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Behind Those Eyes

I’d never noticed her in the staff restaurant before, or anywhere else in the building for that matter. With thousands of employees spread across the site, it wasn’t unusual to pass strangers every day—but I knew I’d have remembered her. There was something impossible to miss about the way she carried herself. Black jeans hugged her long legs, a crisp white blouse tucked neatly at the waist, and polished snakeskin boots that seemed out of place in a corporate tower yet somehow fit her perfectly. The only thing missing from the look was a cowboy hat.

She was a few places ahead of me in the lunch queue, so I hadn’t yet seen her face. But the way her dark hair spilled down across her back, catching against the bright white of her blouse, made it hard to look away. I found myself staring at the curve of her hips, the way her ass filled out the denim, and a line from a Zac Brown song slipped uninvited into my head: “a pair of jeans that fit just right...”

“Yes, some of that, please,” I muttered absently to the woman behind the counter. I barely glanced at what she was spooning onto my plate. Whatever it was, it couldn’t compete with the distraction in front of me.

By the time she collected her tray and turned around, I was already braced for disappointment, as though no face could live up to the body I’d been admiring. But then she looked up, and my chest tightened. She was stunning—blue eyes bright against her dark hair, lips curving into an easy, confident smile. And that smile was aimed straight at me. For a second I forgot to breathe.

I must have stood there staring, because the server behind the counter had to repeat herself before I snapped back to reality. I busied myself collecting cutlery, forcing my eyes to stay forward. I didn’t dare turn around to see where she had gone. If she was sitting with a pack of colleagues—or worse, a boyfriend—I knew it would ruin the spell.

Balancing my tray, I turned toward the maze of tables and nearly stumbled into one when I spotted her. She was alone, sitting with the same easy poise she’d carried in the line, as if the buzz of the cafeteria barely touched her. That fleeting smile she’d given me earlier was still playing tricks on my nerves, daring me to believe she might actually notice me. Logic whispered I had no chance, but logic had never gone up against the magnetic pull of a woman like her.

I couldn’t put my finger on it, but there was something in her posture, in the way she leaned back slightly in her chair, calm and unhurried, that exuded a quiet confidence. It made her seem untouchable, yet all the more tempting. My chest tightened as I realized I was already halfway across the room, drawn to her without a plan, already rehearsing the inevitable rejection I’d endure before retreating to some forgotten corner.

“Uh, excuse me,” I managed, my voice rougher than I intended. “Would you like some company?”

Her eyes lifted slowly, locking on mine with a steadiness that made my pulse jump. For a moment she didn’t answer, and I wondered if she was weighing me, measuring something I couldn’t see. Then her lips curved into another of those devastating smiles—soft, deliberate, almost knowing. “Please,” she said, her voice warm as she gestured gracefully to the seat across from her.

“I… I’m Mike,” I managed, setting my tray down carefully as if I needed something solid to hang on to.

She extended a hand across the table, grip firm, no nonsense. “Beth,” she said, her smile quick and confident, as though she’d already judged me and decided I was worth a test.

I hadn’t thought further than the introduction. Words usually came easy enough, but sitting across from her I felt like my brain had locked up. Not that I was completely inexperienced with women—I’d had a few girlfriends—but right now all I could do was push at the food on my tray and pretend I wasn’t scrambling.

Beth tilted her head, watching me squirm for a beat, then let out a soft laugh that melted some of the tension. “So, Mike,” she said, tone teasing, “what brought you over here? Don’t tell me you’ve got a thing for cowgirls.”

Heat crept into my neck, but I forced myself not to look away. “No,” I said, summoning the nerve, “but I do have a thing for blue eyes and a smile that could stop traffic.”

“Well,” she drawled, her grin widening, “thank you, darlin’.” She leaned back slightly, regarding me with something halfway between amusement and appraisal. “Now, do you know why I let you join me for lunch?”

I blinked, caught off guard. “Uh… no. Not really. I didn’t expect—”

“Because you were actually looking at my face,” she interrupted smoothly. “Most guys don’t.”

Her words sank in slowly, and only then did my eyes flick lower—past the modest blouse she wore, fabric chosen to disguise curves that were impossible to disguise. The swell of her chest pressed against the buttons in quiet defiance, and suddenly I understood what she meant. My throat tightened, realizing I’d been oblivious until now. I jerked my gaze back up, flustered. “Uh… sorry.”

She laughed again, the sound easy and unforced. “That’s okay, Mike. I practically gave you permission without saying a word. I like that you noticed, but not first thing.”

“No, it really was your smile,” I said, and for once I wasn’t exaggerating.

“And my blue eyes,” she teased, leaning in just enough to hold me there. “I believe you.”

After that, the conversation loosened, at least for me. With her, I wasn’t sure there had ever been any tension at all. She had the kind of presence that made silence feel intentional, like she owned it. In the next fifteen minutes I learned more than I expected. The western getup wasn’t her usual style at all.

“I’m meeting up with an old friend after work,” she explained, idly nudging a piece of food around her plate. “She picked out some honky-tonk bar downtown. Boots, country music, the whole bit. Figured I’d blend in.”

“You’ve got friends around here?” I asked.

“Just reconnected, actually. We served together in the Marines. When I transferred to this site, she reached out. Small world.”

