

Depths of Desire (Second Edition)


Skylar's Swinger Stories Book 2

Skylar Reyes


Copyright © 2026 by Skylar Reyes (Second Edition)

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.


Contents


Content Warning
1. The Morning After
2. Boys and Their Games
3. Diving In Face First
4. Defending Skylar
5. A Special Thank You
6. The Sendoff
7. Virtual Anticipation
8. Cross-Country Climax
9. Epilogue
More by Skylar Reyes



Content Warning


This book contains graphic sexual content, BDSM themes, and ethical non-monogamy. Not recommended for readers under 18 or those easily triggered by sexual content. All characters involved in sexual content are over 18. Safewords are in use at all times during BDSM scenes.


Chapter one
The Morning After


Iwoke and opened our bedroom curtains. As consciousness fully returned, memories from the previous night flooded back. Nathan's hands on my body, Michelle's lips on Chris, the four of us intertwined on that couch at Club Paradise. My cheeks flushed hot.

Beside me, Chris still slept, his face relaxed in a way I rarely saw when he was awake. I studied him, wondering if last night had changed anything between us. Had we made a terrible mistake? Or discovered something wonderful?

I slipped out of bed, pulled on my robe, and walked to the kitchen to start the coffee maker. By the time Chris emerged, still sleepy-eyed, I was on our back patio sipping my coffee.

"Morning," he mumbled, dropping into the chair beside me. "What time is it?"

"Almost ten."

"Damn." He took a long sip of coffee. "I can't remember the last time I slept this late."

We sat in comfortable silence, birds chirping in our backyard oak tree, the morning sun warming our skin. I wasn't sure how to start the conversation we needed to have.

Chris beat me to it. "So. Last night happened."

I laughed, the tension breaking. "Yeah. It definitely did."

"How do you feel about it?" His eyes searched mine, genuinely concerned.

"Honestly? Still processing." I wrapped my hands around my mug. "But good, I think. And you?"

"Same." He looked down at his coffee. "It was different than I expected."

"Different how?"

He hesitated. "I thought I'd be jealous. Seeing you with another man. But I wasn't. Although one thing did surprise me."

I leaned forward. "What was it?"

"I think I got more turned on watching you with Nathan than I did being with Michelle." This surprised me.

"So it really turned you on, watching me fuck another man?" I asked.

Chris ran a hand through his hair, frustration crossing his features. "I can't really understand it. Seeing you so passionate, so free. It was like experiencing you in a completely new way. Like seeing a side of you I never knew existed."

I considered this, remembering how I'd felt watching him with Michelle, that strange mixture of jealousy and arousal.

"I felt something similar," I admitted. "When Michelle was going down on you, I should've been upset, but instead I was excited. It was confusing."

"Exactly." Relief flooded his face. "I enjoyed being with Michelle. Don't get me wrong. She's beautiful and sexy. But watching Nathan fucking you, that was something else entirely."

I reached across the table and took his hand. "We're quite the pair, aren't we?"

He laughed, squeezing my fingers. "Apparently."

"What about Nathan and Michelle themselves?" I asked. "How do you feel about them?"

Chris considered this. "I like them. Nathan's a good guy, not competitive at all. I don't feel threatened by him."

"That's good," I said.

"And Michelle seems to really care about you," he added. "The way she checked in with you throughout the night, making sure you were comfortable."

I nodded, feeling a warmth spread through me at the mention of Michelle. "I feel a special connection with her."

"I noticed." His smile was gentle, not accusatory.

"I'm attracted to both of them," I confessed. "Is that weird?"

"No weirder than anything else about this situation." Chris chuckled. "I'm definitely not sexually attracted to Nathan, but he seems like someone I could be good friends with."

"They handled everything with such care," I said. "They knew exactly what we needed as first-timers."

Chris nodded. "But, if we're going to keep exploring this, we need to establish some boundaries."

"That makes sense," I agreed, moving my chair closer to his.

For the next hour, we worked together creating a framework for our future lifestyle explorations. Chris, always detail-oriented, retrieved his laptop and began a document with four categories: Communication Rules, Physical Boundaries, Emotional Boundaries, and Relationship Protection.

Under Communication Rules, we agreed to discuss potential encounters beforehand, though I pushed for an exception.

"What about Michelle?" I asked. " Do I really need to get your permission to play with her?"

Chris considered this. "That's fine. But I still want you to tell me after."

"Of course."

We added debriefing after experiences, veto power for either of us, and no secrets about interactions with others.

Physical boundaries came next. Protection was non-negotiable with new partners. No activities either of us expressed discomfort with.

"What about frequency?" Chris asked. "Should we limit how often we do this?"

"Maybe to start," I suggested. "No more than once a month?"

"That seems reasonable," he agreed, typing it in. "And no overnight stays unless both of us are present."

I nodded, though part of me wondered what it would be like to spend a night with Michelle alone. But that was a conversation for another time.

The emotional boundaries felt most important: no romantic relationships or emotional attachments, limited private communication, and avoiding people from our professional circles.

Finally, relationship protection: our marriage comes first, regular date nights just for us, permission to call a timeout at any time, and periodic revisiting of these rules.

"This feels oddly official," I said as Chris saved the document.

"It should be." His expression turned serious. "We're making decisions that could affect our marriage. I want us to be intentional about it."

I studied his face, noticing a pensive look I couldn't quite read. "What are you thinking about?"

He closed the laptop and stared out at our backyard. "I'm just wondering if we're opening Pandora's box."

The mythology reference wasn't lost on me. A box that, once opened, couldn't be closed again, releasing things that couldn't be put back.

I took his hand, threading our fingers together. "Maybe we are. But we're doing it together."

He turned to me, eyes searching mine. "You know I love you, right? More than anything."

"I know." I leaned forward, pressing my forehead to his. "This doesn't change that. If anything, I feel closer to you now."

"Me too," he whispered. "It's strange. Sharing you made me appreciate what we have even more."

I kissed him then, soft and sweet, a reaffirmation of our connection. When we pulled apart, I saw something new in his eyes, vulnerability mixed with excitement.

"So what now?" he asked.

"Now we see where this takes us." I smiled. "One step at a time."

The sound of my phone buzzing interrupted us. I checked the screen and felt a flutter in my stomach.

"Michelle?" Chris guessed, reading my expression.

I nodded. "She wants to know if we'd like to come over for dinner next weekend."

Chris's slow smile matched my own. "Tell her we'd love to."

As I typed my response, I felt a thrill of anticipation. Whatever came next, whatever doors we'd opened, we were facing it together. And that made all the difference.


Chapter two
Boys and Their Games


The next few weeks passed in a blur of dinner parties, laughter, and deepening friendships. What had begun as a sexually charged relationship quickly evolved into something more substantial. Every week, we'd gather at either our place or theirs.

Tonight was our turn to host. I stirred the paella while Chris chopped vegetables for the salad.

"Did you remember to chill the sangria?" I asked, sampling the saffron-infused rice.

"Two hours ago." Chris bumped my hip as he passed. "And I picked up that Spanish cheese Michelle loves."

I smiled at his thoughtfulness. "Manchego. Nathan will be thrilled. He practically inhaled it last time."

"Speaking of Nathan," Chris said, his knife moving in quick, even cuts, "he wants to watch hockey after dinner tonight."

"Hockey," I said. "I don't know anything about Hockey."

"Me neither, but he's really into it. Turns out he played in college. Says he almost went pro."

"Nathan says a lot of things," I teased. "Like how the Ravens are going to be better than the Falcons this season."

Chris gasped in mock horror. "Blasphemy! I'm reconsidering this friendship."

The doorbell rang, cutting off our banter. Chris wiped his hands on a dish towel and headed for the door while I adjusted the flame under the paella.

A moment later, Michelle swept into the kitchen, a bottle of wine in each hand. "Something smells amazing!"

"Paella," I said, accepting her quick kiss on my cheek. "And don't give Chris any credit. He just chopped vegetables."

"I heard that!" Chris called from the living room.

Michelle laughed, setting the wine on the counter. She wore a simple sundress that showed off her tanned shoulders, her blonde hair pulled into a loose ponytail. Even dressed down, she carried herself with a confidence I envied.

"Need any help?" she asked, reaching for glasses.

"Sure," I said. "After you put the glasses out, you can help finish the salad."

We worked side by side, and I found myself struck again by how comfortable things had gotten between us. The pull was still there, humming under everything we did, but it didn't run the show anymore. Somewhere along the way we'd discovered we both loved the same trashy mystery novels, the same true crime podcasts, the same weird indie films our husbands refused to sit through.

"Did you finish that book I lent you?" Michelle asked, arranging olives on a small plate.

"At three in the morning," I admitted. "I couldn't put it down. That twist at the end!"

"I know!" Her eyes lit up. "When she found out her husband had been—"

"Ladies!" Nathan leaned into the doorway, Chris right behind him. "Are we eating anytime this century?"

"Some things are worth waiting for," Michelle said, tossing him a wink.

Dinner unfolded with the kind of ease you'd expect from old friends. We passed dishes around and topped off glasses. Nathan complained about a difficult client. Chris pitched a new restaurant concept he'd been chewing on. Michelle vented about drama at the yoga studio. I gave everyone an update on my manuscript.

"So her best friend's dad walks in on her in the bath?" Michelle asked, reaching for more paella.

"Yes, and she just stands up all wet," I said. "Tempting him."

"Sounds like something I would do," Michelle said.

"Honey, I think we'd all be shocked if you told us you'd never slept with one of your friend's dads," Nathan said.

She picked up a grape and lobbed it at him, feigning insult.

"Don't worry, Michelle, it's what we love about you," I added, not daring to admit that it was actually based on my own life.

Chris leaned back with his wine glass in hand. "Remember our first dinner together? How nervous we all were?"

"Speak for yourself," Nathan said. "We weren't nervous at all, but you two looked downright terrified."

We all laughed. That night had turned into a shared joke instead of an awkward memory, and here we were, four friends eating together like we'd known each other for years instead of mere weeks.

After dessert, a flourless chocolate cake Michelle had brought, the men wandered off to watch their hockey match, leaving Michelle and me to handle the dishes.

"Your husband's trying to turn my husband into a hockey fan," I said, loading the dishwasher.

Michelle smiled, wrapping up leftovers. "Nathan's dying to have someone to watch games with. His work friends only care about American football."

"Chris has always been a sports chameleon. Whatever's in season, that's his favorite."

"Adaptable." Michelle set the container in the fridge. "That's a good quality in a husband."

"In more ways than one," I said.

Her expression shifted, went a little more serious. "How are you two doing with everything? Really?"

I thought about it, glad she'd asked it straight instead of dancing around it. "Good. Better than good, actually. We talk more now. About everything, not just... well… you know."

"That's how it should be," she said, nodding. "The lifestyle's supposed to add to your relationship, not become it."

I shut the dishwasher and leaned back against the counter. "What about you and Nathan?"

"Seven years in, and it still works for us." Her smile was easy, real. "But we've had rough patches. Times when jealousy showed up out of nowhere."

"I keep waiting for that shoe to drop," I admitted. "So far, Chris seems totally fine with everything we've done..."

