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CHAPTER ONE


TABATHA AND ANDY'S love story began like many others—high school sweethearts who thought they'd found their happily ever after. They tied the knot young, full of hope and dreams for their future together. For six years, they navigated the ups and downs of married life, learning and growing together. Tabatha, with her warm heart and nurturing nature, had always been Andy's rock, supporting him through thick and thin.

But lately, something had shifted. The once inseparable couple now felt like strangers sharing a home. Tabatha couldn't pinpoint exactly when things started to change, but she noticed Andy coming home later and later each night, often reeking of alcohol. His mood had soured, and he'd become defensive, snapping at her whenever she dared to ask about his whereabouts.

At first, Tabatha's mind wandered to the worst conclusions. Was Andy cheating? Had he found someone else? The thought made her stomach churn, but as she began to investigate, she uncovered a different, yet equally disturbing truth.

Andy wasn't sneaking around with another woman—he was losing himself in the flashing lights and false promises of the local casino. Night after night, he'd sit at the tables with a group of buddies, throwing away their hard-earned money on games of chance. The alcohol flowed freely, numbing Andy to the reality of his mounting losses and the damage he was inflicting on his marriage.

The physical intimacy that had once been a cornerstone of their relationship had all but disappeared. Months had passed since they'd last made love, leaving Tabatha feeling rejected and alone. She longed for the tender moments they used to share, the quiet conversations, and the feeling of Andy's arms around her. Now, she was lucky if he even acknowledged her presence when he stumbled home in the early hours of the morning.

As Andy's gambling addiction tightened its grip, their financial situation began to crumble. Bills piled up, and Tabatha found herself picking up extra shifts at work to make ends meet. She tried to talk to Andy about their problems, but he'd shut down, refusing to admit that he had a problem.

This all came to a head one Sunday night when Andy invited his friend Jacob over to watch the game. Jacob, a die-hard Dallas Cowboys fan, arrived decked out in his team's gear, ready for some friendly rivalry with Andy, who staunchly supported his hometown Jacksonville Jaguars.

"Good to see you, please come in!" Andy said as he greeted Jacob at the door.

"You ready to lose?" Jacob joked with him. He wore his Cowboys jersey and knew it would get a reaction out of his friend.

"Nice jersey!" Andy said.

About six couples showed up. Their mutual friends, Mark and his wife Tina, along with a few others Jacob was meeting for the first time. All of them were Jaguar fans.

"Jacob, you are outnumbered today!" Tina joked.

"It's okay. I'm good with it."

Everyone was drinking. The game was exciting. The couples were all in their twenties or early thirties.

"Sorry bud, but the Cowboys are losing today!" Andy said at the end of the first quarter. The Jags were up seven to three.

"There's a long way to go in this one. I'm not worried, the Cowboys will win!".

"No way." Andy shot back at me. The others were all encouraging him to stand up for their team. After all, they were up early in the game and playing well.

"Watch and see!" Jacob said.

"I'll keep watching, but what I'll see is the Cowboys losing." Andy started playing up for the crowd.

"I don't think so, but keep on talking if it makes you feel better."

"Jacob, you want to put some money on it?" Mark asked as Andy's face lit up.

"I don't want to take your money, Mark."

"How about five hundred dollars?" Mark asked.

"Whatever, do you even have five hundred?

"Well, not on me, but of course I have it," Mark said. Jacob knew Mark made a good amount of money so he wasn't really worried about it.

"So do we have a bet?" Mark asked.

"Sure, we are on. Five hundred it is. Winner takes the money." Jacob told him.

"I want in on this too," Andy said all too quickly, already showing the signs of a slight buzz.

"You want five hundred too?" Dannu asked looking around for Tabatha as he knew Andy had a bit of a problem and he could get a lot more out of it.

"Unless losing one thousand is too much for you?" Andy joked.

"Ha, that's nothing. I'm game for much more if either of you wants to go more."

"Mark is fine at five hundred!" Tina quickly answered.

Careful Tina, we don't want to cut into your shopping money!" Jacob joked, hoping to keep the mood light.

"I'm not scared to go more," Andy said. "I believe in my Jags and I'm not scared to back it up!"

"Okay, name an amount."

"Let's move that five hundred to five thousand!" Andy said.

"Oh shit! That's a big jump!" Jacob said shocked it had escalated so quickly.

"Andy, that's stupid. It's too much." Mark told him suddenly, shying away. Andy didn't care. He had faith in his team, plus they had the lead. If we won this it would more than cover his recent losses and restore some order back in his life.

"The Jags are winning. I feel it." Andy told Mark. "If you all are smart you would get in on this free money."

The other couples laughed it off and all declined to get in on any bets.

"Okay then, we have a bet!" Jacob told Andy just as Tabatha was walking back into the room from the kitchen.

"What is going on in here?" Tabatha asked as she entered the room.

Jacob watched Tabatha's facial expression turn to shock and then anger as the group told her of Andy's bet. You could clearly see that she was not happy with what had happened and her emotions were quickly getting the best of her.

"Andy, can I speak with you privately please," Tabatha said her face red with anger.

"Not now, the second quarter is about to start," Andy said, somewhat brushing her off. She had enough of this behavior. He has brushed her off one too many times, and she practically dragged him into the other room by his arm.

"Now please," Tabatha said again.

They left the room for a few moments, but in reality, they could have just stayed there. They were talking loud enough that everyone could hear them arguing anyway.

"Andy, we don't have to bet," Jacob told him as they returned to the room, both red with anger as neither wanted to back down from the other.

"No, a bet is a bet. We are on." Andy said much to Tabatha's dismay.

"Okay, but just remember, when the game is over, I gave you a chance to back out," Jacob told him.

The Cowboys had a great second quarter and led the game at halftime by the score of twenty to seven. Andy and Tabatha had another talk at halftime. She was clearly upset with him and looking for a way out of this.

The Jags made a run in the second half. Andy started the trash-talking backup as the game got closer. It was a twenty-three to sixteen lead for the Cowboys and the Jags had the ball.

"Lawrence is going to win this for us! I bet you are the one regretting that bet now!" Andy said as confident as ever.

"Well, I was actually feeling bad and was going to let you out of the bet, but since you are so confident, I'm holding you to it," Jacob replied as he watched Tabatha out of the corner of his eye.

"When the Jags win, I'm holding you to it!"

Tabatha sat on the couch too worried to even enjoy the game. The only reason Jacob even considered letting him out of the bet was because he felt bad for her. She was a very attractive woman and someone he had a crush on for a long time. She was wearing a Jags shirt a black leggings. He wished the shirt didn't cover up so much of her gorgeous chest, but at least the leggings showed off her ass.

"Sorry, Tabatha. I was trying to let you two out of the bet," he told her as she shifted uncomfortably.

"I know. I can tell. Andy will have to deal with a very upset wife if he loses this stupid bet." Tabatha said.

"Fuck!" Andy yelled as Lawrence threw an interception.

The room went silent for a few moments. Jacob looked over at Tabatha, who was white as a ghost. He knew they didn't have the money to pay, and unfortunately so did she. The game was over and the Cowboys won.

"Jacob, I'll pay you tomorrow," Mark said as the party started to wind down and everyone left.

Jacob wasn't sure how he was going to handle asking for the money. It was awkward when they were all leaving. Andy and Tabatha had a nice home, but it was obvious they didn't just have five thousand lying around to just throw away. He left and decided not to mention the money just yet.

He woke up the next morning to a text from Tabatha "Can we talk?" He didn't need to ask why, he knew exactly what it was about.

They agreed to meet at her house that evening. When he arrived, Tabatha was dressed differently. She had on a little skirt and heels. He had never seen her dressed up and it took him a minute to register Andy was even in the room. Her chest was on full display in her short low-cut crop top and the skirt made her legs look even better than he remembered. He swallowed hard trying to think of anything else at that moment as he felt his cock swell in his jeans.

"I'll get right to the point, we don't have five thousand dollars," Tabatha said. All Jacob could do was nod in reply. He knew that was the case, but at the moment all he could do was stare at her chest and legs.

"Andy is very sorry about the bet. He was drinking and the emotions got the best of him." Tabatha said. I could tell that she was very much in charge at this point, as Andy was sitting in the corner looking at his feet.

"I understand, but I have just one question. If Andy had won, would you have expected me to pay you?

"Of course, I would have," Andy answered before Tabatha had time to reply. She shot a look at him that would have killed most men on the spot, and in that moment Jacob was happy he wasn't on her bad side.

"Andy, stop talking," Tabatha said clearly frustrated.

"Okay, so had I lost you would have expected me to pay up. You lost and you don't have the money. You are now asking how to settle this. Does that sound accurate?" Jacob asked.

"Yes. We are asking if there is anything else or another way we can work this out. We just don't have that kind of money at this time." Tabatha said, touching his arm softly and doing her best to put on the charm.

"What are you thinking?" Jacob said the blood once again flowing to his dick.

"I don't know. Is there anything you need? Andy is an excellent handyman. He can do repair work on your home or something like that."

"Hey, I don't want to do that man's bitch wo..."

"Andy I said shut the fuck up! You're the reason we are in this mess in the first place. If your limp dicked ass could just keep your mouth shut maybe we wouldn't be in the situation we are in" Tabatha shot back daring Andy to speak again.

"I don't need any work done. I mean, I really can't think of anything." Jacob said calmly, trying not to get her anger cast his way.

"There has to be something. Anything, you name it. Andy will agree to it and will work every weekend that he needs to make it up."

"How much of the five thousand could you give me now?"

"Maybe two thousand. But that includes the money we have in savings. It would leave us with nothing" Tabatha answered with a hint of remorse in her voice.

"Well, all your savings. I'm not that cruel."

"We know we are in a bad spot. Is there anything you need or could use instead of the money? It is Christmas time, maybe you can find it in your heart to work something different out." Tabatha asked.

Jacob could tell Tabatha was getting emotional. She dressed up to impress him in hopes he might find her attractiveness a reason to go easy on them. She seemed so mad at Andy, he had never seen someone's wife talk to them like that. He couldn't stop looking at Tabatha's legs either. If he thought she was sexy before, she looked like a supermodel now.

"Well, now that you mention it, there is something," he said as Tabatha's face brightened.

"Anything, you name it!"

"Like you said, it's Christmas time. I have an office Christmas party on Saturday I must attend. I don't have a date."

"Okay, so what are you asking?" Tabatha replied.

"Well, I need a date."

"With my wife?" Andy blurted out looking not happy about the request.

"Andy, shut up, no talking. I'm handling this." Tabatha told him coldly.

"Taking you on a date is not something you are doing," Andy said.

"Andy, you got us into this, I'll do whatever the hell I please. Now let me handle this," Tabatha said.

"Hey, you asked, I'm just making a suggestion," Jacob said, holding up his hands and backing away.

"Okay, so you want me to be your date for your office Christmas party?"

"Yes. I work all the time. I'm single and I need a date."

"What else?" Tabatha asked.

"What the fuck, you are considering this?" Andy blurted out.

"Andy, I swear to God, if you say one more thing!" Tabatha quickly told him.

"How about Andy also shovels the drive this weekend?" Jacob said with a grin, enjoying seeing his friend squirm a little.

"I meant what else was on the date, but yes, Andy will be happy to shovel snow," Tabatha said.

"Well, I don't want people at my work thinking I invited my sister or something out as my date. So you would have to play the part."

"Play the part?"

"You know, dress up, do everything you would do on a normal date," I said.

"Play the part, let me think," Tabatha said, looking over at Andy.

Andy and Tabatha stepped a few feet away and were discussing. Jacob couldn't hear every word but he did pick up on Tabatha mentioning how Andy likes to show her off. Andy tried to explain how this was different. He wouldn't be there to monitor and dressing up wasn't the same as going on an actual date with someone. Tabatha told him it was time to put up or shut up. It was obvious Andy did not like this plan, but Tabatha had already made up her mind.

"Okay, we have a deal," Tabatha said. "What time do I need to be there on Saturday?"

"I'll pick you up at seven. And by the way, it's a nicer event, not tux or anything like that, but still semi-formal."

"I will make it work."


CHAPTER TWO


AS TABATHA DRESSED for her date with Jacob she was hit with a sudden since of guilt. “Am I taking this too far?” she wondered as she slid on her long black tight dress with a very high slit going up her thigh, and a deep V around the neck. She looked in the mirror, studying herself. But then she remembered Andy's dismissive attitude, his broken promises. Her jaw set with determination. She was going to do this. Andy needed to squirm a little.

Jacob arrived at seven on Saturday evening, his heart racing with anticipation. As Tabatha opened the door, he was momentarily stunned. She wore a long, form-fitting black dress with a daring thigh-high slit and a plunging neckline. The sight of her took his breath away.

"You look... incredible," Jacob managed, trying to keep his composure.

Tabatha smiled, a mix of confidence and nervousness in her eyes. "Thank you. Shall we?"

As they prepared to leave, Andy appeared at the foot of the stairs, bundled up in winter gear. His face was a mask of barely concealed resentment.

"I've finished shoveling your driveway," Andy said flatly, addressing Jacob. "And I'll keep an eye out for any fresh snowfall."

Jacob opened his mouth to protest, but Tabatha cut in smoothly. "Andy insisted on doing this. It's the least we could do, given the circumstances." Her tone left no room for argument.

Jacob nodded, deciding it was best not to challenge the arrangement. As he offered his arm to Tabatha, he couldn't help but notice the pointed look she gave Andy – a silent exchange that spoke volumes about the state of their marriage.

"Thanks for doing this," he told Tabatha as he gave Andy one last look then hooked his arm with hers.

"No, thank you for working with us and allowing us to do this instead of the money."

"I will admit, I didn't think you would get all this dressed up for this evening. You look absolutely stunning" he told her as they walked to the car.

"Well thank you. It was the least I could do. Andy is not going to be happy when he finds out how much I spent on this dress and these heels. I wanted to look good for tonight, so I splurged. It's still so much less when compared to what I would have spent if we paid up though."

"You look amazing! It was money well spent. I almost feel bad knowing I'm going to be accompanied by the prettiest woman there considering you're another man's wife."


"I told myself I would enjoy the evening. Andy needs to learn his lesson. When I get home tonight hopefully we will be remorseful!" Tabatha said. "I really need him to learn his lesson."

"Well, in that case, I'm glad I could help." Jacob teased.

As they entered the venue, Tabatha felt a mix of excitement and nervousness. The room was elegantly decorated, with twinkling lights and festive garlands adorning the walls. Soft jazz music played in the background as people mingled, their laughter and chatter filling the air.

Jacob placed his hand gently on the small of Tabatha's back, guiding her towards the bar. "What would you like to drink?" he asked, his eyes meeting hers.