I blinked, surprised. “You’re a Marine?”

Her grin spread, almost daring me to doubt it. “Why, don’t I fit the picture?”

“Well… no. Not exactly what I had in mind.”

“What—bulging biceps, buzz cuts, and six-packs?” she shot back, laughing. Then, before I could reply, she tugged her blouse up just enough to show the tight definition of her stomach, lean muscle etched into her skin like stone. “Got one of those, at least.”

I chuckled, but she just carried on as if flexing her abs at a stranger over lunch was the most normal thing in the world.

“Most people don’t realize what goes on behind the scenes,” she added casually, spearing another bite with her fork. “Everyone thinks Marines are all door-kickers. Truth is, if you can block Iranian cyber ops from crawling into US data systems, a couple of rival corporations don’t seem that scary.”

She said it like she was talking about the weather—no drama, no bravado. And that contrast did something to me. Gorgeous, yes. Athletic, clearly. But also a geek of the highest order, sharp enough to make my head spin. I laughed with her, but inside I couldn’t shake the feeling that she was operating on a whole different level.

Finally, after we dropped our trays into the bin, I felt my courage fray but forced the words out anyway. “Beth, would you like to—”

She cut me off with a sly grin, eyes dancing. “Careful, Mike. Before you embarrass yourself, you should probably know—I’m only into girls.”

I froze, my mouth hanging open, the floor tilting beneath me. She didn’t even blink, just kept walking slowly toward the exit, her shoulders shaking with barely contained laughter.

When she glanced back and saw my face, she burst out laughing. “Oh my God—you should see yourself right now. Relax, I’m teasing.”

I exhaled, relief and embarrassment crashing together in my chest. “That’s… that’s cruel.”

“Cruel? No.” She tilted her head, grin softening into something playful. “That’s called fun.”

I tried again, fumbling for a second attempt. “So… dinner, maybe?”

Beth tapped her chin as though weighing a serious decision. “Hmm. Undecided.” Then she leaned closer, lowering her voice just enough to make it feel like a secret. “Tell you what. Come find me tomorrow, same time. You can tell me where you plan to take me. If it sounds good, I might just say yes.”

And with that she walked away, hips swaying with the same quiet confidence that had hooked me from the start, leaving me grinning like an idiot in the middle of the cafeteria.


Struggling to Keep Up

I’d never thought of myself as sloppy. I kept myself put together—clean shave, decent shirts, nothing flashy—but that morning I’d caught myself spending longer than usual in front of the mirror. And now, sitting across from Beth, I knew why. I felt like a guy showing up to a Formula One race in a beat-up sedan. She was out of my league, and I already knew it.

“So,” she said, giving me that same intoxicating smile as we sat down, “where are you taking me, and when?”

I forced a shrug, aiming for casual. “I’m torn between McDonald’s and Burger King. Dealer’s choice.” I waited until she finished laughing before adding, “But if that’s too fancy, I guess Lone Star Steakhouse will have to do.”

She shook her head, smiling as her dark hair spilled around her shoulders. Today she wore a fitted pale-blue blouse and tan slacks, clothes that should have been modest. But the blouse clung in a way she clearly didn’t intend, the outline of her chest undeniable even though she was trying to hide it. Her efforts only made her look sexier, and I struggled not to stare.

“Oh, Lone Star?” she teased. “Should I dust off my cowgirl outfit from yesterday?”

“Only if you’ve got the hat to match,” I shot back.

Her eyes narrowed playfully, impressed. “Quick on your feet. I like that. Maybe I’ll come up with something you’ll approve of.”

Truth was, she could have shown up in a stained hoodie and I’d have been floored. “So when?” I asked.

She raised an eyebrow. “I’m free tonight if you are.”

“Seven?”

“Make it six,” she said smoothly. “I’m up at five every morning to run, and I don’t skip. Helps to get a little sleep.”

She rattled off her address, and as we cleared our trays, she gave my arm a quick squeeze that sent a jolt through me. “I’m really looking forward to tonight, Mike. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got to go brief a manager about a privilege escalation vulnerability in one of our IAM tools. Riveting stuff, I know.”

I wasn’t sure what I’d been expecting, but it wasn’t this. In my head I’d pictured a townhouse with a pull-up bar bolted above the doorframe or maybe a squat rack rusting in the driveway—something that fit the Marine-athlete image already lodged in my mind. Instead, the GPS guided me to a quiet street lined with tidy lawns, and there it was: a charming house with flowerbeds out front and a massive oak tree stretching its branches over the yard. From one of the branches hung an old wooden swing, swaying gently in the evening air.

For a moment, I froze. Did she have kids? She hadn’t mentioned any.

Beth must have read the look on my face when she opened the door. “The swing?” she asked, one eyebrow raised. She was dressed in a white silk blouse that flowed lightly over her figure, paired with beige pleated slacks that clung just right despite her best efforts to disguise it. “It came with the place. Haven’t gotten around to taking it down yet.” She gave a dismissive wave and a playful grin. “Don’t worry, no secret family hiding inside.”

Relief flushed through me, though I tried to hide it. Before I could answer, I noticed the black western hat perched on her head, and I must have looked stunned because she pulled it off and tossed it onto the coat rack with a laugh.