"It'll happen," Michelle said, no drama in her voice, just fact. "For one of you, or both. What matters is catching it and talking it through instead of sitting on it."

From the living room came a burst of cheering at something on the TV. Michelle rolled her eyes, fond and exasperated at once.

"Boys and their games," she said, and I laughed.

"By the way," I said, "my writing studio's almost done. They're delivering the furniture in a few days. Want to come over and see it, when it's finished?"

Her eyes lit up. "Absolutely. I'm dying to see how it turns out."

* * *

Twenty minutes later, Chris wandered into the kitchen, heading straight for the fridge. I was wiping down the counters while Michelle packaged up leftovers.

"Is it halftime already?" I asked, tossing the rag over my shoulder.

Chris looked at me like I'd asked if the moon was made of cheese. "Hockey doesn't have a halftime, babe. It's got three periods, with two intermissions. Fifteen minutes each." He said it with the confidence of someone who'd been following the sport for years rather than minutes.

"Look at you, the hockey expert after twenty whole minutes of being a fan."

He shot me the middle finger over his shoulder as he grabbed two beers from the fridge.

I grabbed my chest, staggering back. "I'm wounded. Truly wounded."

Michelle wasn't watching any of this. Her eyes had gone distant, calculating. Then they sharpened. "If they've got fifteen minutes free, what do you say we go get them hot and bothered?"

The mischievous edge in her voice sent a flutter through my stomach. I tossed the rag on the counter. "Let's do it."

We walked toward the living room, and as we stepped through the doorway, Michelle leaned close to my ear. "We should entertain each other's husbands."

My pulse quickened. The idea of experiencing Nathan again had already been circling my mind since that night at Club Paradise. "Yes. Let's do it."

Chris sat in his favorite recliner, while Nathan stretched out on the sectional, their eyes glued to the screen where commentators described plays from the first quarter of action.

"Mind if we interrupt?" Michelle asked.

Chris glanced up, his face opening into a grin. "No, of course not." But the grin faltered, replaced by wide-eyed surprise when Michelle crossed the room and settled herself onto his lap, her hand pressing flat against his chest. His beer bottle tilted dangerously before he set it down with a clumsy clunk.

I moved toward Nathan, who watched me approach with those green eyes, a slow smile spreading across his face, knowing this was probably his wife's idea. I sat beside him on the couch, close enough that my bare knee touched his jeans. The warmth of his thigh against mine sent a current through my skin. He wasted no time, his large hand cupping the back of my neck, pulling me in to kiss me. I turned my head slightly, not comfortable kissing another man on the lips. His kiss landed just below my ear.

His hand slid down my body to my waist, fingers gripping the fabric of my shirt, pulling me closer until I was half in his lap.

Across the room, I caught a glimpse of Michelle straddling Chris, her blonde waves falling around them as she kissed his chest. Chris's hands gripped her hips, and I felt a strange, hot surge at the sight. Not jealousy. The opposite. Watching him with her made me want Nathan more.

I slid off the couch, settling on my knees between Nathan's legs. He watched me, his chest rising and falling faster now. I unbuckled his belt, my fingers working the button and zipper. He lifted his hips so I could pull his jeans down. His cock was already hard, straining against his briefs. I freed him, wrapping my hand around his shaft, feeling the rigid heat of him against my palm. He was thick, thicker than Chris, and the weight of him in my hand made my pussy clench in anticipation.

I leaned forward and took him into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the head before sliding down his length. Nathan's hand found my hair, gripping it, not gently. He pushed me down further, and I gagged slightly. At the club, he'd been careful, considerate. Now, there was a raw edge to his desire that made my skin prickle. He held my head and fucked my mouth with short, controlled thrusts that I could feel in the back of my throat.

"Fuck, Skylar," he groaned, his fingers tightening in my hair.

I pulled back, gasping, a string of saliva connecting my lip to the tip of his cock. From across the room, I heard Michelle's breathy laugh, then a low moan. Chris had his hand between her legs, and from the look on her face, he was doing exactly what she liked.

Nathan tugged me up by my arms and pulled me onto the couch, laying me back. He stripped off my jeans and panties in a few quick tugs, then buried his face between my thighs. His tongue was relentless, lapping at my clit with broad strokes before narrowing to a point, circling my sensitive bud. I bucked against his mouth, my hands gripping his head with the same force he had gripped mine.

I turned my head and watched Chris kneel between Michelle's spread legs, his face pressed into her. I loved the sight of my husband pleasuring my new best friend. Nathan's mouth was doing incredible things to me, but watching Chris made it all more intense… and forbidden.

Nathan slid two fingers inside me, curling them upward as his tongue worked my clit. I gasped, my hips lifting off the couch. His fingers pumped hard, his mouth sucking at me with an urgency that bordered on desperate. I loved it. The slight roughness reminded me of my best friend's dad, with whom I had a relationship during my college years.

"I've been wanting to fuck you again, so bad," Nathan said.

I felt an unfamiliar boldness rise from deep within. "Then fucking do it," I said.

He looked at me like he wasn't expecting me to be so eager. He pulled away and positioned himself over me. I felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against my entrance, then he pushed inside with one long stroke. I cried out, the fullness of him stretching me. He started moving, hard and fast, gripping my shoulders hard enough that I'd feel the bruises tomorrow.

My eyes found Chris again. He was inside Michelle now, fucking her in his Lay-Z-Boy recliner, and she was being loud about it, her moans filling the room. The sight of his ass flexing with each thrust, Michelle's legs wrapped around him, made my pussy clench around Nathan.

"Harder," I whispered, and Nathan obliged, slamming into me with a force that shoved me against the arm of the couch.

After a few minutes of this, I heard Michelle call out, "I want to play with Skylar for a minute? If you boys don't mind."

Neither man answered with words. Nathan pulled out of me and Chris withdrew from Michelle, both stepping back with expressions that said they were perfectly happy to be entertained by us.

Michelle crawled towards me, her naked body covered by a sheen of sweat. She kissed me, and I tasted Chris on her lips. She guided me to the floor, positioning me over her in a sixty-nine position with her back against the carpet and my knees on either side of her head. I lowered my face to her sex, pink and swollen, and ran my tongue through her slick folds.

Her mouth found my clit, and I moaned against her. We moved together, tongues and lips working, our bodies pressed together on the living room floor. From above, I heard our husband's jerking themselves off, apparently enjoying the show.

After a few minutes, Michelle tapped my hip and we shifted, both of us on our hands and knees, side by side, facing opposite directions. Our living room carpet soft under my palms.

Michelle invited them to join us. "You can fuck us if you want."

Chris moved behind Michelle, his cock still wet from fucking her earlier. And Nathan knelt behind me. I felt Nathan's hands on my hips, then the head of his cock pushing into me again. He filled me in one stroke, and I relished the invasion.

From my position, I had a clear view of Chris as he drove into Michelle, his hips slapping against her ass, his face tight with concentration. The sight was beyond hot. His muscles flexed with each thrust, as she pressed her ass hard against him.

Chris pulled out of Michelle's cunt and shifted toward me, his cock slick with her arousal. He offered it to me, and I took him into my mouth, tasting Michelle on him, the scent of their mixed sex filling my senses. I sucked him while Nathan fucked me from behind, the dual sensation stimulating beyond comprehension.

Then Nathan pulled out of me, and I heard the wet, sloppy sounds of Michelle taking him into her mouth.

The television droned in the background. The game had started again, but neither of our husbands seemed interested. Apparently, they were perfectly satisfied with our sideline activities.

I reached beneath Michelle, my fingers finding her clit, slick and swollen.

"Oh god, that feels good," Michelle moaned, and then her hand found mine. We worked together, touching each other, being touched, the sensations building in a feedback loop.

Within a minute, my body seized. An orgasm crashed through me, my walls clenching around Nathan's cock, as the aftershocks rippled through my core. Michelle cried out beside me, her body shuddering, her thighs trembling.

That pushed both men over the edge. Nathan gripped my hips, steadying me as he drove deep, his cock pulsing inside me as he came. I felt the warmth of his release filling me, his fingers digging into my flesh with enough force to leave marks. Chris groaned, his own release triggered by watching us, and I heard Michelle's satisfied hum as my husband finished inside her.

We collapsed onto the carpet, a tangle of limbs and heavy breathing, the musky scent of sex surrounding us. Sweat cooled on my skin. Nathan gently kissed my back.

Then Michelle rolled toward me, her eyes glazed with satisfaction. She kissed her way down my body, spreading my thighs, and I felt her tongue lap at my entrance, licking Nathan's cum from my swollen folds. I shivered from the soft strokes of her tongue.

We switched. I positioned myself between her legs, licking her clean while both men watched. The erotic intimacy of it undeniable.

"Fuck, you two are amazing," Chris said, his voice hoarse. "We must be the luckiest two men on the planet."

Nathan, sprawled on the floor beside him and nodded. "I agree completely."

None of us bothered getting dressed. We rearranged ourselves on the couch, a pile of naked bodies, and watched the rest of the game.


Chapter three
Diving In Face First


Michelle followed me across our backyard toward the converted guest house. The late summer sun bathed everything in a golden light, highlighting the fresh paint and new landscaping around the structure.

"The furniture was delivered this morning," I explained, opening the door.

I stepped aside to let Michelle enter first. Her gasp of appreciation was exactly the reaction I'd hoped for.

"Skylar, this is incredible!"

The transformation from dated in-law suite to modern writing studio was dramatic. Large windows flooded the space with natural light, illuminating built-in bookshelves that framed a cozy reading nook complete with a window seat. The main area featured a spacious custom desk, positioned to capture the garden view, with an ergonomic chair and state-of-the-art overhead lighting fixtures.

"Chris went all out," I said, watching Michelle explore the space. "Custom lighting, sound insulation, even a mini fridge."

She ran her hand along the edge of the desk, fingers tracing the smooth wood. "This is perfect," she said.

"It really is." I couldn't keep the excitement out of my voice. "I still can't believe it's mine."

The studio represented more than just a workspace. It was Chris's endorsement of my career, his tangible support for my dreams. Initially, he wanted to convert it into a home gym. But once he accepted my idea for the space, he'd embraced the project, consulting me on every detail while adding thoughtful touches I hadn't even considered.

Michelle opened one of the cabinet doors, revealing a hidden coffee station. "He thought of everything."

A noise came from the back. "A workman is finishing up the bathroom," I said, gesturing toward a door in the corner.

"So you never have to leave," Michelle finished, smiling.

I walked to the reading nook, running my hand over the cushions. "I can see myself writing here for hours. Getting lost in my own worlds without interruption."

"What's your next book about?" Michelle settled onto the window seat, tucking her legs beneath her.

"A woman discovering her power," I said, the words coming easily. "She's always defined herself through others' expectations, but then she meets someone who sees her differently."

"Someone like Chris?"

I shook my head. "Someone like you."

The words hung between us, honest and unplanned. Michelle's expression softened, a flush spreading across her cheeks.

"Me?"

"You helped me reawaken parts of myself I had closed off," I explained. "And you helped push me to be more open with Chris about my needs."