"A glass of white wine would be lovely," Tabatha replied, feeling a slight flutter in her stomach at his touch.

As they sipped their drinks, Jacob introduced Tabatha to his colleagues. She found herself relaxing, enjoying the easy conversation and the admiring glances she received in her stunning dress. However, her moment of peace was interrupted by a buzz from her purse.

Excusing herself, Tabatha checked her phone to find a text from Andy: "How's it going? When are you coming home?"

Irritation flared within her. She quickly typed back: "It just started. I'll be home when it's over." She silenced her phone and rejoined the conversation, determined not to let Andy ruin her evening.

"Would you like to dance?" Jacob asked as the music transitioned to a livelier tune.

Tabatha nodded, setting down her glass. As they moved to the dance floor, she felt a surge of confidence. This was supposed to be a date, after all, and she was determined to play the part convincingly.

They started with a respectable distance between them, moving to the rhythm of the music. As the night progressed and more drinks were consumed, their dancing became more intimate. Jacob's hand found its way to Tabatha's waist, and she didn't shy away from his touch.

During a break between songs, Tabatha felt her purse vibrate again. Sighing, she checked her phone to find three more texts from Andy:

"This is ridiculous. I said I was sorry." "How long do you plan to punish me?" "It's not fair that you're out with another man."

Tabatha's jaw clenched as she read the messages. She reminded herself that it was Andy's reckless betting that had put them in this situation. His lack of accountability only fueled her frustration.

Noticing her frown, Jacob leaned in. "Everything okay?"

Tabatha forced a smile. "Just Andy being Andy. Give me a moment, please." She stepped away slightly, her fingers flying over her phone's keyboard as she typed out a response:

"Stop acting so childish, Andy. You're the one who got us into this mess with your gambling. I'm trying to fix YOUR mistake. If you can't handle the consequences of your actions, maybe you should think twice before making ridiculous bets next time. Let me do what I need to do to get us out of this situation YOU created. I'll be home when it's over."

She hit send, feeling a mix of anger and satisfaction. Taking a deep breath, she turned back to Jacob, determined not to let Andy's interruptions ruin her evening.

"Sorry about that," she said, stepping closer to Jacob. "Shall we continue dancing?"

Jacob nodded, pulling her gently back into his arms as a new song began. As they swayed to the music, Tabatha found herself thinking less about Andy's texts and more about the warmth of Jacob's body, the intoxicating scent of his cologne, and the way his eyes seemed to smolder when they met hers. Each point of contact between them sent tingles through her body, a stark contrast to the cold frustration she felt towards Andy.

As they resumed dancing to a slower song, Tabatha leaned in close, her breath warm against Jacob's ear. "You're a wonderful dancer," she murmured, her lips brushing his skin ever so slightly. In that moment, she wasn't just playing a part – she genuinely wanted to be there with Jacob.

Jacob's grip on her waist tightened almost imperceptibly. "You're not so bad yourself," he replied, his voice low and husky.

As they swayed to the music, Tabatha found herself thinking less about Andy's texts and more about the warmth of Jacob's body, the intoxicating scent of his cologne, and the way his eyes seemed to smolder when they met hers. Each point of contact between them sent tingles through her body, a stark contrast to the cold frustration she felt towards Andy.

With the drinks flowing and the music pounding in their ears, they slowly worked their bodies closer to one another. Tabatha bumped her hip into Jacob as she let her fingers run through her hair. It was obvious she was out to have a good time and wasn't going to let the night sour. Before long, Jacob had his hands around her hips as they swayed to the beat together. He was close enough now that he could smell her hair, her scent intoxicating. He let his hands wander along her hips and across her thighs before the song changed and Tabatha spun around to face him. His hands were suddenly on the curve of her lower back.

"I love this song!" Tabatha yelled in his ear, getting even closer as her thigh brushed against him. They stayed like that for what felt like an eternity until Tabatha again spun around and pressed back against him.

He let his hands wander across her hips to her stomach, inching closer to her ribcage. Tabatha reached down and squeezed the side of his thighs, letting him know she wanted to be that close, as his face was near her neck. As they continued their dance, the intoxication of her scent was too much for him to handle, and soon he was kissing her neck as his fingers traced her silhouette.

Tabatha quickly turned around, and he was afraid he had crossed a line. Instead, as they were face to face, she grabbed behind his neck and pulled him in for a kiss on the lips. Soon they were kissing passionately, moving to the beat of the song as they got lost in the moment.

"I can't believe I'm doing this," Tabatha said after finally coming up for air and leading him off the dance floor.

"I'm sorry, it's my fault. You are married. We just went too far. It was a mistake," he told her, afraid the night was about to come to an end.

"Well, I am your date after all. That was the deal, right? To treat me like you would any other date?" Tabatha asked, holding his hand as he saw the wheels spinning behind her eyes.

He was shocked at what he was hearing, but he was so caught up in the moment he could barely think straight.

"Are you sure about this? I can pretend this never happened. I can drive you home." As he searched for a way to let her out of the situation they found themselves in, she stopped him in his tracks by once again pressing her lips to his. She moaned softly into his mouth as his tongue flicked out and he ran his hand through her hair. His own inhibitions quickly melted away.

As they broke apart from their kiss, both slightly breathless, Jacob looked at Tabatha with a mix of desire and uncertainty in his eyes. The alcohol, the dancing, and the building tension of the evening had all coalesced into this moment.

"You know," Jacob said, his voice low and slightly hesitant, "they gave us all rooms for the night. In case anyone wanted to stay over after the party."

Tabatha's eyes lit up with interest. "Did they now?" she asked, a hint of mischief in her tone.

Jacob nodded, suddenly feeling nervous despite the heat of the moment. "Yeah, but... I mean, I'm not suggesting we... I just thought you might want to know, in case you needed a place to freshen up or something."

Tabatha ran her hand slowly down his arm, her touch sending shivers through his body. "Why don't you show me this room, Jacob? I'm feeling a bit... overwhelmed by the crowd in here."

For a moment, Jacob hesitated. A small voice in the back of his mind reminded him of Andy, of the potential consequences. "Are you sure about this, Tabatha?" he asked, giving her one last chance to back out. "We don't have to do anything. We can just go back to the party if you prefer."

Instead of answering, Tabatha leaned in and kissed him again, this time with an intensity that left no doubt about her intentions. When she pulled back, she simply raised an eyebrow, a silent challenge. "I think I'd like to see that room," she said softly but firmly.

Jacob's resolve crumbled in the face of her determination. "Alright," he said, his voice a bit shaky. "If you're sure."

He took her hand and quickly raced toward the elevator. He wasn't sure if he was rushing because he was afraid she would change her mind or because he thought he would change his. Regardless of the reason, as the elevator doors opened he practically dragged her inside as his lips once again found her neck. Tabatha moaned softly as her purse began to buzz. They both ignored it, as the elevator slowly made its way to the 11th floor.


CHAPTER THREE


AS THEY BURST into the room, her purse began to buzz again and this time she broke the kiss. "It's Andy. He won't stop calling. I need to answer it." Tabatha said as Jacob laid on the bed staring at the ceiling.

"What do you want?" Tabatha hissed as she answered the phone and slipped her shoes off.

Jacob couldn't hear what Andy was saying, but Tabatha was in charge of the conversation. He seemed very concerned about how the date was going.

"Fine, FaceTime me and you can see for yourself!" Tabatha said and hung up before once again giving me that look.

"Hello, honey!" Tabatha answered sarcastically. She had Andy on FaceTime so they could see each other. Tabatha walked to the other side of the hotel room to take in the view while talking.

"I have on this new black dress," Tabatha said as she lowered her phone to show Andy her dress giving him a little spin for good measure. "Jacob has taken great care of me tonight." She added, giving him a wink.

"And how much did you spend on that?" Andy asked.

"Not five thousand!" Tabatha shot back. Apparently Andy was completely in the dark about her outfit and the price tag it came with when Jacob picked her up today.

"I guess that's fair. Look, I really am sorry about all this. Please just come home and we can start over." Andy said.

"Oh, and here are the new heels. Now, they were expensive!" Tabatha said, lowering the phone down. She pushed her leg out of the slit in her dress showing off her legs in her heels.

"Wait, Where are you?" Andy asked as he realized her background didn't seem like that of a party.

"Oh, I had to use the restroom so we went to Jacob's room for a quick break. It also has more privacy than the restroom downstairs." Tabatha answered with a bit of mockery in her tone.

"What the fuck, Jacob got a room?" He said. "Is he there with you now?"

"Of course," Tabatha answered with a fake giggle turning the phone so he could see Jacob on the other bed.

"Jacob, what year fuck man? You got a room? Are trying to put the moves on my wife? Fuck you man!" Andy said.

"Whoa, hold on. I got the room but it is for me. She just needed to use the restroom. Honestly, man, your wife has been a real champ this entire time," he answered more than a little annoyed.

"That's bullshit! You're seriously trying to fuck my wife? All because you got lucky in one little bet. I'll bet you double or nothing right now you guys lose again next week," Andy was beside himself. If he could jump through the phone right now he would have probably killed Jacob.

"Man, you are the one who got yourself into this mess with your bet. Maybe next time ask for permission before trying to play with the big boys," Jacob shot his own anger starting to build.

"Another bet? Have you seriously learned nothing," Tabatha said seething. "I thought this would be enough for you. Seeing another guy charm your wife and have some fun while you sit around cleaning all day. But you haven't learned anything have you!" The more Tabatha spoke the louder she got. Jacob had never seen her this mad before. It was clear everything was about to bubble over.

"This is bullshit. You know, I should have won that bet," Andy yelled.

"Andy, stop fucking talking. I don't know what's gotten into you." Tabatha said. "You need to learn there are consequences for your actions." As she spoke Jacob heard the faint sound of a zipper and his eyes shot over to her.

"Honey, the guy got lucky. Now he has you in a hotel room. He is the one who needs to be taught a lesson," Andy’s voice was lower but he was just as angry.

"Honey," she said sarcastically, "you are not getting the point at all. You got us into this with your stupid betting and you're still doing it. I think you need to learn some accountability," and with that she let her dress fall to the floor. Jacob's eyes nearly bulged out of his head. She was absolutely stunning.

"You need to come home now!" Andy shot back just as she spun the phone back around to focus on her. "Wait a minute, where the fuck are your clothes?" He asked, confused.

"See, before you called Jacob over here was telling me exactly what he does with his dates when he gets them back to his room. Weren't you Jacob?" He tried to speak, but nothing came out. His mouth was suddenly dry as he stared at the goddess in front of him.

"What the fuck, Tabatha! He's still in the room? Get your damn clothes back on!"

"You're not in any type of position to make demands, Andy. See, I tried to give you a chance. Tonight was just going to be some harmless dancing, a little flirting and then you would stop all this bullshit and we would get back to normal. But no, you just can't help yourself can you?" As she spoke she slowly and seductively made her way toward Jacob, her hips swaying with each step.

"Tabatha, baby I'm sorry" Andy pleaded. The anger in his voice suddenly disappeared. "Please, just let me..."

"Enough talking!" Tabatha snapped back. "You know, the worst thing about the dress I was wearing? All the fucking lines from my bra and panties. I just couldn't find anything that would work. So, do you know what I did instead?" For a moment the room was perfectly silent. Jacob thought maybe Andy hung up. "I said, do you know what I fucking did!" Tabatha yelled, startling both Andy and Jacob.

"Baby, please..." Andy's voice broke. It was in that instance the gravity of the situation hit Jacob.

"I just didn't wear any, of course," Tabatha said with a laugh as she made her way to the front of Jacob's bed. With tears in his eyes, Andy took in the scene in front of him. He could now clearly see his wife, completely naked in a hotel room and their friend lying on the bed in front of her.

"Jacob has been such a good date tonight, baby. He paid attention to me and told me how pretty I looked. We danced, and drank, and didn't think about you a single time. Don't you think he deserves a little reward?" As she spoke Andy saw his wife's diamond ring slowly sliding up Jacob's leg. He felt like he was going to be sick.

"Jacob dude, please, you have to stop this. I'm begging you," Andy pleaded.

"Maybe he's right, Tabatha. This doesn't feel right," Jacob said, trying to reason with the scorned woman.

"Doesn't feel right? I think it feels perfect. Darling, his cock is so hard right now." she said with a giggle as her hand slid over the bulge in his slacks.

"This is so fucked! I'm hanging up." Andy cried as his wife slowly unzipped Jacob's pants.

"I swear to God, Andy. If you hang up, we are over. This is your fault. You neglected me for months. You would rather be out drinking and gambling instead of at home with me. You're the one who made a bet you couldn't fulfill, and you're the one who, after all this, is still trying to place bets! You're going to watch every minute of this. You are going to watch your wife be with someone else, and you're going to watch as he satisfies me. Then maybe, just maybe, you will learn your lesson and we can get back to our lives. Do I make myself clear?"

As the events in front of him were unfolding before his eyes, Jacob was frozen both in fear and lust. He had never seen anyone as mad as Tabatha was right now, and perhaps worse, he had never been as turned on as he was right now.

Andy never really answered, but the sniffling Jacob heard on the other end of the phone made him sure Andy was still there. Meanwhile, Tabatha had fished his cock completely out of his pants and was stroking him slowly.

"His dick is so much bigger than I imagined it would be. Fuck Andy, why isn't your dick this big?" she taunted as she held the phone with one hand and worked Jacob's cock with the other. "I wonder how much I could get in my mouth." Tabatha pondered out loud much to the dismay of her husband. As the beautiful blond's head slowly got closer to his cock, Jacob's heart began to race. This was his biggest fantasy and perhaps biggest nightmare all rolled into one. His thoughts were cut short however as he felt the familiar feeling of warm lips wrapping around his manhood. His own moans were drowned out by the sounds of Andy softly sobbing as he tried to take in the events that were happening.

Jacob couldn't hold back any longer. He felt bad for his friend, but at this point, his cock was in control. He quickly began unbuttoning his shirt as Tabatha gagged on his cock. "Fuck, I can't get it all" she announced somewhat defeated when she came up for air.

"Please baby, I’ve learned my lesson. I'm sorry, please come back home." Andy pleaded as Jacob discarded the last of his clothes and ran his hands in Tabatha's hair. To his surprise, however, she slapped his hand away.

"Sorry big boy, you don't get to touch the merchandise. You're just a prop in this game. Now be a doll and hold my phone for me" Tabatha said as she climbed up on the bed. Jacob wanted to protest. He wanted this to be so much more than just her using him, but it was hard to argue with what was happening to him now.

As Jacob took the phone and turned the camera Tabatha slowly ground her hips into him. Her pussy was soaked and added with the spit all over his cock Jacob was in heaven.

