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A New World

We were in another world.

Three months earlier we had packed up our life in San Diego and moved to a quiet, tree-lined street in southern New Hampshire. The company had offered me a promotion and a transfer I couldn’t really turn down, and Laura had been ready for a change anyway. We told ourselves it would be an adventure. New England. Four seasons. A real house instead of a condo. We were thirty-two and thirty-one, married eight years, and still liked each other a lot. That counted for something.

What we hadn’t expected was how different everything would feel.

Back home we had known maybe four or five neighbors by name. We waved in the parking garage. Sometimes we shared an elevator. Here, people treated their neighbors like extended family. Within the first week we had been invited to a backyard barbecue, a block party, and something called a “porch night.” Everyone drank more than we were used to. They stayed up later. They touched more — casual hands on arms, hugs that lingered, jokes that ran right up to the edge of dirty and then stepped over it.

Laura adapted faster than I did. She had always been the more social one. I watched her laugh with the other wives, a plastic cup of wine in her hand, and felt a strange mix of pride and something quieter I couldn’t quite name.

Two weeks after we moved in, Melissa from next door stopped by with a bottle of wine and an invitation.

“You have to come to the gourmet club,” she said, like it was already decided. “It’s not as stuffy as it sounds. We just take turns hosting dinners, everyone brings something, and we drink too much and talk too loud. You’ll like it.”

Laura accepted before I could think of a polite excuse.

The first dinner was at the couple two doors down. It started with appetizers and cocktails on the back deck and turned into a long, wine-heavy meal that stretched past midnight. By the time we walked home, both of us were pleasantly drunk. Laura was giggly and kept bumping her shoulder into mine as we cut across the dark lawns.

A few days later, while we were still recovering, she told me something the other wives had been talking about in the kitchen.

“They have this thing they call the ‘hangover hots,’” she said, smirking as she poured coffee. “Apparently after these big dinners, when everyone’s still half-drunk or fighting a hangover the next morning, some of the couples… you know. Go at it. Hard.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Go at it?”

“Like, really go at it.” She was trying to sound casual, but there was a flush on her cheeks that hadn’t been there a second earlier. “Melissa said Chris and her sometimes don’t even make it to the bedroom. She said he’s… enthusiastic.”

I knew who Chris was. Next-door neighbor. Early forties, loud laugh, always the one refilling glasses. He had a reputation, apparently. Melissa had mentioned in passing that he liked to bake “special” brownies for certain parties. Laura had rolled her eyes at the time, but I could tell the idea amused her.

I didn’t push it. We had our own sex life — comfortable, affectionate, still good after eight years. But I filed the conversation away.

Several months later, Chris and Melissa hosted the gourmet club.

It was a warm September evening. Their backyard was strung with lights and the long table on the deck was already crowded with bottles when we arrived. Laura had made a big tray of deviled eggs and a pasta salad. I brought three bottles of decent red. We were greeted like we’d lived there for years.

The pattern was familiar by now: heavy appetizers, stronger drinks than we expected, then a long, loud dinner. People told stories. Hands brushed. Laughter got louder as the night went on. Laura was in a good mood — flushed from wine, talking animatedly with Melissa and a few of the other wives. I watched her from across the table and felt that same quiet tug I’d been feeling more often lately. She looked beautiful when she was like this. Loose. Happy. A little wild.

By one in the morning most of the guests had started drifting home. I was tired and more than a little drunk. Laura was still going strong, laughing at something Chris had said, one hand resting on his forearm as she leaned in to hear him over the music someone had turned on inside.

I walked over and touched her lower back.

“I’m beat,” I said quietly. “You ready?”

She turned to me with that slightly glassy, affectionate look she got when she’d had too much. “You go ahead, baby. I’m having fun. Melissa said she’d walk me home later if I stay too long.”

I hesitated. Chris was standing right there, smiling like he already knew how the night was going to end. I kissed her anyway.

“Leave the door unlocked,” I told her. “I’ll be asleep.”

She squeezed my hand. “Love you.”

I said goodnight to a few people and walked home alone.

Our house felt too quiet after the noise of the party. I stripped down, brushed my teeth, and crawled into bed naked. The sheets were cool. I lay there for a while listening to the distant sound of music and voices carrying across the yards, trying not to picture what might still be happening two doors down.

I must have dozed off, because the next thing I knew someone was shaking my shoulder.

“Greg. Greg, wake up.”

I opened my eyes. Melissa was standing over the bed in the dark, still in the short dress she’d worn to the party.

"You need to come help me get Laura home," she insisted. "She's really drunk and she needs your help to get home."

I came out of my alcoholic fog and slid out of bed, forgetting that I sleep nude. Melissa took a step back when I stood up and faced her... weaving a bit.

"Guess I need to get dressed," I mumbled.

Melissa shook her head. "Here, let me help you."

She found my pants and a pair of house slippers and helped me get my legs into the pants while I sat on the edge of the bed. "That's all you'll need," she assured me. "Let's go get Laura."

Melissa and I walked across the yards and up to their family room door together. She reached for the doorknob and stopped. "Oh shit, Chris, you son-of-a-bitch!" she cursed as she looked through the door's little glass pane.

Curious, I pushed Melissa aside enough to peer through the glass.

Laura was on the sofa with Chris, sitting sideways across his lap, one arm loosely around his shoulders. She was laughing — that loud, happy, slightly-too-loud laugh she gets when she's had way too much to drink. Her head was tipped back and she was smiling up at him, eyes glassy and bright.

Her blouse had come mostly unbuttoned during the evening. As I watched, she shifted and one side of it slipped off her shoulder. Her left breast spilled out completely — full, soft, the pink nipple already tight from the cool air or the excitement. Laura didn’t seem to notice at first. When she did, she looked down at her own exposed tit, giggled, and made a half-hearted attempt to cover it with her hand… but didn’t actually do it. Instead she left it out, still smiling that drunk, flirty smile.

Chris was staring at it openly, his mouth slightly open. His pants were unzipped and his semi-hard cock was resting against Laura’s bare thigh. He wasn’t touching her — not yet — but his hand was hovering close to her breast like he was working up the nerve. Laura noticed him looking and gave a little playful shrug, like oops, there it is, then laughed again and leaned her head against his shoulder, perfectly relaxed and happy about the whole thing.

Melissa raised her fist to bang on the door, but I grabbed her wrist to stop her.

"Wait a minute," I whispered. "I want to see what happens."

Melissa whispered back, voice low and tight, "He’s going to grab it if you give him another ten seconds. Look at him. And she’s just sitting there letting him stare."

We watched another few seconds. Laura shifted again and her breast swayed with the movement. She noticed Chris’s cock against her leg and glanced down at it, still smiling. She didn’t pull away. If anything, she seemed amused and a little turned on by the whole situation.

My stomach tightened, but my cock was already hard and pressing against the front of my pants.

"That’s it," Melissa muttered. She yanked her wrist out of my grip and banged hard on the doorframe.

Chris jumped like he’d been electrocuted. Laura’s head snapped up. She finally noticed her bare breast and made a clumsy, belated attempt to tuck it back into her blouse, still giggling.

Chris quickly zipped up and hurried to the door, trying to look casual and failing completely.

Melissa didn’t wait for him to speak. She pushed past him into the room. "Yeah, we saw you, Chris," she said sharply. "We’ll deal with that later."

Laura looked up at us from the sofa, still a little dazed and smiling. "Hey, you guys came back," she said, voice thick with alcohol. "I was just… talking to Chris."

Her blouse was still half open and one nipple was peeking out again. She didn’t seem embarrassed so much as happily drunk.

Melissa and I got her up between us. As we steered her toward the door, Laura leaned into me and whispered (loudly), "He was looking at my boob, Greg… I think he liked it."

Melissa shot Chris a furious look over her shoulder. I didn’t say anything. My head was full of the image of my wife’s bare breast on display and the way she’d smiled about it.

We got her home and up to the bedroom. Melissa helped me undress her the rest of the way. Laura was cooperative in a floppy, affectionate way, lifting her arms when we asked and stepping out of her panties. Her pussy was visibly wet, the lips puffy and glistening. She didn’t try to hide it.

Once she was under the sheet, Melissa looked at me.

"Does she sleep like you do?" she asked quietly.

"Most of the time," I said.

Melissa nodded, then leaned down and kissed Laura on the forehead. "Sleep it off, honey. We’ll talk in the morning."

She straightened and met my eyes. "Walk me back?"

We stepped outside into the cool night air. Melissa was quiet for a few steps.

"She was enjoying it," she said finally. "Drunk as hell, but she was enjoying having him look at her like that. I saw the way she smiled when her tit fell out. She didn’t cover up right away."

I didn’t answer. I was still seeing it in my head.

Melissa stopped at her porch and turned to me. "I’m not mad at you. I’m mad at him for pushing it when she was that far gone. But… you didn’t exactly look like you wanted to stop it either."

I met her eyes. "I didn’t."

She studied me for a moment, then gave me a small, knowing smile. She leaned in and kissed me softly on the lips — slower than a friendly kiss, but not quite something else.

"You’ve got a nice cock, by the way," she said quietly as she pulled back. "I noticed when you got out of bed earlier. Don’t worry, I won’t tell Chris."

Then she turned and went inside, leaving me standing there with my head spinning.

**

I woke to the sound of Laura groaning.

She was on her side facing away from me, one arm thrown over her eyes. The sheet had slipped down to her waist, leaving her back bare and the curve of one breast visible where she’d rolled in the night. Even hungover and messy, she looked good. I felt a familiar, low pull of affection mixed with something sharper as the images from the night before came back — her breast spilling out of her blouse, the way she’d smiled instead of covering up right away, the sound of her laughing with Chris.

My own head throbbed dully. I sat up carefully and swung my legs out of bed.

Laura made another miserable sound and pulled the pillow over her head. “What time is it?”

“Late enough,” I said quietly. “How bad is it?”

“Like someone parked a truck on my skull.” She rolled onto her back and immediately regretted it, wincing. Her eyes were bloodshot, mascara smudged beneath them. She looked at me through one squinted eye. “What the hell happened last night? I feel like I got hit by a train.”

I stood and stretched, trying to decide how much to say. “You partied harder than I did. That’s what happened.”

She made a face and reached for the water glass on the nightstand. Her hand shook a little. “I don’t even remember coming home. How did I get here?”

“Melissa and I brought you back. We put you to bed.”

Laura was quiet for a moment, staring at the ceiling. Then she said, “I remember… being on their couch. Chris was sitting next to me. Or under me? I think I was on his lap at one point.” She frowned, trying to pull the memory into focus. “My blouse came open. I think one of my tits fell out.”

She said it almost matter-of-factly, but color crept into her cheeks anyway.

I kept my voice even. “Yeah. That happened.”

Laura turned her head to look at me properly. “Did I… do anything stupid?”

“You were very drunk,” I said. “You were having fun. Flirty. Chris was enjoying the view. Melissa and I showed up before it went any further than that.”

She closed her eyes again, but not before I saw the flicker of embarrassment. “God. I should have left when you did. After you went home he kept pouring me drinks and I just… kept drinking them. I remember him looking at me. And I remember not minding that he was looking.” She let out a short, shaky laugh. “That’s pathetic, isn’t it?”

“No,” I said. “It’s not pathetic.”

Laura was quiet again. I could almost see her sorting through the fuzzy pieces in her head.

“I think I flashed him on purpose at one point,” she admitted softly. “Or at least I didn’t fix it when it happened. I remember laughing about it.” She opened her eyes and looked at me again, searching. “Are you mad?”

I shook my head. “No. I’m not mad.”

She studied my face for a few seconds longer, then nodded, seeming to accept that for now. “My head is killing me. I’m never drinking like that again.”

I leaned down and kissed her forehead. Her skin was warm and slightly clammy. “Get some more sleep. I’ll bring you coffee and toast in a bit.”

She caught my hand before I could straighten up. “I love you. I’m sorry if I made things weird.”

“You didn’t,” I told her. “Rest.”

I pulled on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt and went downstairs. The kitchen felt too bright. I started the coffee maker and stood at the counter while it brewed, staring out the window at the backyard without really seeing it.

My phone buzzed on the counter.

Melissa: Meet me on your back porch in a couple of minutes.

I stared at the message. Part of me had been expecting it. Another part wasn’t sure I was ready for whatever conversation was coming.

I poured myself a mug of coffee, added a splash of milk, and stepped out onto the porch. The morning air was cool and smelled like cut grass and last night’s smoke from someone’s fire pit. I sat in one of the Adirondack chairs and waited.

**

I stepped out onto the porch with my coffee and found Melissa already sitting in one of the Adirondack chairs. She was still wearing the same short dress from the night before, her hair twisted up in a loose knot. Two fresh mugs and the rest of the coffee sat on the small table between us. She must have brought it over.

She looked up as I closed the door behind me.

“Hey,” she said, softer than I expected. “How’s Laura doing?”

I sat down in the chair next to hers. “Rough morning. Major headache. She’s still in bed.”

Melissa nodded, her expression genuinely concerned. “Poor thing. She was pretty far gone last night.” She hesitated, then asked, “Was she upset when she woke up? About… what happened?”

I took a sip of coffee before answering. “She remembers some of it. Not everything. She knows she got flirty and that her blouse came open. She feels embarrassed more than anything.”

Melissa let out a quiet breath, somewhere between relief and regret. “That’s probably for the best. I tore into Chris pretty hard this morning. Told him he was out of line, that Laura was too drunk to be making those kinds of decisions.” She gave a small, wry smile. “He didn’t exactly argue with me. But then… well. You know how he is. One minute we’re fighting, the next minute he’s got me bent over the kitchen counter with my dress around my waist. Those ‘hangover hots’ are real, apparently.”

She said it without any real shame, just a kind of rueful honesty. I didn’t know how to respond, so I didn’t.

Melissa glanced over at me. “I wanted to apologize again. For what you saw last night. And for the fact that it happened at all. I hope it doesn’t make things weird between us. I really like you and Laura. I don’t want one stupid, drunk moment to ruin that.”

“It’s okay,” I said. “We were all drinking. Things got out of hand.”

She studied me for a moment, her eyes lingering a little longer than necessary. “You handled it better than most husbands would have. A lot of guys would’ve lost their shit seeing another man looking at their wife like that. Especially when she wasn’t exactly discouraging it.”

I felt the weight of her gaze and took another sip of coffee to buy myself a second.

Melissa leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs. The hem of her dress rode up a little higher on her thighs. “Can I ask you something kind of personal?”

“Sure.”

“Were you… turned on by it?” Her voice was gentle, almost careful. “Watching her like that. Seeing her enjoy the attention, even for a minute.”

The question hung in the air between us. I could have lied. I didn’t.

“Yeah,” I admitted. “I was.”

Melissa nodded slowly, like she’d already known the answer. A small, knowing smile touched her mouth. “I thought so. The way you were watching through the door… it didn’t look like you were about to rush in and stop it.”

She reached for the coffee pot and refilled both our mugs, even though mine was still half full. Her fingers brushed mine when she handed it back to me.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said after a moment. “This neighborhood has a lot of… open-minded people in it. Not everyone acts on it, but the interest is there. Chris and I have talked about it before — having a smaller, more intentional kind of gathering. Just a few couples who are curious about the same things. No pressure. No drama. Just… adults having fun together.”

She looked at me directly then, her expression open but unmistakably flirtatious.

“I think you and Laura might fit in with that kind of group,” she said. “If you were ever interested. No rush. No expectations. But after last night… I got the feeling the idea might not be completely off the table for you.”

She let the words settle, then added with a softer, almost playful tone, “And I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t a little curious about you myself.”

The porch went quiet except for the distant sound of someone mowing their lawn two streets over. Melissa didn’t look away. She just waited, sipping her coffee, letting me sit with what she’d said.

I let the silence sit for a few seconds, then found the nerve to smile at her.

“So that would mean I’d get to see you naked, right?”

Melissa’s eyebrows lifted, but she didn’t look surprised. If anything, she looked quietly pleased. She tilted her head, studying me with that same warm, slightly mischievous expression she’d had since she sat down.

“Hell,” she said lightly, “Laura and I are built so much alike you’ve basically already seen me. Same height, same shape… even our tits are similar from what I can tell.”

“Still,” I said, my voice a little rougher than I intended, “it would be a nice treat to see the real thing. You’ve got more freckles.”