“You should have seen your face,” she teased, doing a slow spin in the doorway. “So? You like?”

I swallowed hard. “You look… incredible.” The words came out low, but honest.

“And so do you. You clean up better than I expected,” she said, giving me a quick once-over. “Come on—I’m starving. Let’s get out of here.”

I silently thanked myself for not overdoing it. White slacks, a solid blue button-down, no tie. My medium-length blond hair held in place with just enough mousse. Simple, but it seemed to pass her test.

At the steakhouse, Beth ordered a Coors draft without hesitation. I hesitated—beer wasn’t really my thing. Usually I went for something stronger, something that might help steady my nerves. Still, I followed her lead and asked for the same.

Beth caught it immediately. Before the waitress left, she held up a hand. “Mike,” she said, her tone firm but warm, “don’t order beer just because I did. If you’d rather have something else, then have it. Trust me, I won’t judge.”

I looked at her for a moment, then shrugged at the waitress. “Jack and Coke, please.” Turning back to Beth, I managed a smile. “Thanks.”

I reached for my water, trying to cover the flicker of nerves, when Beth’s hand settled lightly over mine. “Mike…”

I grinned, already guessing where she was headed. “Sorry. Habit—”

She cut me off, her eyes bright with amusement. “—and this is our first date, and you’re trying to make a good impression. Relax. You already did, or I wouldn’t be sitting here.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “Point taken.”

Even before the alcohol had a chance to warm me, Beth’s easy smile and unshakable confidence were doing the job. She was stunning, yes—but more than that, she made conversation feel effortless. By the time our meals arrived, the nerves had started to fade, replaced by the steady hum of something that felt a lot like connection.

Over dinner I found myself telling Beth things I hadn’t planned on sharing, stories that usually never made it past casual conversation. Maybe it was the way she listened—eyes sharp, smile quick, always leaning in like every word mattered.

I told her about my parents moving to Australia when I was six. “We stayed for five years. Most of my childhood memories are from over there. Kangaroos in the backyard instead of squirrels.”

She laughed, shaking her head. “That’s wild.”

“I’ve been in two car crashes with kangaroos,” I added, watching her expression.

Beth leaned back, her laughter spilling out, warm and genuine. “Okay, that’s a first. I’ve had guys try every line in the book, Mike, but not one of them has ever told me he’s totaled a car with a kangaroo. Twice.”

Her laugh was contagious, and for the first time I wasn’t thinking about impressing her—I was just enjoying her.

Then it was her turn. She told me how after finishing university she spent a year traveling, working odd jobs and bouncing from country to country. Europe, Asia, South America. “I just wanted to see the world before I locked myself into anything serious. And somehow, after all that, I wound up in the Marines.”

“You make it sound like you accidentally signed the papers,” I teased.

She smirked. “Not exactly. But it wasn’t all grit and combat boots. The girls on base—we used to get together on Friday nights, paint our toenails, just… remind ourselves we were still girls under the uniform.”

I must have looked skeptical, because she dug her phone from her purse and scrolled for a second before turning the screen toward me. There she was in fatigues, broad grin on her face, boots dusty, a rifle slung across her shoulder. And sure enough, when I looked closer, her toenails—peeking out of the front of her sandals—were painted a defiant, bubblegum pink.

I laughed, shaking my head. “You’re full of surprises.”

“Stick around,” she said, eyes sparkling. “There are plenty more where that came from.”

By the time I pulled my truck into her driveway, the night felt charged, alive. I walked her to the door, heart thudding as the porch light cast her in a soft glow. I leaned in, aiming for safe—a friendly kiss on the cheek.

Beth stopped me with a hand on my chest, her eyes locking mine. “Mike,” she said, voice low and playful, “I’m sure we can do better than that.”

Then her arms slid around my neck and her lips met mine, warm and insistent. It wasn’t tentative—it was hungry, deliberate, her body pressed close enough that I could feel the strength in her frame. I kissed her back, deeper than I’d meant to, caught off guard by how much I wanted more.

When she finally pulled away, I swear my legs barely carried me back to the truck. My feet touched the pavement, but it felt like I was floating.

Beth and I went out twice more that week, both evenings starting early and ending too soon. Each time felt easier, the banter sharper, the silences more comfortable. Our goodnight kisses, once tentative, had grown longer, warmer, charged with something I could feel humming under my skin long after I left her.

By Friday night, she was tucked against my side as we walked. At five-eight she fit perfectly beneath my arm, her head brushing my shoulder, her body sliding naturally into mine as though it had always belonged there.

At her door, she stopped, looking up at me with a mischievous tilt of her head. “So… do you have plans tomorrow?”

“Nothing important. Why?”

“I was thinking we could drive out to the lake,” she said, her tone light but her eyes locked on mine. “Catch some sun. Maybe a picnic. Unless you’ve got something better to do than spend the day with me.”

“Not a chance,” I said quickly. “That sounds perfect.”

Her smile widened as she slid a hand up my chest. “Good answer. You bring the refreshments, and I’ll handle everything else. Deal?”

“Deal. What time?”

“Eleven,” she said, then leaned closer, brushing her lips against mine in a kiss that started sweet but deepened until I felt her fingers curl at the back of my neck. She pulled back just enough to whisper, “Don’t be late.”