"This is it, baby. He's going to fuck me. I'm about to take only the second dick I've ever had and you get to witness it." Tabatha taunted as she continued to grind into Jacob. He had no idea, Andy was the only person to fuck her. The very thought of it was enough to make him explode. He tried again to reach out and grab her hip or chest, but each time Tabatha swatted him away and told him to be a good boy.

Ever so slowly, Tabatha lifted her hips and guided Jacob's eager cock toward her lips. As the head started to sink in, both of them gave a small moan as Andy continued to look on helplessly. He was past pleading and past crying. He was a broken man, and as he watched another man's cock slowly slide into his wife it felt more like an out-of-body experience than anything else.

"Oh my God, baby, this is amazing. I didn't know it could feel like this," Tabatha said through gritted teeth as her pussy sucked more and more of Jacob's cock into her until she was resting on his hips. Jacob tried his best to steady the phone as Tabatha pushed down on his chest and slowly began to ride him. Her grip was unimaginable and with each thrust, Jacob was sure he was going to cum. Soon the room filled with sounds of slapping flesh and the moans of two lovers who were finding their stride with one another.

Jacob, for his part, lasted a lot longer than he thought he would. While Tabatha continued to bounce and grind on his cock, he was able to lean up and take her nipple into his mouth. Tabatha had her own eyes closed lost in the moment of all the lust and the sudden feel of lips on your nipple took her completely by surprise. This time, however, instead of swatting him away she welcomed the sensation and ran her hand under his head pulling his mouth into her chest as his teeth bit down on her hard nipple. This was enough to send her over the edge and she felt her orgasm building inside her.

"Oh fuck, oh yes, just like that. Fuck don't stop. I want to fill you cum inside me, baby. Give me your seed." she moaned as her orgasm washed through her and she brought her hips down one last time before her orgasm washed over her.

Jacob was right there with her, and as he felt her walls clamp around his cock all he could do was let out a loud moan of his own before he sent shot after shot into the blonde on top of him. The power of his own orgasm caused him to drop the phone as Tabatha collapsed on his chest. Both of them were sweating and panting after the events that transpired.

After several minutes, Tabatha felt the cock inside her slowly soften as his cum spilled from inside her. Slowly she lifted herself off her new lover and on wobbly legs bent over and retrieved her phone. Her husband was still on the call, his eyes red and puffy as he silently sobbed to himself. Tabatha saw him for the first time for what he truly was, weak and pathetic. For a long minute, they stared at each other, neither of them saying anything, until finally she broke the silence.

"Jacob will bring me home now. You will never EVER gamble again, do you understand me?" All Andy could do was nod as it was clear the power dynamic in their household had changed. "Good, and when I get home, I expect you to clean me up like the pathetic piece of trash that you are." This time Tabatha didn't even wait for a response, she just hung up and looked over at her new lover who was still lying on the bed.

“I suspect this makes us even?" she said with a raised eyebrow and a smile.

"Of course," Jacob said softly as he slowly stood.

"Good, now take me home."

"Don't you want to shower first?" Jacob asked, confused.

"No, I'm not done punishing him yet," she said with a mischievous grin as she slipped back on her dress.
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CHAPTER FOUR


LILLY STOOD IN front of the bathroom mirror. The pink streak in her otherwise brunette hair perfectly represented the person she wanted to be. It was bold and adventurous in her otherwise put-together life.

"Lil! Come on, you're missing everything!" her roommate Sarah shouted, pounding on the door, competing with the thunderous bass that pumped through the downstairs party. 

Lilly grinned, giving herself one last look in the mirror before discarding the box of dye and rejoining the party.

As Lilly descended the stairs, her eyes scanned the party. There were hundreds of people there, most of whom Lilly had never seen. Despite her normally outgoing personality, she suddenly felt self-conscious. Then she saw Jake sprawled on a worn leather couch. His fingers lazily strummed an acoustic guitar, barely audible through the hum of the party. A small group had gathered around him, hanging on his every note. Jake had always had that effect on people, even back in freshman year when they'd shared that English class.

Their eyes met across the room, and Jake's face lit up with recognition. He set his guitar aside and stood up, weaving through the crowd towards her.

"Lilly! I didn't know you'd be here," Jake said, pulling her into a quick hug. The scent of his cologne mixed with the faint smell of beer on his breath.

"Hey, Jake," Lilly replied, stepping back slightly. "I see you're still the life of the party."

Jake grinned, running a hand through his tousled hair. "You know me. Our band actually just got tagged to play one of the sets at next month's garden festival. Some of our fans just happened to want a preview," Jake said teasingly.

"I see, so just a bunch of groupies then?" Lilly shot back in mock disdain. Jake put his hand to his heart as if her words had just delivered a devastating blow.

"Hey, we're about to start a game of Kings. Want in?"

Lilly glanced over at Sarah, who was waving frantically from the makeshift dance floor. "Thanks, but I promised Sarah I'd dance. Maybe later?"

"I'll hold you to that," Jake said with a wink before melting back into the crowd.

Lilly made her way to the makeshift dance floor where Sarah was waiting. As they moved to the music, her gaze drifted across the room, landing on a familiar figure. There was Ethan, standing awkwardly by the snack table, nursing a solo cup and looking as out of place as a penguin in a desert. She couldn’t help but love how much he was trying to come out of his shell, all for her. 

They first met at a college party two years ago where Ethan reluctantly accompanied his roommate despite being shy. She'd been in her element then too, all smiles and energy, when she'd spotted him - a shy, reluctant tagalong to his more outgoing roommate. Something about his quiet presence had drawn her in, a calm eye in the storm of college shenanigans.

Now, watching him fidget with his cup, Lilly felt a familiar tug. For a moment, she hesitated, caught between the pulsing rhythm urging her to dance and the desire to go to Ethan, to pull him into her world of excitement and energy. The music called to her wild side, but Ethan's presence reminded her of the comfort in quieter moments.

Lilly blew Ethan a quick kiss, earning a bashful grin in return. Then, with a silent promise to check on him soon, she pushed away the nagging feeling and turned back to Sarah, letting the music sweep her away.

Jake appeared suddenly, sliding an arm around Lilly's waist. "Come on, just one dance," he murmured in her ear, his breath hot and smelling faintly of whiskey.

Lilly gently but firmly removed his arm. "Not tonight, Jake. I'm here with Ethan, remember?"

Jake's face fell slightly, but he nodded. "Right, of course… Ethan." He shot a disapproving look at Ethan, still standing awkwardly alone in the corner. Lilly saw the look and felt a sudden wave of embarrassment as Jake disappeared back into his crowd of groupies.

As the night wore on, Lilly found herself constantly checking back in on Ethan to make sure he was alright. She knew he wanted to leave, but she had hoped the longer they stayed, the more likely he would be to let his walls down and have fun. Around midnight, he approached her, looking exhausted.

"Hey," he said, having to raise his voice over the music. "I'm really not feeling great. Would you mind if we headed out?"

Lilly glanced longingly at her friends, still in full party mode. The night felt young, full of possibilities. But the pleading look in Ethan's eyes tugged at her heart.

"Of course," she said, forcing a smile. "Let me just grab my jacket."

As they left the party, Lilly couldn't help but feel a twinge of resentment. She loved Ethan, she really did. But sometimes she wondered if she was missing out on the full college experience. Her phone buzzed as they walked home - a text from Jake:

"Missed you on the dance floor tonight. But hey, I've got an extra backstage pass for the garden festival. If you want to see what the life of a rockstar is like ;)"

Lilly stared at the message, a mix of excitement and guilt swirling in her stomach. She glanced at Ethan, who was walking slightly ahead, oblivious to her internal struggle. The thought of being backstage at a real festival was thrilling, even if she knew Jake's intentions weren't entirely innocent. With a deep breath, she typed out a reply:

"Sounds fun! I'll think about it and let you know."


CHAPTER FIVE


LILLY AND ETHAN walked hand in hand through the quiet campus streets, the sounds of the party fading behind them. Lilly found herself a step or two ahead, gently pulling Ethan along as they made their way to his apartment.

"So," Lilly said, breaking the silence, "what should we do when we get back? Movie night?"

Ethan shrugged, his voice soft. "Whatever you'd like. I'm just glad to be away from all that noise."

Lilly squeezed his hand, trying to infuse some enthusiasm into him. "Come on, there must be something you want to do. How about we bake those cookies you like?"

A small smile tugged at Ethan's lips. "That could be nice."

As they reached his apartment building, Lilly bounded up the steps, fishing out the spare key he'd given her months ago. Ethan followed at a more measured pace, hands in his pockets.

Inside, Lilly immediately set about gathering ingredients for the cookies, while Ethan settled onto the couch, looking relieved to be home.

"Aren't you going to help?" Lilly asked, a teasing tone in her voice.

Ethan looked up, seeming startled. "Oh, right. Sorry." He joined her in the kitchen, following her lead as she measured and mixed.

As they waited for the cookies to bake, Lilly leaned against the counter, studying Ethan's profile. He seemed lost in thought.

"Hey," she said softly, reaching out to touch his arm. "You okay?"

Ethan nodded, offering a small smile. "Yeah, just tired I guess."

Lilly moved closer, sliding her arms around his waist. “I'm sorry if the party was too much,” she said softly. “I just wanted you to have fun.”

"I know," Ethan said, his arms coming up to hold her loosely. "I'm trying, Lil. It's just... not really my scene."

Lilly looked up at him, a mix of affection and frustration swirling in her chest. She stood on her tiptoes, pressing her lips to his. What started as a gentle kiss quickly intensified as Lilly leaned into him, her hands sliding up his chest and into his hair. She pressed her body against his, eager to deepen the connection.

Ethan responded for a moment, his arms tightening around her waist. However, as Lilly's kisses grew more insistent, he pulled away with flushed cheeks.

"Lil," he said softly, his breath a bit uneven. "The oven's still on. We should wait until we're in the bedroom to... you know."

Lilly let out a frustrated sigh, a pout forming on her lips. "Seriously?" she asked. "We're alone, Ethan. Who cares about the oven?"

"I just... I don't want to rush," Ethan explained, his eyes darting away from her gaze. "And it's not safe to leave the oven unattended."

Lilly stepped back, crossing her arms. She could feel annoyance bubbling up inside her, but she took a deep breath, trying to temper her reaction. "Fine," she said, her tone a little sharper than she intended. "You're right. Safety first, I guess."

The oven timer beeped, punctuating the awkward moment. Ethan moved to retrieve the cookies, relief evident on his face at the distraction.

While helping Ethan arrange the cookies on a plate, Lilly's mind wandered back to Jake's text message. The promise of backstage passes and a glimpse into the "rockstar life" tugged at her imagination. She could almost picture herself there - the pulsing music, the electric atmosphere, Jake's easy charm...

Lilly shook her head slightly, trying to dispel the thoughts. She glanced at Ethan, meticulously spacing out the cookies, oblivious to her internal struggle. The contrast between Jake's bold invitation and Ethan's careful movements felt exaggerated in her head.

"What does it mean?" she wondered, the question nagging at her. Was Jake just being friendly, or was there more behind his offer? And why didn’t she shut it down immediately?

Guilt crept in as she realized she was thinking about another man while standing next to her boyfriend. Lilly took a deep breath, forcing herself to focus on the present moment - the warm, sweet scent of freshly baked cookies, the quiet comfort of Ethan's apartment.

As Ethan placed the last cookie on the plate, Lilly noticed him reaching to turn off the oven. A small smile played on her lips as she remembered his earlier caution.

With the oven safely off, Lilly decided to seize the moment. She stepped closer to Ethan, sliding her arms around his waist. "So," she murmured, looking up at him. "The oven's off now..."

Before Ethan could respond, Lilly pressed her lips to his in a deep, passionate kiss. She poured her conflicted emotions into it - her love for Ethan, her frustration with his reserve, and the lingering excitement from Jake's message.

After a brief hesitation, Ethan surrendered to the kiss. His arms encircled Lilly's waist, pulling her closer as the heat between them intensified. Lilly felt the tension melting away from her body.

Breaking the kiss, Lilly looked into Ethan's eyes, her gaze intense and filled with desire. She reached for the hem of her shirt, pulling it over her head in one swift motion. Ethan's eyes widened as he took in the sight of her bare skin, and Lilly could see the hunger in his gaze.

“Lilly, we should go to the bedroom,” Ethan protested weakly. He hated the thought of their private areas touching the same surface as food. In response to Ethan’s request, Lilly dropped to her knees in front of him her fingers reaching for the button of his jeans.

Ethan opened his mouth to protest again, but as he felt Lilly’s soft fingers circle his erection the words caught in his throat. Instead, he let out a low moan, his head falling back as she began to stroke him through the fabric of his boxers.

Lilly's own desire was building rapidly, and she could feel the wetness between her legs. She wanted Ethan more than she ever had before, and she was determined to take control and make this night unforgettable.

With a firm grip on Ethan's hip, she pushed him backward gently, until he was leaning against the counter. Her fingers only then left his cock just long enough to slide down his boxers. His cock springing into view. She licked her lips instinctively as she slowly pumped his shaft. Lilly loved the feeling of control she had when giving head and her mouth practically watered as she watched Ethan’s inhibitions melt away.

Sitting back on her heels, Lilly moved her head forward, engulfing Ethan’s cock into her warm mouth. She took more than half of his member in her throat, causing a low moan to escape Ethan’s mouth as he closed his eyes all reservations and objections gone. Lilly moaned softly with him in her mouth. Then, releasing is from her mouth, she tilted her head and began to lick sideways along his length.

She mopped under the head with the top of her tongue while gently stroking his length with her hand. She ran her tongue slowly along the underside of his shaft until she reached his balls and then sucked those in, one at a time.

Ethan was a writhing mess as he felt his knees buckle more than once. He wasn’t sure what suddenly got into Lilly, but he wasn’t about to complain now. His hands rested on her hair. Not so much to guide her head, but to feel closer to her.

Lilly slowly worked her way back up his shaft and over his head. Her lips then began their downward journey, gliding lower on his shaft toward his trimmed pubic hair. Ethan was pretty average in the downstairs department, and she had no trouble taking all of him into her mouth.

“Oh God, that feels amazing, baby,” Ethan moaned his fingers tangling in her hair. Lilly used her free hand to wrap it around the one he had in her hair. She wanted him to be more forceful, to push her head down. But Ethan didn’t want to hurt her. Instead, he held her there for just a moment before allowing her to come up for air.

Lilly drove her face down several more times, smiling to herself as she felt the pulsing response. She knew Ethan wouldn't last much longer if she continued. She normally wouldn’t find letting him finish in her mouth, but right now she needed him inside her.