That made her laugh — a soft, genuine sound. She glanced down at her own chest like she was checking, then looked back at me.

“You noticed that, huh?”

“I notice a lot of things.”

Melissa’s smile lingered. She shifted in her chair, crossing her legs the other way so the hem of her dress slid a little higher. “Well… if we were to have a more private kind of evening, you probably would get to see everything. That’s kind of the point.”

She let that hang for a moment, then continued in a more practical tone.

“I’ve been thinking about Beth and Mike. She’s told me they’re pretty European about this kind of stuff — very casual, very open. No drama. And then there’s Ben and Romina from the bowling league. I’ve heard enough hints from Romina over the last few months to know they’ve played around before. Nothing serious, just… fun when the mood hits.”

I nodded slowly, turning the names over in my head. “Fine with me. But you have to promise you’ll keep Chris on a leash. I don’t want everyone getting smashed and things getting out of hand before anyone’s had a chance to actually talk about it.”

Melissa gave me a look that was half amused, half reassuring. “Leave it to me. I’ll talk to the others first, feel them out. Then I’ll call Laura and invite her to something low-pressure. I won’t give her all the details upfront. Just… plant the idea and see how she reacts.”

We sat quietly after that, sipping what was left of the coffee. The morning sun was starting to cut through the trees. I let my eyes drift down to Melissa’s bare legs, long and lightly tanned, her toenails painted a soft coral color. She didn’t seem to mind me looking.

After a while she stood up, brushing her hands down the front of her dress. As she leaned over to set her empty mug on the table, the neckline gaped just enough for me to catch a clear view of one full breast and the soft pink tip of her nipple. She didn’t rush to fix it. If anything, she took her time straightening up.

I smiled despite myself. “You really do look a lot like Laura.”

Melissa gave me a dry look, but there was no real heat behind it. “You’re almost as bad as Chris, you know that? Always sneaking looks down women’s tops.” She shook her head, still smiling. “Anyway… thanks for the coffee. And thanks for not being an asshole about last night. A lot of guys would’ve made this morning a lot more complicated.”

She stepped closer, close enough that I could smell the faint trace of her perfume mixed with coffee. Then she leaned down and kissed me — soft, warm, and deliberate. Not quite friendly. Not quite something else either. Her lips lingered just a second longer than they needed to.

When she pulled back, her eyes stayed on mine.

“You’ve got a really nice cock, by the way,” she said quietly, almost like an afterthought. “I noticed last night when you got out of bed. Don’t worry — your secret’s safe with me.”

She gave me one last small smile, then turned and stepped off the porch, walking back across the yard toward her own house without looking back.

I stayed where I was, coffee mug still in my hand, watching her go.


Caught

Later that afternoon I was out back clearing brush from under the trees when I noticed Chris standing on his porch, a beer in his hand, watching me. He lifted the bottle in a half-wave. I paused and waved him over.

He disappeared inside for a minute, then came down the steps and crossed the yard carrying two fresh bottles. He handed me one without a word.

“Thanks,” I said, twisting off the cap. “Could use this.”

We stood there for a while, not saying much, just drinking and listening to the sound of the rake against the dry leaves. Chris finally broke the silence.

“I guess you caught me pretty good last night.”

I didn’t answer right away. I took another pull from the bottle and looked at him.

He shifted his weight, looking vaguely embarrassed for once. “I’m sorry, man. I got carried away. Melissa tore me a new one this morning. She said you and her both saw me… you know. Getting fresh with Laura.”

“We saw enough,” I said evenly.

Chris winced. “Yeah. I figured.” He took a long drink, then glanced at me sideways. “Look, I know it was out of line. She was drunk. I was drunk. It just… happened. I’m not proud of it.”

I studied him for a moment. Part of me wanted to stay pissed, but the truth was more complicated. I’d watched. I hadn’t stopped it right away. And I’d been hard while I did it.

“Shit like that happens when people drink too much,” I said finally. “If I was going to lose it, I would’ve done it last night. So we’re good. But yeah… you owe me one.”

Chris gave a short, relieved laugh and clinked his bottle against mine. “Fair enough. I owe you one.” He paused, then added with a crooked grin, “Though to be honest, Melissa’s the one who really runs the show around here. I can’t exactly tell her what to do.”

I snorted. “Laura’s the same way.”

We drank in silence again for a minute. I could feel Chris waiting, curious.

“Melissa came over this morning,” I said. “We had coffee on the porch. She had some interesting ideas.”

Chris raised his eyebrows. “Yeah? She’s barely said two words to me since she got home. Gave me the cold shoulder all morning. What’d she say?”

I looked at him directly. “She’s thinking about having a party. Just a small group. Us, plus a couple other couples she thinks might be into the same kind of thing. She mentioned playing some adult games. Nothing crazy at first, but… you know. The kind of night where things could happen if everyone’s on the same page.”

Chris went very still, the bottle halfway to his mouth. Then a slow, hopeful smile spread across his face.

“No shit?”

“No shit.”

He let out a low whistle and shook his head, grinning now. “That woman. One minute she’s ready to murder me, the next she’s planning a goddamn orgy. I swear I’ll never figure her out.”

“She said she’d talk to the other couples first,” I continued. “Then she’d call Laura and ease her into the idea. She doesn’t want to spook her.”

Chris shook his head and let out a short laugh.

“Damn, I can never figure out my wife. One minute she’s acting like a prude and the next she’s planning some kind of hot party. I guess that’s why I love her. She’s unpredictable as hell.”

I had to laugh with him. “That’s what she says about you too. Though I don’t think she was expecting to have to drag me back to your place last night just to stop you from putting your hands all over my wife.”

Chris winced, but there was a guilty little smile underneath it. “Yeah… you saw that, huh?”

“I saw enough,” I said. “Her tit was out. She was laughing about it. You were staring like you’d never seen a pair of tits before. Another couple of minutes and I’m pretty sure you would’ve been touching.”

Chris rubbed the back of his neck, looking both embarrassed and a little turned on by the memory. “She was pretty out of it. But yeah… she didn’t exactly rush to cover up either.”

I took another sip of beer and decided to push him a little.

“So tell me the truth. If Melissa actually pulls this party together and Laura ends up there… would you want another shot at seeing her naked? For real this time. Not just a drunk flash.”

Chris looked at me for a second, trying to read whether I was serious or setting him up. When he decided I wasn’t about to punch him, he gave a small, honest shrug.

“I’d be lying if I said no. Laura’s hot. I’ve thought about it before, if I’m being honest. But last night she was too far gone. I don’t think she would’ve gone along with anything if she’d been sober. And let’s be real — I know I’m not exactly packing what most women are dreaming about.”

He said it with a self-deprecating grin, but there was a flicker of insecurity underneath.

I let that sit for a moment, then said, “Well. We’ll see what happens. Melissa’s planning to talk to a couple other couples first. If she can get something together without everyone getting smashed out of their minds, it might actually be… interesting.”

Chris’s eyes lit up at that. “You’re really okay with it? With Laura being there? With whatever might happen?”

I thought about Melissa kissing me on the porch that morning. About the way she’d looked at me when she asked if watching Laura had turned me on.

“I’m okay with it,” I said. “As long as everyone’s on the same page and it stays fun. No drama.”

Chris studied me for a second longer, then broke into a wide grin and held up his hand for a high five.

“Man, I hope she pulls it off.”

I slapped his palm. The sound was loud in the quiet backyard.

We stood there a moment longer, finishing our beers. Chris eventually nodded toward his house.

“I should probably get back before Melissa decides I’ve been over here too long. She’s still in that weird mood where she’s pissed at me but also… not.” He gave me a knowing look. “You know how that goes.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I do.”

He started walking back across the yard, then turned around halfway.

“Hey, Greg?”

“Yeah?”

“Thanks for not being a dick about last night. Seriously.”

I just lifted my beer in acknowledgment. Chris nodded once and kept walking.

I didn’t tell him about the kiss Melissa had given me before she left my porch. Or about the way she’d looked at me when she said she was curious about me too.

Some things were better kept between me and his wife for now.

**

A week or so later, I came home to find Laura and Melissa sitting close together in the den, talking in low voices. The moment I stepped inside, the conversation stopped. Melissa gave me a quick, knowing smile while Laura stood up and crossed the room to kiss me hello.

“Hey,” Laura said, her hand resting on my chest. “We’re just finishing up. I’ll come find you in a bit.”

I took the hint. “No problem. I’ve got some work to finish anyway.”

I headed to my office and closed the door. Through the walls I could still hear the low murmur of their voices, though I couldn’t make out the words. About an hour later I heard the front door close. A few minutes after that, Laura appeared in my office doorway.

She came up behind me, wrapped her arms around my shoulders, and pressed a kiss to the side of my neck.

“Enough work for tonight,” she murmured. “Come help me with dinner. I’ll tell you what Melissa wanted.”

I followed her into the kitchen. While she started pulling things out of the fridge, I opened a bottle of red wine and poured us both a glass. Laura had been unusually quiet about the night at Chris and Melissa’s house since it happened, so I was curious what had finally brought Melissa over.

She didn’t waste much time.

“Melissa came by to invite us to a party next Saturday,” Laura said, keeping her eyes on the cutting board. “Just a small group. She mentioned Beth and Mike, and Ben and Romina from the bowling league.”

I tried to sound casual as I handed her a glass of wine. “What did you tell her?”

“At first I said no,” Laura admitted. “I told her the last time we were over there we all drank way too much and I made an ass of myself.” She paused, then glanced at me. “I still feel embarrassed about it.”

I leaned against the counter. “Embarrassed about what, exactly?”

Laura let out a small, uncomfortable laugh. “You know… the whole thing. I remember being on their couch with Chris. My blouse was open. I remember my breast falling out and just… leaving it there while he looked at me. I was laughing about it. I remember thinking it was funny that he was staring.” She shook her head. “I don’t remember everything after that, but I know I was being flirty. Too flirty. And I have this feeling that if you and Melissa hadn’t shown up when you did, things might have gone further than they should have.”

She looked down at the wine in her hand.

“I don’t like not remembering how far I let it go. That part bothers me.”

I was quiet for a moment, choosing my words carefully.

“Well,” I said, “we’ll just make sure you don’t drink that much next time. If we go.”

Laura looked up at me. “You want to go?”

I shrugged, trying to keep it light. “Sounds like it could be fun. And we don’t have any other plans. Melissa said it would be low-key?”

“She said we’d stay sober enough to actually play some games,” Laura said, her mouth quirking. “Whatever that means.”

I smiled and took a sip of wine. “Probably just an excuse to get everyone naked and see what happens.”

Laura let out a short breath that was half laugh, half nerves. “That’s what I’m afraid of.” She was quiet for a second, then added more softly, “But part of me is curious too. Is that weird?”

I reached over and brushed a strand of hair behind her ear.

“No,” I said. “It’s not weird.”

She studied my face for a moment, like she was trying to decide if I really meant it. Then she turned back to the cutting board, though I noticed the tips of her ears had gone slightly pink.

“Alright,” she said after a moment. “I told her we’d come. But I’m not getting that drunk again. And if things start getting crazy, we’re leaving. Deal?”

“Deal,” I said.

Inside, my pulse had picked up. I took another sip of wine to hide it.

“So who else is coming?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

Laura kept chopping vegetables as she answered. “Melissa said Beth and Mike will be there — the European couple from the corner house. And Ben and Romina from the bowling league.”

I nodded slowly. “Ben and Romina… I think I know who they are. She’s the one with the dark hair who always wears those tight jeans, right?”

Laura glanced over at me with a knowing smirk. “Of course that’s what you remember about her.”

I laughed. “What? I’m just trying to place them.”

“Mm-hmm.” She shook her head, but she was smiling. “Anyway, Ben’s the tall, blond guy with the arms. He seems nice enough when we’ve talked to him.”

“Yeah, he’s a good guy,” I agreed. I paused for a beat, then asked, “So… did you accept?”

Laura set the knife down and wiped her hands on a towel. For a second she just looked at me, like she was still making sure I was really okay with this.

“I did,” she said finally. “Melissa was pretty persuasive. She kept saying it would be low-key, just a few couples having drinks and playing some games. Nothing crazy unless everyone wants it to be.” She gave a small shrug. “I figured if you were open to it, then… why not?”

A quiet thrill moved through me at her words. I pictured Melissa on my back porch that morning — the way her dress had gaped when she leaned over, the soft pink of her nipple, the kiss she’d left on my mouth. Then I imagined her naked at a party, along with the others. Along with Laura.

I felt myself starting to get hard and shifted my stance behind the counter so she wouldn’t notice.

“I’ve got a few good bottles we can bring,” I said, keeping my voice even. “I’ll pick out something nice.”

Laura studied me for a moment, her expression softer now. “You’re really okay with this? With me being there? With… whatever might happen?”

I met her eyes and nodded. “Yeah. I am.”

She held my gaze a second longer, then gave a small, almost shy smile and turned back to the cutting board. “Alright then. I’ll make a couple of things to bring. Maybe those spicy shrimp you like.”

I watched her for a moment, the curve of her back, the way her hair fell forward as she worked. My mind was already racing ahead to Saturday night — the possibilities, the unknown, the chance to see where this strange, exciting current might take us.

I took a slow sip of wine and said nothing.

**

Laura and I walked across the yards carrying the trays of food and the wine I’d chosen. Ben and Romina’s Lincoln was already parked at the curb. Mike and Beth must have walked over, because when we let ourselves in through the side door, all six of them were already gathered in the den.

Melissa came over immediately, smiling wide. “Here, let me take those from you.”

I shook hands with the men and hugged the women. Beth stepped into my arms without hesitation and held on a beat longer than necessary. Her small, firm breasts pressed warmly against my chest. When she finally pulled back, she gave me a bright, knowing smile, her eyes sparkling with mischief. She was English — sharp-featured and quick to laugh — while Mike was tall and broad-shouldered, with a thick mustache and the kind of easy confidence that came from living in several different countries.

As Beth slipped away, she noticed the white sheet hanging over the doorway that led into the kitchen.

“What’s this about?” she asked, giving it a playful tug.

Melissa’s voice floated out from the kitchen. “That’s for the first game tonight. You’ll find out soon enough.”

Romina tilted her head, curious. “A sheet? That’s… different. I was kind of hoping for Twister.”

Ben laughed and slid an arm around her waist. “You’re the only one here flexible enough to make that interesting.”

Romina was long and slender, almost delicate, with dark hair and a quiet, slightly shy energy. She had a way of moving that drew the eye — especially the way her jeans hugged the curve of her hips and ass when she walked. I’d noticed it more than once at the bowling alley.

We drifted into the dining room, where Melissa and Laura had set up a simple buffet. For the next hour we stood around with plates and glasses of wine, talking and laughing. The conversation stayed light — work, the neighborhood, upcoming vacations — but there was an undercurrent of something else. Every so often I’d catch one of the women giving a longer look than usual, or one of the men letting his hand rest a little too comfortably on someone else’s lower back. The air felt charged, like everyone was waiting for something to begin.

I was opening a second bottle of wine when Melissa stepped into the doorway and clapped her hands once to get our attention.

“Alright, everyone,” she said, her voice bright with anticipation. “Time for the first game.”

“I’m sure you’re all wondering about the sheet hanging over the doorway,” Melissa said, her voice carrying easily through the room. “Tonight we’re going to test how well you really know each other. I found this game a while back and thought it would be perfect for us.”

She smiled, clearly enjoying being in charge.

“Here’s how it works. The men will go behind the sheet first. Ladies, you’ll sit here in a semi-circle with notepads and pencils. One at a time, each guy will show a part of his body for exactly five seconds. Your job is to guess who it belongs to. The men will keep a master list of the order so we can score it properly afterward. We’ll do four different exposures each, just to make it interesting. Sound clear?”

Beth let out a delighted little giggle. “Which parts are we talking about exactly?”

Melissa’s grin turned mischievous. “I’ve already chosen them. Four per person. The order will be mixed up so no one has an unfair advantage. After the men finish, we’ll score it, declare a winner, and then it’s the ladies’ turn to be on display.”

Romina raised her hand hesitantly, like she was back in school. “Do we get to pick which parts we show?”

“No,” Melissa replied smoothly, a sly smile playing on her lips. “I’ve already decided. This is an adult game, after all. I promise it’ll be fun.”