She reached for my hand, pulling me down beside her on the cushioned seat. "That's what friends do. They reflect back the best versions of ourselves."

"Is that what we are? Friends?" The question wasn't challenging, just curious.

"Friends. Lovers. Labels don't really matter, do they?" Her hand caressed my face, her thumb tracing across my lips. "What matters is how we feel when we're together."

The sound of hammering from the bathroom interrupted the moment. Michelle laughed, releasing my hand.

"Your workman has impeccable timing."

"He'll be done soon," I said, standing. "Want something to drink while we wait? The mini fridge is stocked."

As I crossed to the kitchenette area, the hammering stopped. Moments later, the bathroom door opened, and Marco emerged carrying a toolbox.

"All finished, Mrs. Reyes. Just needs to dry overnight before you use the shower."

"Thank you, Marco," I replied.

He nodded politely to Michelle as he left, the door closing behind him with a solid click, announcing our sudden privacy. The studio felt different all of a sudden. Like it was finally mine.

"Alone at last," Michelle said, joining me at the kitchenette. "So what shall we christen your new space with? Coffee? Wine? Or something more memorable?"

Her suggestive tone sent a flutter through my stomach. We hadn't been alone together since that first day at her yoga studio. Our subsequent encounters had always included our husbands. All wonderful in their own way, but different.

"What did you have in mind?" I asked, my voice steadier than I felt.

Michelle stepped closer, her fingers brushing a strand of hair from my face. "I was thinking we could create some inspiration for your next book. Something about a woman discovering her power... after having her pussy eaten by her best friend."

I felt a hunger grow between my legs.

Her lips found mine. I answered by deepening the kiss, my hands settling on her waist, drawing her closer. This was different from our experiences with our husbands. This was just us, exploring the connection that had been building between us for weeks.

"Let's celebrate with a swim," I suggested, gently pulling back from Michelle's embrace. The afternoon heat had left a light sheen of perspiration on both of us, and the idea of cool water suddenly seemed irresistible.

Michelle's eyebrows rose. "A swim?"

"Yeah, the water will feel so good." I gestured toward the windows where our backyard pool waited. "I can lend you a swimsuit," I offered, already mentally sorting through my drawer of bikinis for one that might fit her.

Michelle laughed, her eyes sparkling with mischief. Without warning, she walked outside, pulling her yoga top over her head, revealing her bare breasts.

I froze, caught between desire and caution. Our eight-foot privacy fence would prevent our neighbors from seeing us from their yards, but some could potentially see into our backyard from their second-floor windows. Michelle continued undressing with her trademark lack of inhibition, stepping out of her yoga pants until she stood completely naked under the golden afternoon sun.

Her body was a testament to her dedication to proper nutrition and fitness. She turned to face me with her hands on her hips; the slightly defined lines of her abs left me speechless.

"You coming?" she asked.

I hesitated, scanning the houses beyond the fence.

"Nobody can see us," Michelle assured me, reading my thoughts. "Besides," she added, with a playful wink, "a little risk makes everything more exciting, doesn't it?"

The rational part of my brain calculated the odds of being seen. The neighbors on both sides worked during the day. The woods behind our property created a natural barrier. The backyard was not visible from the street at all.

The more daring part of my brain, the part that wrote steamy romance novels and had recently discovered a taste for the extreme, was moving towards Michelle.

"You're a bad influence," I said, smiling as I peeled off my top.

"I prefer to think of myself as an inspiration," Michelle countered, watching appreciatively as I undressed.

Standing naked just outside my new writing studio felt strangely empowering. This was my yard, and I would do anything I liked in it.

Michelle didn't hesitate, diving gracefully into the deep end with barely a splash.

"The water's perfect!" she called out, surfacing and pushing wet hair from her face. "Come on, Sky!"

Taking a deep breath, I jumped in, feeling the shock of the cool water envelop me. I surfaced with a gasp, blinking water from my eyes to find Michelle grinning at me from a few feet away.

"See, it feels good to be naughty, doesn't it?" she said, floating onto her back, buoyed by her breasts. "Nothing feels as good as skinny dipping."

She was right. The water revitalized every inch of my skin. I mirrored her position, floating on my back, letting my breasts peak out from the water, gazing up at the endless blue sky. The sun warmed my face while the water cooled my body—a perfect contradiction of sensations.

My nipples hardened, and I yearned for her to touch them.

"I haven't done this since college," I admitted, letting my fingers trail through the water. "Some friends and I snuck into the campus pool after hours."

"Rebel," Michelle teased, splashing water in my direction.

I splashed back, and within seconds, we were engaged in a full-on water fight, shrieking and laughing like teenagers. Michelle dove under the surface, grabbing my ankle, pulling me under. I twisted away, surfacing to splash her in the face as she came up.

"Not fair!" she sputtered, lunging for me.

I darted away, but she was faster, catching me around the waist and dunking us both. We came up gasping and laughing, her arms still around me, our bodies pressed together. For a moment, we stayed like that, breathing hard, water droplets clinging to our eyelashes.

Then Michelle released me. "Race you to the other end!"

I couldn't remember the last time I'd played so freely. The nakedness that had initially felt daring now seemed natural, just two bodies enjoying the water.

Eventually, we tired ourselves out, floating lazily in the shallow end where our feet could touch the bottom. Michelle hoisted herself to sit on the pool steps, water lapping at her waist, her wet hair covering her breasts.

"This was a brilliant idea," she said, tilting her face toward the sun. "But I still want to christen your writing studio."

I waded over to join her on the steps, our shoulders touching. "I want to, but I think Chris should get first dibs on that," I said.

Michelle turned to me, drops of water covering her skin. "I like this, Skylar," she said softly. "The one who swims naked and says what she wants."

"I'm still getting used to her," I admitted.

"What does Chris think of this new you?"

I considered the question. "He's adjusting. Sometimes I catch him looking at me like he's trying to reconcile the woman he married with the woman I'm becoming."

"Is that a problem?"

I shook my head. "No. If anything, it's made things more passionate between us." I paused, thinking about our conversation after our visit to Club Paradise. "He said he loved watching me with Nathan."

Michelle turned toward me, her expression knowing rather than surprised. "That's called cuckolding, when a man gets pleasure from watching his partner with someone else."

"Cuckolding?" I repeated, trying the word out on my tongue. It sounded medieval, like the heated look in Chris's eyes when he'd described watching me with Nathan.

"It's actually quite common," she continued, trailing her fingers through the water. "Some men find it incredibly arousing. It's this complex psychological response. Part jealousy, part pride, part voyeurism."

I considered this, remembering Chris's flushed face as he'd described his feelings. "He said it was like experiencing me in a completely new way. That seeing me being pleased by someone else caused him to see a different side of me."

Michelle nodded. "That's exactly it. It's not just about watching your partner have sex. It's about seeing them express desire and pleasure in ways you might never have discovered otherwise."

"But isn't it strange? Shouldn't he be jealous?"

"Jealousy and arousal aren't mutually exclusive," Michelle said, shifting to face me fully on the pool step. Water droplets clung to her eyelashes as she spoke. "Some men actually find the jealousy itself arousing. It's like a controlled burn of emotion. And there's something powerful about choosing to share what most people guard possessively. You're the powerful male sharing what's your's with the less fortunate."

"Hmm. Not sure I like that side of it," I said.

Michelle laughed. "It's all very complicated. I say, if it feels good then do it. As long as no one is getting hurt."

I thought about how Chris had looked at me afterward, with a mixture of desire and wonder. I hadn't sensed an evidence of diminished respect, so I decided not to create a problem where there was none.

"Maybe we should explore that more," Michelle suggested, a mischievous smile playing across her lips. "Nathan and I could come over and focus on just you. Forcing Chris to just watch."

My pulse quickened at the suggestion, with the memory of Nathan's cock slamming into me, stretching my pussy. His strong hands on my hips, pulling me onto him. My sex began to heat, despite the cool water.

I bit my lip, imagining the scenario. "Chris has always been supportive of my pleasure, but this is new territory. I'm not sure how to navigate it."

"That's the beauty of exploration," Michelle said, placing her hand on my thigh under the water. "You discover the map as you go."

Her touch sent shivers across my skin that had nothing to do with the temperature of the water. I leaned back slightly, letting the sun warm my face as I considered her suggestion.

"I think he'd be into it," I said, surprising myself with my certainty. "He's been so open to everything so far."

Michelle squeezed my thigh gently. "Trust me, if he enjoyed watching you with Nathan, he'll love watching you with both of us."

"Does it ever scare you?" I asked. "How quickly things can change? How quickly we can change?"

She considered this, her expression thoughtful. "Change doesn't have to be scary. Growth never happens when one is too comfortable."

"That sounds like something from one of the aspirational posters in the yoga studio," I teased.

"Doesn't make it less true," she countered with a smile. "Look at you. Skinny dipping in the middle of the day planning to fuck your friend's husband in front of your own husband. A few weeks ago, would you have imagined any of this?"

I laughed, shaking my head. "God, no. I was still trying to figure out how to be a good wife."

"And now?"

"Now I'm trying to figure out how to be me. The most authentic version." I looked at her, suddenly serious. "Thank you for being part of that journey."

Michelle leaned over, pressing a soft kiss to my wet shoulder. "My pleasure. Literally." Her kisses traced a path up my neck. Her touch ignited that special place deep within me. I turned to meet her mouth with mine. What started as an innocent kiss deepened, her tongue sliding against mine as her hand moved from my thigh to between my legs.

"I've been thinking about this since our first time together," she murmured against my lips, her fingers exploring the sensitive skin of my inner thighs. "I've been dying to get you alone again."

Her warm touch through the cool water sent shivers across my skin. I leaned into her as two of her fingers slipped inside me, my breasts pressing against hers. The water around us rippled with our movements as my hand reached for her, finding her slick clit beneath the water's surface.

"Good god, Skylar," she breathed, her hips rocking against my hand. "You're touch drives me wild."

I circled her clit with my thumb while sliding two fingers inside her. We floated towards the deep end of the pool, our weightless bodies drifting through the water making everything feel dreamlike.

Michelle's free hand cupped my breast, thumbing my nipple as it hardened beneath her touch. I kissed her neck, seeking more contact as our fingers curled inside one another's moist pussies.

"I want to taste you," I managed to say, though my body screamed in protest when she withdrew her fingers.

Her eyes narrowed at my words. She swam to the edge and hoisted herself out of the pool, water streaming down her ass cheeks. She turned, offering me her hand. We moved across the sun-warmed concrete to the diving board, leaving wet footprints in our wake.

"Lie down," she instructed.

I stretched out on the fiberglass diving board. Michelle climbed on top of me, then turned and positioned herself so her pussy hovered above my face while her mouth descended, her fingers spreading my lower lips wide. The scent of her arousal mingled with chlorine as I pulled her hips down to meet my eager mouth.

My taste buds exploded as my mouth surrounded her delicate shaved flesh. I pressed my tongue into her, exploring every fold, learning what made her thighs tremble around my head. Above me, I felt her tongue circling my clit with maddening accuracy.