Rising to her feet, Lilly pressed her lips against Ethan's in a deep kiss, allowing him to taste himself. With swift movements, she undid her jeans and let them drop to the floor alongside her panties. After stepping out of the discarded clothing, she kicked it aside. Ethan's gaze remained fixed on her, drinking in the sight of her nearly bare form.

Lilly reached behind her and unclasped her bra, her eyes never leaving Ethan’s. She stood before Ethan completely naked, her body on full display. She could feel her arousal building, her nipples hardening and her pulse quickening.

“I need you to fuck me, baby,” she whisper seductively before mashing her lips to his. She wrapped her hand around Ethan’s neck, pulling him into the kiss. At the same time, she maneuvered their bodies so she was the one now leaning against the counter.

Lilly reached down and guided Ethan's hand to her wet center, letting out a gasp as he began to stroke her. She was already so wet and ready for him. She pulled away from the kiss and whispered in his ear, "I need to feel you deep inside me."

No further encouragement was needed. In one fluid motion, Ethan lifted Lilly onto the counter and gently spread her legs. He aligned himself and, with a single, swift movement, joined their bodies. A loud moan escaped Lilly's lips as she felt the fullness of their connection.

With a grunt, Ethan began a slow, steady rhythm. His hands gripped her waist as he gazed down, watching his cock disappear into her folds then reappear, wet and shiny.

“Yes, right there, baby,” Lilly moaned locking her ankles around Ethan. He hit a rhythm, pumping into her with a slow in and out motion, the pleasure so intense his face looked agonized. He had never seen Lilly so worked up before. She was like a woman possessed, but he knew if he tried to match her enthusiasm he would finish early.

“Faster, baby. Harder,” Lilly instructed. Driving her hips down onto his shaft with abandon. She threw her head back and tossing her hair wildly, her orgasm fast approaching.

Lilly reached down and began to rub her clit, her movements matching Ethan's. She could feel her orgasm building, her entire body tensing up as she got closer and closer.

"I'm going to cum, baby," Lilly moaned, her voice barely above a whisper.

Ethan picked up the pace, his own orgasm building as he felt Lilly's muscles contract around him. With a final thrust, they both reached their peak, crying out in pleasure as they came together.

Lilly unhooked her feet as Ethan slid out of her, feeling the cold counter against her skin. Her breath coming in short ragged gasps.

Finally, Ethan pulled away and looked at Lilly, a soft smile on his face. "That was amazing, baby," he said, his voice filled with love and adoration.

Lilly smiled back, her thoughts earlier all but forgotten. "It was," she agreed, leaning in to give him a soft kiss. "I love you, Ethan."

"I love you too, Lilly," he replied, his arms tightening around her. They stood there for a few more moments, lost in their own little world, before finally breaking apart and getting dressed.


CHAPTER SIX


LILLY HURRIED TOWARDS the entrance of the festival her hair bouncing with each stride. A wide grin illuminated her face mirroring the excitement of the crowd. The lively music and crowd of people provided the escape she needed. Walking a few steps behind her Ethan kept his hands snug in his hoodie pockets. Lilly's carefree demeanor perfectly complemented the festival's atmosphere while Ethan, being more reserved by nature felt a sense of unease as the crowd closed in around them.

As they walked the festival grounds passing food trucks and long bathroom lines, Lilly ran ahead, encouraging Ethan to catch up. She knew he only came because she asked, but she hoped this festival could be the setting for him to finally let loose like the fun, wonderful person she knew he could be when he got out of his own head. As different as they were, Lilly and Ethan complemented each other perfectly.

The crowd erupted as the first band took the stage. A familiar opening chord filled the air, and Lilly let out an ear-piercing squeal. It was Jake's band. She grabbed Ethan's hand, practically yanking his arm out of its socket as she pulled him closer to the stage and deeper into the mass of bodies.

"Can you believe it? I can't believe they are here!" Lilly shouted over the music, her body already moving in perfect rhythm with the beat.

Ethan nodded, forcing a smile. He watched as Lilly danced to the music, her arms raised high, pink-streaked hair whipping around as she moved with abandon. She was radiant, electrifying – and completely oblivious to the war raging inside him.

On one hand, Ethan wanted nothing more than to share in Lilly's joy, to let the music wash over him and forget his worries. But with each passing moment, the crowd seemed to press in closer, the air growing thick and heavy in his lungs. And there was Jake on stage, his charisma palpable even from a distance, eyes scanning the crowd until they locked onto Lilly. The knowing smirk that crossed Jake's face made Ethan's stomach churn.

"Lilly," he leaned in close, speaking directly into her ear to be heard over the music. "I need some air. I'm going to step back a bit."

Lilly turned, concern in her eyes. "Are you okay? Do you want me to come with you?"

Ethan shook his head, forcing a smile. "No, no. You stay and enjoy. I'll be right at the edge of the crowd. I just need a minute."

Lilly hesitated, then nodded. "Okay, but come find me if you need anything." She squeezed his hand before letting go, turning back to the music.

Ethan pushed his way out of the crowd, feeling both relieved and bummed out. He envied how Lilly could just let loose, but crowds always messed with his head. Finding a spot where he could actually breathe, he turned back to watch her in her element.

From his new spot, Ethan noticed a group of girls gravitating towards Lilly. No surprise there – her vibe was magnetic. They were all laughing and dancing together, and Ethan couldn't help but smile. Lilly had always been a people person. But then something made his stomach do a little flip. One of the girls leaned in close, whispering something that had Lilly cackling. Ethan couldn't put his finger on why, but something about it just felt... off.

Ethan's smile slowly disappeared as he observed the scene unfolding before him. Although he had always appreciated Lilly's talent, for connecting with others there was a shift in the air during this interaction. The way the two girls carried themselves hinted at a connection than what one would expect from strangers their gestures lingering a tad too long with each exchange.

One of the girls, tall with long, dark hair,  pulled something from her pocket. Even from a distance, Ethan recognized the telltale shape of a joint. His stomach clenched as he saw Lilly accept it eagerly, taking a long drag before passing it on.

Ethan's thoughts were spinning. Lilly had always been the daredevil between them, but drugs? That was new territory. He glanced back at the packed crowd, torn between rushing in to stop her and staying put. The idea of squeezing through all those bodies made him break out in a cold sweat. Plus, he didn't want to be that guy - the clingy boyfriend who ruins everyone's good time. What if he made a fool of himself? Or worse, what if Lilly got mad at him for babysitting her in front of her new friends? He stood there, frozen, as worry for Lilly battled with his own social fears and his need to let her make her own choices.

As he watched, Lilly's movements became looser, more uninhibited. She threw her arms around the dark-haired girl, pulling her close as they danced. The other girls joined in, forming a tight circle that seemed to exclude everyone else.

Time seemed to stretch as Ethan stood at the edge of the crowd, alternating between watching Lilly and scanning the festival grounds. He told himself he was just giving her space to have fun, but a nagging voice in the back of his mind whispered that something wasn't right.

After what felt like hours but was probably only about thirty minutes, Ethan saw Lilly break away from her new friends. She stumbled slightly as she made her way through the crowd, her eyes scanning the area. When she spotted him, her face lit up with a grin that seemed almost too wide.

"Ethan!" she called out, her voice slightly slurred. "There you are! I've been looking everywhere for you!"

As she reached him, Ethan caught the unmistakable scent of marijuana clinging to her clothes and hair. Her pupils were dilated, her cheeks flushed.

"Hey," he said trying to keep the worry out of his voice. "Having fun?"

Lilly nodded enthusiastically. "So much fun! Those girls are amazing. You should come dance with us!"

Ethan hesitated. "I don't know, Lilly. It's pretty crowded out there."

Lilly's face fell for a moment before brightening again. "Oh! I have an idea. Why don't you go get us some drinks? I'm so thirsty. And maybe by the time you get back, you'll feel ready to join us?"

Ethan nodded slowly. "Sure, I can do that. What do you want?"

"Surprise me!" Lilly said with a wink. She leaned in to kiss him but misjudged the distance and ended up bumping her forehead against his chin.

Ethan headed for the drink stands, stealing one last glance at Lilly. She was already back with her new friend, that dark-haired girl's arm slung around her shoulders. They looked like they had been friends their entire life. Ethan envied how easily making friends came to Lilly.

As he waited in the endless drink line, Ethan's gut churned. Something felt off like Lilly was pulling away from him. He tried to shake it off - this was a festival, for crying out loud. People came here to cut loose, right? But the nagging feeling wouldn't budge.

The line crawled forward at a snail's pace. Ethan turned his head, trying to spot Lilly's pink hair in the crowd. No luck - it was like searching for a needle in a haystack.

Finally, drinks in hand, he trudged back to their meeting spot. His heart sank when he saw the empty space where Lilly should've been. He scanned faces left and right, hoping to catch a glimpse of her or her new crew. Nothing.

With a sigh, he set the drinks down and steeled himself to dive back into the crowd. The sea of bodies that had freaked him out earlier now felt like a wall, keeping him from finding Lilly. But he had to try.

"Lilly!" he called out, his voice barely audible over the music. "Lilly, where are you?"

As he searched, snippets of conversation reached his ears, adding to his growing sense of unease.

"Did you see that girl…”…pink hair?" "...backstage with the band..." "...never seen anyone dance like that..."

Ethan's unease grew with every snippet of gossip he caught. Pushing through the crowd, he kept his eyes peeled for Lilly, desperate to make sure she was alright. But as time ticked by, the festival seemed to stretch endlessly, the sea of people becoming harder and harder to navigate.

Ethan's heart raced as he searched backstage. When he spotted the group of girls she was with, their weird behavior set off alarm bells. They looked super uncomfortable and took off as soon as they saw him coming. He tried to ask them where Lilly was, but they just turned bright red, avoided eye contact, and rushed past him without saying anything. Something was definitely wrong.

Ethan's heart raced as he searched backstage. When he spotted the group of girls Lilly had been with, their weird behavior set off alarm bells. They looked super uncomfortable as he approached, huddling together and whispering urgently.

"Hey!" Ethan called out, jogging up to them. "Have you seen Lilly? The girl with pink hair?"

The girls exchanged nervous glances. One of them, a small blonde, stepped forward. "Um, yeah... we were with her earlier, but..."

"But what?" Ethan pressed, his anxiety growing. "Where is she now?"

The dark-haired girl who had offered Lilly the joint earlier spoke up, her voice slightly slurred. "Look, man, we don't want any trouble. Lilly's a big girl, she can make her own choices."

Ethan frowned. "What's that supposed to mean? Is she okay?"

"She's fine," the blonde interjected quickly. "She's just... having fun."

"Fun? What kind of fun?" Ethan's voice rose slightly. "She seemed pretty out of it when I saw her last. Did you guys give her something?"

The girls shifted uncomfortably. The dark-haired one rolled her eyes. "Chill out, dude. It was just a little weed. Not our fault if your girlfriend can't handle it."

"That's not..." Ethan started, then took a deep breath. "Look, I'm just worried about her. Can you please tell me where she went?"

A third girl, who had been quiet until now, spoke up hesitantly. "We saw her talking to some of the band members earlier. They seemed... pretty friendly."

Ethan's stomach dropped. "Friendly how?"

The girls exchanged looks again. The blonde sighed. "Look, we don't want to get involved in your relationship drama. But if you're looking for Lilly, maybe try the band's dressing room. It's just down that hallway."

"Yeah," the dark-haired girl added with a smirk. "But you might want to knock first. Wouldn't want to interrupt anything."

Ethan felt his face grow hot, a mix of anger and fear rising in his chest. "What does that mean?"

The girls started to back away. "We're not implying anything," the blonde said quickly. "We just... we should go. Good luck finding Lilly."

With that, the girls hurried away, leaving Ethan alone with his growing sense of dread. He turned towards the hallway they had indicated, his mind racing with possibilities, each worse than the last.


CHAPTER SEVEN


CONFUSED AND WORRIED, Ethan's gaze turned to the office door the girls had just exited. He took a deep breath and quietly made his way over, nudging it open to peek inside.

Ethan's pulse quickened as he gently pushed the office door open, his heart beating loudly in his ears. The hinges creaked softly in the otherwise muffled backstage area. The room was dimly lit, a stark contrast to the vibrant energy of the festival outside. He squinted into the shadows, his eyes gradually adjusting to the low light.

As the scene came into focus, his breath caught in his throat. There, in the center of the room, was Lilly. He recognized her instantly by the vibrant strands of pink hair held tightly by Jake. She was caught in a passionate tangle of limbs, surrounded by all three members of the band. Her muffled moans and occasional cries filled the room, blending with the low murmurs and grunts of the men.

Jake stood behind her, his hands gripping her hips firmly as he thrust into her with a rough, unrelenting rhythm. His other hand occasionally came down to slap her ass, eliciting sharp gasps from her. "I’ve waited for this day for too long. Your pussy feels even better than I imagined," he growled, his voice rough and commanding. Ethan watched as each thrust seemed to send a new jolt of pleasure through her body. 

The word sent a thrill down Ethan's spine, and he found himself feeling a confusing mix of jealousy and arousal. He had never seen this side of Lilly before. It was like she was a different person. Their lovemaking had always been so tender and kind.  He couldn't believe that she was enjoying this much aggression.

Another man was in front of her, his fingers holding the sides of her face as she took him into her mouth. Her head bobbed up and down with fervor, her movements fueled by each hard thrust from the man behind her.  She only pulled back long enough to shout her words of encouragement. "Yes...oh God, oh fuck," she gasped before taking him back into her mouth.

The third band member was at her side, his hands exploring her body with an almost tender touch, while she stroked him rhythmically. His fingers traced her curves, occasionally tweaking a nipple or trailing down to her clit, adding to her overwhelmed moans.

Lilly’s body seemed to move in pace with the men. Jake laughed from behind her as he slapped her ass again, enjoying the way it jiggled against his cock. 

“You’re just another groupie slut, aren’t you? Teasing me all these years. You love my cock don’t you?”

Lilly felt a small orgasm wash over her. She pulled off the cock in her mouth, letting it rest on her cheek. The spit and precum smeared all over her cheek.

“Yesss…” She hissed as the orgasm continued to roll over her. “I’m such a slut. Please don’t stop. Fuck…right there,” she rolled her hips taking the cock in front of her back in her mouth.

“Your body was made for fucking, baby,” he laughed as he pressed his thumb against her ass causing her to release the cock in her mouth.

“Oh, God, not there, please. You’re too big,” she whined but never stopped pushing her into him. 

He ignored her pleas. His thumb slowly sinking into her ass as her pussy convulsed around his shaft. Lilly gave out a moan that was half pain half pleasure as her tongue bathed the underside of the cock in her mouth.

