan looked completely drained. He staggered backward and collapsed onto the sofa. Taylor followed a moment later, equally exhausted. Chloe and I rose to our feet, and without a word, we wrapped our arms around each other. Our mouths crashed together in a hungry, frantic kiss, our tongues exploring wildly as we slowly made our way toward the bed.

With a playful giggle, I pushed Chloe onto the mattress. She laughed as she fell back, sprawling on her back and spreading her legs wide open for me. I stood over her for a moment, drinking in the sight of her gorgeous naked body, then smiled down at her.

“I meant what I said earlier,” I told her, my voice thick with desire. “I want my hands all over your hot little body again… and I definitely want to taste that delicious pussy one more time.”

Chloe smiled up at me with pure lust in her eyes and replied, “Oh babe, we’re going to do so much more than just that, trust me.” Her voice was low and full of promise. “Now get your sweet little ass in this bed.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. With a eager laugh, I climbed on top of her, pressing my body against hers as our mouths crashed together in a deep, hungry kiss. All the sexual tension that had been building between us for the entire day finally exploded. We were done holding back.

For the next hour or so, the boys could only sit and watch as Chloe and I lost ourselves in a frantic, passionate session of lesbian lovemaking. I’m sure it wasn’t exactly a hardship for them.

We explored every inch of each other’s bodies with greedy hands and mouths. Nothing was off limits. I savored the taste of her pussy as she straddled my face, pinning my arms above my head while she ground herself against my tongue. When she finally came hard, she squirted all over my face and mouth, soaking me in her juices. Then she flipped me over, bent me face-down on the bed with my ass high in the air, and devoured me from behind.

I buried my face deep in a pillow to muffle my loud, shameless screams as I came again and again. The pleasure was almost overwhelming.

It was in that position — my ass up and completely exposed — that I experienced something entirely new. Chloe’s warm, wet tongue circled my tight asshole before pressing inside, licking and tongue-fucking me with expert skill. The sensation was unbelievable, filthy, and intensely pleasurable. I could tell immediately that she was very experienced at this. She proved it multiple times that night, eagerly eating my ass like she couldn’t get enough.

She also made it very clear how much she loved the taste, moaning against my skin and telling me more than once how delicious I was.

As the ever-eager student, I was determined to return the favor. I happily pushed Chloe onto her back, spread her beautiful ass cheeks wide, and plunged my face between them. I dragged my tongue slowly over her tight little pink asshole before pressing inside, licking and probing deeper with growing hunger.

As I rimmed her, a powerful realization hit me: I had been depriving myself of this filthy, delicious pleasure for years. But I was going to make up for lost time. I buried my tongue as deep as I could into her warm, twitching asshole, licking and sucking with genuine enthusiasm while she moaned and pushed back against my face.

We must have cum five or six times each during that wild hour, our bodies slick with sweat and juices. About midway through, I glanced over and saw the boys sitting side by side on the sofa, completely mesmerized. They were both slowly stroking their cocks while watching us, their dicks already fully recovered and hard again from the show we were putting on.

I returned my full attention to Chloe’s dripping pussy, devouring her with renewed energy. We kept going like that for another half an hour until Chloe suddenly shuddered through one particularly intense orgasm while sitting on my face. She nearly collapsed, her thighs trembling violently around my head. She rolled off me onto her back, gasping for breath, clearly exhausted.

I couldn’t resist. I straddled her face, looked down into her eyes, and mouthed the words “One more.”

A few minutes later, her amazingly talented tongue pushed me over the edge again. A ground-shaking orgasm ripped through my body as I grinded down on her mouth. When it finally passed, I rolled off and collapsed beside her. We lay there smiling at each other, breathing hard, bodies glowing.

Eventually, once we’d caught our breath, we rolled over and looked at the guys with mischievous grins.

“So…” I asked, still panting, “did you boys enjoy the show?”

But before we could even ask the question, Chloe and I were left completely speechless by what we saw.

Just a few feet in front of us, Jordan was on his knees with his head buried in Taylor’s lap. When the hell did they start doing that? Taylor had his head thrown back, eyes tightly closed, his heavy breathing the only sound he was making. Jordan was sucking him with real dedication, bobbing his head up and down at a fast, steady pace — recreating the same frantic rhythm from earlier, but this time with no timer and no one forcing him.

We hadn’t even needed to encourage them.

Chloe and I exchanged a wide-eyed, delighted smile and stayed silent, not wanting to break the spell. We simply watched our husbands. My hand soon slipped between Chloe’s thighs, gently rubbing her clit as we lay there, mesmerized by the scene.

I couldn’t stop smiling. This is what we started.

Jordan never broke his rhythm — not even for a second. He sucked Taylor’s cock like a man possessed, eventually taking him all the way down his throat, deepthroating him almost as smoothly as Chloe had earlier. That was when Taylor started moaning — softly at first, then louder and more desperate.

Jordan didn’t slow down. If anything, he sucked harder. It was incredibly hot watching how focused and eager he was. Taylor’s hands eventually moved to Jordan’s head, gripping him tightly as he started thrusting his hips upward, fucking Jordan’s mouth with growing urgency. Jordan took it all without hesitation.

I knew those moans from Taylor — he was getting close. Normally, that was my signal to pull off when I was giving him head. But Jordan just kept going, sucking and swallowing around his cock without missing a beat.

My earlier suspicion was right. Jordan wasn’t going to stop.

A moment later, Taylor let out a deep, guttural cry as a huge, body-shaking orgasm crashed through him. Jordan stayed right there, taking every pulse and every drop as Taylor came hard down his throat.

Taylor’s body suddenly jerked and spasmed violently as he cried out loudly, his voice raw with pleasure. His cock quivered between Jordan’s lips as he started to explode. He had always been a heavy cummer, and this time was no exception. Thick, powerful jets of cum erupted into Jordan’s mouth.