I grinned, still catching my breath. “I’ll be here with bells on.”

Beth laughed softly, her mouth grazing mine one last time before she slipped inside, leaving me on the porch grinning like an idiot and already restless for tomorrow.


First Time Inside

It was the first time I’d been inside Beth’s home, and whatever I’d expected, it wasn’t this. She tugged me by the hand toward the kitchen, casual and confident, while I tried—and failed—to keep my jaw from hitting the floor.

She was wearing nothing but a small white bikini top and a pair of tight pink shorts. For the first time I saw her without the layers, without the modest blouses or careful tailoring. And it was like seeing her all over again. Her shoulders were sculpted, arms toned, her stomach etched into a hard, perfect six-pack. But what left me speechless were her breasts—full, heavy, impossibly firm, defying every assumption I’d made about the way she tried to disguise herself at work.

I must have frozen mid-step, because she finally noticed my stare. She stopped, turned to face me, and spread her arms as though putting herself on display. “You like?”

I swallowed, my voice catching. “I’ll say. I mean—damn. They’re… bigger than I thought.”

Beth burst out laughing, head tilting back. “That’s because I strangle them into a sports bra every day at the office. Helps keep the evidence under wraps.”

The casual way she said it only made my head spin more. She closed the gap between us in two strides, slipped her arms around my neck, and kissed me—warm, playful, but with a spark that made my stomach tighten.

She pulled back, eyes twinkling. “But you need to snap out of it, soldier, so we can get going.”

The hum of the engine filled the silence between us as we pulled out of her driveway, the basket tucked in the back seat. I stole a glance at her, and immediately regretted it—because once I looked, I couldn’t look away. Sunlight streamed through the window, catching on her bare shoulders, the straps of her bikini top stark against her tanned skin. She looked relaxed, one leg bent casually beneath her, hair tied back in a loose knot, every inch of her radiating the same confidence she’d shown at the door.

“You’re staring again,” Beth said without turning her head, her mouth quirking into a grin.

“Guilty,” I admitted. “I’m still trying to process. I mean, you’ve been hiding all of that under button-downs and sports bras?”

She laughed, low and throaty. “Like I told you—at work, I don’t need my chest being the headline. Out here?” She stretched, arching her back just enough to make the bikini strain against her curves. “Different story.”

I gripped the wheel a little tighter, forcing myself to keep my eyes on the road. “Yeah, well, I don’t think I’m going to be much use at the lake. I’ll be too distracted.”

Beth turned her head, blue eyes dancing as they met mine. “Then maybe that’s half the fun.”

The rest of the drive passed in a blur of teasing smiles and stolen glances, the air between us thick with a tension that made the miles feel shorter than they were.

We picked out a sandy stretch by the water where the sun poured down unobstructed. I dropped my towel and stripped off my t-shirt, trying to play it cool even as my pulse quickened.

Beth knelt beside me, pulling the picnic basket open, and in the clear daylight I could finally take her in properly. The white bikini top was already a problem—every curve of her chest seemed to push against the fabric, impossibly firm, daring gravity to try. But what caught me off guard was what she had on her lower half: the tiniest pair of Gymshark shorts I’d ever seen.

The soft pink fabric clung to her like a second skin, cut so short I wasn’t sure how they even counted as clothing. Every movement of her hips, every stretch of her thighs, was etched out with almost indecent clarity. She leaned forward into the basket and the shorts rode higher still, leaving the firm curve of her ass straining against the fabric.

I was staring, I knew it, and Beth knew it too. She glanced back over her shoulder, lips tugging into a wicked grin. “Enjoying the view?”

My mouth went dry. “Uh… yeah. Definitely.”

She giggled, unbothered, and went back to unpacking as if nothing was unusual about being half-naked in skin-tight gym gear on a beach. For her, it was just practical; for me, it was torture.

Finally managing to drag my eyes away, I cracked open two Coors and handed her one. We sat down side by side on the towels, her bare thigh brushing against mine, heat radiating between us as though the sun above wasn’t enough.

A few people drifted past along the strip of sand, stealing glances at Beth. One jogger nearly tripped over his own feet, another guy walked straight into a cooler without looking. Each time, Beth gave a soft chuckle, just for me.

“Another one almost bit the dust,” she murmured, clearly amused.

I finally shook my head. “You enjoy that, don’t you?”

She turned toward me, feigning shock. “Excuse me? Are you seriously accusing me of… what? Dressing this way just to get stared at?”

I froze. “No, I didn’t mean it like that—”

Her eyes narrowed, lips twitching as if she were holding back a smile. “Because from where I’m sitting, you’ve been doing a fair bit of staring yourself, Mike.”

Heat crawled up my neck. “Okay… guilty. But come on, can you blame me? You’re beautiful. You’ve got an amazing body.”

Beth tilted her head, pretending to weigh it. “Hmm. So it’s not just the smile? Not just the blue eyes? You’re saying you’ve been sizing me up like every other guy on this beach.”

I shifted, flustered. “No—well, yes, but—damn it, Beth, you know what I mean.”

She let the silence stretch, holding my gaze, and for a moment I was sure I’d stepped straight into a trap. Then suddenly she burst out laughing, smacking my arm.