For a moment, Ethan was frozen in place, his mind struggling to process what he was seeing. Each sound and movement amplified the sense of despair, cutting deeper with every passing second. But mixed with the hurt and confusion was an unexpected, overwhelming sense of arousal. The raw, primal nature of the scene stirred something deep within him, making his breath hitch and pulse quicken.

"Fuck, you’re so tight," Jake moaned releasing her hair. It found her hip and he gripped her tight, hammering into her. "Shit, I'm so close." Her thrust grew more urgent his thumb buried inside her tight ass.

The fireworks were just beginning to crescendo inside Lilly as she felt a much bigger orgasm approaching. "Don't stop, fuck, don't stop."

"Fuuuuck!" Jake exclaimed as he thrust into her hard one last time. His cum exploded out of his dick deep inside Lilly.

She could feel the hot, thick liquid coating her walls. Lilly felt fuller than she ever had. Jake's potent seed served to hasten the arrival of her climax, but his relentless pounding came to an abrupt halt, leaving her right on the brink.

The increasing tempo of her impending orgasm slowly began to recede, and she refused to let it slip through her grasp. Her body craved release, and she was determined to take it. Lilly clenched every muscle she possessed and tightened her vice-like grip around his throbbing member, not allowing a single drop to escape. She pushed herself back onto him as his cum continued to spurt out. 

Ethan's hands trembled as he clenched them into fists, fighting back the wave of emotions threatening to overwhelm him. The sight of Lilly in such a raw, unguarded moment—so wrapped up in her own pleasure—was a jarring contrast to the carefree joy he had always associated with her. Yet, despite the pain, he couldn't tear his eyes away.

"Hey bud, come to join the party?" Jake said, his voice laced with amusement.

Lilly's eyes flew open, and she looked past the man in front of her. Her gaze locked onto Ethan's, and in that moment, she found the shattering orgasm she was seeking. Her body trembled violently, and she moaned loudly around the cock in her mouth, her eyes never leaving Ethan's.

Ethan's heart shattered at the sight, but he was also overwhelmed by the intense, conflicting feelings coursing through him. The image of Lilly's body moving with such uninhibited passion replayed in his mind, making it difficult to think clearly.

For a moment, time seemed to stand still. The music from the festival outside was a distant hum, muted by the thick walls of the office. Ethan's heart pounded in his chest, each beat a painful reminder of the betrayal he was witnessing.

The man in front of her tightened his grip on Lilly's hair, pulling her head back as he peaked. His release covered her face and chest, the stark white contrast against her flushed skin.

Not to be outdone, the third member, positioned at her side, stroked himself to completion. His climax splattered across Lilly's stomach and thighs, adding to the tableau of debauchery.

Lilly, stood there panting, covered in the band members' release. She looked like something from an old porn movie. If it wasn’t for her hair, now matted to her forehead, Ethan wouldn’t have noticed her. Her eyes, still hazy with pleasure, slowly registered the full extent of what had just happened as she locked eyes with Ethan. Her expression shifted, a flicker of panic crossing her face. She tried to speak, but the words caught in her throat, her voice trembling. "Ethan, I—"

Ethan couldn't stomach the thought of hearing her try to explain this away. The sight of her cumming with the band members seared into his mind. He met her gaze, searching for the girl he thought he knew. "How long?" he managed to ask, his voice barely audible.

Lilly shook her head, tears welling in her eyes. "It's not... This isn't..."

"How long have you been lying to me?" Ethan's voice rose, anger and hurt battling for dominance.

"I haven't been lying," Lilly protested weakly. "This is the first time, I swear. I just... I got caught up in everything."

Ethan laughed bitterly. "Caught up? Is that what you call this?"

As Lilly struggled to her feet, Ethan took a step back. "I need some air," he muttered, turning towards the door.

"Ethan, wait!" Lilly called after him. "Please, can we talk about this?"

He paused at the door, not turning back. "I don't know if there's anything left to say."

He turned and walked out of the office, leaving Lilly crumpled on the floor, her body covered in the evidence of her infidelity. The night air was cool as he stepped back into the festival, the music and laughter now feeling like a cruel mockery of his pain. As he walked away, the distance between them grew, and with it, the hope of reconciliation seemed to fade into the night.


[image: ]


CHAPTER EIGHT


JOHN STEPPED OFF the plane, the warm breeze caressing his face as his feet met the sun-soaked tarmac. Rachel followed closely behind, her eyes scanning the horizon of the luxurious tropical resort. The island was paradise—palm trees swayed gently against a backdrop of crystal-clear waters, and the air was filled with the faint scent of salt and exotic flowers.

John and Rachel had been married for fifteen years, their love tested by time but solidified by shared experiences. John was in his early forties, still retaining a rugged handsomeness that had matured with age. His short brown hair now had a sprinkling of gray, and while his athletic build suggested a history of fitness, a slight beer gut hinted that years of indulgence were catching up with him. Rachel, on the other hand, exuded a captivating allure that turned heads wherever she went. Her long, wavy auburn hair cascaded down her back, complementing her striking green eyes that sparkled with an inviting curiosity. Her slender, yet curvaceous figure was perfectly showcased by the floral sundress she wore, which fluttered enticingly in the warm breeze.

John knew he was incredibly lucky to have Rachel. He tried his best to maintain the athletic physique she had fallen in love with, dedicating hours to workouts and healthy eating. Yet, despite his efforts, time had inevitably caught up with him. Still, his devotion to Rachel and his determination to keep up with her vibrant energy were evident in every aspect of his life.

John glanced at Rachel, catching her eye. They exchanged a hopeful smile, silently agreeing that this vacation might just be the thing to rekindle the spark that had dimmed over the years. The pressures of work and the routine of daily life had taken a toll on their sex life, and they both yearned for a rejuvenation of their connection.

As they settled into their ocean-view suite, Rachel couldn't help but marvel at the beauty around them. The room was spacious and tastefully decorated, with a king-sized bed draped in luxurious linens and a balcony that offered a breathtaking view of the clear ocean. The scent of fresh flowers filled the air, adding to the sense of tranquility.

"This place is incredible," she said, her voice tinged with excitement.

John nodded, feeling a rare flicker of excitement himself. "It's exactly what we needed," he agreed, walking behind his wife and giving her a soft kiss on the neck before wrapping her in a warm embrace.

Rachel closed her eyes, savoring the sensation of John's lips on her skin and the strength of his arms around her. The warm breeze from the balcony danced around them, carrying with it the faint sound of waves crashing against the shore. John's touch sent a shiver down her spine, and she leaned back into his embrace, feeling a familiar heat begin to build between them.

John's hands traced the curve of her waist, his thumbs brushing gently against the underside of her breasts. Rachel let out a soft sigh, her body responding instinctively to his touch. She could feel the tension of the past few months beginning to melt away, replaced by a growing anticipation of the intimate moments they would share in this tropical paradise.

John's lips moved from her neck to her ear, whispering softly, "I've missed this, Rachel. I've missed us."

Rachel turned in his arms, looking up into his eyes. They were filled with a desire that she hadn't seen in a long time, and it made her heart race. She reached up, running her fingers through his hair, and pulled him closer, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss.

After standing like that for several seconds, Rachel finally broke away from the kiss. "To be continued later, mister. For now, let’s go exploring." John felt a pang of disappointment as his wife pulled back, but her infectious smile caused him to let that disappointment melt away. He returned her smile, taking her hand as they exited the room.

They spent the day exploring the resort, each new discovery rekindling a sense of excitement they hadn't felt in years. The sprawling luxury of the place seemed to wash away their stress with each passing hour.

As they walked hand in hand along the white sand beach, Rachel's eyes widened at the sight of the infinity pools blending seamlessly into the ocean. "John, look at that," she breathed, squeezing his hand. "It's like the water goes on forever."

John pulled her close, his arm around her waist. "Almost as beautiful as you," he murmured, planting a soft kiss on her temple. Rachel felt a warmth spread through her chest at his words, a flicker of their old romance igniting.

They sampled gourmet meals that tasted like they were prepared in a five star restaurant, each bite a new explosion of flavor. Over lunch at a beachside café, John raised his glass of local fruit punch. "To us," he toasted, his eyes twinkling. "And to remembering how to have fun together."

Rachel clinked her glass against his, a genuine smile lighting up her face. "I'd forgotten how much I love discovering new things with you," she admitted.

As they lounged by the pool later, Rachel leafed through a brochure of resort activities. "Paddleboarding, couples' massages, snorkeling tours," she read aloud. "Oh, and look – they even have dance classes in the evening."

John chuckled, stretching out on his lounger. "Dancing? I don't know about that, Rach. Two left feet, remember?"

Rachel reached over and playfully swatted his arm. "Come on, it could be fun! When's the last time we tried something new together?"

John considered this, then nodded slowly. "Fine, but you owe me later," he gave a playful wink to ensure she knew exactly what he was referring to.

That evening, as they dressed for the welcome cocktail party, both felt a nervous energy they hadn't experienced in years. It was like preparing for a first date all over again.

"You look beautiful," John said softly as Rachel emerged from the bathroom in a short black dress.

Rachel felt a blush creep up her cheeks. "You clean up pretty well yourself, handsome," she replied, straightening his collar, and running her fingers through his salt and pepper hair.

At the party, they found themselves drawn into conversation with Jake and Lisa, a younger couple with tons of confidence and charm.

Jake was in his early thirties, a decade younger than John, with a physique that reminded John of his own youth. Tall and athletic, Jake's sun-kissed blonde hair and striking blue eyes exuded a vibrant energy. His easy-going demeanor and infectious smile made him instantly likable, embodying a youthful charisma that effortlessly drew people to him. 

Lisa was a petite brunette with a vivacious personality that lit up any room she entered. Her hazel eyes always carried a mischievous glint, hinting at the playful spirit within. Her natural beauty was undeniable, with flawless skin and a radiant smile, but it was her large chest, and long legs that often caught people's attention. She had an effortless charm and confidence, always knowing how to use her curves to her advantage.

"You guys are new here, right?" Jake asked, his smile disarmingly friendly, as his gaze lingered appreciatively on Rachel for a moment before meeting John's eyes.

"First time," John admitted, unconsciously placing his hand on the small of Rachel's back. "We heard great things about this place."

Jake shot Lisa a sinister look. She bit her lip seductively as she eyed John. He was older than her usual type, but she didn't mind. What intrigued her more, however, was Rachel. Lisa loved watching her husband claim another man's wife. The sounds they made once Jake's monster was inside them always made her wet.

Lisa leaned in, her eyes sparkling with a knowing amusement. Oh, you're going to love it," she said, her voice low and conspiratorial. "There's so much to... explore."

A slight flush crept up Rachel's neck at Lisa's tone. "What would you recommend?" she asked, genuinely curious but also aware of the subtle tension in the air.

Jake grinned, casually draping his arm around Lisa's waist. "Well, the couples' massage is a must," he said, his eyes twinkling holding Rachel’s gaze a moment too long causing her to look away and fidget with her hands. "Gets you nice and relaxed, makes you feel up for…anything." Jake’s eyes flicked back over to Rachel, causing her to look to the floor in embarrassment. 

John cleared his throat, feeling a mix of intrigue and slight discomfort. "Sounds nice. We were thinking of trying some water sports too."

"Ooh, yes!" Lisa exclaimed, touching John's arm lightly. "The private snorkeling tours are amazing. Jake and I did one last year, didn't we, honey?" She looked up at her husband, a secret smile playing on her lips.

John and Rachel excused themselves to the bathroom, both grinning with delight that they found some friends already at the resort. While they were away, Jake leaned closer to Lisa his eyes squinted and full of passion. "Ready for some fun, babe?"

Lisa grinned, her eyes bright with anticipation. "Always. But this hardly seems fair. Rachel is a bombshell, but John…" she let out a sigh of frustration. “Next time I get to pick the couple, and you need to come along for the ride even if she’s a troll.”

Jake nodded, a warm smile spreading across his face. "You know I would never say no to you, babe. This is what makes us... us."

They shared a quick, passionate kiss before John and Rachel returned, arm in arm.

Jake and Lisa welcomed them back with a quick hug. As they talked, the younger couple exchanged subtle glances, a silent language born from years of shared experiences. To the casual observer, they were simply a friendly couple. But beneath the surface, their plan was already in motion.

Jake nodded, his gaze moving between John and Rachel. "It's quite an experience. The isolation, the crystal-clear water... it's like you're the only two people in the world."

Rachel felt John's hand tighten slightly on her waist. She leaned into him, enjoying the warmth of his body against hers. "That does sound lovely," she murmured, looking up at her husband with a hint of renewed desire in her eyes.

"You know," Lisa said, her voice dropping to a near whisper, "Rachel's lucky to have a husband who plans such romantic getaways. Some men forget the importance of that after a few years." She touched his arm lightly, sending a thrill up John’s spine. “Rachel, you sure are lucky to have a guy who cares so much.”

Rachel smiled warmly, feeling a mix of pride and affection. "He is pretty great," she agreed, giving John a loving glance.

Lisa's eyes sparkled, her hand lingering on John’s arm. "So, where are you guys from?"

"We're from Chicago," John replied. "What about you two?"

"San Francisco," Jake answered. "It's a beautiful city, but sometimes you just need a break from the hustle and bustle."

John nodded. "I can relate. What do you do for a living, Jake?"

"I'm in real estate development," Jake said with a proud smile. "Keeps me busy, but I love it. Plus it let’s us travel to places like this. Lisa here is a graphic designer."

"That's amazing," Rachel said, genuinely interested. "I always thought designing was such a creative field. Do you work from home?"

Lisa nodded. "Yeah, I have my own studio. It gives me the flexibility to travel and work from anywhere, which is fantastic.”

The four new friends continued to chat, finding a secluded place on the terrace that allowed them to talk in a more hushed tone. The night air was warm and thick with possibility as the resort's signature cocktails flowed freely, each sip seeming to lower inhibitions just a little more.

John couldn't help but notice the way Jake's eyes kept drifting to Rachel, appreciating her figure in that low cut dress. He felt a strange mix of pride and... something else. Jealousy? No, not quite. It was more like a spark of excitement.

"So, how long have you two been married?" Lisa asked, leaning forward. Her movement caused her already low-cut dress to reveal just a hint more cleavage, and John found his gaze drawn there before he caught himself.

Rachel, noticing John's wandering eyes, felt a flutter in her stomach. Instead of the usual annoyance, she felt a thrill. "Fifteen years," she answered, her hand finding John's thigh under the table, rubbing a little higher than normal. "What about you two?"

Jake grinned, his arm draped casually around Lisa's shoulders. "Just three for us. But we believe in making every moment count, don't we, babe?" He placed a soft kiss on Lisa's neck, letting his teeth graze against her skin causing her to giggle.