Romina shifted uncomfortably in her seat, glancing at Ben. The hesitation was obvious on her face.

Beth reached over and gave her arm a reassuring squeeze. “Oh come on, don’t be a party pooper, Romina. We’re all friends here. Everyone’s got strong points and… less strong points. That’s part of what makes it exciting, right?”

Romina managed a small shrug and a weak smile as she looked around the room. “Yeah… I guess so.”

“Perfect,” Melissa said brightly. She handed out notepads and pencils, then gave Chris the master list and put him in charge of keeping track. “Gentlemen, if you’ll follow me behind the sheet, we’ll get started.”

The four of us exchanged glances — a mix of nerves and anticipation — then filed behind the hanging sheet.

“First round is easy,” Melissa called out. “Everyone take off your right shoe and sock. One at a time, stick your right foot under the sheet for exactly five seconds. Ladies, try to guess whose foot it is.”

We dutifully removed our shoes and socks. The women were already laughing and whispering among themselves as the first foot appeared under the bottom edge of the sheet.

“This is harder than I thought,” Laura said through her laughter. “I was sure I knew which foot was Greg’s, but now I’m second-guessing myself.”

Melissa’s voice carried easily from the women’s side. “That’s the whole point. It only gets trickier from here.”

We shuffled our positions behind the sheet. Melissa continued, “Okay, gentlemen — there’s a small hole at chest height, covered by a flap of fabric. You see it?”

Chris confirmed we did.

“Good. Now each of you will stick your left index finger through that hole for exactly five seconds. Ladies, make your guesses.”

One by one we pushed a finger through. The women were still laughing and calling out guesses, but the energy had shifted slightly — a little more focused, a little more charged.

After the fingers came the next instruction.

“Same hole,” Melissa said. “This time, expose your right nipple for five seconds.”

There was a beat of surprised silence, then we all started laughing and slapping each other on the back. Shirts came off quickly. The mood had flipped from playful to unmistakably adult.

One after another we stepped up and pressed a bare nipple through the hole. On the other side, the women were hooting and making increasingly bold comments.

“Two of them are definitely hairy,” I heard Romina say, her voice carrying a mix of nerves and amusement. “I think I’ve got the nipples right, at least.”

From our side of the sheet, Chris called out, his tone half-challenging, half-excited, “Alright, Melissa… what’s the final part?”

The women’s side erupted in a fresh wave of giggles and whispered speculation. The air behind the sheet felt thicker now, the laughter edged with anticipation.

A burst of nervous giggling came from the other side of the sheet. Then Melissa spoke, her voice deliberately solemn.

“Your final exposure uses the other covered slit — the one just below waist level. You see it?”

“Yeah, we see it,” Chris answered, his tone somewhere between disbelief and excitement. “You’re really asking us to stick our cocks through there for you ladies?”

“Not the whole thing,” Melissa replied smoothly. “Just the head. Five seconds each. That way length doesn’t give anyone away.”

There was a short, charged silence behind the sheet.

Chris turned to the rest of us, eyebrows raised. “Well, gentlemen? Are we doing this?”

Mike gave a low chuckle. “Might as well. Who knows — maybe we’ll get the same treatment when it’s their turn.” He paused, then added with a grin, “Though I’ll need to pull my foreskin back so it doesn’t give me away.”

Chris smirked. “You can go first then, Mike.”

We all watched as Mike unzipped his pants and pushed his briefs down. He gave himself a couple of slow strokes to get fully hard, then carefully pulled his long foreskin back to expose the flushed head. He stepped up to the sheet, took a breath, and slid just the head of his cock through the narrow opening.

Chris counted quietly. “One… two… three… four… five. Time.”

Mike pulled back quickly, tucking himself away as the women on the other side erupted in a fresh wave of laughter, whispers, and appreciative murmurs.

The energy behind the sheet had shifted completely. What had started as a silly game now felt unmistakably sexual.

The women’s side was alive with giggles and increasingly bold comments as Chris stepped up next.

He was already fully hard. Circumcised and on the smaller side, he pushed just the head of his cock through the slit without hesitation. Chris counted to five in a slightly strained voice, then pulled back quickly.

I glanced at Ben and shrugged. My turn. I dropped my pants and briefs, gave myself a few firm strokes to get properly hard, then moved to the slit. My cock was noticeably thicker than the others. I slid just the head through the narrow opening and held it there. On the other side I heard a few surprised “oohs” and appreciative murmurs. My face burned as I pulled back and quickly tugged my pants up.

Ben went last. He pushed his briefs down and we all couldn’t help but look. He was significantly longer — close to eight inches — and noticeably thicker than the rest of us. When he pulled his foreskin back, the head had an unusual, more pointed shape rather than the typical rounded helmet. He didn’t make a show of it. He simply stepped forward, pushed the head through the slit, and held it steady for the five seconds. The reaction from the women was louder this time — more gasps, more laughter, more whispered commentary.

“Well done, gentlemen,” Melissa called out, sounding like a pleased ringmaster. “We’ll give the ladies a couple of minutes to finalize their answers. You can stay behind the sheet until we’re ready.”

We waited in the semi-darkness, half-dressed and buzzing with a strange mix of embarrassment and adrenaline. When Melissa finally told us to come out, we rejoined the group in the den. The women had a variety of expressions — some flushed, some smirking, some avoiding eye contact.

Chris and Melissa huddled together at the small game table, tallying the guesses. The rest of us sat around the room in a slightly awkward but charged silence, waiting.

Finally Chris stood up with a dramatic flourish.

“We have a winner,” he announced. “The woman with the best eye for feet, fingers, nipples, and cocks is… Beth!”

We all clapped as Beth threw her arms up in victory, grinning from ear to ear.

“That was more fun than I expected,” she announced, clearly pleased with herself.

Melissa didn’t let the momentum fade. She topped up everyone’s wine glasses and handed the men fresh notepads and pencils. After another generous pour, she ushered the women behind the sheet amid a chorus of wolf whistles and nervous giggles from our side.

I settled in with the others, feeling the wine and the strange, charged atmosphere loosening me up. Laura has long, narrow feet, so I figured the first round would be easy for me. It wasn’t. Three of the four feet looked frustratingly similar under the sheet. I narrowed it down as best I could, but I was far from confident. Beth’s feet were shorter and wider, so I picked her without much trouble. The rest of the guys looked just as uncertain as I felt.

The right little fingers came next. More confusion. I scribbled down my guesses, but I was mostly guessing at this point. The hole in the sheet wasn’t helping much either. Each woman pushed a nipple through for five seconds, but three of them were a similar soft pink. It was nearly impossible to be sure.

The whole time, the energy in the room kept building — laughter, teasing comments, the occasional bold remark. By the time we reached the final round, the air felt thick with anticipation.

The laughter from the women’s side grew louder and more nervous as we reached the final round.

We heard rustling and whispered giggles before the lower slit in the sheet parted. A soft light-brown bush appeared first, neatly framed, with the hint of a visible slit below. That has to be Laura, I thought immediately. It looks just like her.

The next one followed quickly — another light brown bush, this one a little thicker and fuller. I stared hard, trying to decide. It could have been Laura again. The uncertainty was maddening.

The third was darker, neatly trimmed to show the smooth sides of the mound. Beth, I decided. She has the darkest hair.

Finally, the sheet opened to reveal a completely smooth, bare pussy with a narrow, delicate mound. Jesus, I thought. Romina? Or does Beth shave everything?

We were all quiet for a moment, studying intently. The competitiveness had kicked in despite ourselves. I went with my first instincts rather than overthinking it and scribbled down my final guesses.

Chris and Melissa huddled at the small table again, comparing answers and tallying scores. The rest of us sat in a strange, buzzing silence — half embarrassed, half electrified by what we’d just seen.

After a few minutes Melissa stood up, a triumphant smile on her face.

“The winner of the men’s side is… Greg!”

The room erupted in applause. I laughed and copied Beth’s earlier victory pose, throwing both arms up in V signs. First impressions really had been the best.

“Now for the prize,” Melissa announced, her eyes sparkling. “The two winners get to disappear into our bedroom and close the door for exactly five minutes. Seems only fair, doesn’t it?”

I glanced over at Laura. She was smiling, a playful glint in her eye.

“A lot can happen in five minutes with Greg,” she teased, her voice light. She didn’t seem bothered at all.

The rest of the group laughed at my expense. Beth stood up smoothly, brushing her hands down her dress. She started walking down the hallway toward Melissa and Chris’s bedroom, then paused and looked back over her shoulder at me.

“Coming, Greg?” she asked, her tone coy and inviting.

I followed her down the hall, heart beating faster. Beth stepped into the bedroom, closed the door behind us, and turned to sit on the edge of the king-size bed. She crossed her legs and looked up at me with a small, expectant smile.

I cleared my throat. “I have a question. Were you the one with the dark trimmed bush… or the completely smooth one?”

Beth tilted her head, a playful spark in her eyes. “Answer my question first, and I might show you.”

“What’s your question?”

Her cheeks flushed just a little. “We only have a few minutes,” she said, her voice dropping, “so… would you let me suck your cock? I’ve never been with a circumcised man before, and yours looked really nice through the sheet.”

The request hit me like a rush of heat. From the den I could hear muffled laughter and squeals, but I forced my attention back to Beth.

It only took me a second to decide. I unzipped my pants and pushed them down along with my briefs, presenting my half-hard cock to her.

Beth’s eyes darkened with interest. She slid off the bed and onto her knees in one smooth motion.

“Come closer,” she whispered.

I hardened fully the moment her lips brushed the exposed head of my cock. She kissed it softly, almost reverently, then opened her mouth and took me in, sliding her warm, wet tongue along the underside of my shaft.

“You have to show me your pussy when you’re done,” I managed to say as she began working her head up and down.

“Mmm-hmm,” she hummed around me, the vibration sending a shiver through my body. She was eager, focused, sucking with a hungry rhythm that made it clear she was enjoying herself.

It didn’t take long. I felt my balls draw up tight, my cock throbbing against her tongue. Within a minute I was coming hard, pulsing again and again. Beth did her best to take it all, swallowing what she could. A thin trail of cum escaped the corner of her mouth and ran down her chin. She pulled back, caught it with her finger, and licked it clean without hesitation.

Then she rose, stepped close, and kissed me deeply. I tasted the faint salt of my own release on her tongue.

Time was nearly gone. Beth took a small step back, lifted the hem of her dress, and hooked a finger into the side of her thin panties. She pulled them aside, giving me a clear view of her dark, neatly trimmed bush and the soft pink lips beneath.

“You guessed right,” she said with a breathless little giggle. “Do you like my pussy?”

“It looks delicious,” I told her, my voice rough. “Maybe I’ll get a proper taste one of these days… if Mike doesn’t mind.”

Beth laughed softly, a warm, mischievous sound. “You never know. That could probably be arranged.”

“Time’s up!” Melissa called from the hallway as she opened the bedroom door. “What have you two been doing in here?”

Beth licked her lips slowly, eyes sparkling. “We’ll never tell, will we, Greg?”

I smiled at Melissa. “Our little secret. The rules didn’t say we had to confess anything.”


Back in the Room

There were plenty of suggestive comments as soon as we stepped back into the den.

“Damn, that was quick!” someone called out.

“Wish I’d been a fly on the wall in there,” another added with a laugh.

The teasing was good-natured but laced with heat. My eyes went straight to the couch. Laura was sitting between Chris and Mike, neatly sandwiched. Chris had his arm casually draped around her shoulders, his fingers playing lightly with the collar of her blouse. Laura’s hands were pressed tightly in her lap, holding her dress down between her thighs.

“Looks like you made a couple of new friends while I was gone,” I said with a chuckle.

Laura gave me a slightly peeved look at first. I assumed she was annoyed about me disappearing with Beth. I was wrong.

“The guys kept trying to look up my dress,” she complained, though her tone wasn’t entirely convincing. “I had to sit like this just to keep them in line.”

I turned to Chris, grinning. “So… did you get a good look at my wife’s pretty blue panties?”

Chris’s grin widened. “Just a quick peek before she caught me sitting on the floor in front of her. I do love sheer ones,” he added, his fingers still tracing the edge of her collar as he stroked the side of her arm.

Laura tried to ignore him, but I noticed the way her hands were moving — slowly pressing and rubbing between her tightly closed thighs, right through her dress. She was clearly enjoying the attention from both men. Maybe it was payback for what she knew had just happened with Beth.

Meanwhile, Beth had moved to the far end of the couch. She perched on the armrest beside Mike, pressing her thigh against his shoulder. When he looked up at her, she leaned down and kissed him — slow, deep, and unmistakably intimate. I watched her tongue slip into her husband’s mouth, giving him a very clear taste of what she’d just done for me.

Oh shit, I thought. He’s definitely going to know.

They broke the kiss. Beth sat back with a satisfied little smile and licked her lips again. Mike glanced over at me. For a second our eyes met, and I knew he understood exactly what had happened in that bedroom. Then he looked back at his wife, smiled, and gave her thigh a gentle, approving pat.

The room seemed to hold its breath for a moment, waiting to see how he would react.

“I hope you enjoyed yourself,” Mike said to his wife, his voice warm and completely unbothered.

Beth gave him a radMiket smile. “Oh, I definitely did. And yes — I guessed Greg correctly in that last round.”

Mike chuckled and gave her backside a light, affectionate pat. “I had a feeling you might have.”

The easy acceptance in his tone sent a quiet thrill through the room. No jealousy, no drama — just open, mutual enjoyment. It was disarming.

Melissa cleared her throat and handed me the wine bottle. “Greg, would you mind topping everyone up while we decide on the next game?”

I moved around the room refilling glasses. It gave people a moment to settle back into their seats and reset a little. Laura slid off the sofa and came to sit on the floor beside my chair. That’s when I noticed two buttons on her white blouse had come undone, revealing the lacy edge of her bra and a generous hint of cleavage. She either hadn’t noticed… or simply didn’t care anymore.

Melissa stood in the center of the room and addressed the group.

“Alright, we have a choice for the next game. We can do Twister, Spin the Bottle, or strip poker. Show of hands — who wants Twister?”

“Naked or with clothes on?” Chris called out immediately.

Melissa laughed and shook her head. “With clothes on, you horny devil.”

Romina raised her hand quickly, clearly hoping the game would stay relatively tame and spare her from having to show too much. No one else joined her.

“Okay… Spin the Bottle?” Melissa suggested.

“Maybe that should come after strip poker,” Mike offered with a grin.

Laura and Melissa both raised their hands anyway.

Melissa scanned the room. “Strip poker it is, then?”

Beth’s hand shot up instantly, followed by all four of us men.

The decision was unanimous.

“Strip poker it is, then,” Melissa announced with a decisive smile. “I’ve got a fresh deck, and we’ll make Jokers wild. Everyone form a circle on the floor. Boy-girl seating, and no one sits next to their own spouse. Fair?”

We all agreed and rearranged ourselves after topping up from the third bottle of wine I’d brought. Laura ended up sitting between Ben and Chris. She kept her legs tucked neatly beneath her, but that didn’t stop Ben from having a clear view down the front of her still-partially-unbuttoned blouse. I wondered briefly who had loosened those extra buttons while I was in the bedroom with Beth.

The game started simply enough. Each round, everyone ante’d one piece of clothing. We quickly agreed that rings, watches, and other jewelry didn’t count — it would have slowed things down too much. The winner of each hand got to reclaim one item from the growing pile in the center of the circle.

At first it felt almost innocent — socks, shoes, belts. But the wine was flowing, the laughter was getting louder, and the air in the room had grown thick with anticipation. Every discarded item raised the temperature a little more.

One of the biggest moments came when Ben finally had to ante his boxer shorts. The women leaned forward as he stood and pushed them down. His cock was impressive even soft — long, thick, and uncut. A few appreciative murmurs and widened eyes went around the circle.

Another charged moment arrived when Romina had to choose between her bra or her panties. After a brief, bashful hesitation, she stood up, hooked her thumbs into her panties, and slid them down her legs. She was completely bare between her thighs — smooth, delicate, and utterly exposed. We were all quietly fascinated to finally see her like this.

“God, Romina,” Beth said, half laughing, half in awe. “How do you even take Ben? You’re so petite and he’s… well, big.”

Romina’s cheeks burned bright red, but she managed a sarcastic little smile. “I manage somehow. He fills me up, that’s for damn sure.”