We found a rhythm, each of us driving the other higher. I slid my hands up her thighs to grip her ass, pulling her more firmly against my mouth as I sucked her clit between my lips. Her moan vibrated against my pussy, the dual sensation of giving and receiving pleasure made my body shudder.

I could feel the tension building in my core, my hips rising to meet her mouth as she worked me with her tongue, her breasts resting on my stomach.

Michelle's thighs began to quiver around my head, her movements becoming more urgent as she approached her peak. I doubled my efforts, wanting to feel her come apart against my tongue.

"I'm close," she gasped, lifting her mouth from me briefly before returning with renewed focus.

The momentary pause in her attention only heightened my arousal. I was teetering on the edge, every nerve ending alive with sensation as Michelle's expert tongue brought me closer and closer to release. Her hips rocked against my face as I sucked her clit harder, feeling her body tense above me.

We were both seconds away from climax when a voice shattered our world.

"Skylar? Are you home, dear?"

The words hit me like a bucket of ice water. I jerked upright, colliding with Michelle's body. We tumbled sideways off the diving board, plunging into the pool with an ungraceful splash. Water filled my nose and mouth as I sank beneath the surface, disorientation mixing with panic.

I broke the surface gasping, pushing wet hair from my eyes to see Michelle treading water beside me, her expression mirroring my horror.

"It's Chris's mom!" I whispered frantically, recognizing the voice calling from inside the house. "Oh my god, oh my god."

Michelle's eyes widened. "What is she doing here?"

"She must still have a fucking key. She sometimes drops by unannounced." I glanced toward the patio doors, which remained closed for the moment. "We need to get out before she—"

"Quick, over here," I hissed, swimming rapidly toward the shallow end where our clothes lay scattered on the concrete.

We reached the edge just as the patio door slid open. I pressed myself against the wall of the pool, water up to my neck, heart hammering against my ribs. Michelle positioned herself beside me, both of us attempting to hide our nakedness beneath the water's surface.

Chris's mother emerged onto the patio, her petite frame rigid with disapproval as she surveyed the backyard. Her gray hair was perfectly coiffed, her purse clutched tightly against her chest like a weapon. Her gaze landed on us, eyes narrowing behind her glasses.

"There you are," she said, her tone suggesting she'd found me engaged in something frivolous. "I've been calling your name."

"Mrs. Reyes," I managed, trying to keep my voice calm. "What a surprise."

Her gaze flicked to Michelle, then back to me. "I didn't realize you had company."

"This is Michelle, our neighbor," I said, gesturing with a wet hand that I quickly returned beneath the water, hoping she wouldn't come close enough to see we didn't have on swimsuits. "Michelle, this is Chris's mother, Eleanor Reyes."

Michelle, somehow maintaining her composure, smiled brightly. "It's lovely to meet you, Mrs. Reyes. I've heard so much about you."

Eleanor's lips pressed into a thin line. "I wish I could say the same." She turned her attention back to me. "I was in the neighborhood and thought I'd stop by. I brought some of my Ropa Vieja. Made the way Chris likes it. I know you don't have much time to cook, given how busy you are… with your writing… and all." The contempt in her voice was clear.

I nodded, desperately trying to figure out how to exit the pool without exposing ourselves. "That's very thoughtful. We were just... um… cooling off. It's so hot today."

Eleanor's gaze swept across the pool deck. From her angle, I could not tell if our discarded clothing was visible or not.

"I see you've made yourself quite at home," she said, the disapproval in her voice unmistakable. "I don't care for the way you've rearranged the living room furniture. And that kitchen needs a good scrubbing."

To my surprise, Michelle spoke up. "You must have kept this place spotless when you looked after it for Chris. It's such a beautiful home."

Eleanor's posture softened slightly at the praise. "I did my best. A clean home is a happy home."

While appearing to take Eleanor's side, under the water, Michelle's hand drifted over my ass and then down between my legs, her fingers finding my still-sensitive clit beneath the water.

I stifled a gasp, shooting her a warning glance that she ignored, her expression perfectly innocent as she continued engaging Eleanor in conversation.

"Skylar mentioned you were quite the cook," Michelle said, her fingers making slow circles that sent shockwaves through my body. "I look forward to trying your Ropa Vieja."

Eleanor preened slightly at the compliment. "Well, I've had years of practice making it. It's based on my grandmother's recipe."

I gripped the pool edge tighter as Michelle's fingers slipped inside me, my knuckles turning white with the effort of maintaining a normal expression. The danger of being caught only heightened my arousal, making it nearly impossible to focus on Eleanor's words.

"Maybe you should put it in the refrigerator," Michelle suggested. "We'll just dry off and be right in."

Eleanor glanced at her watch. "I suppose I have a few minutes. I'll wait for you in the kitchen."

She turned and walked back toward the house, her posture stiff. The moment the patio door closed behind her, I grabbed Michelle's wrist, halting her actions.

"Are you insane?" I hissed.

Michelle's eyes danced with mischief. "Sorry, couldn't resist. The look on your face was priceless."

"My mother-in-law is waiting inside," I whispered frantically. "What are we going to do?"

Michelle glanced around, spotting a stack of pool towels on a nearby chair. "She can't see us from the kitchen. I'll grab those. You stay put."

Before I could protest, she hoisted herself out of the pool and ran across the concrete. I watched as she casually gathered our clothes and the towels.

"Here," she said, returning to the pool edge and dropping a towel within my reach.

I grabbed the towel and climbed out, quickly wrapping it around my body. "This is a nightmare," I muttered, gathering my scattered clothes.

Michelle laughed. "Relax, she didn't see anything."

"Small mercies," I replied, as we ran to my writer's studio. We slipped inside, clutching our clothes to our chests. I dried off and quickly pulled on my clothes with trembling hands. My reflection in the mirror showed flushed cheeks and tangled wet hair. I ran my fingers through my hair, attempting to bring some order to the chaos, and pinched my cheeks to distribute the flush more naturally.

"You look fine," she whispered. "Just act normal."

"Normal. Right." I smoothed my shirt and took a deep breath. "Let's get this over with."


Chapter four
Defending Skylar


We entered the kitchen to find Eleanor meticulously wiping down my countertops with a paper towel.

My mind flashed to what would have happened if Eleanor had walked out earlier without calling out for me. The image of us on the diving board, Michelle's head between my thighs, my mouth on her. I shuddered to imagine it. How could I have possibly explained? 'Oh, hello, Eleanor, just conducting some hands-on research for my next novel?' Chris would have been mortified. Not exactly the impression I wanted to make on my mother-in-law, who already hated me.

She looked up, her critical gaze sweeping over our damp hair and clothes.

"Is this what you do all day? Write and swim?" she asked dryly.

"No, we were just…," I tried to answer, but she cut me off before I could finish.

"I put the Ropa Vieja in the refrigerator," she said. "I had to rearrange some items to make room for it, since your fridge is such a mess. Hope you don't mind."

"Thank you," I said, trying to keep the edge from my voice. "That was very thoughtful."

Michelle stepped forward, extending her hand. "We weren't properly introduced earlier. I'm Michelle Larsen, from just down the road. My husband Nathan and I moved to the neighborhood a month or so ago."

Eleanor reluctantly took her hand. "Eleanor Reyes."

"I can still smell your Ropa Vieja in the air. It smells amazing," Michelle said, tucking a damp strand of hair behind her ear. "Would you mind sharing what's in it? I'm always looking for new recipes to try."

I blinked at her, caught off guard by how effortlessly she charmed people.

Eleanor's shoulders relaxed, the tight line of her mouth easing. "I'll write down the ingredients and give them to Chris."

"Do you use fresh herbs?" Michelle asked, leaning against the counter like she had all the time in the world.

Eleanor nodded, already reaching for a notepad from the junk drawer she knew better than I did. "Cilantro, oregano, some cumin. I grow most of it myself. Store-bought never has the same punch."

"That makes such a difference," Michelle said, and she sounded like she meant it. "I've tried growing my own oregano and it always goes leggy on me."

"You have to pinch it back," Eleanor said, warming further, gesturing with the pen. "Every couple weeks, or it gets woody and bitter."

I stood there dripping onto the tile, watching Michelle coax something out of my mother-in-law that I had never managed, a civil conversation. Eleanor's cheeks had a flush of pleasure as she described her searing technique, how she liked to brown the beef in batches. Michelle nodded along, asking exactly the right questions.

I stood awkwardly by the sink, feeling strangely excluded in my own kitchen. There was something about the way Michelle connected with Eleanor that I'd never managed to achieve. Maybe it was the natural tension between mothers-in-law and daughters-in-law, that primal competition for a man's affection. Or maybe Eleanor simply didn't think I was good enough for her son. Actually, I knew she thought that.

I hoped that with time, Eleanor and I might find some common ground. For Chris's sake, if nothing else. I loved him too much to maintain this cold war with his mother forever.

The front door opened, and Chris's voice called out, "Skylar? I'm home."

Relief flooded through me. "We're in the kitchen," I called back.

Chris appeared in the doorway, briefcase in hand, and froze. "Mom, I saw your car in the driveway. I didn't know you were coming over."

"I didn't either. She let herself in with her key," I said. I'm pretty sure everyone caught the displeasure behind my statement.

Eleanor brushed invisible crumbs from the counter. "It was a spur-of-the-moment decision. I was in the area."

"She brought your favorite dish," I said, trying to sound appreciative.

Chris set down his briefcase and kissed his mother's cheek. "That's nice of you." He nodded to Michelle. "Hey, Michelle. How are you?"

"Skylar was just showing me her new writing studio," Michelle explained smoothly. "It's coming along beautifully."

Eleanor sniffed. "I still don't understand why you needed to convert that room. It was perfectly fine as a guest suite." I think she had always hoped to be invited to move into it.

"Skylar needs a dedicated space for her work," Chris replied, his tone patient but firm.

"And what about when I visit?" Eleanor asked. "Where am I supposed to stay?"

"We have a guest room," Chris said.

Eleanor's lips thinned. "I see."

She moved to the living room, Chris following behind. Michelle and I exchanged glances before trailing after them.

"That cabinet," Eleanor said, pointing to a spot by the window where a heavy oak cabinet had once stood. "That was your grandfather's. I can't believe she moved it."

I bristled at being referred to as "she" while standing right there.

"It's in the dining room now," I said. "It works better with our table."

Chris stepped between us, placing a hand on my lower back. "Skylar has every right to make this her home, Mom. We made these decisions together."

Eleanor's expression suggested she didn't believe him for a second.

"The house looks lovely," Michelle interjected. "Skylar has a real eye for design."

Eleanor ignored her new friend's comment. "Well, I should be going. I have bridge club in thirty minutes."

Chris nodded, clearly relieved. "Let me take you to lunch before my trip. We can catch up properly then."

Eleanor's expression brightened slightly. "That would be lovely."

"Then it's a date," Chris agreed, walking her to the door.

I hung back with Michelle, not trusting myself to maintain a pleasant expression.

"She seems... protective," Michelle whispered.

I snorted. "That's one word for it."