The gesture was intimate, almost too intimate for public, and it sent a jolt through both John and Rachel.

"Life's too short not to enjoy it fully," Lisa added, her eyes twinkling as she looked at John. "Don't you agree?"

John nodded, taking another sip of his drink to hide his sudden nervousness. "Absolutely," he managed. "That's why we're here, actually. To... reconnect."

Rachel squeezed his thigh gently, the tip of her finger grazing his cock, appreciating his honesty. She was surprised to find herself enjoying the attention from this attractive younger couple. It made her feel desirable in a way she hadn't in years.

"Well, you've come to the right place," Jake said, his voice low and inviting. "This resort has a way of helping people... open up."

The conversation continued, peppered with double entendres and lingering glances. As the night wore on and the drinks kept coming, the flirtation became more overt.

"You know," Lisa said, her words slightly slurred, "they have an amazing topless pool with private cabanas. Very... secluded." Her eyes met Rachel's, holding her gaze for a moment longer than necessary.

Rachel felt her cheeks flush, and not just from the alcohol. "Is that so?" she heard herself say, surprising even herself with the flirtatious tone in her voice.

John's arm tightened around her waist, and she could feel the tension in his body. But it wasn't discomfort, she realized. It was arousal.

"Maybe we could all check them out together tomorrow," Jake suggested, his eyes moving from Rachel to John and back again. "If you're interested, of course."

There was a moment of charged silence as John and Rachel looked at each other. In that glance, volumes were spoken. Curiosity, excitement, a hint of trepidation, but above all, a shared agreement: this vacation was about to take an unexpected turn.

“I don’t know,” Rachel said, a hint of hesitation in her voice.

“Oh come on, it will be fun. You two should live a little,” Lisa whined playfully. “It’s just a…”

"You know what?" John said finally, his voice husky. "I think we'd like that."

Rachel gave a shocked look to her husband, but didn’t argue. Part of her thought a new adventure could be thrilling. Just the spark they needed to get out of the rut they were in. But the other side worried things were escalating more than she was ready for.

As they said goodnight, the air crackled with anticipation. John and Rachel walked back to their room in silence, both lost in thought about what tomorrow might bring.


Once inside, Rachel spoke up. "Well, that was... different."

John sighed, running a hand through his hair. "Yeah, it was. What'd you think of them?"


Rachel paused. "They seem nice. Pretty... open." She glanced at John. "How do you feel about tomorrow?"

"Honestly?" John sat on the bed. "I'm excited. Nervous too. You?"

Rachel sat beside him, their legs touching. "Same. We've never done anything this... adventurous." She felt butterflies in her stomach - excited but apprehensive about stepping out of their comfort zone.

John took her hand. "We don't have to do anything you're not okay with, you know?" His voice was gentle, but Rachel could see the curiosity in his eyes.

She looked at him intently. "John, I love you. I'm here to reconnect with you, to spark things up again. This trip is about us, not trying to initiate a gangbang." Rachel laughed softly, trying to make her words sound playful. She didn’t want this to start an argument.

John's expression softened. "I love you too, Rachel. I want that as much as you do. But I think trying new things together could bring us closer. We should be open to new experiences, as long as we're both comfortable."

Rachel smiled warmly. "When you say new experiences, do you mean Lisa?" Rachel squeezed John’s thigh, letting him know that it wasn’t meant as a jab. Simply that she saw the way John seemed to gravitate toward her.

John laughed nervously. “Hey, I can’t help it that I’m so charming and easy to talk to.”

Rachel rolled her eyes. She was used to his mock bravado. “Alright mister. Tomorrow we set off on a new adventure. We take it slow and make sure we are each comfortable.”

"Exactly," John said. "We'll take it slow, and if it feels like too much, we'll stop. This is about making sure we're both happy."


Rachel leaned in to kiss him. "Okay. Let's just see what happens."

They fell back on the bed, kissing passionately. John quickly pulled off Rachel's shirt.


"Someone's eager," Rachel teased, reaching into John's pants to find him already excited.


They spent the night in each other's arms, dreaming of what tomorrow might bring.


CHAPTER NINE


ONCE JOHN AND Rachel left, Jake smiled wickedly at his wife.  "They're perfect," he said, his voice low. "Ripe for the picking. Just like the Andersons last summer."

Lisa nodded, a calculated gleam in her eye as she remembered how much fun the Andersons were. "I saw the way John was looking at me. It was all we could do to maintain eye contact for more than five seconds. And Rachel, she really needs someone to pay attention to her. The poor girl looked like a lost puppy when she saw how John was eyeing me.” she gave a slight laugh, running her tongue over her lips. “This might be even easier than the couple from New York."

Jake chuckled, pouring them both a glass of champagne. "So, what's the plan this time? The usual divide and conquer?"

Lisa took a sip, considering. "Hmm, yes, but let's take it slow. We don't want to spook them like that newlywed couple in Cancun. Tomorrow, we'll start with some innocent flirting, gauge their reactions."

"And then?" Jake prompted, his eyebrow raised.

"Then we ramp it up. I'll work on John, you focus on Rachel. I’m sure by the end of the night John will be dying to see these puppies in the flesh.," Lisa slid her hands slowly over her chest to prove her point.

Jake nodded, a smirk playing on his lips. “I’ll make sure I shower Rachel with attention and praise. Make her feel like she’s the most special person in the world."

"At the cabanas," Lisa finished, clinking her glass against his. "We strike. That's where we are most likely to succeed."

The next morning, John and Rachel woke to the sound of waves gently lapping against the shore and the call of tropical birds. The air was thick with the promise of another sun-soaked day. Rachel stretched languidly, feeling the anticipation of what lay ahead coursing through her veins.

John, already awake, was sitting on the balcony, gazing out at the horizon. Rachel joined him, slipping into his lap and resting her head against his shoulder. "Morning," she murmured, planting a soft kiss on his neck.

"Morning," John replied, his voice still husky from sleep. "Ready for today?"

Rachel nodded, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness. "I think so," she said, playfully adding, "but you seem a little too excited about seeing Lisa's... assets."

John let out a soft chuckle, his hands moving to her hips. "Oh, you noticed that, huh?" he said, giving her a sly smile. "Well, I can't help it if she's attractive. But you know who I really want to see topless?"

Rachel raised an eyebrow, a playful smile on her lips. "Who?"

"You," John said, his eyes meeting hers, filled with desire. "Only you." He leaned in, capturing her lips in a passionate kiss, making Rachel momentarily forget all of her insecurities. 

After a leisurely breakfast on their balcony, they made their way to the cabanas. Jake and Lisa were already there, looking relaxed and ready for the day.

"Hey there!" Jake called out, waving them over. "Perfect timing. We were just about to hit the beach for a bit. Thought we'd ease into the day before checking out that pool." He exchanged a meaningful glance with Lisa.

John felt Rachel tense slightly beside him. He squeezed her hand reassuringly before responding. "Sounds great. A little sun before we... dive in."

Rachel felt her heart quicken. She glanced at John, who nodded eagerly. "Sounds perfect," he said, giving Lisa a smile before Rachel had time to react.

As they settled into their beach chairs, Rachel couldn't help but notice John's gaze repeatedly drifting towards Lisa. The younger woman reclined on her towel, her tanned skin glistening in the sun. Rachel felt a familiar twinge in her chest, a mixture of emotions she couldn't quite name.

When was the last time he looked at me like that? Rachel wondered, watching John laugh at something Lisa said. His eyes crinkled at the corners, a sight that used to be reserved for her. A pang of something – was it envy? – shot through her, quickly followed by an unexpected flutter of excitement. She tried to tell herself, she was being silly. John hadn’t been able to keep his hands off her since they landed, but with each laugh, and gentle slap of the arm she felt the pang flair up.

Shifting in her chair, Rachel became acutely aware of her own body. She tugged at her swimsuit self-consciously, wondering if it was as flattering as she'd thought this morning. The fabric suddenly felt constricting, and she found herself wishing she'd chosen something a bit more daring, something a bit more… like Lisa.

The conversation continued around her, punctuated by the rhythmic crashing of waves. Rachel tried to focus, but her attention kept drifting back to John and Lisa's interaction. It was then that she noticed Jake watching her, his expression thoughtful.

"You okay?" Jake asked softly, his voice barely audible over the sound of the ocean.

Rachel started, surprised by his perceptiveness. "Oh, yes," she said, offering a small smile. "Just taking it all in."

Jake nodded, his eyes warm and understanding. "It's a lot, isn't it? This place has a way of... stirring things up."

His words carried a weight that Rachel felt in her core. She found herself drawn into conversation with Jake, his attentiveness a balm to her wounded pride. As they talked, she noticed how his eyes never strayed from her face, how he leaned in slightly to hear her over the sounds of the beach.

Rachel found herself unexpectedly flattered by Jake's attention. She knew she shouldn't encourage it, but after years of feeling invisible, his admiring glances awakened something long dormant. 'It's harmless,' she told herself, even as a small voice warned her otherwise.

When Lisa stood up and stretched, announcing her intention to swim, Rachel felt a curious surge of energy. "I could use a dip," she heard herself say, standing up with a newfound awareness. She turned to John, noting with a mix of satisfaction and disappointment how his gaze lingered on Lisa before shifting to her.

"I'll join you in a bit," John said, his smile a mixture of reassurance and something else Rachel couldn't quite identify.

John was thankful to be wearing sunglasses as he couldn’t help but stare at Lisa’s perfect body as she made her way to the water. A pang of guilt hitting him in that moment. He glanced at his wife, a mix of love and uncertainty washing over him. 'We came here to reconnect, not to... but she agreed she would say when things got too out of hand. Maybe she is enjoying the thrill of it all too”?

As Rachel walked towards the water with Lisa, she felt Jake's eyes on her. The warmth of his gaze seemed to chase away some of the chill left by John's distraction. She took a deep breath, letting the salty air fill her lungs, as birds chirped overhead.

This isn't how I expected things to go, Rachel mused, stealing a glance back at the men. John was watching them walk away, his expression unreadable, while Jake offered her a small, encouraging smile. But maybe... maybe this is exactly what we needed.

With each step towards the crystal-clear water, Rachel felt a subtle shift beginning. The jealousy was still there, a small knot in her stomach, but it was changing – driving her to reclaim not just John's attention, but her own sense of self.


CHAPTER TEN


AS THE DAY dragged on, the heat of the sun continued to beat down on the two couples as the morning stretched into early afternoon. Rachel and Lisa had long since emerged from the water, their skin glistening with water as they lounged on their beach chairs. The conversation flowed easily between the four of them, punctuated by laughter and the occasional lingering glance.

Jake stretched, his toned muscles rippling under his sun-kissed skin. "I don't know about you guys, but I'm ready for a change of scenery," he said, his eyes twinkling with barely concealed excitement. "How about we head to that pool by the cabanas?"

The topless pool was tucked away behind a grove of palm trees, offering privacy and a sense of seclusion. The water sparkled invitingly in the sunlight, and the cabanas around the pool were draped in flowing white curtains that fluttered in the gentle breeze.

Rachel's heart raced with excitement as she became acutely aware of being overdressed. She noticed John's gaze lingering on Lisa again, a mix of appreciation and desire in his eyes. The flicker of jealousy she felt was quickly overshadowed by a surge of determination to catch Jake's attention.

Lisa was already in the water, her large chest on full display above the rippling water. Her laughter rang out as she beckoned them to join her. "Come on in, the water's perfect!"

John and Rachel exchanged a glance, a silent understanding passing between them. This was a step into the unknown, but it was one they were taking together. Hand in hand, they walked to the edge of the pool and with a long sigh that seemed to give her the courage she needed, Rachel slipped off her top before disappearing into the chilly water.

Rachel felt the cool embrace of the water around her, a welcome relief from the intense heat of the sun. She surfaced to find Lisa grinning at her, the younger woman’s eyes sparkling with mischief and approval. John followed suit, quickly diving in and surfacing next to Rachel, but his eyes were immediately drawn to Lisa's tanned, firm chest as she floated lazily on the surface. Rachel's heart sank as she noticed John's lingering gaze.

Trying to shake off her growing jealousy, Rachel looked over at Jake and caught his eyes watching her intently. His gaze was hungry, devouring her every move, and she felt a thrilling shiver of excitement race down her spine. Here was someone who found her captivating, someone whose attention didn't waver.

Rachel swam closer to Jake, her heart pounding in her exposed chest. "So, enjoying the day so far?" she asked, her voice tinged with a playful edge, as she pressed her chest forward almost like she was inviting him. She bit her lip as his eyes traveled over her body, a blend of appreciation and desire that made her feel more alive.

Jake's lips curved into a smile, his eyes never leaving hers. "Absolutely," he replied, his voice low and intimate. "And it's only getting better."

Rachel felt a warm flush spread across her cheeks. She couldn't help but glance back at John, who was still engaged in conversation with Lisa. The sight stung, but not near as much as earlier. She quickly turned her focus back to Jake, determined to enjoy the moment. After all, if John was allowed to admire someone else, why shouldn't she?

"You know," Jake continued, moving a little closer, "there's something about this place that just... makes you want to let loose."

Rachel nodded, her mind a whirlwind of thoughts. She couldn't deny the spark of excitement Jake's attention ignited in her. "It's definitely a special place," she agreed, her voice softening. As she allowed her eyes to travel over Jake’s body, before glancing back up and locking eyes with him. She felt a thrill at the way Jake's eyes darkened with interest.

'This is nice,' she mused, 'being seen, being wanted.' Her eyes flicked to John, still engrossed with Lisa. 'Is this what we both need? A reminder of our desirability?' The thought both excited and terrified her.

She laughed at something Jake said, splashing him playfully in response. The sound caught John's attention, and he glanced over, his eyes narrowing slightly as he took in the scene. Rachel met his gaze for a moment, her smile never wavering. She wanted him to see what he was missing, to feel the same twinge of envy that had been gnawing at her all morning.

As John and Rachel looked to each other for some signal to stop or slow things down, Lisa and Jake shared a glance of their own. They didn't need words, they’d be here dozens of times before as the electric current of shared excitement passed between them. Lisa winked, and Jake's grin widened. They knew it was only a matter of time now.  This mutual thrill, this shared secret, was the glue that held them together. Like a drug, they were addicted to the thrill of the chase and the electric rush of the conquest.

John caught himself staring at Lisa again and quickly looked away, a mix of guilt and excitement churning in his stomach. He loved Rachel, but Lisa's presence stirred feelings he thought he'd outgrown. He glanced at his wife, a pang of remorse hitting him as he saw her laughing with Jake.