“Oh my God, Mike, relax! I’m just fucking with you.” She leaned back, still laughing, her eyes dancing. “Of course I like it. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t notice. The difference is, I’m not afraid to admit it.”

I exhaled, shaking my head, caught somewhere between relief and wanting to throttle her. She grinned, clearly loving every second of making me squirm.

I was still scrambling for the right words when Beth smacked my arm and broke into laughter. “Come on, Mike. I know exactly what I’ve got—an ass that takes a hell of a lot of work, and a pair of thirty-four E’s that no sports bra in the world can really hide.”

Her bluntness caught me off guard. I hadn’t heard her drop the f-bomb before, and it made me blink. Finally, I managed, “No… it’s more than that. You’re more than the parts. The whole is greater than the sum.”

Beth tilted her head, pretending to consider it. “Hmm. So it’s not just my volleyball ass or my thirty-four E’s?”

I glanced over, caught the wicked little grin tugging at her lips, and realized she was baiting me. “You’re having fun with this, aren’t you?”

Her eyes widened in mock innocence. “Why, whatever do you mean?”

I laughed, shaking my head. “You’re enjoying tormenting me. That’s what I mean. And you’re busted.”

She leaned in suddenly, her lips brushing close to my ear, her breath warm against my skin. “Oh, so just talking about my tits and ass is tormenting you, lover?”

I shot her a sidelong look, fighting a grin. “I need another beer.”

Beth leaned back, laughing, clearly pleased with herself. She knew exactly what she was doing—and how much it was getting to me.

Beth laughed out loud. “I’ll get it,” she said, hopping up and sauntering toward the cooler.

When she bent at the waist, I almost forgot to breathe. The tiny Gymshark shorts clung to her like paint, every curve of her ass perfectly outlined, the fabric pulling tight enough that the shape of her pussy lips was plain as day. Then, as if she knew exactly what I was seeing, she glanced back over her shoulder with a wicked grin and began to roll her hips slowly, deliberately, like she was daring me to comment.

I groaned. “Beth… you are such a tease.”

Her laugh was pure mischief, light and musical, as she wiggled her ass one last time before straightening up with two beers in hand. “Did I ever say you couldn’t touch?” she shot back, eyes glittering as she sauntered back toward me.

I shook my head, half-exasperated, half-aroused beyond reason. She was going to drive me insane, and she knew it.

When Beth sat back down beside me, her tone softened, the mischief giving way to something steadier. “Mike,” she said, her blue eyes locking on mine, “if we’re going to be together, you’re going to have to understand something. I like enjoying what God gave me. I like having fun with it. And if this is going to work, I want you to learn to enjoy it too.”

My jaw nearly hit the sand. If we’re going to be together. The words echoed in my head, too big to process all at once. This woman—this gorgeous, sharp, confident goddess who had me spinning in circles—had just said it like it was the most natural thing in the world.

I swallowed hard, struggling to find my voice. “Wait… are we… are we going to be together?”

Beth shifted closer, her thigh brushing mine as she draped an arm across my bare shoulder. She took my hand gently, lifting it to her lips and kissing it before resting it in her lap. “I hope so,” she said softly. “But there’s something we need to talk about first.”

A lump rose in my throat. “What’s that?”

She gave a little shake of her head. “Not yet. First you have to say it. You haven’t told me you want this—for us to be a couple.”

I turned toward her, searching her face, suddenly nervous. “Yeah… I want that. More than I’ve wanted anything in a long time. I just didn’t think you’d ever feel the same way.”

Her lips curved into the smallest smile, and in that moment, I felt like the ground had shifted beneath me.

Her expression softened, a small smile tugging at her lips. “Good. Now that we’ve got that settled, we can finally have the talk.”

My stomach tightened. “What talk?”

“Sex,” she said casually, as if she were commenting on the weather. She lifted her beer and took a long sip, not even blinking.

I choked, beer spraying out of my nose before I could stop it. By the time I’d wiped myself down, she was doubled over, laughing so hard her shoulders shook.

“Glad I could break the ice,” she teased.

I shook my head, still coughing. “Jesus, Beth. Okay… fine. What exactly do we need to talk about, sexually speaking?”

The laughter drained from her face, replaced by something quieter, more thoughtful. She set her bottle down in the sand and looked out across the water, her tone shifting. “It’s… complicated.”

“I don’t get it,” I said with a half-laugh, trying to cut through the sudden heaviness. “I mean, I’ve done it a few times. It’s not that complicated.”

Beth didn’t smile. She kept her eyes on the water, her voice low. “It is for me, Mike.”

The laugh caught in my throat. “Okay… then you’re going to have to explain that.”

“Okay, here goes.” She took a breath, eyes still fixed on the lake. “I don’t look at sex the same way most people do. For me, there’s a big difference between having sex and making love. Making love… that only happens when two people are truly in love. Then sex isn’t just physical—it’s an extension of everything they already feel for each other.”

She paused, rolling her beer bottle between her palms. “I’ve never been in love. So I’ve never made love. I want to, someday. But it hasn’t happened yet.”

I nodded slowly. “Okay… I’m with you so far.”

“Sex, on the other hand…” Beth swirled the last of her beer in the bottle, her tone casual, almost matter-of-fact. “That’s different. To me, it’s recreational. Like a sport. And I’ve got a wide variety of appetites.”