At the door, Eleanor gathered her purse. "It was nice meeting you, Michelle," she said, pointedly not addressing me. She kissed Chris's cheek. "I'll see you Tuesday, dear."

As she walked to her car, she shot one last disapproving look in my direction before sliding into the driver's seat.

Chris closed the door and leaned against it, exhaling heavily. "Well, that was unexpected."

"You can say that again," I muttered.

He looked between Michelle and me, noting our damp hair. "Did I miss something?"

Michelle and I exchanged glances, and burst into laughter.


Chapter five
A Special Thank You


The three of us made our way to the kitchen, where I headed straight for the wine rack.

"That was mortifying," I groaned, pulling out a bottle of cabernet and grabbing three glasses from the cabinet. My hands trembled slightly as I poured generous amounts into each. The rich red liquid splashed against the sides. I filled mine way past the curve of the glass.

Michelle accepted hers with a gracious nod. "To Chris," she said, raising it in a toast, "for defending his wife's honor."

I smiled at my husband, feeling a surge of gratitude. Standing up to Eleanor wasn't easy for him, and I appreciated his support more than he knew. "You deserve a reward for that," I said, my voice dropping to a suggestive tone.

Michelle's eyes glanced at me as she set her glass down on the counter. "May I?" she asked, holding my gaze.

I paused, curious about what she had in mind. The afternoon had already taken so many unexpected turns. What was one more? I nodded, watching as Michelle's lips curved into a smile.

"Enjoy your wine," she instructed Chris. "You've earned it."

Chris looked at me questioningly, as I nodded, settling back against the counter to watch whatever was about to unfold. I turned to prepare another round of drinks, pulling out some cheese and crackers to accompany the wine. Behind me, I heard the distinct sound of a zipper.

I turned around to find Michelle kneeling before Chris, her hands working at his belt. His eyes were wide with surprise, darting between Michelle and me.

"I didn't realize you were going to do the thanking for me," I said with a smile, leaning against the kitchen island. The sight of Michelle on her knees before my husband sent a jolt of heat through my body. I'd never considered myself the voyeuristic type, but watching them together stirred something within me.

I refilled Chris's glass, which he held with shaking hands. "Skylar, are you sure—"

"Drink," I instructed softly. "Enjoy."

He was hard before she got his pants down around his ankles. Michelle looked up at me as she took Chris in her mouth, maintaining eye contact while she worked him. His knuckles whitened around the wine glass, and I worried it might shatter.

Michelle paused momentarily. "Tell him what we were doing when your mother-in-law arrived."

Chris's eyes widened further. "Oh no, what were you doing?"

I moved closer, running my fingers through his hair. "We were in the pool," I began, my voice low and seductive. "We were skinny dipping in the pool. At first, we were just playing around, splashing and laughing."

Chris's breath hitched as Michelle took him all the way into her mouth. His cock had to be down her throat.

"But then things got... passionate," I continued. "Michelle suggested we try something on the diving board. Do you want to hear about that?"

Chris nodded, unable to speak as Michelle's head bobbed rhythmically on his shaft.

"I laid back on the diving board as she positioned herself over me." I whispered in his ear. "I was licking her pussy, while she licked mine. We were so caught up in each other that we didn't hear Eleanor until she called out. We literally fell off the diving board into the pool."

A groan escaped Chris's lips, and I could tell he was close. The combination of Michelle's mouth and my story was pushing him toward the edge.

"Imagine if she'd walked around to the back yard instead of calling from inside. What would she have thought, seeing me licking another woman's pussy on the diving board?"

That did it. Chris's body tensed, his free hand gripping the counter for support as he climaxed with a strangled groan. Michelle didn't pull away as he came in her mouth. She kept working him even after he came in her mouth, until finally he had to push her off of him.

"Fuck, I can't take any more. That was amazing, Michelle."

Chris sagged against the counter, his chest heaving, while Michelle rose gracefully to her feet, her mouth still full of his cum. She turned to me, a question in her eyes. I nodded, understanding her intent.

Placing her hands on my hips, she leaned in and kissed me deeply, sharing Chris's salty release right in front of him.

Chris watched us, his eyes dark with spent desire. No one spoke for several seconds, each of us processing what had just happened.

Michelle glanced at her watch. "I should probably go," she said. "Nathan will be wondering where I am."

I nodded, still tasting Chris on my tongue. "Of course, do you want some of Eleanor's Ropa Vieja to go?"

"No, I hate that dish," she said, giving me a wink.

Fuck she's crafty, I thought to myself.

We walked her to the door, an awkward threesome trying to figure out the appropriate goodbye after what we'd just shared. Michelle solved the dilemma by kissing us both, Chris on the cheek, me on the lips.

* * *

After she left, Chris and I stood in the entryway, staring at the closed door. The silence stretched between us, full of unspoken questions and realizations.

"Did that really just happen?" Chris finally asked, running a hand through his hair.

I couldn't help but laugh at his bewildered expression. "Welcome to our new normal," I said, taking his hand and leading him back to the kitchen. "We need to finish that wine."

Back in the kitchen, Chris leaned against the counter, watching me as I topped off our glasses. "You know," he said thoughtfully, "when we first talked about opening up our relationship, I never imagined it would be like this."

"Like what?" I asked, handing him his refilled glass.

"So... natural. Lighthearted even." He took a sip of wine. "I thought it would be more serious, more planned. But that was..."

"Simply fun?" I suggested.

He nodded. "Extremely. But also intimate. The three of us just sharing a moment."

I understood what he meant. What had happened with Michelle wasn't just about sex; it had been sweet and playful. We were creating something new together. All of us.

"And you're still good with all of this?" I asked.

"I'm more than okay," he said finally.

Relief washed over me. "Me too."

He set his glass down and pulled me into his arms. "I love you, Skylar. That hasn't changed. If anything, my love for you is growing stronger."

I rested my head against his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart. "I love you too. Thank you for being so supportive."

"Always," he said. "And, I'll ask for mother's key back."

The mention of Eleanor brought a grimace to my face. "God, that was close. Can you imagine if she'd seen us on that diving board?"

Chris shuddered. "I'd rather not. It might have given her a heart attack."

"Chris!" I swatted his arm, but I was laughing. "That's terrible."

"Maybe," he conceded. "But it would have solved the problem of her dropping by unannounced."

I had to admit he had a point. Eleanor would probably never set foot in our house again if she'd caught Michelle and me in that position.

"Speaking of your trip," I said, changing the subject, "when do you leave?"

"Monday morning, early flight. I'll be gone for five days."

Five days without Chris. In the past, I might have dreaded his business trips, but now I found myself wondering what might happen while he was away.

"I'll miss you," I said, meaning it despite my wandering thoughts.

"I'll miss you too." He pulled me closer. "Though I have a feeling you won't be too lonely."

I looked up at him, searching his face for any sign of jealousy or discomfort. There was none, only affection and a hint of excitement. "Would that bother you? If I spent time with Michelle and Nathan while you're gone?"

He considered the question. "No," he said finally. "As long as you tell me about it afterward. In detail."

"Deal." I stood on tiptoe to kiss him. "And what about you? Any plans to explore while you're in New York? Maybe find some hottie at the hotel bar and invite her up to your room?"

Chris looked surprised by the question. "I hadn't thought about it."

"Maybe you should," I suggested. "What's good for the goose is good for the gander, right?"

He laughed. "I'm not sure I'd even know how to go about finding someone."

"You're a handsome, successful man," I pointed out. "I'm sure opportunities will present themselves if you're open to them."

Chris studied me, his expression thoughtful. "And you'd be okay with that? Me with someone else, without you there?"

I considered how I felt about the idea of Chris with another woman. To my surprise, I found the thought more intriguing than threatening. "Yes," I said. "I think I would. As long as you follow our rules and pass it by me first, and tell me everything about it later."

"Everything?" he echoed.

"Every. Single. Detail," I said, punctuating each word with a kiss.

Chris grinned. "Well, in that case, I'll consider it. I wouldn't want to disappoint you."


Chapter six
The Sendoff


Monday morning arrived quickly. The sky was still dark as I helped Chris finish packing for his trip to New York. I'd already slipped a few surprises into his suitcase. A handwritten note tucked between his dress shirts, his favorite chocolate hidden in his toiletry bag, and a particularly naughty Polaroid of myself wedged into the inner pocket of his suitcase.

"Did you remember your charger?" I asked, watching him zip up his carry-on.

"Got it," Chris said, patting the side pocket of his bag. "And my laptop, business cards, presentation notes. Everything's here."

I checked the time on my phone. "We should head out soon. Traffic might be bad."

Chris nodded, lifting his suitcase off the bed. "I think I'm all set."

I followed him downstairs, watching how his shoulders filled out his suit jacket, the way he carried himself even at this hour. Five days suddenly felt like forever. At the front door, I stopped him with a hand on his arm.

"Wait. One more thing."

Chris turned, eyebrows raised.

"I have something else for you." I stepped closer, holding his gaze as I reached under my skirt. His eyes went wide when he realized what I was doing. I slid my panties down my legs and stepped out of them.

"Something to keep you company," I said, folding the black lace into his jacket pocket. I leaned in, lips brushing his ear. "And if you meet someone interesting at the hotel bar..."

His hands found my waist, pulling me against him. "I'm not sure I'm ready for solo adventures yet."

"No pressure," I said, pressing a kiss to the corner of his mouth. "Just know you have my permission to explore. I mean it."

Chris studied my face like he was checking for a crack in it. "You're serious, aren't you?"

"Completely." I held his eyes. "I trust you, and I want you to have whatever this new chapter offers you."

He kissed me deeply, one hand on the back of my head. When we broke apart, we were both a little breathless.

"I love you," he whispered against my lips.

"I love you too. Now we need to leave before you miss your flight."

During the drive to the airport, Chris kept reaching into his pocket, fingers finding the lace. Each time, he'd glance over at me, some mix of disbelief and want on his face. I couldn't help smiling, picturing him in his hotel room, holding them to his face, breathing me in.

At the curb, our goodbye was quick but full. Another deep kiss, a hug that held on a beat too long, and then he was walking off, suitcase rolling behind him. He turned back once to wave. I blew him a kiss and watched until the doors of the North Terminal swallowed him up.

* * *

The house felt strangely empty as I returned home. I'd grown accustomed to Chris's presence, the sound of his TV from the living room, his humming in the shower, even the way he'd clear his throat before speaking. Now, silence filled every corner.

I settled at the desk in my new studio, determined to use the solitude productively. My manuscript needed attention, and I lost myself in the world of my characters for several hours. I was deep in a particularly steamy scene when my phone buzzed.

Michelle's name lit up my screen. I smiled, remembering our poolside adventure from the other day.

"Hey there," I answered, leaning back in my chair.

"Hey yourself." Her voice had that sultry quality that made my stomach flutter. "I'm making lasagna tonight. Want to join us?"

I hesitated for only a second. "That sounds amazing. What time?"

"Seven-ish?"

"Seven works. Should I bring anything?"

"Just yourself," Michelle said. "Though if you want to bring a bottle of that Merlot you brought last time, Nathan would worship at your feet."