He swam gracefully over to Lisa, his movements smooth and deliberate in the water. "Hey," he said, his voice taking on a low, husky tone. "Mind if I join you?"

Lisa turned towards him, her eyes sparkling with curiosity. "Sure, come on over," she replied warmly, making space for him by the pool edge.

As John hoisted himself up to sit on the pool edge, droplets rolling off his shoulders, he leaned in conspiratorially, his eyes never leaving Jake and Rachel. "You know," he began, his voice low and inviting, "I've got a secret talent that might just blow your mind."

"Oh?" Lisa tilted her head, intrigued. "Do tell, mystery man."

John's grin widened. "Well," he whispered, "these hands aren't just good for swimming. I happen to be a certified massage therapist."

"Is that so?" Lisa's eyebrow arched delicately. "And here I thought you were just another pretty face by the pool."

"Ouch," John laughed, clutching his chest in mock hurt. "I'll have you know I'm a man of… many talents." He paused, his eyes meeting hers. "Care for a demonstration?" As he spoke, his eyes never left Rachel who was now gently touching Jake’s arm laughing at something as her body floated closer to him.

Lisa bit her lip, considering. "Hmm, a massage from a handsome stranger? Sounds dangerous," she teased, but her eyes sparkled with interest. "But I do have this annoying knot in my shoulder..."

"Say no more," John said smoothly, placing his hands on her shoulders and pulling her between his legs.. "Prepare to be amazed. And if you're not? Well, I guess I'll just have to jump back in the pool to hide my shame."

Lisa laughed, lowering her head to give him access to her shoulders. "Alright, magic hands. Show me what you've got."

John began to knead Lisa's shoulders, his fingers expertly finding and working out the knots. Lisa let out a contented sigh, leaning into his touch. The sensation was both soothing and intimate, and John's heart raced as he felt her relax under his hands. He stole a glance at Rachel, who was still engaged in animated conversation with Jake. A flicker of uncertainty crossed his mind, but he pushed it aside, focusing on the task at hand, as his fingers worked her shoulders, occasionally brushing against the side of her large chest. At first, he expected Lisa to protest, but instead she purred seductively, pressing further into John. His excitement was evident by the jab she felt in her lower back.

“Mmm, that really feels incredible,” Lisa whispered, her voice dripping with seduction.

John's breath hitched slightly as he continued his massage, his heart pounding in his chest. The intimacy of the moment was electric, and he found himself captivated by Lisa's response. His eyes flickered to Rachel again, but instead of guilt, he felt a strange sense of liberation. This was a new experience, and he was wanted to explore it.

At the same moment, across the pool, Rachel was caught in the spell of Jake's attention. His warm, inviting eyes made her feel desired, and the magnetic pull between them was almost irresistible. The gentle lapping of the water around them seemed to draw them closer together, their conversation a mix of laughter and lingering glances. However, Rachel's contentment was shattered when she glanced at John and Lisa.

From her vantage point, it seemed like John was practically groping Lisa, his hands moving with an intimacy that made Rachel's stomach churn with jealousy. Her mouth fell open slightly as she watched, a mix of anger and hurt bubbling up inside her. But instead of confronting the situation, she decided to match John’s audacity.

“Two can play at that game,” Rachel thought to herself. With a mischievous glint in her eye, she giggled shamelessly at whatever Jake was saying and stepped closer to him until their bodies were touching. The proximity sent a thrill through her, and she could feel Jake's body heat mingling with hers in the cool water.

Jake’s eyes darkened with interest as he felt Rachel's body press against his. He smiled, sensing the shift in her mood. “Well, hello there,” he murmured, his voice low and intimate as he snaked his arms around Rachel’s small body, his fingers resting on her ass. “You smell absolutely delicious.”

As Rachel felt Jake's touch, a mix of guilt and exhilaration coursed through her. She caught John's eye again across the pool, hoping to see a mirror of her own conflicted emotions. Instead, he barely even registered her before his attention was back on Lisa.

“Do you taste as good as you smell?” Jake’s words brought Rachel back to her own dangerous escalation. Her heart pounding, a surge of excitement coursing through her veins. She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against his ear. She let out a slight gasp as she felt the unmistakable heat of his cock against her stomach. It felt huge, and for a moment her voice was lost in her throat.

The tension between them crackled with intensity, and Rachel felt a surge of confidence as she noticed John glancing their way. She wanted him to see her with Jake, to feel the same sting of jealousy she had felt. She turned her attention fully to Jake, her eyes locking with his as she leaned in for a kiss.

Jake responded eagerly, his lips meeting hers in a passionate embrace. The kiss was electric, a mix of desire and defiance that sent shivers down Rachel’s spine. She felt Jake’s arms pulling her closer, and for a moment, she forgot about everything else. The world around them seemed to fade away, leaving only the two of them in their own bubble of intimacy as her tongue slid against his.

John watched the scene unfold, a mix of emotions churning within him. The sight of Rachel kissing Jake stirred a pang of jealousy and possessiveness, but it was also strangely liberating. He hadn’t expected things to escalate this quickly. He wanted to check in on Rachel, to make sure they both wanted the same thing. But as he watched her fingers run through Jake’s dark hair, he felt Lisa grab hold of his hands and slide them fully over her large chest, her soft globes spilling out of his hands.

Lisa sensed the shift in John's mood as she pulled his hands over her chest and glanced over at Rachel and Jake. A knowing smile played on her lips as she looked back at John. “Looks like we’re not the only ones having fun,” she remarked, her voice teasing as she manipulated John’s hands to continue to massage her chest, a loud moan escaping from her lips that could be heard on the other end of the pool.

'This is really happening,' he realized, a mix of excitement and panic flooding him. 'I should stop this. Why aren't I stopping this?' His eyes closed feeling dizzy for a moment from sensory overload.

The moment Rachel's lips met Jake's, a jolt of electricity shot through her. It wasn't the same spark she felt with John, a spark of genuine connection, but a spark of lust and rebellion. Yet, beneath the thrill, a sliver of guilt pricked at her conscience; this wasn't just a game with John anymore, it was a betrayal of the very thing they came here to fix.

Pulling away after a breathless moment, she met Jake’s gaze, searching for a reflection of her own turmoil. Instead, she found raw desire smoldering in his eyes.

"Wow," he breathed, his voice husky. "That was..."

He trailed off, his attention drawn by a loud, exaggerated moan emanating from behind them. Rachel turned, cheeks burning, to see Lisa practically draped over John, her moans punctuated by his forced laughter. The sight was both erotic and repulsive. Lisa was slowly grinding her ass into John while he openly fondled her bare chest.

John's eyes met Rachel's for a fleeting moment, a flicker of something she couldn't decipher passing through them. Was it regret? Challenge? It was gone before she could analyze it further.

Rachel's heart raced as Jake's lips trailed down her neck, sending electric pulses through her body. She knew she should stop this, but the temptation was too great. The desire to assert her own worth in John's eyes overwhelmed her resistance.

As Jake's hands and lips continued to roam her body, she felt herself giving in to the moment, allowing her desires to take control. She turned to face him, her eyes locked onto his, without a word, she leaned in and pressed her lips against his, biting gently at his lower lip as her tongue was once again inside his mouth.


Meanwhile, John could hardly believe what was happening. He had never imagined that this vacation would take such a turn, and the sight of Rachel and Jake in each other's arms was both thrilling and terrifying. He had thought Rachel would have put an end to this, but with each passing minute, it seemed like perhaps this was exactly where she wanted it to go. He struggled to process if that was what he really wanted, and before he could make any conclusion, he felt Lisa spin around; her hands rested gently on his thighs as her lips were suddenly tracing down his chest.

Lisa continued to kiss her way down John's chest and stomach, her lips leaving a trail of fire in their wake. As she reached the waistband of his trunks, she paused, her fingers tracing the edge of the fabric. She looked up at him with a playful smile, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Mmm and what are you hiding under here?” Lisa asked, her voice low and seductive.


John hesitated, guilt and desire warring within him. He knew that he should stop this, that he should put an end to this madness before it was too late. But as he looked up and saw Rachel. They had made their way out of the pool and she had her arm draped around Jake’s neck. They looked like two lovers as he slowly lowered her onto the white cloth beach chair by the cabana.

With a deep breath, John lifted his body, allowing Lisa to remove his trunks. He felt a surge of vulnerability as he lay there, naked and exposed before her. 

“Mmm even better than I imagined,” Lisa lied as she gently ran her fingertips over his swollen 5 inch cock. 

As Lisa's fingers traced the length of John's cock, he couldn't help but feel a surge of pleasure that threatened to overwhelm him. He knew that he should be thinking of Rachel, that he should be putting an end to this madness before it was too late. All he could think about was the gorgeous woman in front of him, whose mouth was now just inches from his cock. 


Lisa gave a knowing smile, this was her favorite part of the game. Teasing the husband every so slightly until he heard the animistic sounds his wife was making. She knew Jake wouldn’t take long at this point. She felt the older man’s hands slide though her hair and across her shoulders as she blew hot breath on his inner thigh. Her hand wrapped pain painstakingly slow around his shaft causing him to moan in pleasure and lift his lips. Lisa playfully slid out her tongue, and allowed to to graze his hairy sack making him grunt with anticipation.


Across the pool, Rachel lay back on the beach chair, her heart racing as Jake's lips trailed a path down to her chest. She could feel the heat of his breath against her skin, before he took her hard nipple into his mouth. A soft gasp escaped her lips, barely audible over the beat of her own heart in her ears. Part of her still hoped that John would see what was happening and would put an end to it. But as she felt Jake’s fingers sliding up the inside of her thigh those thoughts quickly disappeared.

John's thoughts raced as Lisa's lips finally closed around his cock, her tongue teasing the sensitive flesh of his head. He couldn't deny the pleasure that coursed through him, the way her touch ignited a fire within him. But he still managed to hold his eyes open long enough to see Rachel gasp as lift her hips from the chair as Jake devoured her. He closed his fists, determined to stand up and march over there. 

“Ohh fuck,” John moaned as  Lisa’s nosed pressed against his pubic hair, taking his cock into her throat his strength suddenly zapped from his body as he slumped back onto the ground his legs still danging in the pool.

Lisa's head bobbed rhythmically, her hand stroking the base of his shaft in perfect harmony with her mouth as her tongue lapped the underside of his shaft. John's resolve melted away with each thrust of her mouth and every flick of her tongue. Each movement sent shivers down his spine. He could hear Rachel's moans growing louder, mingling with the sound of the waves crashing on the shore.

Rachel arched her back off the chair. Her fingers tangled in Jake's hair as he kissed his way down her stomach. As a soft breeze brushed past her goosebumps formed on her wet chest and stomach where Jake’s lips had been, mixing with the warmth of his touch. 

Guilt gnawed at her conscience, thoughts of John flitting through her mind like shadows. Yet the thrill of the moment, the forbidden nature of their encounter, sent shivers down her spine. Rachel's senses seemed heightened - the rough texture of the beach chair against her back, the faint scent of Jake's cologne mingling with the salty air, the taste of anticipation on her lips. She found herself torn between the desire to give in to the moment and the urge to put a stop to it all.

Jake's lips continued their journey down Rachel's body, fueling her desire with each kiss.. She arched her back further, her fingers tightening in his hair as he teased her most sensitive areas. The pleasure was almost too much to bear, and she gasped as he slid a finger inside her. Rachel’s body shook as his thumb rolled over her clit, as a second finger pushed inside her. 

Rachel slowly started moving her hips in motion with his fingers. Her own hands coming to rest on her chest as rolled her nipple between her fingers.

“You’re already so wet,” Jake teased his breath on her clit. Rachel moaned softly in response pushing her hips toward the warmth of his breath. The scent of her arousal was intoxicating. He wanted to taste her.

Disappointment flashed through her as Jake removed his fingers from her slick folds, but they were quickly replaced by the rough texture of his tongue. The firm stroke of it over her clit caused her to buck her hips running her fingers through his hair.

“Oh God, that feels so good,” she moaned, her hips rising and falling at the pace of his tongue.

Jake’s tongue drew a line from her clit down clear to her ass and back, as he pushed it inside her relishing her sweet taste.


"Uuuggghhh." Rachel groaned as Jake’s tongue began to lick along her lips. His tongue drew circles around her clit eliciting more moans from her.


Rachel ground her pussy onto his face, the sensation of his tongue inside her already too much to bear.

John glanced over at Rachel again, his vision blurring with the intensity of his own arousal. Seeing her in the throes of passion with another man was a mix of torture and ecstasy. He wanted to be the one making her feel that way, but the sight also fueled his own desires.

Lisa pulled back slightly, her lips glistening as she looked up at him. "Do you like that, John?" she purred, her voice dripping with seduction.

John could only nod, his breath coming in ragged gasps. "Yes, God yes," he groaned, his hands tightening in her hair as her tongue teased the slit of his cock.

Lisa could tell John was about to explode. If she had to guess it had probably been ages since he got a blow job. Confident he had never had one the likes which she was giving him. But she wasn’t ready for him to finish yet, not until he saw his wife have the best orgasm of her life. 

“I’ve seen the way you look at these, baby. Is this what you want?” She spoke low and seductively, pressing her large tits together around his hard cock. She heard John let out another low growl as she wickedly slid her tongue from her mouth along the head of his cock.

“Fuck, don’t stop. I’m so close,” John pleaded, lifting his hips off the ground in hopes to get his cock back into her mouth. 

“Mmmm not yet, over, just enjoy the show,” she smirked as she pumped his shaft with her soft chest.

On the other side of the pool, Rachel’s moans were turning into full blown screams. Jake sucked her clit into his mouth as he pistoned two fingers into her now soaked pussy. She hooked her legs behind Jake’s heads, trying desperately to drive his tongue harder against her throbbing clit. 


Jake ignored her efforts, he knew he had her on the ropes. Slowly, he slid his fingers from pussy, her juices coating his fingers as he moved them to her clit. Rachel groaned in frustration as she felt his fingers pinching her clit. Finally, he pushed his entire tongue deep into her hole. 


"Oooooh fuck," Rachel cried, bucking her hips as she began to see white spots behind her closed eyes. Her heels dug into Jake’s shoulder blades as she desperately rolled her hips. The thoughts of John and Lisa were all but forgotten as her orgasm finally washed over her. Her body spasmed and jerked in the chair as her legs held Jake’s head in a vice grip. His tongue never left her pulsing pussy as he fucked her with it through her orgasm, his fingers lightly stroking her clit.


John and Lisa exchanged a knowing glance, their anticipation thickening the air around them. The sound of Rachel's orgasm echoed through the pool, and John felt a cocktail of emotions—arousal, jealousy, confusion—swirl inside him.