I slipped an arm around her shoulders, pulling her closer. “Just tell me what I can do to help. I don’t know exactly what all of that means, but… I’ll do whatever you need me to. I promise.”

She leaned into me slightly, her voice low but steady. “You’ll figure it out as we go. Just promise me this—you won’t try to own me, you won’t smother me, and you won’t judge me.”

My head spun, trying to make sense of what she meant. I couldn’t quite, but I knew one thing with absolute certainty: I wanted her. Whatever this was, whatever she needed, I wanted to be the man who tried to meet it.

I lifted her chin gently until her eyes met mine. “I promise.”

Her lips met mine in a kiss that started slow, then deepened, hungry and consuming. For the first time, there was no teasing, no laughter—just raw passion sparking between us.

When she finally pulled back, her mouth brushed my ear, her voice a sultry whisper. “I hope your life comes with a seat belt, Mike… because you’re in for one hell of a ride.”


One Hell Of A Ride

When we got back to Beth’s place, she unpacked the picnic basket while I rinsed out the glasses. A few minutes later she pulled a large bottle of Jack Daniel’s from the cupboard, holding it up with a sly grin. “I bought you some Coke too. You can mix it yourself until I figure out how you like it.”

The bottle was still sealed. I cracked it open and started pouring, grateful for the small distraction, while Beth busied herself making a margarita at the counter.

Then, without the slightest warning, she reached behind her back, tugged the knot loose, and let her bikini top fall away.

I nearly dropped my glass.

“Whew,” she sighed, as if she’d just kicked off a pair of shoes after a long day. “I hate wearing that thing. Do you mind?”

Mind? I couldn’t even speak. My brain short-circuited at the sight of her, bare from the waist up, standing there as casually as if she’d only shrugged off a jacket.

I’d seen her in that tiny top all afternoon, but this was different. Nothing prepared me for the full picture—her breasts were bigger, firmer than I’d imagined, standing high and proud on her chest. Her nipples were small and tight, pale pink points surrounded by slightly lighter circles, and they were rock hard, as if the air itself had teased them into stiffness.

She turned back to the counter like nothing had happened, finishing her margarita, while I stood frozen, glass in hand, completely transfixed. She didn’t tease, didn’t cover herself, didn’t even acknowledge me. She just let me look.

It must have been half a minute before she finally cleared her throat, her tone steady and unhurried. “I need a shower. Do you want to join me?”

“Yes,” I blurted, louder than I meant.

Her lips curled into a knowing smile before she disappeared down the hall.

Beth giggled, setting her glass on the counter. “Great. We’d better undress in here—no sense tracking sand through the house. I’ll wash your suit later… or in the morning, if you decide to stay the night.”

Her words sent a jolt through me, but I managed a crooked smile. I knew better than to act shy. My swimsuit was already straining with the erection I hadn’t been able to hide all afternoon. Peeling it off felt surreal, my cock springing free, thick and hard, but I told myself there was no reason to be self-conscious. If anything, I knew I held my own.

Beth’s eyes flicked down, then up again, her brow arched with a grin that made my pulse quicken. “So I guess you do like my tits after all.”

I snorted, grabbing my drink for courage. “Was there ever any doubt?”

“Nah,” she said lightly, fingers hooking into the waistband of her shorts. She shimmied them down slowly, and for a second my brain just… stalled.

I’d expected smooth skin, maybe a neat strip, but what greeted me was bolder—a thick landing strip of dark hair running down toward her pussy, framing her lips in a way that was somehow raw and impossibly sexy.

The words slipped out before I could stop them. “Wow… I wasn’t expecting that.”

Beth threw her head back and laughed, utterly unbothered. “Do you know how hard it is to shave your pussy every couple of days?” She kicked the shorts aside and stood there proudly, completely bare except for that bold stripe, her grin wicked. “Trust me, this is easier. And besides—” she gave a little shrug, “I kinda like it.”

I just stared, stunned, my cock throbbing, wondering how the hell I’d gotten this lucky.

Beth scooped up our clothes and tossed them into the laundry room on the way, then grabbed her glass and led me through the master bedroom into the bath. She turned on the water in the wide walk-in shower, steam beginning to curl in the air, then pivoted back toward me.

“So,” she said, casually sipping her drink, “you never answered. Do you want to stay the night?”

I stepped close, placing my hands firmly on her shoulders. “Only if you’ll do me one favor.”

Her eyebrow arched, curiosity sparking. “Oh? And what’s that?”

“Stop asking me questions you already know the answer to.”

Before she could reply, I kissed her hard, pouring everything into it. Beth melted into me instantly, her arms circling my neck, her body pressing flush against mine. The sensation of her breasts crushing into my chest, the heat of her bare skin sliding against me, and the insistent pressure of my cock trapped between us nearly made me lose control right there.

When she finally pulled back, her lips were damp, her eyes bright with heat. “It’ll be warmer under the water,” she whispered.

We stepped beneath the spray, steam enveloping us as we kissed again, slower but deeper this time, the sound of the shower masking everything except the thrum of my heartbeat. Then Beth reached for the soap, pressed it into my hand, and without a hint of self-consciousness lifted her arms high, gripping the pipe above her head. Water coursed over her shoulders, down her flawless torso, glistening across the firm swell of her breasts.