I laughed. "Consider it done. See you tonight."

After hanging up, I glanced at the time. Nearly four o'clock. I had a few hours to get ready. Plenty of time to shower, do my hair, and... Did they want to fuck tonight? Should I shave my pussy? Chris liked a little hair down there, but I knew Nathan liked it completely bald.

And what exactly should I wear?

The question seemed simple enough, but twenty minutes later, as I stood before my closet, wrapped in a towel with damp hair dripping down my back, with my pussy freshly shaved, I was full of indecision. Every choice carried weight, implied intention.

I pulled out a casual sundress, comfortable, cute, appropriate for dinner with friends. But as I held it against me, I wondered if it sent the wrong message. Too casual? Would they expect something more?

I tossed the dress onto the bed and reached for a low-cut blouse and a short skirt. Too obvious. It screamed, "bend me over and fuck me." I didn't want to look like I was expecting anything to happen.

But what if something did happen? What if casual touches over dinner led to more, and I found myself in Nathan and Michelle's bedroom wearing plain cotton underwear?

"This is ridiculous," I muttered, dropping onto the edge of the bed. I was overthinking everything. It was dinner with friends, friends who happened to have seen me naked, yes, but still dinner.

I stood up again, determined to make a decision. My favorite jeans, the ones that hugged my hips, seemed like a safe middle ground. Not too casual, not too dressy. I paired them with a silky emerald top that complemented my complexion and showed just enough cleavage to be interesting without being too revealing.

The underwear question remained. I opened my lingerie drawer, fingers trailing over various options. The practical cotton? The comfortable but cute matching set? Or the lacey ones I'd bought last month but hadn't worn yet?

I bit my lip, remembering Michelle's face the first time she'd seen me undressed. The way her eyes had crawled every inch of me. I wanted to see that look again.

Decision made, I selected the black lace set, a barely-there thong, and a balconette bra with intricate embroidery. I slipped them on, admiring how they complemented my shape in the mirror. The jeans and top followed, and I took a moment to assess the final effect.

The outfit walked the perfect line. Put together but not overdressed, sexy but not obvious. No one looking at me would know about the lace underneath, but I would know. And if the evening took an intimate turn, I'd be ready.

I finished with minimal makeup, just enough to enhance my features, and a spritz of the perfume Chris always said made him want to devour me. A pair of ankle boots with a modest heel completed the look.

As I gathered my purse and the promised bottle of wine, I felt a flutter of nervous anticipation. This would be my first time alone with Nathan and Michelle without Chris. The dynamics would be different. What if things got awkward?

I took a deep breath, reminding myself these were people I trusted. Whatever happened, or didn't happen, tonight would be okay.

The drive to their house took no time at all. As I pulled into their driveway, I caught sight of Michelle through the kitchen window. She stood focused on something at the counter, a dish towel slung over her shoulder. The simple domesticity of the image made me smile.

I checked my reflection one last time in the rearview mirror, applied a fresh coat of lip gloss, and grabbed the wine from the passenger seat. My heart raced, but not unpleasantly. This nervous excitement had become familiar since we'd entered this new chapter of our lives. The constant state of not knowing exactly what would happen next, but being eager to find out.

I stepped out of the car and walked to their front door. Whatever the evening held, I was ready.

Or at least, I was dressed for it.


Chapter seven
Virtual Anticipation


Iknocked on the front door, nervous, but excited, about the evening ahead. Instead of answering, Michelle's voice called from inside: "It's open! Come on in!"

I pushed the door open and stepped into their home, and was enveloped by the rich aroma of Italian herbs. The scent drew me toward the kitchen, where I found Michelle, her blonde hair pulled back in a messy bun, focused on chopping vegetables.

"Hey there," she said without looking up, her knife moving in a steady rhythm against the cutting board. "Just chopping some veggies for the salad. I'm almost done."

"It smells incredible." I set the wine bottle on the counter and leaned in to kiss her cheek. "Need any help?"

Michelle shook her head, sweeping sliced cucumbers into a small bowl. "I've got it under control. Nathan's upstairs showering. He just got through working out in his gym downstairs." She glanced up at me, her eyes lingering on my outfit. "You look nice."

"Thanks." I felt a flush creep up my neck, pleased she'd noticed. "Not too casual, I hope?"

"You look absolutely perfect." Her smile held a hint of suggestion that made my pulse quicken. "How's Chris doing in New York? Have you talked to him?"

I leaned against the counter, watching her hands work. "He's probably just getting to his hotel. The convention doesn't really get started until tomorrow."

"And do you think he will... hook up with anyone?" Michelle's tone was casual, but the question was anything but.

I crossed my arms, considering how to answer. "We talked about the possibility before he left. I told him he had my permission if the opportunity arose. But I doubt he'll do anything."

"And how would you feel, if he did?" Michelle set down her knife, giving me her full attention.

"Honestly? Part of me wants him to have a fun experience," I admitted, surprising myself with my candor. "But another part feels weird about it."

Michelle nodded, wiping her hands on a dish towel. "Mixed feelings are normal. It's one thing to watch your partner with someone else when you're present, quite another to imagine them alone with someone when you're not there."

"Exactly. And I keep wondering, will I be jealous? Will I freak out when I hear the details? Will I wish I'd been there?" I sighed, running a hand through my hair. "It's complicated."

"All of this is complicated," Michelle said with a gentle laugh. "That's why communication is so important. You two seem to have that part figured out."

"We're learning." I straightened up, feeling the need to clarify something important. "I'm not worried about losing him. I know what we have is solid. This isn't about insecurity."

"I never thought it was." Michelle reached into the refrigerator and pulled out two bottles of craft beer, opening one and handing it to me. "It's about navigating new territory. Every couple does it differently."

I took a long sip, appreciating the hoppy bitterness. "How did you and Nathan handle it at first?"

"We had a lot of rules," she said, leaning back against the counter. "Too many, probably. We've relaxed most of them over time, once we built that foundation of trust." She opened another bottle and took a quick sip before handing it to me and asking, "Would you mind taking this up to Nathan? Tell him dinner's in fifteen."I took the beer, my mouth suddenly dry despite the drink I'd just taken. "Sure, no problem."

"Thanks, babe." Michelle turned, opening the stove to check on her lasagna.

I made my way through their living room. I always paused at the large abstract paintings that added splashes of color to the neutral walls. Their taste leaned more modern than mine and Chris's.

The upstairs hallway was dim, lit only by a small window at the end. I could hear water running behind the first door on the right, then the distinct sound of it shutting off. I paused, suddenly unsure. Should I just knock and leave the beer outside the door?

Taking a deep breath, I raised my hand and knocked gently.

"Come in," Nathan called, his voice muffled through the door.

I turned the handle and walked in, averting my eyes toward the floor. "Michelle sent me up with a beer for you," I said quickly. "She says dinner will be ready in fifteen minutes."

"Thanks, Skylar. You can leave it on the dresser."

I stepped into the room, still keeping my gaze down. I could see steam billowing from the bathroom doorway.

"How have you been?" Nathan asked.

"Good," I replied, catching his reflection in the mirror over the dresser.

Nathan stood drying himself. His well-endowed manhood swaying, water droplets still clinging to his broad chest. His hair was damp and tousled, and he was making no effort to cover himself. I quickly looked away, feeling heat rise to my cheeks.

"Sorry," I mumbled, taking a step back.

"You don't have to be shy with me," he said gently. "I like you watching me."

"Really?" I asked, forcing myself to meet his eyes directly. "It's just different here… just the two of us."

He nodded, understanding in his expression. "Different context. I get it."

I told myself to stop acting like a nervous teenager.

As I held his gaze, I noticed his body responding to my attention. I took an involuntary step forward.

"Would you help me dry off?" Nathan asked, his voice low and inviting.

I hesitated for only a moment before nodding. "Yeah, sure."

He extended the towel, and I took it, our fingers brushing in the exchange. The soft terry cloth felt warm in my hands as I moved behind him, allowing myself to really look at him for the first time. It was funny how I had played with him several times now without really looking at him. I told myself to take this opportunity to really take him in.

He looked like a Nordic god with his blonde hair and blue eyes. His back was well defined and his broad shoulders tapered to a narrow waist with each muscle clearly visible beneath light skin. I pressed the towel gently against his shoulder blades, moving it in small circles to absorb the remaining water. My fingers traced the contours of his muscles, appreciating the work that must have gone into creating them.

As I moved lower, I couldn't help but admire his buttocks, perfectly rounded and firm. Unlike Chris, he had very little hair covering his body. The only real patch of hair he did have, other than on his head, was the delicate blonde hairs around his cock. I took my time drying each curve, perhaps lingering longer than necessary in some areas.

"This is a real pleasure," Nathan murmured.

"I hope I'm not being too thorough," I replied, surprised by the steadiness in my voice despite the fluttering in my stomach.

I worked my way down his legs, noting his powerful thighs and calves, before stepping around to face him. My eyes immediately dropped to his growing erection, now almost fully hard and impossible to ignore. Without overthinking, I continued drying his chest with one hand while my other reached down to wrap around him.

"I love the feel of your hand almost as much as your mouth," he said. My grip tightened, and I kept my strokes slow, watching his face for reactions.

"Michelle and I find you very attractive, Skylar," he said, his breathing becoming more rapid.

"I find both of you attractive as well. You're both so gorgeous… and hot."

Nathan reached for me then, pulling me closer until my body pressed against his. He towered over me, his breath warm against my shoulder. I tilted my head slightly, an unconscious invitation that he immediately accepted, bending down to place his lips against the sensitive skin of my neck.

The kiss sent a jolt of pleasure straight through me, a direct line of electricity to my core. I pressed myself harder against him, feeling the dampness of his skin seeping through my thin top.

His hands moved down to cup my ass, fingers digging into the denim of my tight jeans, pulling me even tighter. I could feel the hard length of him against my stomach.

"God, you feel amazing," I whispered, my hands exploring the muscles of his back.

Just as his lips almost found mine, a loud buzzer sounded from downstairs, startling us both. We pulled apart, reality intruding on our private moment.

"That's the oven timer," I said, reluctantly. "I should go help Michelle set the table."

Nathan nodded, his eyes still dark with desire. "Yeah, I should finish getting dressed."

I straightened my clothes. "I'll see you downstairs."

"Skylar," he called as I reached the door. I turned back to look at him, still gloriously naked and aroused. "Until later."

I smiled, feeling a newfound confidence. "Don't take too long coming down."

As I descended the stairs, I could still feel the ghost of his lips on my neck. The firmness of his body against mine. The weight of his cock in my hand. Michelle was waiting for me in the kitchen, and I wondered if she could read everything that had just happened on my face.

* * *

Michelle pulled the lasagna out of the oven as I entered the kitchen, her eyes reading my flushed face.

"Is he ready?" she asked.

I couldn't help but laugh, the tension of my encounter with Nathan upstairs dissolving into humor. "Oh yeah. Very ready, I'd say."

Michelle gave me a knowing smirk as she set the lasagna on a trivet. "That excited, huh?"

"Oh, his excitement was HARD to miss..." I said. "Especially after I helped him dry off."