The game kept moving. Laura lost her blouse, then her skirt. I glanced over and saw that the front of her little blue panties now had a very noticeable wet spot. She sat with her knees drawn up to her chest, feet flat on the floor, which gave both Mike and me a clear view of the damp fabric clinging to her.

Beth chose to ante her bra next. When it came off we finally saw the dark, conical nipples we’d all been wondering about. They were small, firm, and pointed straight forward.

“I honestly don’t need a bra most of the time,” Beth admitted with a shrug. “They’re too small to really need support. But without one my nipples show through everything.”

“They’re perfect,” Melissa said warmly as she unhooked her own bra and added it to the pile. “Mine have already started to sag a little.”

“I like the freckles,” Mike added, looking at his wife with open affection. “There’s definitely some redhead in your family somewhere.”

I couldn’t help comparing. From where I sat, Melissa’s and Laura’s nipples were almost identical in size and soft pink color. Except for the sprinkling of freckles across Melissa’s chest, they could have belonged to the same woman.

Laura lost her bra in the same round I had to ante my briefs. For a long moment I sat there staring at my wife’s bare breasts, her pink nipples tight and erect. At the same time, she was looking straight at my newly exposed cock, which was already semi-hard again.

Laura won that hand and quickly reclaimed her bra with a relieved little laugh. A few rounds later, Romina finally had to make her choice. After a visible moment of hesitation, she stood up, reached behind her back, and slowly unhooked the front-clasp bra. She let it fall away and tossed it into the growing pile in the center of the circle.

“There,” she said, voice flat but steady. “Now you all know. I have tiny tits.”

Beth spoke up immediately, warm and reassuring. “I think they’re cute, Romina. You’ve got the same kind of perky little cones I do — just smaller.”

Ben leaned in and kissed his wife’s shoulder. “They’re perfect,” he said softly, defending her without missing a beat. “They’re incredibly sensitive. She can actually come just from me sucking on them. I love the way she looks when she’s lost in it.”

The game kept rolling. Mike won the next hand, which left Ben and me with nothing left to ante. Chris was down to his last piece — a pair of tight bikini briefs. Laura, looking flushed and more than a little aroused, stood up slowly. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her blue panties, slid them down her legs, and folded them neatly into a small square before adding them to the pile.

“What’s wrong, Laura?” Mike laughed. “Afraid we’ll see the wet spot on those pretty blue panties?”

Naturally, Chris snatched them up before she could stop him. He unfolded the damp fabric and dramatically held them to his face.

“Oh ho! I smell the sweet aroma of pussy!” he teased.

Laura lunged for them, half laughing, half mortified, but he held them just out of reach.

“Stop that!” Melissa snapped, though there was amusement in her voice too. “Don’t embarrass our guest like that.” She looked around the circle, her eyes sparkling. “Besides… I think we’re all a little aroused right now, aren’t we, ladies?”

To prove her point, Beth spread her legs without hesitation. Sure enough, there was a visible wet spot on the crotch of her panties. With a playful grin she slipped them off and held them out to me.

“Here, Greg. You seemed pretty interested in getting a taste earlier. Be my guest.”

I took them from her, held them up for everyone to see, then pressed the damp fabric to my mouth and slowly licked the wet spot.

“Delicious,” I announced, earning another round of laughter as I tossed them into the center of the circle.

Everyone burst into laughter, the kind that comes when nerves finally give way to pure, giddy excitement. Those of us still wearing anything quickly shed it and tossed the last pieces into the growing pile in the center of the circle. We sprawled out on the floor, naked and buzzing, openly looking at one another.

My eyes went straight to Laura. She was giggling along with the rest of us, flushed and clearly enjoying the attention. Chris had one arm around her and was openly squeezing her right breast. Ben, sitting on her other side, had his hand between her thighs, his long fingers working patiently toward her slit. The sight sent a sharp twist through my stomach — a flash of jealousy that hit hard and fast.

Then I realized my own cock was rock-hard again, throbbing against my thigh.

I felt Melissa lean against my left shoulder. A moment later warm fingers wrapped around my erection. Beth had settled her head on my right thigh and was slowly stroking me. Soon her mouth followed her hand, taking me in with that same eager hunger she’d shown in the bedroom. Melissa shifted closer and joined her, their tongues occasionally brushing as they shared me.

Across the circle, Mike kissed Romina deeply, then slid lower to draw one of her small nipples into his mouth. Romina gasped, her head falling back as she slipped a finger into her own smooth pussy and began moving it frantically.

For a few heated minutes the room was nothing but hands, mouths, and soft moans — a chaotic, thrilling mini-orgy on the living room floor.

Then Melissa, ever the one in control, pulled back and raised her voice just enough to cut through the haze.

“Alright, everyone — pause for a second,” she said, breathing a little hard. “We need to talk. How far are we all actually willing to take this tonight? Because once the wine wears off, we don’t want any regrets or problems.”

The possibility of real consequences suddenly cut through the wine-fueled haze. For a long moment the room was quiet. Eight naked people sat in a loose circle on the floor, hands still resting on someone else’s thigh or waist, the reality of what we were doing settling over us.

Wives looked at husbands. Husbands looked at wives. The same unspoken questions hung in the air:

How far are we really willing to go? Am I okay with watching my spouse fuck someone else? Is my spouse okay with all of this?

The silence stretched, feeling much longer than it probably was.

Mike finally broke it, his voice calm and matter-of-fact.

“Beth and I should probably tell you that we’ve done this before,” he said. “A few times, back in Europe. We’ve shared with other open-minded couples. It never hurt our relationship. In fact, it made it stronger. We like all of you, and we trust you. But you have to decide for yourselves what feels right.”

Ben nodded slowly, glancing at Romina. “We’ve fantasized about it plenty of times, but we’ve never actually done it. I’d be open to trying… but it’s really up to her.”

All eyes turned to Romina. She looked small and a little overwhelmed, sitting naked between us.

“I don’t know,” she said softly, voice trembling. “I want to hear what everyone else thinks first. I know Ben would be… popular.” She gave a nervous little laugh. “But I’m not sure anyone would actually want me.”

“Count me in,” Mike said immediately, his tone warm and reassuring.

“Me too,” Chris added with a big grin, then quickly added, “if Melissa’s okay with it, of course.”

Melissa turned her attention to my wife, who had been unusually quiet.

“What about you, Laura?” she asked gently. “You’ve been pretty quiet.”

Laura looked over at me, her expression thoughtful, almost serious.

“I feel the same way Romina does,” she said quietly. “I need some time to think and talk about it with Greg. Maybe we’ve gone far enough for tonight. We should stop while we’re still good friends and really consider what this could mean. We can meet again later, talk like adults, and let each couple decide for themselves. Is that too much to ask?”

I felt a surge of affection and protectiveness for her. I wanted to back her up and give everyone breathing room.

“So far it’s been fun,” I said. “We got naked, played around a little, and everyone seemed to be enjoying themselves. No one got hurt. That’s something.”

I glanced at Ben, who looked like he wanted to talk to Romina privately too.

“I’d like to add one small change to my wife’s suggestion, though,” I continued. “As a nice way to end this very arousing evening, I think we should all stay right here in the circle and take care of ourselves. That way everyone goes home at least partly satisfied… and the couples who still have energy can go home and fuck each other’s brains out while remembering what happened tonight.”

Melissa let out a bright, surprised laugh.

“I’ve never touched myself in front of other people before — except Chris, of course,” she said. “But that actually sounds like more fun than Spin the Bottle. And it’s getting pretty late anyway.” She raised her hand. “Who’s in favor of Greg’s plan?”

Every hand in the circle went up without hesitation.

We stayed right where we were. The room filled with the soft sounds of heavy breathing, quiet moans, and the slick rhythm of hands moving. We watched each other, feeding off the sights and sounds until, one by one, we reached our peaks. The air was thick with the scent of sex and satisfaction.

Afterward we cleaned up quietly, finished the last of the wine, and shared a round of warm, slightly dazed hugs and kisses. Ben and Romina got dressed and left with quiet goodbyes.

Laura and I gathered our scattered clothes. I looked at the pile in my arms and shook my head.

“It’s silly to get dressed just to walk next door,” I said. “Let’s just go like this.”

Beth giggled. “We’re only two houses up and across the street. We’ll walk home naked with you.”

Laura gave Melissa a warm hug. “I’ll come get my trays tomorrow, once I’ve sobered up,” she said. Then she turned to Chris and wrapped her arms around him. He pulled her close, his hands sliding down to cup her bare ass as he pressed his still-hard little cock between her thighs for a moment.

We stepped outside into the cool night air. Four naked bodies moving quietly across the lawns under the moonlight. When we reached our front yard we paused, reluctant to end the evening just yet.

Laura hugged Mike tightly. At the same time Beth stepped into my arms, pressing her warm, naked body against mine.

“I really enjoyed getting to know you better tonight, Greg,” she whispered, her breath soft against my ear. “You and Laura are welcome over anytime. Don’t wait too long, okay?”


The Morning After

Laura and I went home and fooled around for a few minutes, touching and kissing, but neither of us was really in the mood to go further. I was still soft from jacking off in front of everyone, and she was sore from all the hands that had been between her legs that night. We ended up giggling like teenagers instead, then curled up together and fell asleep in a warm tangle of limbs.

The next morning it was hard to start talking. Laura made coffee while I went outside for the paper. We sat at the kitchen table sipping our mugs and picking at muffins, the newspaper open between us. Every so often I’d catch her glancing at me, but she stayed quiet. I decided to wait her out.

It was past eleven when she finally spoke.

“Well… that was some party, huh?” she said tentatively.

“Yeah. Definitely different.” I set my coffee down. “I’m still not sure what to make of the whole thing. But I think everyone had a good time — at least while it was happening.”

Laura nodded slowly. “The sheet game was fun. I was terrible at guessing, though.”

“I was confused too,” I admitted. “I still can’t believe I actually won.”

Laura looked at me for a long moment, then asked the question that had clearly been on her mind.

“What happened when you and Beth went into the bedroom? Did you… you know.”

I gave a small laugh. “In five minutes? It was actually kind of funny. She sucked me, and I got to see her pussy. That’s about it. I guessed her right, by the way.”

Laura’s eyebrows went up. “She sucked you off that fast? She must be really good.”

This was a lose/lose situation, so I decided to punt.

“She goes too fast,” I said as convincingly as I could. “It wasn’t nearly as good as when you do it.”

Laura chuckled softly. “Well, I usually have more time, don’t I?”

I chose not to answer that one. I was surprised — and a little relieved — that she didn’t seem genuinely upset by my admission. Maybe she was just glad I hadn’t actually fucked Beth in those five minutes.

I turned the conversation back on her. “So what happened while I was gone?”

Laura’s cheeks flushed a soft pink. “Mike started it,” she said. “He got down on the floor and tried to put his head under my dress. I couldn’t believe it. Melissa told him to behave and he backed off for a second, but then Chris dropped down right beside him. Before I knew it, both of them had their heads under my dress, staring at my panties.”

She shook her head, still a little embarrassed. “Melissa and Romina finally made them stop… but they definitely saw plenty.”

I saw my opening and took it gently. “And… did that turn you on a little?”

Laura was quiet for a moment, then gave a small, honest nod. “Yeah. It did. After that I felt a lot more… curious. More willing to go along with everything.”

I studied her face. “Are you glad we stopped when we did?”

She thought about it for a while, staring into her coffee. “I think so,” she said finally. “At least for Romina’s sake. She looked a little overwhelmed. But… I don’t know. Part of me wonders what would have happened if we’d kept going.”

Laura thought about it for a long moment. I stayed quiet and let her gather her thoughts.

“I think it was good we stopped when we did — mostly for Romina’s sake,” she said finally. “She looked pretty overwhelmed. It surprised me that she still went through with touching herself at the end like the rest of us. She must have needed the release as badly as I did.”

“Yeah… I was watching you most of the time,” I admitted. “Seeing you finger yourself in front of everyone was one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen. Way more arousing than watching any of the other women.”

Laura looked genuinely surprised, her eyes widening. “Really? You liked watching me do that?”

I nodded. “A lot. That, and seeing Chris and Ben touching you — getting you all worked up. I almost came when you finally had to take your bra and panties off and let everyone see you completely naked.”

She was quiet again, processing my words. Then, in a softer, almost hesitant voice, she asked, “Would you enjoy seeing me do to Mike what Beth did to you?”

I opened my mouth to answer, but Laura’s gaze had already dropped to my lap. My cock had grown hard again, clearly outlined against my slacks. She broke into a broad, knowing smile.

“I think I just got my answer,” she chuckled. “You got a full hard-on just thinking about it, didn’t you?”

I could only nod and smile back at her. “I was picturing it. And yeah… it turns me on. A lot.” I paused, then added casually, “Beth did say we’re welcome over anytime, by the way.”

“Beth seems to have a thing for you,” Laura said, half teasing, half accusing. “She must have really enjoyed your little encounter. She and Mike seem to have a very open attitude about this kind of thing.”

“They told us they’ve done stuff like this before,” I confirmed. “Back in Europe. It clearly hasn’t damaged their relationship. If anything, they seem even closer because of it.” I paused. “How would you feel about taking Beth up on her invitation sometime?”

Laura poured us more coffee, thinking. “They are a fun couple,” she said, but she didn’t give a direct yes or no.

I smiled. “Then maybe I could get even with Beth,” she added with a playful little smirk.

I decided to push the conversation a bit further. “What about another party with the whole group? Would you be okay with more games and… whatever else might happen?”

Laura set the coffee pot down and looked at me seriously.

“It depends,” she said. “It depends on how you would react if things went further than just games. Could we really do what the group does without it causing problems between us? Are you actually okay with that — without getting jealous or weird about it later?”

I took a moment to really think before answering.

“I think the real test for me happened earlier,” I said quietly. “That first night, when Melissa and I came back to get you. We saw you on the couch with Chris. Your breast was out, and you were laughing about it while he stared. You looked… happy. Turned on, even. Watching that got me really aroused. I was surprised by how much I liked it. And I’m pretty sure it turned Melissa on too.”

Laura’s hand went to her mouth. “My God… why didn’t you tell me that?”

“I didn’t want to embarrass you,” I admitted. “I figured it was better to just leave it alone so things wouldn’t feel awkward with them. But now… everything’s out in the open anyway.”

She studied me for a long moment.

“So you’re really okay with Chris? And Mike? And maybe even Ben?” she asked. “If we keep doing this, it could involve all three of them at some point. You know that, right?”

“Yeah, I know,” I said. “Honestly? The idea of another get-together is pretty exciting. I’m reading this right — we’re both open to going to another party if it feels right?”

Laura looked into my eyes for a long moment, searching. Then she nodded slowly.

“I’ll go if you’ll go,” she said. “And if you promise not to get weird or mean about it afterward.”

I smiled. “Did I get weird or mean after the first time Chris touched you? Have I been weird this morning?”

She shook her head. “No. You’ve been fine.” A small smile tugged at her lips. “I love you, you big lug.”

“I love you too,” I said. “We’re just talking about having fun. Our relationship is strong enough to handle a little playing around. Who knows — it might even bring us closer.”

Laura finished her coffee, stood up, and carried our dishes to the sink. She turned, took my hand, and pulled me to my feet.

“Okay, decision made,” she said. “Let’s change the subject before I overthink it. All this talk has made me horny. Come upstairs with me.”

Three days later the phone rang while we were in the kitchen. Laura answered. It was Beth.

They talked for a while, and from the tone of Laura’s voice I could tell she was leaning toward saying yes. When she finally hung up, she turned to me with a slightly nervous but excited look.

“Beth invited us over for a ScandinavMike dinner on Friday night,” she said. “Just the four of us.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Just us?”

Laura nodded. “That’s what she said.”

We looked at each other for a moment, both feeling the weight of what that probably meant.

Beth happily told Laura that both Melissa and Romina had also accepted, so it would be the full group again. She mentioned that Romina had been a little hesitant at first, but after talking it over with Ben she’d called back and said they were in. Apparently Ben had managed to ease her nerves about her self-image.



The dinner was a big success. Beth served whole boiled shrimp — heads, feelers and all — NorwegMike style. She also poured a strong spiced drink called glug. It was potent enough that after a couple of glasses none of us cared how gruesome the shrimp looked. We ate, drank, and laughed until we were all pleasantly drunk and buzzing with anticipation.