She looked at me through the curtain of water, a sly smile tugging at her lips. “Care to do the honors?”

I wasn’t in the mood to tease her again about asking questions she already knew the answer to. Instead, I took the soap from her hand and let the water run over us, warm and heavy. She stood with her arms still stretched high, gripping the pipe, her body open to me.

I started slow, lathering at her neck, feeling the water and suds glide over her skin. From there I worked deliberately down each arm, taking my time, as if learning her by touch alone. When I finally reached her chest, I paused. Her breasts rose high and proud, impossibly firm in my hands, slick with water and soap. The sensation nearly undid me right there, and I lingered, washing and kneading them, pretending I was taking my time but really just stalling to keep my composure.

At last I forced myself lower. The soap slid down the flat plane of her stomach, and that was when I felt it—the hard ridges of muscle, the unmistakable grooves of a true six-pack under my fingers. I froze, stunned. I’d never touched a woman built like this before. Beth’s body wasn’t just beautiful—it was strong, sculpted, unreal.

I traced the lines of her abs slowly, reverently, my cock throbbing with every pass. Beth arched her back under my touch, water running in rivulets across her taut stomach.

When I moved lower still, my hand hesitated at the waistband of her little landing strip of hair, dark and wet, framing her in a way I hadn’t expected but couldn’t look away from. I slid my palm between her thighs, cupping her pussy, and before I could even question myself, she dropped one hand from the pipe to cover mine.

She pressed me harder against her, rocking her hips into my palm, soft moans escaping her throat. Then she turned her head, meeting my eyes over her shoulder, her voice low and throaty over the hiss of the water.

“Yes,” she purred. “Right there.”

The water poured down over her, steam rising around us, as Beth held the pipe above her head. Her body stretched tall and strong, muscles taut, abs shifting with every breath. I let my hand drift lower from her stomach, hesitating just a second at the dark strip of hair between her thighs.

She caught the pause, and with a throaty laugh dropped one hand from the pipe to guide me. Her palm pressed mine firmly against her mound. “Don’t hold back,” she whispered, water beading down her face, into her hair. “Touch me.”

The heat of her pussy startled me. Even with the shower running, she was wet—slick and warm and impossibly soft. I let my fingers slide slowly down her slit, exploring, and she immediately pushed her hips forward, demanding more. A low moan escaped her lips, long and drawn out, vibrating in her chest.

I circled her clit carefully, almost timidly, but Beth wasn’t the type to accept timid. She covered my hand again, grinding it harder, dragging my fingers from her swollen clit down her slit and back up, forcing me to match her rhythm. “Like that,” she breathed, her voice broken by the sound of the water and her own growing need.

Her hips rocked in a steady, relentless pulse, driving my fingers over every inch of her pussy. Each pass grew wetter, slicker, the sound of it faintly audible even beneath the spray. Her nipples stiffened as I worked her, the pale pink buds jutting forward, tighter and harder than I’d ever seen on a woman. They looked almost painful, straining against the air as her arousal spiked.

Beth’s head began to sway side to side, her wet hair flinging droplets with each movement. Her moans grew louder, more urgent—long, unashamed sounds that filled the shower, echoing against the tile. I realized, stunned, that I’d never been with a woman who let go like this. She wasn’t trying to stifle it, wasn’t holding back. She was noisy, wild, each gasp and cry rising in volume as I worked her closer.

Her thighs trembled, her stomach clenching tight under my hand as I felt her abs flex with every thrust of her hips. She bit out a single word, ragged and desperate: “Close…”

I obeyed her pressure, my fingers grinding against her clit exactly the way she demanded. Her hips slammed into my hand, her moans climbing higher, sharper, breaking into gasps that sounded almost like cries of pain but were nothing but raw pleasure.

Then it hit her.

Her head snapped back, mouth wide open in a scream that ripped through the bathroom, drowning out the roar of the water. Her body locked tight against me, every muscle straining, before she convulsed violently in my arms. Her nipples were diamond-hard, flushed and swollen, jutting out so tight it looked like they might burst.

She pulled my hand from her pussy at the very peak, but the tremors didn’t stop. Her abs rippled beneath my palm, her legs quaked, her entire body shuddering again and again as she came the hardest orgasm I’d ever witnessed. The sounds pouring out of her were feral—moans, cries, half-formed words—as if she had no control left at all.

I held her steady, in awe, letting the waves tear through her while the water streamed down, washing over her like a curtain.

Beth was the noisiest, wildest, most breathtaking woman I had ever touched—and in that moment, I knew I was ruined for anyone else.

When her body finally stilled, Beth turned and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me into a deep, hungry kiss. Her lips were soft and insistent, her tongue teasing mine until I thought my knees might buckle. When she pulled back, her eyes glimmered with heat.

“Next time we’re in here together,” she murmured, her voice low and throaty, “you can sit on the ledge and watch me do that to myself. Would you like that?”

“Yeah,” I said instantly, my voice rough with need. “I’d love that.”

She tilted her head, studying me, water running down the sharp lines of her shoulders. “Have you ever watched a girl get herself off like that?”

I swallowed hard. “No. Never.”