"With your hands or your mouth?" She winked, making me blush.

"Hands only. The timer interrupted us before things went further."

"Sorry, I should've set it for five minutes later."

We shared a conspiratorial laugh just as Nathan's footsteps sounded on the stairs. He appeared in the doorway wearing jeans and a tight navy polo. He looked relaxed despite our interrupted escapade upstairs.

"The lasagna smells amazing," he said, crossing to Michelle and kissing her cheek.

"Can you pour us some wine?" she asked. "Skylar brought that Merlot you like."

My phone buzzed in my pocket as Nathan picked up the wine. I pulled it out to see Chris's face light up my screen.

"It's Chris," I announced, accepting the video call. His handsome face appeared, slightly pixelated but smiling.

"Hey, beautiful," he greeted me. "Just wanted to check in. I just made it to my room. How's your evening?"

"Perfect timing," Michelle called over my shoulder. "We were just sitting down to dinner."

Chris's eyebrows rose slightly. "We?"

I turned the phone to show Michelle and Nathan in the kitchen. "Michelle and Nathan invited me over for lasagna."

"Ah," Chris nodded, his expression unreadable through the small screen. "That was nice of them."

"Why don't we set you up so you can join us?" Michelle suggested, already reaching for Nathan's laptop on the counter. "It'll be like you're here with us."

Nathan helped position the laptop at the end of the dining table while I continued talking to Chris.

"How's the hotel?" I asked, carrying my phone to the table.

"The lobby downstairs has this great lounge, and my room's pretty spacious with a queen bed, and the most amazing view of midtown. I can see several nice restaurants from up here."

Michelle connected my phone to the laptop, and suddenly Chris's face appeared on the larger screen. The setup made it feel as if he were sitting in the empty fourth chair.

"There we go," Nathan said, adjusting the angle. "Now it's a proper double date."

A knock sounded through the speakers, and Chris glanced toward his hotel room door.

"Is that a hot date?" Michelle teased.

Chris laughed, shaking his head. "No. Just room service. I ordered a steak. I like to take it easy on the first night of a conference. I've got wall to wall plans for the rest of the week."

We watched as Chris answered the door, exchanged a few words with the server, who wheeled in a covered tray and positioned it where Chris had been sitting. He lifted the silver dome, revealing a perfectly cooked ribeye with roasted potatoes and asparagus.

"Look at that timing," I said. "Now we're all having dinner together."

Michelle served generous portions of the eggplant lasagna. The aroma of Italian seasonings filled the dining room as we all settled in.

"To unexpected virtual connections," Nathan proposed, raising his wineglass toward the screen.

We all clinked glasses, with Chris tapping his water glass against his screen in a virtual toast.

The conversation began as we ate. Chris described the restaurant conference, detailing the new suppliers he looked forward to meeting and the potential partnership with a sustainable seafood company he wanted to explore. Nathan discussed a challenging property deal he was negotiating.

Michelle shared a story from her yoga studio. It turned out that one of the male teachers was sleeping with four different married women from his class, and they had all found out about one another by accident.

I found myself watching Chris's reactions as Nathan touched my shoulder or when Michelle refilled my wine glass with an intimate smile. His expression remained open and interested, occasionally breaking into that crooked grin I loved when something amused him.

"How's the steak?" I asked during a lull in conversation.

Chris cut another piece and held it up to the camera. "Perfect medium-rare. Though I'd trade in a heartbeat to be there with you guys."

"When you're home," Nathan promised. "You'll be back soon enough. Enjoy the big city and all it has to offer."

"I appreciate you looking after my wife while I'm gone," Chris said, his tone sincere.

Michelle laughed lightly. "Oh, we'll take very good care of her."

The double meaning wasn't lost on any of us, and I felt a flush creeping up my neck. Chris's eyes narrowed slightly on screen, but his smile remained.

"I'm glad to hear it," he replied, his voice dropping a register. "Skylar deserves all the attention she can get."

The air suddenly felt charged with sexual tension. Michelle cleared her throat, standing to collect the empty plates.

"Anyone for dessert? I made cannolis."

"I'd love some," Chris said, through the computer speakers, causing us all to laugh. I think we were all grateful for the momentary distraction from the intensity building between us.

As Michelle served the delicious Italian pastries filled with a sweet and creamy ricotta cheese, Chris watched us with undisguised interest. The conversation continued, but with a new undercurrent. Every comment seemed to carry a double meaning.

Through it all, I felt connected to Chris despite the hundreds of miles between us. The screen somehow amplified rather than diminished his presence, as if he could see and feel everything happening at our table.


Chapter eight
Cross-Country Climax


As we finished the last bites of cannoli, I noticed Michelle's expression shift from casual to something more purposeful. She leaned toward the laptop screen, her voice dropping to a silky purr.

"It's a shame you're not here with us, Chris, but it does present us with an interesting opportunity," she said, running her finger around the rim of her wineglass. The room went very silent. "Skylar tells me you like watching Nathan fuck her. Is that true?"

On screen, Chris's expression changed. He leaned forward, his hotel room's dim lighting casting shadows across his face. "I do. Very much."

"Would you like a show?" Michelle asked directly, no pretense in her tone.

I watched Chris's eyes widen, his lips parting slightly as he processed Michelle's offer. He glanced at me, seeking permission or reassurance.

"I wouldn't object," he said, his voice deeper than before. "As long as Skylar wants it."

A thrill of excitement coursed through me, setting my nerve endings ablaze. I definitely wanted it. The wine had loosened my inhibitions just enough to make me bold rather than nervous.

Michelle stood and picked up the laptop. "Let's make sure Chris has a proper view. I think the living room would be perfect." She turned to Nathan. "Honey, why don't you slowly undress Skylar while Chris watches? Let him see what he's missing."

My heart hammered as we moved to their living room. It was spacious and modern, with a large sectional sofa facing a stone fireplace. Michelle positioned the laptop on the coffee table, angling it so Chris could see all of us from head to toe.

"Can you see okay?" she asked.

"Perfect," he replied. His voice sounded full of anticipation.

Nathan guided me to stand in front of the couch, facing the laptop. His hands rested lightly on my shoulders, warm through the thin fabric of my blouse. I could see Chris watching intently, his face filling the screen.

"Remember our first night at the club?" Nathan whispered in my ear, loud enough for Chris to hear.

"How could I forget," I said.

His fingers moved to the top button of my blouse, working their way all the way down. One by one, he unfastened each button, revealing the lace of my bra underneath. When he pushed the fabric from my shoulders, letting it slide down my arms to the floor, I heard Chris take in a deep breath.

"You have such amazing tits," Nathan said. "Do you like having your nipples pinched?" he asked.

"You know I do," I responded, reaching behind me to feel his cock growing hard beneath his pants.

"He's been dying to fuck you again," Michelle added. "Since I told him about us in the pool."

Nathan's hands trailed down my sides to the waistband of my jeans. He unfastened them with unhurried ease. He slid the denim down my legs until I could step out of them.

Standing in just my matching bra and panties, I felt exposed, being the only one nearly undressed in the room. But the hunger in Chris's eyes made me feel desired in a way that made me forget about my shyness.

Michelle moved into frame, circling me like an artist admiring a model they were about to paint. "Look how beautiful your wife is, Chris," she narrated, her fingers tracing the curve of my waist. "The way her skin flushes when she's aroused. The perfect swell of her breasts."

Nathan unhooked my bra from behind, drawing it slowly down my arms. Michelle's hands cupped my breasts as they were revealed, her touch gentle but possessive. Then she took my nipples between her fingers and squeezed. My knees grew weak as she pulled on them, stretching my breasts out.

"She's perfect," Chris breathed, his face close to the camera now.

Nathan hooked his thumbs into the waistband of my panties, drawing them down until I stood completely nude between them, exposed to my husband's gaze across the digital divide.

"Do you want to see me lick your wife's pussy?"

"Oh God, yes," Chris responded.

Michelle knelt gracefully before me, her eyes never leaving mine as she lifted my left leg and draped it over her shoulder. I wobbled slightly, uncertain of my balance, until Nathan stepped behind me, his strong chest pressing against my back.

"I've got you," he whispered, his breath hot against my ear.

His arms encircled me, taking my breasts in his hands, as Michelle settled between my thighs. The position left me completely exposed to the laptop where Chris watched intently. A flush of heat washed over me.

Michelle's first touch was feather-light, her tongue tracing delicate patterns that made goosebumps rise across my olive skin. Nathan's thumbs circled my nipples with just enough pressure to make me squirm.

"How does she taste?" Nathan asked Michelle, his voice rumbling through his chest against my back.

"Sweet," Michelle purred against my pussy lips, the vibration of her voice sending shivers up my spine. "Like honey."

I relaxed into Nathan's embrace, surrendering to the dual sensations of his strong hands on my breasts and Michelle's clever tongue between my thighs. My head fell back against Nathan's shoulder as pleasure built within me, my hips moving instinctively against Michelle's mouth.

"Look at Chris," Nathan whispered, turning my face toward the laptop.

Through half-lidded eyes, I saw my husband leaning forward, his face flushed with arousal, his eyes dark and hungry. The knowledge that he was watching me heightened the taboo nature of what we were doing. I was being used and he was watching.

"Tell him how it feels," Michelle instructed between delicate flicks of her tongue into my wet folds.

"It's... incredible," I managed, my voice breaking as she found a particularly sensitive spot. "God, Chris, I wish you were here."

Michelle's rhythm intensified, her hands gripping my thighs as she drew me closer to the edge. Nathan pinched my nipples harder, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core. I was close. So fucking close. My body trembled on the precipice.

Then Michelle pulled away, leaving me full of desperate need.

"Not yet," she said, rising to her feet with a mischievous smile. "We want to make this last."

I whimpered at the loss of her tongue, my body aching for completion.

"Kneel," Michelle instructed, her voice gentle but commanding.

Nathan's hands steadied me as I sank to my knees before him, my legs still trembling. Michelle moved behind him, her fingers finding the hem of his shirt and drawing it upward. Nathan raised his arms, allowing her to pull it over his head, revealing his perfectly sculpted chest and abdomen.

"Take off his pants," Michelle directed, her hands sliding over Nathan's shoulders.

With shaking fingers, I reached for his belt, unfastening it slowly. The metallic clink seemed loud in the quiet room. I unbuttoned his jeans, carefully lowering the zipper over his evident arousal. As I tugged the denim down his muscular thighs, Nathan stepped out of them, now wearing only tight black boxer briefs that did little to conceal his excitement.

"Chris, do you want to see my husband face fuck your wife?" Michelle asked.

I glanced toward the laptop screen, seeking Chris's reaction. What I saw sent a fresh wave of heat through me. Chris had moved back from the camera slightly, and I could see his right arm moving rhythmically. His face was flushed, his bottom lip caught between his teeth. My husband was jerking off while watching me kneel before another man.

"Yes, I want to see her take his cock in her mouth," he said.

Michelle's voice grew almost sinister. "Oh, he's not just going to put his cock in her mouth. He's going to use her mouth like it was a pussy. Trust me, Chris. It's going to be hot… and nasty. Are you ready for that?"