Every few minutes Mike or Beth would raise their glass and call out “Skoal!” to someone. Whoever was toasted had to drink while maintaining eye contact. Looking away meant finishing the entire glass. By the end of the meal we were all loose, warm, and very ready for whatever came next.

We moved into the big living room, still laughing about the toasts and who had been forced to chug. Mike stood up and got everyone’s attention.

“I’m holding eight cards,” he announced. “The four kings and the four queens. Each couple represents a suit — diamonds, hearts, spades, and clubs. The wives will each draw a king. If you draw your own husband, we redraw. After a couple of tries, the couples will be mixed.”

He shuffled the kings and held them out. One by one the women drew.

Once the pairings were set, Beth clapped her hands with a mischievous grin.

“Now the queens go to their new kings,” she said. “When the music starts, give your king a proper lap dance.”

Mike hit play on the stereo. Music filled the room.

I watched Laura walk over to Ben. He was sitting in an armless chair, and the thick outline of his cock was already pressing noticeably against his slacks. She stood in front of him with a slightly drunk, playful smile.

Melissa stepped in front of me. Even in the low light she looked strikingly like Laura — same build, same soft curves. I could already imagine how warm and familiar she would feel grinding on my lap.

Romina moved toward Mike while Beth sauntered over to Chris with a confident little sway in her hips.

Mike hit the remote and music filled the room. The women began to move — some shy, some bold — doing slow, teasing bump-and-grind routines before settling onto our laps. It didn’t take long for the energy to shift from playful to unmistakably sexual.

When the music stopped, Laura suddenly jumped up and down in front of Ben, laughing with pure drunken glee. Her braless tits bounced freely under her top.

“Honey, I did really good, didn’t I?” she asked me, eyes sparkling.

Everyone laughed, including me. Her earlier shyness and inhibitions seemed to have completely melted away under the glug and the charged atmosphere. My cock throbbed hard in response.

Ben shifted uncomfortably in his chair, trying to adjust the very obvious bulge in his pants.

“Damn, Laura,” he groaned. “You really got me going. I need some relief here.”

My wife turned to look at me. She slowly licked her lips in that deliberately sensual way she knew drove me crazy.

“Can I help poor Ben?” she asked softly.

I remembered our conversation from that morning and gave her a small, encouraging nod.

Laura knelt between Ben’s spread legs with a coy little smile. She unbuckled his belt, slowly unzipped his trousers, and reached inside. Ben wasn’t wearing underwear. His thick, heavy cock sprang free as she wrapped her slender fingers around it. Across the room, Romina was watching intently, one hand pressed between her thighs, rubbing herself through her thin dress.

All eyes were on my wife now.

Laura leaned in and placed a soft kiss on the broad, flushed head of Ben’s cock, then licked away the bead of precum that had gathered there. Ben groaned and let his head fall back against the chair. She took him into her mouth — slowly, deliberately — and began to work him with her lips and tongue, adding that low, humming vibration she knew I loved.

Mike shifted in his seat, his voice rough. “I’d sure like some of that treatment too. You’re a lucky man, Greg.”

“You can be next,” I said, giving Laura permission without hesitation.

Ben suddenly tensed. “No more, no more,” he gasped, gently easing Laura off him. “I don’t want to cum this early.”

Laura gave the head of his cock one last lingering kiss, then turned and looked at Mike with a playful smile. She crawled across the floor on her hands and knees until she was between his legs. Beth, sitting beside her husband, watched with clear interest.

“This makes us even,” Laura said, looking up at Beth. “You got to have Greg last time, didn’t you?”

Beth giggled. “He told you, didn’t he? Oh well… go ahead. I want to watch and learn your technique.”

Laura smiled and pulled Mike’s cock free. She took her time, stroking him slowly while Beth slid down onto the floor beside her for a closer view. Beth watched for a moment, then gently guided Laura.

“Mike loves it when I suck on his balls,” she said softly. “Here, let me show you.”

She leaned in and took one of Mike’s balls into her mouth, sucking gently while her hand kept stroking his shaft. Then she moved aside so Laura could do the same. Mike groaned loudly, gripping the arm of the sofa as the two women took turns — one sucking his cock while the other lavished attention on his balls.

I moved behind Laura, lifted the back of her dress, and slid my hand between her thighs. Her panties were soaked. I rubbed the wet fabric against her, feeling how turned on she was.

After a few minutes Mike gasped, “Stop, stop…” He was breathing hard. “I want to save it.”

Laura and Beth pulled back, laughing softly. Beth turned Laura’s face toward her and kissed her deeply on the mouth.

“I can taste him on you,” Beth murmured.

“I can taste him on you too,” Laura replied with a little smile.

Across the room, Chris had pulled his cock out. Melissa was slowly stroking him while watching the scene unfold.

“Don’t leave my husband out,” she said with a grin. “He’s been very patient. I know he’s dying for some attention from you two.”

“Come over to the couch,” Beth said, taking Laura’s hand. “We can take care of him together, can’t we, Laura?”

Mike shifted over to sit beside Melissa, making room. Chris dropped onto the couch with an eager, slightly nervous grin. I stayed where I was, slowly stroking myself as I watched.

Beth and Laura positioned themselves between Chris’s legs. They took turns — one sucking his cock while the other licked and kissed his balls. Chris lasted less than a minute. His hips jerked and he came hard, shooting thick ropes across both their faces. Beth reacted fastest, quickly taking him into her mouth and swallowing the rest.

When she finally pulled off, she wiped her chin and laughed. “Wow… that was a lot. You must’ve been saving that up for days.”

Chris looked half embarrassed, half relieved. “Damn. That was way too fast. I’m going to need some serious help later.”

We all laughed. I caught his eye and gave him a reassuring nod. “I’m sure that can be arranged.”

A small, quiet voice suddenly spoke up from the other side of the room.

“I feel so left out…”

Everyone turned. Romina was sitting with her arms wrapped around herself, looking both shy and determined.

Ben immediately went to her. He knelt in front of his wife, kissed her gently, and held her face in his hands.

“It’s your turn now, baby,” he said softly but firmly. “You can be the center of attention tonight… if you want to be. Do you?”

Romina looked down for a moment, then lifted her chin and met his eyes.

“Yes,” she said, her voice small but clear. “I’d like that.”

Ben stood and gently pulled his wife to her feet. He led her into the center of the room and slowly began to undress her. The rest of us stayed quiet, watching.

He unbuttoned her dress one button at a time, kissing each new patch of skin he revealed. The dress eventually slipped from her shoulders and pooled at her feet. Romina stepped out of it, now wearing only a small push-up bra and tiny black panties. Ben turned her to face the rest of us, then reached behind her and unhooked her bra. It fell away, revealing her small, perky breasts and tight little nipples.

Before she could cover herself, he hooked his thumbs into her panties and slid them down her legs. She stood completely naked in front of all of us — small, smooth, and visibly trembling with a mix of nerves and excitement.

Ben reached into his pocket and pulled out a black blindfold. He gently placed it over her eyes and tied it behind her head. The only things left on her body were the blindfold and her wedding rings.

He looked around the room.

“With your permission, Beth,” he said calmly, “I’m going to take Romina into your bedroom and lay her on the bed. She’ll stay blindfolded while the men — and any of the women who want to — take turns giving her pleasure. This is one of her fantasies. Feel free to enjoy her however you like. I’ll stay out here and decide the order.”

The room went very still for a moment.

I glanced around. Chris, Mike, and I were all clearly aroused by the idea. My eyes drifted to Laura. The thought of her touching another woman — of her exploring Romina while Romina couldn’t see who was touching her — sent a sharp throb through my cock.

**

The three of us drew cards to decide the order. Ben chuckled and said he would go last, as the spouse.

He then looked at the women. “Would any of you like to join in? Romina won’t know who’s touching her.”

Beth raised her hand without hesitation. “I’d like a card. This sounds like a lot of fun.”

Laura and Melissa stayed quiet. I felt a small pang of disappointment.

Chris drew the highest card. He stood up with a grin and headed down the hallway toward the master bedroom.

Melissa turned to Ben. “Aren’t you dying to know what’s happening in there?”

Ben nodded, looking conflicted. “Yeah… I really am. But I promised Romina I wouldn’t spy on her. I think she’s still too shy for that. Maybe someday…”

Beth looked at Melissa with a mischievous glint in her eye. “What about you? Did you promise Chris you wouldn’t peek?”

Melissa shook her head. “No, I didn’t promise him anything. I only said I’d participate in whatever happened tonight.” She glanced at me and smiled. “Greg already knows I’ve seen him with another woman. He’s a horny devil, but I love him for it. Keeps life interesting.”

Laura’s cheeks flushed bright red. She knew exactly who Melissa was referring to.

After a moment, Laura spoke up. “Well… if you didn’t promise not to look, you could go take a quick peek, couldn’t you?”

Melissa’s face lit up with a grin. “Yeah, I could. And so could you, Laura. Come on — let’s go have a quick, quiet look. We can come back and tell Ben what’s happening. What do you think?”

Laura hesitated for only a second, then looked at Ben. “Can we? It wouldn’t break your promise to Romina, would it?”

“I guess not,” Ben said after a moment. “It’s okay if you want to go look.”

Melissa grinned and took Laura’s hand. The two women crept quietly down the hallway and disappeared from view. A few minutes later they came back into the living room wearing identical mischievous smiles.

Ben looked at them expectantly.

Melissa spoke first, keeping her voice low. “Your wife is definitely getting her fantasy. The bedroom door was cracked open, so we could see without making any noise. Romina’s on the bed on her hands and knees, and Chris is right behind her. We couldn’t tell for sure if he was in her pussy or her ass, but she was moaning like she was loving every second of it.”

Laura nodded, still flushed from what she’d seen. “I’m pretty sure he was fucking her ass. Have you two ever tried that?”

Ben rubbed the back of his neck, looking a little sheepish. “We’ve tried a couple of times, but I’m too thick for her. She says it hurts too much, so we never really managed it. I’m hoping Chris has better luck. I want her to enjoy it.”

Mike leaned forward with a knowing smile. “I’ll be able to tell you for sure in a few minutes. I drew the second card, so I’m up next. If Chris left anything inside her, I’ll know.”

Beth gave her husband a wicked little grin. “Either way, it’ll be a delicious treat for me later. There’s nothing quite like the taste of fresh sex.”

Laura looked slightly startled by Beth’s comment. “I take it you’ve been with other women before, Beth?”

Beth nodded without hesitation. “A few times. Mike’s been right there with me for most of them. We both enjoy the taste of a woman after she’s been with someone else. It adds something extra to the experience, doesn’t it, love?”

Mike smiled and gave a small nod. “It really does. There’s nothing quite like it.”

The conversation continued for a few more minutes until Chris came strolling back down the hallway, completely naked, carrying his clothes under one arm. His cock was soft and spent, but the wide, satisfied grin on his face said everything.

He dropped his clothes at Melissa’s feet and flopped down beside her on the couch.

Melissa raised an eyebrow at him. “Did you have fun?”

Chris pulled her in and kissed her deeply before answering. “Yeah, I did. Romina’s got the sweetest little ass I’ve ever been in. I think she enjoyed it too.” He glanced over at Ben with a grin. “No offense, man. She’s still all yours.”

“None taken,” Ben replied easily. “You’re up next, Mike.”

Mike stood, already unbuttoning his shirt as he walked toward the hallway. By the time he reached the bedroom door he was completely naked, his thick cock swinging heavily between his legs.


Definitely 

“Chris definitely fucked her ass,” Mike announced as he walked back into the room, his clothes bundled under one arm. His cock hung soft and glistening between his legs, still shiny with a mix of cum and lube.

Beth immediately went to him. She took his cock in her hand and examined it closely, then smiled.

“You’re still covered in it, aren’t you?” she said softly. “Here, let me clean you up before you sit down.”

She dropped to her knees right there in front of everyone and took her husband’s cock into her mouth. She sucked him slowly and thoroughly, cleaning every trace of another man’s cum from him. By the time she was finished, Mike was half-hard again and wearing a very satisfied expression.

Beth looked up at him. “Did you leave anything for me?”

Mike grinned down at her. “Go find out for yourself.”

Beth let out a delighted little laugh. She stood up, and without any further hesitation, stripped off the rest of her clothes right there in the living room. Her small, firm breasts were topped with hard pink nipples, and her body curved beautifully down to the neat dark strip of hair between her legs.

She turned and walked toward the hallway, her round ass swaying with each step. I watched her go, admiring the confident, sensual way she moved. Beth was clearly in her element tonight.

Melissa and Laura were whispering and giggling together on the couch. I didn’t need to hear what they were saying — I already knew they were planning another trip down the hallway to watch Beth with Romina.

A few minutes later they came back, both of them flushed and smiling. They sat on either side of Ben and immediately started teasing him, rubbing his thighs and leaning in close.

“Beth is between your wife’s legs right now,” Melissa said in a low, teasing voice. “You should hear the sounds she’s making. Romina is loving it.”

Laura nodded, squeezing Ben’s arm. “She’s moaning so loud, and her legs are spread so wide. We couldn’t see everything, but we could hear how much she was enjoying it. It was really hot.”

Ben was clearly struggling to stay composed as Melissa’s hand casually brushed higher up his thigh. After a minute he stood up with a slightly strained laugh and went to pour himself another drink.

“I need to stay calm,” he said. “I still have to give Romina her final round. You two can play all you want once I’m done with her.”

Just then Beth walked back into the living room, completely naked, her face glistening and a very satisfied smile on her lips.

“You two have no idea what you’re missing,” she said, looking straight at Melissa and Laura. She sat down between them in the spot Ben had just vacated, then turned to Laura, cupped her face, and kissed her deeply.

Laura’s lips parted instantly. I watched Beth’s tongue slide into my wife’s mouth, and Laura made a soft, surprised sound as she tasted Romina on Beth’s lips.

When they finally broke the kiss, Laura looked dazed.

“Oh my God…” she breathed. “I can taste her. That’s… that’s incredible.”

Beth laughed at Laura’s reaction, then slid her hand up under Laura’s dress without warning. Laura gasped as Beth’s fingers slipped into her.

“Let me compare,” Beth said playfully, working her fingers slowly inside my wife. After a moment she pulled them out and brought them to her mouth, licking them clean with obvious enjoyment.

“You’re both delicious,” she announced. “Very sweet. I bet Melissa tastes just as good.”

Before Melissa could react, Beth turned to her and repeated the move — sliding two fingers between Melissa’s legs, then sucking them clean with a satisfied hum.

“Mmm… also very sweet. A little different, but still yummy.”

The three women dissolved into quiet giggles and whispers while Chris and Mike watched them with clear interest. Ben and I sat across from each other, both still dressed.

Ben caught my eye and nodded toward the hallway. “Romina’s probably wondering where you are. You ready?”

I stood up. My cock was already hard and obvious in my slacks. The women laughed softly as I walked past them and down the hall.

I stepped quietly into the bedroom. Romina was lying on her stomach across the bed, legs spread wide, completely relaxed in her blindfold. Her smooth, hairless pussy and ass were on full display — both looking well-used and glistening. Her breathing was soft but slightly uneven, like she was both nervous and excited.

I undressed slowly, stroking myself as I looked at her slender body. When I got closer to the bed, I reached out and gently ran my fingertips up the back of her thigh. She let out a low, needy moan.

“Is that you, Greg?” she whispered. “Are you next?”

I didn’t answer her question. Instead, I slid one finger into her warm, slippery pussy and curled it upward, searching for that spongy spot inside her. When I found it, I rubbed it slowly and firmly. Romina let out a deep groan and her tight little asshole fluttered in response.

I pulled my finger out, spread her cheeks, and pressed the very tip of my tongue against her rear entrance. She made a sharp, surprised squeak and her whole body jerked as a sudden orgasm rolled through her. Her hips lifted off the bed while she came, moaning into the sheets.

The sight made my cock throb. I had just made her come with nothing but my tongue.

When her breathing started to settle, I moved between her legs and rubbed the head of my cock along her soaked pussy. “Where do you want it?” I asked quietly.

“I know it’s you, Greg,” she whispered, voice shaky but clear. “You’re always so gentle. Please… fuck me. Fuck my little cunt.”