Lisa's grin turned devilish as she leaned closer to John. "Now, it's time for the main event," she whispered, her voice laced with mischief.

John's face turned to  confusion. "Main event?" he asked, his gaze shifting towards Rachel. The scene unfolded before him in slow motion as Jake stood up from between Rachel's legs, wiping his mouth with a satisfied smile.

It wasn't until Jake started to lower his trunks that the reality of the situation hit John. His eyes widened in horror as Jake's pants dropped, revealing his massive erection. Even from this distance, John could tell Jake was massive. Worry crept in as he wondered how Rachel's body would react to it.

Rachel, still basking in the afterglow of her orgasm, looked up, her eyes growing wide with a mixture of shock and awe as she stared at Jake’s impressive cock. She couldn’t help but compare it to John’s, they were so different. It was almost double the length of John's, and much thicker too. The girth of it was intimidating, and Rachel couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement at the thought of taking it all in.

Jake’s was also much smoother than John's with no hair to be seen, the skin stretched taut over his hard length. The head of his cock was a deep shade of red, almost purple, and it glistened with pre-cum.


Rachel felt a rush of desire wash over her as she reached out to touch Jake's cock. It was hot to the touch, and she could feel the power of it throbbing in her hand. She stroked him gently at first, feeling the weight of him in her hand, before increasing her grip and pumping him slowly.

John watched in shock as Rachel reached out and began to stroke Jake. Her eyes were glazed over, in a look he knew all too well. He had to put a stop to this, but he felt like there was sand in his throat and he was unable to form words. All he could do was watch in slow motion as Jake grabbed her legs, tossing them over his shoulders before  sliding his entire length of his cock across her pussy. Rachel threw her head back, her body still sensitive from her release.

John's protective instincts flared up. "We need to stop this," he finally managed to say, trying to pull away from Lisa. But she held him firm, her eyes gleaming with a predatory light.

"Relax," Lisa purred, her hand sliding down to John's throbbing erection. "Enjoy the show, this is the best past." Before he could protest further, she took him back into her mouth, his entire length disappearing between her skilled lips rendering him powerless in the face of the scene unfolding before him.

As Jake slowly entered her, Rachel let out a low moan, her body tensing before gradually relaxing to accommodate his size. She was grateful for the orgasm she had just experienced, as it helped her adjust to the feeling of his thick cock filling her. Every inch of him stretched her in ways she had never imagined, and she savored the sensation as he moved with tantalizing slowness. 


The overwhelming size of him was a revelation, and she found herself consumed by waves of pleasure. She clawed at the chair beneath her, her mind focused solely on the feeling of his cock inside her. Her body responded instinctively, her muscles tightening around him as if eager to draw out every last drop.

“Mmm you’re so fucking tight, baby,” Jake hissed as he felt Rachel’s walls closing around him. He was barely halfway in and he knew from Rachel’s reaction she was never going to be the same again.

John's eyes were glued to the sight, a mix of horror and reluctant fascination swirling within him. Rachel's body reacted to Jake visibly. Her back arched and her legs quivered. Her mouth formed silent pleas for more. Each inch seemed to push her closer to the edge, her cries growing louder, more desperate.

Lisa's mouth worked John with a relentless rhythm, her hands caressing his balls and thighs, sending jolts of pleasure through his body. She moaned around his cock, the vibrations adding to his intense arousal. John was trapped in a whirlwind of conflicting desires, his body betraying him as he watched his wife being taken by another man.

“Do you like that, baby,” Lisa withdrew her lips from his cock with a loud pop. “Do you like watching your wife get fucked senseless?” 

John's grip on reality slipped further as Lisa's mouth brought him closer to his own release. He could feel the pressure building, his mind a chaotic mess of jealousy, arousal, and helplessness. Lisa's eyes locked onto his, her expression one of pure enjoyment as she pushed him closer and closer to the edge.

Rachel's moans turned into screams of pleasure as Jake finally bottomed out inside her. He pulled his cock almost completely from her then slammed his hips into her with a powerful thrust. The sound of their bodies colliding echoed around the pool, a primal symphony of lust and need. Rachel's hands flew to Jake's back, her nails digging into his skin as she bucked her hips to meet his every thrust.

“Oh, Jesus, Oh please… don’t stop,” Rachel pleaded her body on fire as another orgasm threatened to consume her. 

Jake’s cock was hitting new places inside Rachel that had never before been touched. Her pussy was coming alive as he reached parts of her that had never been stimulated until now. His powerful cock filling her completely.

As Jake reached the deepest part of her, Rachel felt another orgasm beginning to build within her. It was coming on faster than any she had ever experienced before. The sensation of his cock pounding into her, combined with the feeling of his strong hands holding her legs and the knowledge that her husband was watching from just fifty feet away, was all too much for her to handle. The intensity of it all overwhelmed her system, and the orgasm hit her like a truck.


"Don't stop, fuck, don't stop." Rachel moaned through clenched teeth. "Argh, FUUUUCCK!"

Rachel came hard on Jake’s cock.


John continued to watch the scene unfold, his mouth slightly ajar. He had never seen his wife cum that hard before. It was both emasculating and intensely erotic, unlike anything he'd ever witnessed. 


Lisa pulled her mouth from his cock, with a pop. “Aww don’t pout baby. They all go crazy for Jake the Snake. Poor Rachel will never be the same again.” Lisa chuckled softly to herself, but gripping John’s balls so tightly he yelped and lifted his hips. “Mmmm I can tell you’re getting real close now,” she teased her tongue lapping up the precum oozing from his shaft before sucking him back into her mouth.

As Rachel began to come down from her massive orgasm, Jake slide out of her and lowered her legs. Rachel pouted softly at the suddenly emptiness as Jake spun her around so she was on her stomach.

"Ooooh, fuck," she moaned as Jake slammed back into her. From this angle, he somehow felt even deeper. Despite having already orgasmed twice, her body was still on fire. Her juices coated his cock with each thrust, causing the slurping sound of her pussy to ripple across the pool.

Jake began thrusting into her harder, causing her to gasp for breath. "Oh, uh, uh, fff, uh, ck."

Rachel panted as Jake fucked her. Sweat dripped off his head onto her. Her eyes were closed, focused on the pleasure his cock was giving her, John and Lisa now a distance memory.


Jake was pushing into her with everything he had. His cock was rock hard as he claimed another prize. He reveled with every stroke he pushed into her, feeling her wet pussy inviting his cock in then tightening around it.

This was the most lust-filled, animistic experience Rachel had ever had. It felt primal, and she couldn't believe how much she enjoyed it. He was like a machine, relentlessly slamming into her with a force that made her cling on for dear life.

Rachel could hardly believe it as another orgasm began to build within her. Her cries grew more urgent, and her body trembled with the force of her impending release. Jake's powerful thrusts drove her closer to the edge, her mind consumed by the overwhelming pleasure. She felt every inch of him, every pulse, every movement, pushing her towards a mind-shattering climax.

Jake's presence inside Rachel was all-consuming, as if every inch of her being was being stretched to its limit. The sensation was almost overwhelming, and yet she found herself craving more, her body yearning for the intense pleasure that only Jake could provide. With each powerful thrust, she felt herself losing control, her mind becoming a haze of pure ecstasy.

John's body tensed, his own release imminent as Lisa's mouth worked him with expert precision. He couldn't tear his eyes away from Rachel, couldn't ignore the intense mix of emotions that tore through him. As Rachel's orgasm neared, her screams echoed all around John, a testament to the intense pleasure Jake's massive cock had brought her.

“Mmm, are you going to cum?” Lisa continued to taunt him. Her lips keeping contact with him head as she spoke.

“Are you going to fill my slutty mouth with your cum while you watch your wife cum on another man’s dick?” Lisa continued to grin as she slowly sucked John into her mouth. Her fingers gripping his hairy balls as she felt his nearing climax.

John's breathing grew ragged, his body succumbing to the waves of pleasure Lisa expertly evoked. With a final, shuddering groan, he released, his cum spilling into Lisa's eager mouth. Her eyes sparkled with triumph as she swallowed every drop, her tongue continuing to tease him even as his body convulsed with the aftershocks of his orgasm.

Rachel's world narrowed to the point where all she could think about was Jake's cock driving into her, each thrust sending her spiraling closer to the brink. Her mind was a whirlwind of sensation, every nerve ending alive with electric pleasure. Tension coiled within her. Her body screamed for release. She teetered on the edge. A scream caught in her throat.

Then, with a final, powerful thrust, Jake sent her over the edge. Her orgasm crashed over her with the force of a tidal wave, all coherent thought leaving her. Her vision went white, and her body convulsed uncontrollably as wave after wave of ecstasy ripped through her. She was vaguely aware of Jake's deep groan as he continued to thrust into her, prolonging her pleasure while spilling his seed deep inside her. 

Meanwhile, John watched with a medley of feelings as Jake's body stiffened, signaling his release inside Rachel. The realization hit John like a punch to the gut—Jake was filling his wife with his cum. He felt a surge of jealousy and helplessness, but also a strange, undeniable arousal.

Rachel's orgasm stretched on, her body convulsing in ecstasy. Her cries filled the air, and John couldn't tear his eyes away from the sight of Jake's cock buried deep inside her, still pulsing with his release.

John's mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. He felt a deep, primal jealousy seeing another man finish inside his wife, but there was also an undeniable arousal at witnessing Rachel's intense pleasure. He could see the satisfaction on Jake's face as he rode out the last waves of his orgasm, and Rachel's expression of bliss only heightened his own conflicted feelings.

As Rachel's convulsions slowed, she lay there, panting and spent, with a look of utter satisfaction on her face. Jake slowly withdrew, and John could see the mixture of their juices dripping from her, a stark reminder of the boundary they had just crossed.

Lisa's hand slid up John's chest, her touch bringing him back to the present. "Quite the show, wasn't it?" she whispered, her voice laced with satisfaction as she lifted herself from the pool and walked away.

As the intense scene came to an end, Jake moved away, leaving Rachel lying his seed spilling from between her legs, her chest heaving with each breath. After several long seconds, John finally made his way over to his wife.


CHAPTER ELEVEN


THE SILENCE BETWEEN them was thick with unspoken words. The soft lapping of the pool water seemed almost too loud in the heavy stillness. Finally, John couldn't hold it in any longer.

John ran a hand through his hair. 'Rachel, I...' He trailed off, swallowing hard. 'I don't even know where to begin.

Rachel sat up slowly, wincing slightly. Her eyes met John's, and he saw a whirlwind of emotions there - guilt, defiance, and a hint of satisfaction that made his stomach churn.

"John, I..." she started, then faltered. "God, what have we done?"

John sat down on the edge of the lounge chair, careful not to touch her. "I kept waiting for you to stop it," he admitted. "I thought... I thought you'd put an end to it."

Rachel's eyes flashed. "And what about you? You seemed pretty occupied with Lisa. Don't put this all on me."

The accusation hung in the air between them. John opened his mouth to argue, then closed it again. She was right, after all.

"You're right," he said softly. "I got caught up in it too. I just... seeing you with him... it did something to me. I was jealous and angry, but also... God, Rachel, I've never seen you like that before."

Rachel's expression softened slightly. "I know. It was... intense. I felt things I've never felt before. But John, it doesn't change how I feel about you. If anything, it made me realize how much I love you, how much I need you."

John reached out tentatively, taking her hand. "I love you too. More than anything. But where do we go from here? How do we move past this?"

Rachel squeezed his hand. "I don't know. But I know we need to talk about it. Really talk. No more holding back, no more pretending everything's fine when it's not."

John nodded slowly. "You're right. We came here to reconnect, to find that spark again. Maybe... maybe this was part of that journey. As crazy as it sounds."

Rachel leaned into him, resting her head on his shoulder. "It does sound crazy. But I think you might be right. It woke something up in us, didn't it?"

John wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close. "It did. And as conflicted as I feel right now, I can't deny that seeing you like that... it reminded me of how passionate and alive you are. How much I want to be the one to make you feel that way."

Rachel looked up at him, her eyes shining with unshed tears. "You do make me feel that way, John. Maybe we just forgot how to show it to each other. But I want to remember. I want us to find our way back to each other."

John leaned down, kissing her softly. "We will. Together. No more secrets, no more holding back. If we want something, if we feel something, we talk about it. Deal?"

Rachel nodded, a small smile forming on her lips. "Deal."

As they made their way back to their room, both lost in thought, John couldn't help but wonder what the future held for them. The experience had shaken them to their core, but maybe, just maybe, it had also opened up new possibilities for their relationship.

The next morning, John woke early, his mind still reeling from the previous night's events. He watched Rachel sleep, wondering how this experience would change them. As her eyes fluttered open, he saw a flood of emotions cross her face - confusion, remembrance, and then a soft smile.

"Good morning," she said, her voice still husky with sleep.

John leaned in, kissing her forehead. "Morning, love. How are you feeling?"

Rachel stretched, wincing slightly. "Sore. A little overwhelmed. But also... I don't know. There's a part of me that feels more alive than I have in years."

John nodded, understanding exactly what she meant. "I know what you mean. It's like... it shook everything up, made us see each other in a new light."

Rachel propped herself up on one elbow, looking at him intently. "John, I need you to know something. What happened last night... it was intense, and yes, it felt good. But it doesn't compare to what we have. To what you mean to me."

John felt a weight lift from his chest. "I feel the same way. Watching you with Jake... it was confusing and painful, but it also made me realize how much I love you. How much I want to be the one to make you feel that way."

Rachel smiled, reaching out to caress his face. "You do make me feel that way, John. Maybe we just forgot how to show it to each other. But I want to remember. I want us to find our way back to each other."

John leaned into her touch, his mind racing. "Rachel, I've been thinking... maybe this doesn't have to be a one-time thing. If we both enjoyed it, if it helps us reconnect..."

Rachel's eyes widened in surprise. "You mean... you'd want to do something like that again?"

John nodded slowly. "Maybe. Not right away, and only if we're both completely on board. But I can't deny that it awakened something in me. In us. And I want to explore that, together."

Rachel was quiet for a moment, considering. "I think... I think I'd like that. As long as we're honest with each other every step of the way. No more holding back, no more pretending."

John pulled her close, kissing her deeply. When they finally broke apart, both were breathless. "I love you, Rachel. More than I've ever loved anyone. And I'm excited to see where this new chapter takes us."

Rachel snuggled into his embrace, feeling more connected to him than she had in years. "I love you too, John. Always and forever."

As they lay there, holding each other close, both John and Rachel felt like this was the beginning of something new. In that moment, they both knew that despite the chaos and the confusion, they had found a way to reconnect. The night had been a wild, unexpected adventure, but it had brought them closer together, reminding them of the passion and love that had always been there, just waiting to be reignited.
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