"Oh yes," my husband answered.

Michelle moved behind me, her hands guiding my hips. "Lean forward," she instructed, helping me position myself on hands and knees before Nathan.

She slid beneath me, her face once again between my thighs, but this time from below. The first touch of her tongue sent a thrill up my body.

"Suck my husband's cock," Michelle said, her breath hot against my sensitive flesh.

I looked up at Nathan, then back at the screen where Chris watched with undisguised hunger. In that moment, I felt a surge of adrenaline, knowing I was about to be used in a way that I had not been in a very long time.

I hooked my fingers into Nathan's boxers and drew them down, freeing him. Michelle's tongue found its rhythm.

"Look at Chris while you do it," Michelle instructed.

I turned toward the laptop, making sure Chris could see my face clearly as I lifted Nathan's massive shaft and began to lick his balls, putting one and then the other into my mouth. Nathan moaned, his knees wobbling.

I released his penis, reaching my hands around to cup his ass, and opened my mouth as wide as I could, taking him in. The groan that escaped from the laptop speakers told me everything I needed to know. My husband was enjoying watching me pleasure his friend.

I took Nathan deep, my eyes still locked on the laptop screen. The dual sensations of Michelle's talented tongue between my thighs and Nathan's thickness filling my mouth created an overwhelming circuit of pleasure. Each stroke of Michelle's tongue made me moan around Nathan, the vibrations causing him to steady himself with his hands on my shoulders.

"That's it," Nathan encouraged, his voice strained as I swirled my tongue around his tip.

Michelle's hands gripped my thighs as she intensified her efforts. Her tongue alternated between broad strokes and focused attention on my most sensitive spot, building a pressure that threatened to shatter me.

I bobbed my head in rhythm with Michelle's licks, taking Nathan as deep as I could before retreating. The taste of him, the scent of Michelle's arousal, and the knowledge that Chris was witnessing it all combined into a heady cocktail of hedonistic bliss.

I produced more saliva to take him deeper as his hands found the back of my head. He pushed in harder as drool escaped from around my lips and dripped down my breasts. Nathan thrust harder into my mouth. Michelle was right, he was truly fucking my face. From the laptop, I could hear the sound of Chris's hand pleasuring himself as he watched his wife being used from both ends.

Nathan suddenly pulled out, and with a display of raw strength that made me scream, he lifted me off the ground, flipping me upside down in one fluid motion. Without warning, my world inverted. Blood rushed to my head as he positioned me with my legs around his shoulders and my head hanging before his cock.

For a moment, panic flashed through me. I was completely at his mercy, suspended in the air. But his hold was secure, his powerful arms locked around my waist, supporting me effortlessly.

"I've got you," he murmured against my inner thigh, his breath hot between my legs.

His cock hung before my face, and I reached for it instinctively, guiding it back into my mouth, enjoying this new, gravity-defying angle. The position allowed him to slide deeper than before, and I relaxed my throat to let him slide all the way down it.

Nathan's tongue found me, different from Michelle's gentle touch. His tongue was broader, more insistent. I moaned around his thickness, the vibrations making him groan in response.

Michelle disappeared from my upside-down field of vision, as she moved behind me. Her hand connected with my exposed ass cheek in a sharp smack that made me flinch. The sting bloomed into unexpected warmth as she struck the other cheek, alternating her blows with perfect rhythm.

Each strike sent a jolt of pleasure-pain straight to my cunt, intensifying Nathan's oral attention until I was trembling in his iron grip.

I was lost in the sensations of Nathan's mouth and Michelle's firm hands when Michelle's voice cut through my haze of pleasure.

"Chris," she called, her tone commanding attention. "Are you ready to see your wife get thoroughly fucked?"

My eyes flew to the laptop screen where Chris's face filled the frame, flushed and desperate. His breathing was ragged, pupils dilated with arousal.

"Yes," he moaned, the single word dripping with need. "God, yes."

Nathan's grip on my inverted body tightened at Chris's permission. "Fuck yeah, I can't take this anymore," he growled against my cunt.

In one thrilling motion, he flipped me upright again, the room spinning around me as blood rushed from my head. Before I could catch my breath, he lowered me onto his waiting cock. No, lowering is not the right word. He practically dropped me onto his massive shaft. The sudden fullness made me cry out, my nails digging into his shoulders.

"Jesus," I gasped as his cock filled me, stretching me with a delicious burn.

Nathan's hands gripped my ass. He kept lifting me up and then letting gravity slam me back down onto him. My breasts bounced with each impact, my head thrown back as he established a punishing rhythm. The force of his thrusts sent shockwaves through my body, each one pushing me closer to the edge.

"Look at Chris," Michelle commanded, her voice close to my ear. "Let him see your face while Nathan fucks you."

I forced my eyes open, turning toward the laptop. Chris was watching, his face rapt with desire, and his hand moving fast. His breathing shallow and quick. The raw hunger in his expression sent a fresh wave of adrenaline through me.

Nathan slowed, still buried inside me, his powerful arms supporting my weight. He carried me across the room, my legs wrapped around his waist, until my back hit the cool wall. Trapped between the unyielding surface and Nathan's massive frame, I had nowhere to go, no way to escape the onslaught of his penetrating member.

He pinned me there, his hips driving forward with unbelievable force. Each thrust slammed me against the wall, the impact almost knocking the breath from my lungs. It was rougher than I'd ever been treated, each powerful stroke bottoming out inside me, hitting places I didn't know could be reached.

My back banged against the wall, my body limp and pliant in his grip. I felt like a fuckdoll being used only for pleasure. I surrendered to the idea, letting him take what he wanted. Letting him use me how he wanted.

Michelle appeared beside me, her face slightly concerned as she brushed hair from my sweat-slicked forehead. "Skylar, how are you doing?" she asked, her voice breaking through the sound of skin slapping against skin. "I know Nathan can be rough. Do you need him to calm down a little?"

"I'm good," I managed between gasps, my voice barely recognizable. "Don't stop. I like it rough."

My permission unleashed something primal in Nathan. He dropped me onto the floor and forcefully flipped me onto my stomach. Flying flat against the floor, legs splayed, he entered me from behind, resuming his relentless pounding.

Fuck, I'd been fucked rough before. But Nathan was pushing me to my limits. I thought I might have to tap out, but not yet.

Nathan's cock drove into me, my body pinned beneath him, taking each brutal thrust, an expression of ecstatic surrender on my face.

Michelle placed the laptop right in front of me. "Look at how much she loves getting fucked hard," Michelle narrated for Chris. "Look at how she surrenders. Have you ever fucked her this hard?"

"No, never," I heard Chris say.

"Do you like watching your wife get slammed by your best friend?" she asked.

I felt she might be enjoying this too much, but then I heard Chris say, "It feels so wrong. But I do. I do."

Nathan's pace became erratic, his breathing harsh against my neck. I felt myself approaching the precipice, every cell in my body tightening in anticipation. The combination of Nathan's rough treatment and Michelle taunting Chris, who was watching it all while getting off on it, pushed me toward an orgasm that threatened to shatter me completely.

As I exploded with ecstasy, I felt Nathan pull his cock out of me and felt the warm splash of his cum on my ass. I laid there listening to my husband moan, knowing the sounds he made when he came. I was thoroughly spent. I tried to move, but felt like there was no energy left in my body even to turn over.

That's when I felt Michelle straddle me. She kissed me on the back of the neck and then gave me small kisses all the way down my back. When she reached my ass, she proceeded to lick the cum off my cheeks.

I struggled to speak, and finally got out the words, "I love you, Chris!" I heard him say that he loved me back and would see me in a few days. I heard the three of them talk for a few more minutes, but I was too exhausted to focus on what they were saying. I think I heard Nathan and Michelle telling him not to worry that they would take good care of me, and everything went black.


Chapter nine






Epilogue


Iwoke up disoriented, my body aching all over. Sunlight streamed in through unfamiliar curtains as my eyes adjusted to the surroundings. This wasn't my bedroom. The memories from last night flooded back. Nathan's powerful thrusts, Michelle's gentle touches. Chris watching it all from his hotel room.

I shifted in the bed and winced. Every muscle protested. I was more sore than I had ever been after sex. Nathan had practically fucked me unconscious. I barely remembered how I'd ended up in their bed. I vaguely remembered him carrying me up the stairs.

The rich aroma of coffee wafted through the air, making my stomach growl. I sat up slowly, carefully testing my limbs. At the foot of the bed lay a navy blue silk robe. I reached for it, wrapping it around my naked body, grateful for the coverage despite knowing both Nathan and Michelle had seen everything already.

I walked barefoot down the hallway, following the smell of coffee, my body craving caffeine.

Nathan stood at the stove, flipping pancakes while Michelle arranged fresh fruit on a platter. They moved around each other with the grace of a couple who'd shared a kitchen for years. Neither noticed me at first, and I took a moment to appreciate the domesticity of the scene.

"Morning," I said, my voice raspier than usual.

Michelle's face lit up with a warm smile while Nathan's expression shifted from surprise to something like concern.

"There she is," Michelle said, abandoning her fruit arrangement to pull me into a hug. "How did you sleep?"

"Like the dead," I admitted.

Nathan set down his spatula. "Coffee?" he asked, already reaching for a mug.

"God, yes. Please."

He busied himself preparing my coffee. When he handed me the mug, he used the moment to pull me into a bear hug. His powerful arms encircled me gently, a stark contrast to how they'd gripped me the night before.

"I want to apologize," he said, his voice rumbling against my ear. "For being so rough last night. I don't know what gets into me."

I pulled back to look at his face, surprised by the genuine worry in his eyes. "It's fine," I assured him. "Unexpected, but fine. I haven't been fucked like that in a long time." I felt heat rise to my cheeks. "But, I loved it."

Relief washed over his features. He squeezed my shoulder once more before returning to his pancakes, which were starting to smoke slightly.

Michelle slid a plate of fruit toward me. "Men always think women are weaker than they actually are," she said with a wink. "I would have stepped in if I thought he was being too rough, but I could tell you were just in a state of euphoria."

She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. "I don't understand why they call soft men pussies, because those things can take a serious pounding."

For a second, the kitchen was silent. Then Nathan snorted, and suddenly we were all laughing. Michelle wiped tears from her eyes, while Nathan shook his head as he flipped another pancake.

The laughter eased something in my soul, transforming what could have been an awkward morning after into something comfortable.

"Chris texted this morning," Michelle mentioned casually as she set plates on the island. "Wanted to make sure you were okay."

"He did?" I reached for my phone, only to realize I had no idea where it was.

"Don't worry, I told him you were still sleeping," Michelle said. "Said you needed the rest after the workout Nathan gave you."

"Michelle!" Nathan exclaimed.

"What? I'm just being honest," she said.

Nathan placed a plate of pancakes down, in front of me. I laughed, cutting into them. The normalcy of breakfast after such an unforgettable night felt surreal, yet somehow right. This was our new normal. Boundaries pushed. Pleasure shared. And breakfast the morning after.

To be continued, in The Price of Pleasure…
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