I lifted her hips so she was on her knees, then slowly dragged the head of my cock up and down her slick folds before pressing forward. Even after everything she’d already taken, she was still surprisingly tight. I pushed in gradually until I was buried to the hilt, then held still for a moment. She squeezed around me with her inner muscles, and the sensation was incredible.

I started to move, slow and deep at first. My hands slid up her body to cup her small breasts, rolling her hard little nipples between my fingers. Romina gasped loudly and pushed back against me, meeting every thrust.

I slid in and out of her easily, helped by how wet she already was from everything that had come before. My balls slapped against her with every thrust as I settled into a steady rhythm.

“Oh yes… yes,” Romina moaned into the pillow, her voice muffled but full of pleasure. “Feels so good…”

She started rolling her hips in time with mine, and I knew I wasn’t going to last much longer.

“Cum with me,” I groaned, gripping her hips tighter and speeding up. The wet, filthy sounds of our fucking filled the room.

At the last second I pressed my thumb against her tight little asshole. Romina jerked hard and let out a high, surprised moan as her orgasm hit. Her pussy clamped down around me as I buried myself deep and came hard, pumping thick ropes inside her.

I stayed draped over her back for a moment, breathing heavily, still gently teasing her nipples while we both came down. When I finally softened and slipped out of her, she rolled onto her back with a satisfied little smile on her face.

I moved up the bed until I was kneeling beside her head.

“Suck my cock?” I asked quietly.

She didn’t hesitate. “Mm-hmm.”

Her hand found my thigh first, then slid up until her fingers wrapped around my softening, cum-slick cock. She gave it a gentle tug.

“Lie back,” she said softly. “Let me return the favor.”

I lay back as she asked. Her tongue was soft and teasing at first, then she took my entire soft cock into her warm mouth. She sucked gently while her slim fingers played with my balls, carefully cleaning every trace of our combined mess from me.

A few minutes later she let my cock slip from her lips with a soft pop.

“There,” she whispered. “You’re nice and clean again. I liked tasting all of that… thank you, Greg.”

I leaned down and kissed her forehead. “I’m going to go so Ben can have his turn. He’s been waiting all night for this. I hope you’ve enjoyed your fantasy.”

Romina smiled under the blindfold. “I have. Tell him I’m ready for him… and that he’s been so patient.”

I gathered my clothes, tucked them under my arm like the others had, and walked back to the living room. I was surprised to realize I’d been with Romina for nearly forty-five minutes.

Ben was on his feet the second I appeared.

“Well?” he asked, trying to sound casual but clearly eager.

“Your wife is still blindfolded and waiting for you,” I told him. “She knew it was me, but she didn’t seem to mind.”

Ben looked around the room. “Am I the last one? Everyone else done?”

Melissa glanced at Laura, then back at Ben. “Can we watch?” she asked quietly. “We’ll stay quiet. We just want to see.”

Ben hesitated for a moment, clearly torn between protecting Romina’s fantasy and his own desire to have an audience for the finale. Finally he nodded.

“Just… don’t say anything, and don’t let her know you’re there,” he said. “Give me a couple of minutes first.”

Melissa agreed, and Ben headed down the hallway.

As soon as he was gone, Melissa turned to the rest of us with wide eyes. “I have to see if she can actually take him. He’s so much bigger than the rest of you.”

Beth smirked. “She’s very flexible. I bet she can take him just fine if she’s turned on enough. I’d love to try it myself sometime.”

Mike chuckled. “I have no doubt you could, love.”

Chris suddenly spoke up, his voice full of eager energy.

“Why should Ben and Romina have all the fun?” he said, looking around the room. “We’ve got this whole big living room and most of us are already naked. Let’s do some experimenting of our own. What do you all think?”

Melissa gave him a look. “You’re always trying to get into someone else’s pants, aren’t you?”

Mike chuckled and came to Chris’s defense. “Don’t be too hard on him, Melissa. I was thinking the same thing while Ben was walking down the hall. I’d be happy to share Beth with either of you… as long as I get the same privilege in return.”

Laura’s eyes widened. “Right here? All together?” She sounded both shocked and intrigued. “I don’t know about that, Mike…”

“I’d love to see that,” I said before I could stop myself. My voice came out rougher than I intended. “Maybe Mike or Chris could show me what you look like when you’re with someone else.”

Laura turned to stare at me like I’d grown a second head. “You’re actually weird, you know that?”

Mike smiled calmly. “I’ve watched Beth with other men before. It’s surprisingly hot — for both of us.”

Laura still looked uncertain. “It would feel embarrassing though… don’t you think, Melissa?”

Melissa glanced at me, then back at Laura with a knowing little smile. “Your husband seems pretty excited about the idea of watching you, Laura. So who’s actually going to be embarrassed here — you or him?”

Before Laura could answer, Beth leaned in with a wicked little grin.

“Who said Greg would just be sitting there watching?” she said. “I wouldn’t mind keeping him distracted.”

“Maybe I could talk Mike into helping me avoid embarrassment too,” Melissa added with a playful smile. “Have we accidentally picked our new partners for the night?”

Laura looked around the room. No one seemed opposed to the idea. She let out a soft sigh and shrugged.

“Well… Chris’s already seen me,” she said. “And from what I’ve heard, he’s done a little more than just look. We’ve all been naked together before, so… maybe it’s not that big of a deal.”

Chris was already staring at her, slowly stroking his cock in anticipation. Melissa was openly checking out Mike. I felt Beth’s warm breath against my neck.

I looked at my wife. “Why don’t you go help Chris out, Laura?”

She met my eyes for a second, then shrugged again and crawled across the floor toward him. “Here, let me,” she said quietly as she replaced his hand with her own and started stroking him.

After that, everything started to blur.

Beth pushed me onto my back and took my cock into her mouth, sucking me slowly while I watched Laura do the same to Chris just a few feet away. Mike had moved to Melissa and was already pulling off her clothes. Soon he had his face buried between her thighs, licking her while she held his head in place.

Beth climbed on top of me, straddling my hips. Her small, firm breasts hung just above my face as she reached down, rubbed the head of my cock along her wet slit, and slowly sank down onto me. She let out a low, satisfied moan as she took me all the way inside.

“I just knew you’d feel good,” she murmured, grinding down and squeezing me with her inner muscles.

A few feet away, Laura had climbed onto Chris and was riding him with slow, deliberate movements. Our eyes met for a brief moment across the room before Beth leaned down and kissed me, pulling my attention back to her.

I was deep inside Beth, but my attention kept drifting to the sight of my wife riding Chris just a few feet away. She was moving fast and hard on his cock, her tits bouncing as she fucked him. Chris kept trying to catch one of her nipples in his mouth, but she was too worked up to slow down.

A minute later Laura let out a long, shaky moan.

“Oh fuck… yes, yes,” she gasped. “Give it all to me…”

She started to slow down, and I saw Chris lean up and whisper something in her ear. Laura hesitated for only a second, then rose up. Chris reached down, lined his cock up with her ass, and slowly pulled her back down onto him.

Laura’s mouth fell open as he sank into her. She sank all the way down until he was buried in her ass, then leaned forward against his chest, clearly adjusting to the feeling.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” Chris groaned.

Beth turned her head to see what I was watching so intently. A wicked little smile curved her lips.

“Want to do my ass like that?” she asked.

I could only grunt in reply.

Beth rose up, reached back, and guided my cock to her tight rear entrance. She was so wet and relaxed that I slid into her ass much more easily than I expected. The sudden heat and tightness almost made me come immediately. I grabbed the base of my cock and held still, breathing hard while she gave me time to adjust.

“That’s it, baby,” she murmured. “We’ll go slow so we can enjoy it.”

We didn’t get long.

Chris suddenly groaned loudly beneath Laura. His hips jerked up hard as he came deep in her ass. Laura clung to him, moaning as she felt him pulsing inside her. The sight of my wife getting filled in the ass pushed me over the edge. I grabbed Beth’s hips and thrust up hard, flooding her ass with my cum.

“Oh fuck, yes…” Beth moaned as she felt me pulsing deep in her ass. “That feels so good…”

I slumped back in the chair, breathing hard. A few feet away, Melissa had her legs wrapped tightly around Mike while he fucked her hard and fast.

“Fuck me, Mike… fuck me with that thick cock,” she begged, her voice raw and desperate.

I stared for a second, still half-dazed. This was the same reserved neighbor who had once scolded her husband for touching my drunk wife — now loudly begging another man to pound her. We had definitely crossed a line tonight.

Beth slowly stood up on shaky legs and headed for the bathroom. Laura climbed off Chris and collapsed onto the carpet with a satisfied little sigh. Chris and I grabbed our clothes and made our way down the hall to the master bathroom, stepping past Ben and Romina, who were already asleep on the bed.

Once inside, Chris turned on the taps and handed me a washcloth. We cleaned up in silence for a minute. I caught him watching me in the mirror, looking slightly sheepish now that the heat of the moment had passed.

“Well?” I asked, meeting his eyes. “How was she? Was Laura as good as you hoped?”

Chris winced. “Man… I’m sorry. Things just got out of hand. You were right there encouraging it, though, right?”

I gave him a small smile. “No hard feelings, Chris. I watched the whole thing and it turned me on like crazy. Watching you fuck her in the ass was… intense. Beth didn’t exactly help me stay calm either.”

Chris looked relieved. “So we’re good?”

I nodded. “We’re good. But you still owe me one.”

I held out my hand. “No hard feelings,” I said as we shook. “But you still owe me one. I want to find out just how similar our wives really are in bed. They look a lot alike… but I’m curious if they feel different.”

Chris chuckled, looking more relaxed now. “That’ll be up to Melissa, but I’ve got no problem with it. For what it’s worth, I think Laura is tighter than Melissa. Of course, you’re bigger than me, so you might fit her better anyway.”

I hung up my towel and gave him a grin. “I’m sure we’ll find out soon enough.”

When we stepped back into the bedroom, Ben and Romina were awake and getting dressed. The four of us made our way back to the living room, where everyone else was already putting their clothes back on.

Beth looked around at the group and spoke up. “It’s really late, and we’ve all had way too much to drink. Ben, Romina — why don’t you two just stay the night? We’ve got a guest room.”

Before Ben could answer, Beth added with a playful smile, “Ben, you can bunk with me in the guest room. That way Mike and Romina can have the big bed.”

Romina didn’t even hesitate. “That sounds perfect,” she said. “I really don’t feel like getting dressed and driving home right now.”

Ben looked a little surprised but nodded in agreement.

To me, that felt like the official end of the night. Laura and I, along with Chris and Melissa, gathered our things and walked across the street together.

As we reached the sidewalk in front of our houses, Chris turned to his wife. “What do you want to do, babe? Come home with me… or go to Greg’s for the night?”

Melissa looked at Laura. “I figured this question was coming. I’m fine either way. What do you want, Laura?”

All three of them turned to look at my wife. My heart was pounding as I waited for her answer.

Laura glanced between us under the glow of the streetlight, then spoke clearly.

“I want to go home with Greg tonight,” she said. “We can talk about… everything else tomorrow.”

Melissa and Chris both nodded without argument.

“I’ll call you in the morning,” Melissa said to Laura. “We can talk then.”

Laura gave her a small smile and nodded.

When we got inside our house, Laura kicked off her shoes and looked at me.

“We need a shower,” she said. “Wash me, then take me to bed and fuck me like you mean it.”

I stepped in close, brushing her hair back from her face. “I love you,” I murmured as I helped her out of her dress.


Ravished

Laura was still fast asleep when I finally got out of bed. I pulled on a pair of gray sweats, an old T-shirt, and flip-flops, started the coffee, and went outside to grab the newspaper.

I was halfway through my second cup and a muffin when she wandered into the kitchen, looking thoroughly wrecked in the best way possible. Her hair was a mess, her makeup was smudged, and she was wearing one of my oversized T-shirts with nothing underneath. She looked sexy as hell.

She poured herself some coffee and winced as she sat down. “I’ve got a headache… and my ass is sore. What a night.”

I smiled at her over my mug. “Yeah, it was something else. You look beautiful, by the way.”

She gave me a tired little smirk. “You mean ravished.”

“Both,” I said honestly.

Laura studied me for a moment, her expression softening. “Do you still love me after everything that happened?”

I reached across the table and took her hand. “I love you even more. You were incredible last night.”

She let out a small, relieved breath, then shook her head when she saw me already thinking about getting things done.

“You’re seriously going to do chores right now?” she asked, half laughing. “I can barely walk and you’re ready to fix the washing machine?”

I shrugged with a grin. “All that sex seems to have given me energy. You should take it easy though. Maybe have a nap later.”

Laura took a sip of coffee, then glanced at me. “How was Beth?”

I met her eyes. “She was great. Fun, enthusiastic… exactly what I expected.” I paused. “How was Chris?”

She was quiet for a few seconds, thinking.

“He was okay,” she said finally. “It was exciting being with someone else. And he managed to get in my ass pretty easily.” She shifted in her chair with a small grimace. “It went in fine, but I’m definitely feeling it this morning. I don’t think anal is really my thing.”

I couldn’t help but laugh as Laura shifted uncomfortably in her chair, clearly still feeling the effects of the night before. The image of her riding Chris, his slim cock disappearing into her ass, flashed through my mind again. I remembered exactly how hard I came inside Beth when I watched his cum start to leak out of her.

Laura studied me for a moment, then asked quietly, “Beth seemed to really enjoy herself with you. Is she better than me?”

I reached across the table and took her hand. “Don’t be ridiculous. With them, it’s just sex. Hot, fun sex… but still just sex. With you, it’s something else entirely. It’s lovemaking. You know that, right?”

Laura nodded slowly, her expression softening. “Yeah… I do. With Chris, it was exciting and I enjoyed it in the moment, but there was no real feeling there. No jealousy toward Beth either.” She hesitated. “Were you jealous when you saw me with him?”

I was quiet for a few seconds, being honest with myself before answering.

“For about two seconds, yeah. My stomach twisted when I saw you climb on him. But then… something else took over. I couldn’t look away. Watching you enjoy yourself like that was incredibly hot. It turned me on more than I expected.”

Laura looked surprised, but pleased. “Really?”

“Really,” I said. “It was one of the most erotic things I’ve ever seen. I’ll probably be thinking about it for a long time.”

She smiled, then glanced down at her coffee. “I wonder how Beth handled Ben. She seemed pretty determined to try him out.”

I grinned. “You were watching his cock pretty closely yourself last night.”

Laura’s cheeks flushed, but she laughed. “Okay, fine. I was curious. He’s… impressive. I honestly don’t know how Romina takes him.”

I leaned back in my chair, still smiling. “I’m sure you’ll get your chance to find out eventually. Just promise me I get to watch when you do.”

Laura shook her head, laughing softly. “You really are something else.”

I was down in the basement wrestling with the new washer hose when the phone rang. I could hear Laura talking upstairs and quickly recognized Melissa’s voice on the other end. Curiosity got the better of me. I quietly crept up the stairs and cracked the basement door so I could listen.

Laura was laughing softly. “Yeah, I’m sore and exhausted. Last night was… a lot.”

They went back and forth with a few teasing comments before Laura said, “Why don’t you come over for coffee? We can talk properly.”

A little while later, I heard the front door open and Melissa’s voice in the den.

“Where’s Greg?” she asked.

“Down in the basement fixing the washer and dryer,” Laura replied. “We can talk. He’ll be busy for a while.”

There was a short pause, then Melissa spoke again, her tone more serious.

“I hope you and Greg are okay with everything that happened last night. I really don’t want it to mess up our friendship.”

“We’re fine,” Laura said. “Greg actually liked watching me with Chris. He told me he enjoys seeing me get pleasure. I just hope you’re not upset that I let Chris fuck me.”

Melissa let out a soft laugh. “I figured he would if he got the chance. I’d much rather it be with you — and with me there to see it — than him sneaking off with some random woman at a motel. Chris’s a total sex addict, but I’d rather he channel it with people we know and trust.”

There was another pause before Laura spoke again.

“Greg’s the same way, honestly. He had fun with Beth, but he already told Chris that he owes him one now.” She hesitated for a beat. “That means you, Melissa.”

Melissa let out a low, amused laugh.

“I was hoping you’d say that,” she admitted. “Honestly? I’ve been looking forward to it ever since Greg mentioned that Chris owes him one. I’d much rather it be with you two than some random situation.”