What shocked me most was that Jordan didn’t pull away. Not even after the first few strong spurts. He stayed down, holding Taylor’s pulsing cock in his mouth and actively sucking as he milked him with his hand, determined to take every single drop. He looked completely committed to draining my husband dry.

I glanced at Chloe. Her wide-eyed expression told me she was just as stunned as I was by Jordan’s willingness to swallow another man’s load. Then Jordan took it even further. He slowly pulled his mouth off Taylor’s cock, looked up, and made a clear, deliberate show of swallowing — every last drop of my husband’s cum sliding down his throat.

I stared at Chloe, trying to read her face, but I couldn’t quite tell what she was thinking. That was the moment my earlier suspicion crystallized into certainty. There was no way this was Jordan’s first time sucking cock. He was far too skilled, far too willing.

At that moment, all I wanted was to play another round of truth or dare just so I could ask him directly.

Whatever secrets lay in Jordan’s past, we never discussed them that night, nor at any point for the rest of our vacation. The guys both took a moment to compose themselves, breathing heavily. When they finally sat back down, they realized we had been watching them the entire time. Taylor looked somewhat embarrassed, but honestly not nearly as mortified as I had expected.

Not long after, we shared a quick late-night snack, then all four of us tumbled into bed together. We drifted off into a deep, exhausted, and incredibly satisfied slumber.

The following morning, Chloe and I were up well before the guys. We sat out on the balcony with our coffees, talking quietly about the wild night before. I hugged her tightly and thanked her for helping me experience so many new, incredible things. We spent a delicious few minutes conspiring together, whispering and giggling as we came up with all kinds of naughty new plans.

About an hour later, the guys finally emerged onto the balcony one by one. They looked tired but extremely happy, flopping down onto the sun loungers with satisfied sighs.

Chloe and I exchanged a knowing glance and quietly started laughing. We stood up from our chairs, walked over to them, and climbed onto our husbands’ laps. I gave Taylor a long, slow good-morning kiss while Chloe did the same to Jordan.

Chloe pulled back with a teasing smile and said, “It looks like you two really slept hard last night. Totally understandable after everything that happened.”

I grinned and added, “Well, Chloe and I have been up a lot longer than you two lazy fuckers. And we’ve got some good news for you… We checked the weather forecast. That storm is sticking around for the rest of the morning and the afternoon.”

I looked over at Chloe. We both smiled wickedly at each other before I continued, “And we’ve come up with a great new game to play today. It’s called ‘Chloe and Kelly Says.’ It’s very simple. There’s only one rule you absolutely have to follow…”

I leaned in closer, my voice dropping to a seductive whisper. “You two have to do whatever we tell you to do.”

Chloe and I stood up and smoothly switched places. In one fluid motion, we both let our robes fall to the floor, revealing that we were completely naked underneath. Taylor’s eyes widened instantly when he saw my freshly shaved pussy — the first time he’d seen it like that in years.

He didn’t get a chance to say anything.

Chloe straddled him while I straddled Jordan. I reached down immediately, rubbing my hand over Jordan’s rapidly hardening cock through his shorts. Chloe did the same to Taylor. As we both leaned in and kissed our men deeply, passionately, Chloe murmured against Taylor’s lips, “You’re going to love this game so much… we promise.”

THE END


Books By This Author

You Want Me To Do What?: A Wife Discovers Her Husband's Fantasy

You Want To Try What?

Some moments will live in my mind forever.

Like the moment I first told Jenny I wanted to see her with another man. Or the moment she first really got into it — sitting on my face, telling me she was imagining another man's cock inside her right then and there.

Or the moment she knelt in front of a stranger, unzipped his pants, and took him into her mouth.

If you met us in person you'd think — normal couple. Vanilla, even. Boring, maybe. And honestly, you'd be right. We are completely normal.

Except for the times when my wife has another man's cock in her mouth.

This is how we got there.

Vacation Cuckold: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasies Are Exposed On Vacation

It started as an innocent coincidence — a free vacation giveaway that promised sun, luxury, and quality time for Luke and his stunning wife, Emma.

A few harmless questionnaires. A weekend screening in Vegas. Nothing serious.

Until the questions turned intimate.

Until they were shown images of Emma paired with well-hung black men… and Luke felt himself getting inexplicably hard.

Until Emma discovered that the thought of being taken by superior black cock awakened something deep, hungry, and long-suppressed inside her.

What began as a simple getaway quickly spiraled into something far more dangerous and addictive. A private Caribbean island where the rules were simple: white wives would be pleasured by big black bulls while their husbands watched… and learned their new place.

By the time they returned home, Emma was no longer the reserved wife and mother she once was. She was liberated. Insatiable. And Luke? He had become something he never imagined — a willing, panty-wearing cuckold who now craves the sight of his beautiful wife being stretched and filled in ways he never could.

But the island was only the beginning.

The real adventure — and the real temptation — is just getting started.

Once You Go Black: A White Wife Discovers She Can't Go Back

How did I feel as I watched for the very first time? If I'm honest, it's a question I still can't answer. I know what I'm meant to say. I know the answer 99% of husbands would give.

The first time I saw my wife sucking a big black cock, I felt angry, disgusted, rage, hatred, etc. Any of those things. That's how I should have felt. But I didn't, well, not exactly.

I did feel angry, but there was something else. A massive serving of humiliation, too. But it was weird because the angrier I felt, the harder I got. The more humiliated I felt, the hornier I got.

Until I came, right then and there, without even touching myself. And then the arousal was gone, and I was left with pure embarrassment.

But she's done it now; she's had a big black cock, and we all know what they say. Once she goes black, she'll never go back!
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