There was a brief, slightly charged silence before Laura spoke again.

“So… how would that even work?” she asked, her voice curious but a little uncertain. “Would it just be Greg and you? Or…?”

Melissa’s tone turned playful. “I was thinking it could be all three of us. If you’re comfortable with that. Greg gets to have his ‘payback,’ and you and I get to play together a little too. We could take turns with him… or both work on him at the same time.”

Laura was quiet for a moment, processing. Then she let out a small, nervous laugh.

“I’ve never done anything like that before,” she said. “But after last night… I don’t know. The idea doesn’t scare me as much as I thought it would.”

Melissa’s voice softened. “We don’t have to decide everything right now. But I’d really like it if we could make it happen soon. Chris’s going out of town for a couple of days this week. Thursday night he’ll be gone. If you and Greg are free…”

Laura didn’t answer right away, but when she did, her voice was thoughtful.

“Let me talk to Greg tonight,” she said. “I think he’ll be into it. He’s been surprisingly open about all of this.”

Melissa sounded pleased. “Good. Talk to him, and let me know. No pressure either way. I just… really enjoyed last night. And I’d like to keep exploring this with people we trust.”

“Oh yeah, that would work,” Laura said, sounding more comfortable with the idea now. “Once we get him hard, who goes first?”

“We let him choose,” Melissa replied. “If he picks you, I’ll sit on his face so he can eat me while you ride him. That way we both get something out of it and we can watch each other.”

Laura let out a soft laugh. “And if he chooses you, I’ll sit on his face while you fuck him.”

“Exactly,” Melissa said. “We can switch before he finishes so we both get a turn. And if he needs a break after the first round, we can work on him together until he’s ready again. Does he recover pretty quickly?”

Laura chuckled. “Usually fifteen or twenty minutes on his own. But with both of us on him? I’m pretty sure we can get at least two good rounds out of him.”

There was a playful pause before Melissa spoke again.

“Let’s give it a few days so he’s nice and pent up,” she suggested. “We want him properly loaded for us.”

“Thursday night then?” Laura offered. “After work. I won’t let him touch me until then.”

“Perfect,” Melissa said. “Chris’s leaving Wednesday and won’t be back until Friday night. We’ll have Greg all to ourselves.”

Laura sounded excited now. “We can take our time. And after Thursday, Chris won’t owe Greg anything anymore… it’ll be the other way around.”

Both women laughed.

As Melissa left and the front door closed behind her, I quietly slipped back down the basement stairs, trying not to make a sound. My heart was pounding and my cock was rock-hard in my sweats.

Their conversation kept replaying in my head — the casual way they’d planned how they were going to share me, how they were going to take turns riding me and sitting on my face, how they were going to work together to make sure I could go at least two rounds.

I adjusted myself in my pants and tried to focus on the dryer hose, but it was useless. All I could think about was Thursday night.

It was going to be a very long four days.


Home Early

It was mid-afternoon on Thursday when Laura called me at work. I could hear the nervous excitement in her voice even over the phone.

“Hey… what time do you think you’ll be home tonight?”

I decided to tease her a little.

“I might have to stay late, babe. I’m buried in this proposal and it really needs to get done this week. Don’t wait on dinner for me.”

There was a short, disappointed pause.

“Oh… really? It can’t wait until tomorrow?” she asked, trying (and failing) to sound casual.

I smiled to myself. “Thursday nights are usually pretty quiet. It’s probably the best time to get caught up.”

Laura’s voice dropped. “I was really hoping you could come home a little early tonight…”

I let her squirm for a few more seconds before giving in with a chuckle.

“Alright, how about this — I’ll only stay an extra hour. But you have to promise me we’ll have a long, lazy session on Saturday. I’ve been pretty worked up lately.”

“Deal,” she said quickly, sounding relieved. “Hurry home, okay?”

I hung up with a grin. She and Melissa clearly had plans for me tonight, and the extra hour of waiting would only make them both more eager.

When I finally walked through the door a little after six, I found exactly what I expected.

Laura and Melissa were sitting on the couch with an open bottle of white wine between them. Both of them had dressed up — short skirts, tight tops, and heels instead of their usual casual clothes. They looked at me with matching, slightly predatory smiles.

“Well, this is a nice surprise,” I said, playing along. “Two beautiful women waiting for me. Where’s Chris?”

“He’s out of town until tomorrow,” Melissa answered smoothly. “Laura invited me over so I wouldn’t be alone.”

I poured myself a glass of wine and sat down between them on the couch, making sure I was close enough for easy touching.

We made small talk for a little while, finishing the first bottle and opening a second. I could feel the tension building. Eventually, Melissa turned toward me with a curious little smile.

“So… I have to ask,” she said. “How did it feel watching your wife with Chris the other night? Be honest.”

I took my time answering, letting the moment stretch.

“No, it’s okay,” I said finally. “I don’t mind talking about it. At first, my stomach did flip-flops. It was intense — almost scary for a second. But right after that came this huge wave of arousal. It was a mix of feelings I’ve never really had before. I could tell Laura was into it, and once I realized that, I started wanting it too. Watching her enjoy herself like that was… incredible. I could almost feel what she and Chris were feeling. Sounds crazy, right?”

Melissa shook her head. “Not crazy at all. I’m really glad it was a good experience for you.”

Laura smiled and jumped in. “It probably helped that Beth was riding you at the same time.”

I glanced at my wife. “Yeah, that definitely didn’t hurt. But honestly? I couldn’t take my eyes off you. Watching you take Chris in your ass was one of the hottest things I’ve ever seen.”

Laura laughed softly, shifting in her seat. “I was sore for days afterward. I’m glad he’s not as big as some of the other guys. Does Chris do anal with you often?”

Melissa nodded. “Not all the time, but we do it every now and then when we want to switch things up. He’s small enough that it’s pretty easy for me.”

I poured us all another glass of wine. “Beth took me there without much trouble. She and Mike have clearly done pretty much everything. Speaking of which… how was Mike?”

Melissa made a face. “He was fine, but he’s a bit too rough for my taste. He lasts a long time and he really goes hard. It was exciting in the moment, but I wouldn’t want that on a regular basis.”

Laura had been listening quietly, sipping her wine. She looked between us, then asked the question that changed the energy in the room.

“So… if you could choose anyone other than Chris, who would you want as a regular partner?”

Melissa smiled slowly, her eyes flicking to me.

A very leading question.

Melissa let a slow, teasing smile spread across her face.

“Well… I’ve already ruled out Mike. And I haven’t had the pleasure of being with Ben or Greg yet, so I can’t say for sure.” She glanced at me, her eyes sparkling. “I guess I’ll just need a little more time to decide.”

I chuckled. “Well, Chris still owes me one. And now that I think about it, he owes Ben one too. You’re in quite the position, Melissa.”

Laura caught the thread immediately and ran with it.

“Maybe Melissa can settle one of those debts tonight,” she said, as if the idea had just occurred to her. “You’re both here, we have all evening… what do you think?”

Melissa turned to Laura with a playful but direct look.

“Would you be okay with that? Would you want to watch Greg and me together?”

Laura didn’t hesitate. “I’d want to be right there. I’ve already seen him with Beth, so one more time isn’t a big deal. Maybe we could even take turns and see if he can keep up with both of us.”

As she spoke, Melissa’s hand slid slowly up my thigh. Her fingers brushed over the hard outline of my cock through my pants, tracing it lightly. At the same time, Laura leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to my cheek, her hand resting possessively on my chest.

The feeling of both of them touching me at once sent a sharp jolt of heat through my body.

Melissa’s fingers found my belt and zipper. “Let’s get you more comfortable,” she said, her voice low and warm. “I want to see that nice thick cock again.”

Laura knelt down and removed my shoes and socks while Melissa worked my pants down. Between the two of them, they had me stripped from the waist down in seconds. Laura started unbuttoning my shirt while Melissa hooked her fingers into the waistband of my briefs and slowly pulled them off.

The moment my cock sprang free, Melissa wrapped her hand around it. She leaned in and dragged her tongue slowly across the head, tasting me.

“Mmm,” she hummed. “He tastes good. Can I suck your husband’s cock?”

Laura watched us with dark, interested eyes. “You may,” she said softly. “I want to watch you suck him.”

I managed to find my voice. “Wait—hold on. You two are still fully dressed and I’m completely naked. That doesn’t seem fair. I want to see both of you naked first.”

Laura looked at Melissa, then shrugged with a small smile. “Fair enough.”

She stood up and quickly pulled her dress over her head, then peeled off her top. Melissa did the same, slipping out of her dress and panties in one smooth motion. Laura stepped behind her and helped pull Melissa’s top off, freeing her breasts.

Melissa turned and gave Laura a quick, soft kiss on the lips as thanks. Laura looked a little surprised but didn’t pull away.

Then Melissa dropped to her knees in front of me again. She cupped my balls with one hand and ran her tongue slowly up the underside of my cock.

“Here,” she said to Laura. “Help me with him.”

Laura joined Melissa on the floor in front of me. Soon both women were taking turns licking and sucking my cock. Every so often their tongues would meet and they would share a slow, wet kiss with the head of my cock between their lips. Melissa took my balls into her mouth while Laura focused on the head, swirling her tongue around it. The dual sensation was intense.

After a few minutes Melissa pulled back, breathing hard.

“We need more room,” she said. “Let’s go upstairs.”

A short while later I was lying naked in the middle of our bed. Both women stood beside it, looking down at me.

“Who’s first?” I asked.

“Let me warm him up for you,” Laura said. Melissa nodded.

My wife climbed on top of me, reached down, and rubbed the head of my cock along her wet pussy before sinking down onto me with a soft moan. At the same time, Melissa swung a leg over my head and lowered herself onto my mouth. I gripped her hips and pulled her down, licking her eagerly as she leaned forward to kiss Laura.

For a while the only sounds in the room were soft moans and the wet sounds of my tongue on Melissa and my cock moving inside Laura. They kissed above me while they used my body for their pleasure.

After a few minutes Laura suggested they switch. Melissa rose up and Laura climbed off me. They moved around each other with flushed faces and shaky laughter. Melissa straddled my hips while Laura positioned herself over my mouth. I watched as Melissa reached down, lined me up, and slowly sank down onto my cock with a low moan.

“Give me your tongue,” she panted as she started to ride me.

I heard Melissa’s request and immediately pictured her kissing Laura deeply above me. The image made me even hungrier. I spread Laura’s ass cheeks and dragged the tip of my tongue slowly around her tight little hole.

Her reaction was instant.

She let out a sharp, broken moan and her whole body jerked. A flood of wetness poured from her as she came hard, grinding her pussy against my mouth and nose. I had to hold her hips up slightly so I could keep breathing while I licked her through it.

“Oh my God—yes, yes!” she cried out. “Touch me—please, I’m cumming so hard!”

Melissa’s fingers immediately found Laura’s clit and rubbed her fast and firmly while I kept licking. Laura’s thighs shook around my head as the orgasm rolled through her in long, powerful waves. When it finally started to ease, she let out a long, shaky sigh and relaxed on top of me.

At the same time, Melissa kept riding me with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips. She wasn’t as tight as Laura, but the way she used her muscles was incredible. I could feel every squeeze and ripple as she worked my cock.

It didn’t take long. Melissa suddenly pressed down hard, grinding her clit against me as she started to tremble.

“Oh fuck—yes, Greg… fuck me with that thick cock,” she moaned. “Feels so good…”

Her pussy fluttered and pulsed around me as she came, soaking my cock and balls with her wetness.

The combination of Melissa riding me while I watched (and helped) Laura come so hard on my face was too much. My balls tightened and my cock started to pulse deep inside her.

Melissa felt it immediately.

“Yes, baby… give it to me,” she moaned. “Cum inside me. I want to feel you fill me up.”

That was all it took. I groaned loudly and came hard, pumping thick ropes of cum deep into her as she kept grinding on me through my orgasm.

Laura slowly climbed off my face and lay beside me, catching her breath. Melissa kept moving on my cock in slow, rolling motions until I started to soften inside her. Then she leaned down, kissed me deeply, and finally rolled off to lie on my other side.

She let out a satisfied little sigh. “That was so good. I feel so full… and so happy. You were amazing.”

I turned my head to look at her, still a little dazed. “You surprised me too. I didn’t expect you to be that… intense.”

Laura propped herself up on one elbow and looked down at me with a soft, slightly messy smile. Her lipstick was smeared and her breasts were flushed.

“Chris doesn’t owe you anything anymore,” she said with a little laugh.

I reached over and brushed her hair back. “Are you okay? With everything that just happened?”

Laura nodded. “I’m more than okay. I didn’t expect Melissa and I to get so… close, but it felt really good. Are you okay with it?”

I could hear the slight worry in her voice — like she was afraid I might suddenly feel weird about her being intimate with another woman.

I pulled her down and kissed her gently.

“I’m more than okay,” I said honestly. “Watching you two together was incredibly hot. And seeing you enjoy yourself like that… it made me happy. Really happy.”

Laura visibly relaxed and smiled against my lips.

“Honestly?” I said, looking at Laura. “Watching you and Melissa together turned me on even more. The three of us like this… it’s hard to put into words. I’m completely okay with whatever you want to explore.”

Laura’s face softened. She sat up and ran her hand gently along my thigh.

“I love you,” she said quietly. “You’ve been so patient with all of this.”

“I love you too,” I replied, pulling her in for a slow kiss. “More than ever.”

Melissa watched us with a small smile, then broke the moment with a playful comment.

“Laura,” she said, nodding toward my soft, cum-slick cock. “Are you going to help me clean up this mess?”

Laura looked down, then grinned. “Let’s share the job.”

Both women moved between my legs again. They took turns licking and sucking me clean, with Melissa once more taking my balls into her mouth. The sight and sensation of the two of them working together was incredibly erotic. I could already feel the first stirrings of renewed interest.

When they were finished, Melissa sat back on her heels and looked at Laura.

“What about me?” she asked softly.

Laura blinked. “What do you mean?”

Melissa spread her legs slightly, showing the mess I’d left inside her.

“I’m all sticky and full of your husband’s cum,” she said. “Would you think I’m terrible if I asked you to clean me?”

Laura looked surprised, then glanced at me for a reaction, clearly unsure how to respond.

Laura looked at me, clearly unsure and a little overwhelmed.

I gave her a reassuring smile. “Why don’t we both clean her up? You’ve already tasted us on me… might as well finish the job together.”

Melissa’s face lit up. “I love that idea. There’s plenty for both of you.”

Laura still looked a little hesitant, but she didn’t object as Melissa lay back and spread her legs for us. I moved down between her thighs first. Her pussy was puffy and glistening, and a thick drop of my cum was slowly leaking from her. I leaned in and licked it up slowly, savoring the mixed taste.

“Mmm… that’s good,” I murmured. “Here, Laura. Try it.”

I shifted to the side so Laura could move in. She hesitated for only a second before lowering her mouth to Melissa’s pussy. She licked tentatively at first, then with more confidence, running her tongue through Melissa’s folds and cleaning up the mess I’d left inside her.

Melissa moaned softly, one hand resting on Laura’s head.

“Put your leg over me,” she said after a moment, her voice husky. “I want to taste you too.”

Laura glanced at me, then carefully swung one leg over Melissa so they were in a loose sixty-nine position. As Laura continued licking her, Melissa pulled Laura’s hips down and began returning the favor, her tongue sliding between my wife’s legs.

I sat back for a moment, watching the two women pleasure each other while cleaning up the evidence of our threesome. My cock was already starting to stir again at the sight.

I decided to give them space and simply watched as Laura and Melissa settled into their first sixty-nine. It was incredibly erotic seeing my wife on top of our neighbor, licking her with growing enthusiasm while Melissa moaned and returned the favor just as eagerly. The wet, intimate sounds filled the room.

After several minutes, Laura lifted her head, breathing hard.

“I’m getting a little sore,” she said. “Let’s stop for now.”

Melissa nodded. Laura carefully climbed off and rolled onto her back beside her, letting out a long breath.

“Wow,” she said, staring at the ceiling. “I can’t believe I just had sex with another woman.”

Melissa turned her head to look at her. “It was my first time too. I’ve watched porn, but… that was completely different. I really liked it.”

Laura was quiet for a moment, then admitted with a small smile, “I did too. It took me a minute to relax into it, but once I did… it felt really good.”

I sat up and stretched. “As much as I’m enjoying the show, I’m starving. It’s way past dinner and the only thing I’ve eaten tonight is pussy. How about we get some food and see if I can make a comeback later?”

Both women burst out laughing. We cleaned up a little, but no one bothered getting dressed. The three of us moved to the kitchen, still naked, and worked together to throw together a simple meal and open another bottle of wine.

The mood was light and playful. We teased each other while we ate, the conversation drifting between normal topics and occasional flirty comments about the night so far. It was clear that, despite the break, everyone was already thinking about round two.

After we finished eating, we naturally drifted back upstairs with the wine. It didn’t take long for Laura and Melissa to team up on me again. This time they were slower, more deliberate, and extremely effective. I was hard again in no time.

We took our time with the second round. At one point Laura watched with dark, hungry eyes as Melissa straddled me and guided my cock into her ass. She sank down with a soft moan, taking me easily. I held her hips and thrust up into her until I came deep in her ass for the second time that night.

Afterward, we cleaned up and collapsed into a warm, lazy tangle of limbs on the bed. We talked quietly for a while, occasionally kissing or touching, but mostly just enjoying the closeness.

Later, Melissa borrowed my phone and called Chris. She was lying on her back with my fingers lazily playing between her legs as she spoke.

“Hey, it’s me,” she said when he answered. “I’ve had quite a bit of wine tonight, so I’m going to stay at Laura and Greg’s. I’ll see you tomorrow when you get back.”

There was a short pause while Chris said something on the other end.

Melissa smiled and glanced at me. “By the way… you and Greg are even now.”

She listened for a moment, then laughed softly at whatever he said before hanging up.


The Call

Two weeks after that wild Thursday night, Laura came home with a slightly mischievous look on her face.

“Romina called,” she said, wrapping her arms around my waist and pulling me in for a kiss. “She and Ben are having a few people over for burgers and a swim on Saturday evening. She invited us.”

I raised an eyebrow. “What did you tell her?”

“That we’d love to come,” Laura replied, smiling up at me.

I studied her for a moment, then grinned. “This wouldn’t have anything to do with a certain tall, well-endowed neighbor, would it?”

Laura laughed but didn’t deny it. “Maybe a little. I’ve been thinking about him since that night at Beth and Mike’s. Melissa mentioned she’s curious too.”

I chuckled. “Ben is definitely… memorable. Do you think you could handle him?”

“I don’t know,” she admitted honestly. “But I’d like to try. He’s not that much thicker than you, just longer. Romina seems to manage, so…”

I kissed her again, slower this time. “If the opportunity comes up, just make sure I get to watch.”

Laura’s eyes sparkled. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

Laura hugged me tighter, pressing her body against mine.

“Don’t worry,” she said with a smile. “You can watch… and join in if you want. It’s always hotter when I know you’re there.” She paused, then added, “Beth and Mike are out of town, but Melissa and Chris will be there too.”

The mental image of Melissa’s curvy body and Romina’s petite frame immediately came to mind.

“Sounds like Ben might be getting the same kind of attention you and Melissa gave me last week,” I said. “Which means Chris and I will probably be free to focus on Romina… right?”

Laura nodded. “Probably. It’ll be up to her, of course. She might even be up for double penetration. You and Chris would be perfect for that.”

I smirked. “Chris does seem to enjoy the back door. Melissa took me there without much trouble that night.”

Laura made a face. “Chris’s size is about all I can handle back there. Even he left me sore. Ben’s going to have to be happy with my pussy… unless Melissa decides to be brave.”

I laughed. “Romina said it’s just a casual swim and burger night. Maybe that’s all it’ll be.”

Laura gave me a knowing look. “I’ll be shocked if Ben doesn’t have other plans. He’s been eyeing both me and Melissa every time we’ve seen him lately.”

“I’ve noticed,” I admitted. “He’s not exactly subtle.”

We smiled at each other, the anticipation already building.

“Either way,” I said, “it should be a fun night.”


Optional

The four of us drove over together in Chris’s car. When we pulled into the driveway behind the house, we found Ben standing completely naked next to the grill, casually cleaning the grates with a wire brush. He grinned and pointed to a sign posted near the path to the pool:

Our pool is clothing optional.

Melissa raised an eyebrow and laughed. “Well, that sets the tone for the night.”

She headed inside with the snacks and wine while Laura and I lingered for a moment, both of us openly admiring Ben’s impressive package as it hung heavily down his thigh.

“Jesus,” Laura murmured under her breath. “He’s even bigger than I remembered.”

Chris didn’t waste any time. He stripped off his clothes right there and tossed them into the back seat before walking toward the pool.

“Mind if I take a dip?” he asked.

“Be my guest,” Ben replied with a laugh. “That’s what it’s for.”

Ben turned to me. “Greg, would you mind grabbing the bag of charcoal from the garage?”

I gave Laura’s ass a light pat. “Go help Romina while I give Ben a hand.”

A few minutes later, Romina came out carrying glasses of chilled white wine. She handed them around, then looked me up and down with a playful smirk.

“Greg, you’re still dressed,” she scolded lightly. “No wine until you’re naked.”

I laughed and started stripping, adding my clothes to the growing pile in the back of Chris’s car. As I walked back toward them, I couldn’t help but glance at Romina’s slender body and small breasts. It still amazed me that she could handle Ben.

We raised our glasses.

“To a fun night,” I said.

The four of us clinked glasses, the warm evening air already thick with possibility.

Melissa and Laura came out from the kitchen carrying bowls of snacks. Both of them had clearly taken advantage of the “clothing optional” rule — they were completely naked. We stood around drinking wine and picking at the food for a little while before the women joined Chris in the pool.

Ben and I stayed by the grill, turning the burgers.

“Laura’s a very attractive woman,” Ben said casually, though there was clear interest in his voice.

I smiled. “She is. And I’ll let you in on something — she’s had some very dirty thoughts about you since that night at Beth and Mike’s.”

Ben glanced at me, a slow grin spreading across his face. “Yeah? I was hoping… well, if you’re okay with it, I was really hoping I’d get the chance to be with her tonight.”

“She’ll be disappointed if it doesn’t happen,” I said with a chuckle. “And from what I’ve heard, Melissa’s been thinking the same thing.”

Ben let out a low whistle. “Both of them? That would be something.”

I nodded toward the pool, where the women were laughing and splashing. “Chris and I can keep Romina entertained if you want to focus on them.”

Ben looked genuinely pleased. “That would be perfect. I was hoping you’d still be up for some fun tonight.”

I clapped him on the shoulder. “Oh, I’m definitely up for it.”

When I walked over to the pool steps, Chris was sitting with Laura on one side and Melissa on the other. Laura had one hand cupping his balls while Melissa slowly stroked his hard cock. They looked very comfortable.

“Burgers are almost ready,” I said. “Who’s hungry?”

Chris groaned. “You have terrible timing.”

The women laughed and let go of him, climbing out of the pool to dry off. We eventually sat around the patio table and ate, drinking more wine and trading increasingly flirty comments. As the sun started to set, Romina suggested we all get back in the water.

We skinny-dipped for a long time as the light faded. What started as playful splashing gradually turned into touching and fondling. It felt natural.

Laura had drifted over to Ben and was now sitting close to him on the steps, one hand resting openly on his thick cock beneath the water. Melissa had joined them, and the three of them looked very cozy together.

I swam over to the deep end where Chris and Romina were. She had her arms resting on the edge of the pool while Chris stood between her legs, his hand moving slowly under the water. Her eyes were half-closed and she was breathing a little heavier. I moved in behind her and took one of her small, hard nipples into my mouth, sucking and teasing it with my tongue.

Romina let out a soft moan.

“Let’s go inside,” she said after a minute, her voice a little breathless. “We’ll have more room… and I want both of you.”

We dried off quickly and moved inside. Ben caught Melissa and Laura’s eye and said something quietly to them. Moments later, the energy in the room shifted. Choices had been made.

Melissa and Laura guided Ben onto his back on the rug. Melissa immediately went for his cock, kissing and licking the thick head while my wife fondled his balls and leaned up to kiss him. It didn’t take long for Ben to get fully hard. Melissa straddled him, reached down, and slowly sank onto his thick cock with a long, shaky moan. Laura moved up and positioned herself over Ben’s face, lowering her pussy onto his mouth.

The two women leaned into each other, kissing deeply as Melissa began to ride him. Laura reached down and squeezed one of Melissa’s breasts, encouraging her.

“How does he feel?” Laura asked.

Melissa’s eyes were half-lidded with pleasure. “So fucking big… You have to try him. He’s stretching me so much.”

Meanwhile, Chris had pulled Romina onto her hands and knees and was already fucking her from behind with quick, eager thrusts. Romina was moaning loudly, watching her husband with hungry eyes.

She suddenly looked over at me, her voice breathless.

“I want both of you,” she said. “Greg, lie down. Let me get on you. Chris can fuck me from behind at the same time.”

Romina climbed on top of me and reached down to guide my cock into her pussy. She sank down slowly until I was buried inside her, then leaned forward against my chest, giving Chris access. He moved in behind her and tried to push into her pussy alongside me. It took a few awkward attempts, but he eventually managed to get partway inside.

Romina gasped. “That’s not comfortable… Do my ass instead, Chris.”

Chris pulled out, and a moment later I felt the pressure of his cock pressing against her ass. He pushed in slowly. Romina let out a long, low moan as he sank into her. Once he was fully inside, we found a rhythm — me in her pussy, Chris in her ass. She trembled between us, lost in the overwhelming sensation.

A few feet away, I could hear Laura and Melissa with Ben. They had switched positions. Now Laura was riding him while Melissa sat on his face. Ben’s voice was strained.

“I’m gonna cum… where do you want it?”

“Inside me,” Laura moaned without hesitation. “Cum in me, Ben.”

Her words sent a jolt straight through me. My own orgasm hit hard and fast. I groaned and started to cum deep inside Romina’s pussy. At the same time, Chris thrust deep into her ass and came with a grunt.

Romina quickly pulled off me and slid down my body, taking my still-pulsing cock into her mouth. She sucked and licked me clean while Chris finished emptying himself in her ass.

When it was over, Chris rolled onto his back, breathing hard. Romina collapsed beside him for a moment, then turned to look at me with a satisfied smile.

“Kiss me,” she whispered.

I leaned down and kissed her deeply, tasting myself on her tongue.

I leaned down and kissed Romina deeply, tasting myself on her tongue. When we broke apart, we both turned to watch what was happening across the room.

Ben was propped up on his elbows, watching with clear enjoyment as Melissa licked his cum from Laura’s freshly fucked pussy. Melissa’s tongue moved slowly and thoroughly, cleaning every trace of him from my wife. When she finally lifted her head, her face was shiny with their combined mess. She looked over at us and smiled.

After that, we all took a break. We drank more wine, caught our breath, and drifted between the living room and the pool. Laura and I found a quiet moment together. I pulled her close and told her how incredibly hot it had been watching her with Ben. She admitted she’d been too caught up in the moment to notice much of what I was doing, but she was glad I’d enjoyed myself.

Later, Melissa decided she wanted to try taking Ben in her ass. We all gathered to watch and cheer her on. She managed to get the thick head and a couple of inches inside, but it quickly became too much. She had to stop. Ben took her into the shower to help her clean up, and came back raving about her oral skills.

Inspired, I asked Laura if she wanted to try anal again. Romina brought out some good lube and everyone gathered around like a cheering section, but it still didn’t work. Laura was simply too tight for me, even with plenty of lube and patience. After two gentle attempts, we gave up.

Later that night, Ben and Romina decided to split the group up. Laura went with Ben to the guest room. Chris took Romina to the den hide-a-bed for another round. And I finally got my night alone with Melissa in the other guest room.

I enjoyed Melissa immensely. She was open to anything and matched my energy completely. Still, I couldn’t help noticing how much tighter Laura felt compared to her. It was a quiet but important realization — as much fun as the swapping was, I preferred my own wife.

Even so, the eight of us kept getting together for the next couple of years. We threw more parties, explored new kinks, and pushed boundaries together. Most of it was genuinely enjoyable.

Eventually, though, life moved on. Beth and Mike returned to England. They sold their house and settled near Brighton Beach, where they wrote to us about their visits to the local nude beach.

Chris got Melissa pregnant, and they had a baby girl. Melissa decided it was time to slow down and focus on being parents, much to Chris’s disappointment. Around the same time, I got a promotion that required us to move out of state. Chris continued seeing Romina for a while, but eventually Melissa put her foot down. He chose to keep his adventures at home rather than risk his marriage.

We still exchange Christmas cards with everyone every year and promise to visit, though it hasn’t happened yet. I still hope Laura and I can make it to England one day to see Beth and Mike again — and maybe visit that nude beach with them.

Laura and I eventually became parents ourselves. We settled into the rhythm of work and family life. She’s still my favorite person in the world, and we enjoy each other more deeply than ever. Every now and then we reminisce about our wild years and laugh about the things we got up to.

These days, I sometimes tell her that once the kids are grown and we’re empty nesters again, we should look for a few like-minded couples and throw a “clothing optional” burger and pool party of our own.

She usually just smiles and says, “We’ll see.”





Books By This Author

Shared on Vacation: New Friends Bring a New Openness

I never thought a vacation could rewrite a marriage in a single weekend.

Katie and I arrived at the resort sunburn-ready and normal. The kind of couple who still held hands at dinner. The kind of couple who laughed at other people’s drama and swore we’d never be those people.

Then we met Carly.

She was all heat and confidence, the type of woman who makes you feel like you’re already halfway into a bad decision just by standing too close. She didn’t flirt like it was harmless. She flirted like she was testing a lock. And the worst part? She wasn’t wrong about us. About me. About what Katie was curious enough to pretend she wasn’t.

It started small. A look across the pool. A too-long conversation at the bar. Two men—Wes and Mike—watching my wife like they’d already decided she was theirs for the night. I told myself it was nothing. I told myself Katie was just enjoying the attention.

Until the elevator ride. Until the hallway. Until I realized she’d gone right up to the edge of their door… and didn’t seem scared of what was on the other side.

And then it wasn’t flirting anymore.

It was the sounds through the wall. It was the curtain shifting while I watched another man stretch my wife open and make her moan in a way I’d never heard. It was Carly on her knees in front of me, keeping me quiet with her mouth while I stared at the proof that Katie wasn’t just tempted… she was choosing it.

Jealousy and arousal don’t mix cleanly. They twist. They rot and burn and turn into something you don’t recognize until you’re already hard and you’re already complicit and your wife is already begging for more.

I wanted to stop it.

I wanted to watch.

And once the line is crossed, you don’t get to pretend it was an accident.

Shared by the Lake: A Couple Discover Their Deepest Secrets

It was supposed to be a relaxing getaway for two couples who had been best friends for years. But when a simple mix-up with a reservation forces them all into a single room, the boundaries of their friendship begin to blur.

What starts as playful teasing with sunscreen and shed bikinis quickly escalates into something far more dangerous. The line between flirtation and infidelity is erased, leading to a night of partner swapping, threesomes, and an unexpected descent into the world of swinging.

Mike discovers a side of his wife, Leah, he never knew existed, as she and her friend Emma explore a raw, primal sexuality that leaves them all breathless and wanting more. From a daring blowjob in a taxi to a shocking encounter with a stranger from a lingerie shop, the thrill is mixed with a dangerous fear that they are pushing too far, too fast.

As their inhibitions crumble, they stumble upon their neighbors, the Carters and the Browns, who reveal themselves to be seasoned swingers. Their uninhibited passion challenges everything Mike and his friends thought they knew about love, marriage, and desire.

Will this unforgettable weekend bring the two couples closer together or tear their lives apart forever? Or is this just the beginning of a whole new life?

You Want Me To Do What?: A Wife Discovers Her Husband's Fantasy

You Want To Try What?

Some moments will live in my mind forever.

Like the moment I first told Jenny I wanted to see her with another man. Or the moment she first really got into it — sitting on my face, telling me she was imagining another man's cock inside her right then and there.

Or the moment she knelt in front of a stranger, unzipped his pants, and took him into her mouth.

If you met us in person you'd think — normal couple. Vanilla, even. Boring, maybe. And honestly, you'd be right. We are completely normal.

Except for the times when my wife has another man's cock in her mouth.

This is how we got there.
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