Her grin widened. “I have. Once. Caught a girl in the showers on base, thought I’d sneak in late and grab a rinse. Instead, I walked in on her, legs spread under the spray, fingers buried in herself. She didn’t even stop when she saw me—just looked me dead in the eye and kept going.” Beth said it with the same calm she’d use to describe making a cup of coffee. “It was… incredibly erotic.”

My brain spun, trying to process her words. The casual way she dropped it, like it wasn’t a bombshell, only made it hotter. I’d never imagined her watching something like that, let alone admitting it out loud.

Beth gave me a little nudge, turning back to the wall, her hands bracing on the tile. “But that’s for another time. Right now, there are still parts of me you haven’t washed.” She looked back over her shoulder, the corner of her mouth lifting. “Don’t be shy. Make sure you get all the cracks and crevices.”

I worked the soap into a thick lather and crouched at her feet, running my hands over her toes, her arches, her ankles. Beth stayed braced against the wall, arms above her head again, letting me take my time. I moved slowly up her calves, savoring the hard muscle beneath the softness of her skin, then over her thighs, where the shower spray only made her glisten more.

When I reached her hips, I paused, gathering more soap, then let my hand slide between her cheeks. My fingers traced along the crack of her ass, tentative at first. She wiggled her hips playfully, a low giggle escaping her throat.

That little sound gave me courage. I pressed deeper, fingertips gliding up and down until they brushed lightly over her anus. She shifted again, but this time it wasn’t just playful—it was a long, deliberate roll of her hips, and when she looked back at me her eyes were half-lidded, heavy with heat.

“Ummmm,” she purred, voice rich with arousal. “That feels really nice.”

I lingered there, my soapy fingers moving in slow strokes across her most private place, amazed at how unashamed she was, how openly she gave herself to the moment. Beth wasn’t a woman who hid from anything, not even this.

When she was rinsed clean, she turned, traded places with me, and put her hands on my shoulders, gently urging me to face the wall. I obeyed, bracing my arms just as she had. The role reversal made my pulse quicken—I’d been in control only moments before, but now it was her touch guiding everything.

Beth lathered the soap and started on my back, her strong fingers massaging across my shoulders, down my arms, along my chest. She took her time, as deliberate as I had been, making sure I felt every stroke. Then she crouched behind me, the warm press of her breasts brushing lightly against my back as she worked her way down my legs.

When her hands spread over my ass, I stiffened, not from discomfort but from the sheer shock of her boldness. She didn’t hesitate, didn’t skim—she massaged me firmly, sliding her fingers between my cheeks, circling, teasing, until her touch grazed my anus.

A groan slipped out of me before I could stop it.

Beth chuckled softly, her breath warm against my spine. “Feels different when it’s your turn, doesn’t it?”

I couldn’t answer. All I could do was breathe, leaning into the shower spray as her fingers teased me in the same way I’d just teased her.

Finally, she rose up behind me and pressed her body to mine, water streaming over both of us. Her arms wrapped around me in a firm embrace, her breasts flattening against my back. One soapy hand slid down and wrapped around my cock, already throbbing, while the other cupped my balls with a gentle squeeze.

I let out a low, guttural sound, the kind of noise I didn’t know I was capable of. Beth nuzzled into the back of my neck, her voice a husky whisper. “Mmm, that’s better. Now we’re even.”

Beth pressed tighter against me, her breasts slick against my back, her arms wrapped firm around my chest. Her soapy hand slid in steady strokes up and down my cock, unhurried, relentless. The other cupped my balls, rolling them with a teasing gentleness that made me groan.

Her lips brushed my ear, her voice turning molten. “Mmm… I can’t wait to feel this cock stretching my pussy. You’d like that, wouldn’t you, Mike? To fuck me, to pound into me while I squeeze every drop out of you?”

Her words sent a jolt down my spine, my knees buckling. I gripped the pipe harder, knuckles white, holding myself upright while she kept pumping me.

“Would you like to cum in me?” she purred, her strokes tightening, faster now. “To shoot that hot cum deep in my pussy where it belongs?”

I groaned, barely able to breathe, my whole body trembling.

She sensed it instantly, pressing her cheek to mine. “That’s it, lover. Don’t hold back. Cum for me. Paint the wall with it and think about filling me up instead.”

The dam burst. A guttural sound tore from my throat as my cock throbbed violently in her grip, hot jets splattering the tile in thick streams. My body bucked helplessly, orgasm ripping through me like I’d never felt before.

But Beth didn’t stop.

Even as my orgasm began to taper, her grip loosened slightly but kept moving, stroking me through the aftershocks. My cock twitched, oversensitive, every touch a sharp jolt of almost pain.

“Beth—ahh—too much,” I gasped, trying to twist away, hips jerking. “Too sensitive.”

She only giggled, that low, wicked sound. “Mmm, but I’m enjoying myself.” Her hand sped up a little, stroking the tender head, each glide making me flinch. “You’ve got more in you. Let me milk it all out.”

I groaned, half-plea, half-surrender, my legs trembling. The sensitivity was unbearable, but at the same time, her insistence made me harder than I’d ever been. My cock twitched helplessly in her grip, leaking thick spurts I didn’t even know I had left.

Beth nuzzled my neck, her voice sultry and amused. “That’s it… give it all to me. Every last drop.”

I whimpered, unable to stop her, my hips thrusting despite myself. She dragged it out mercilessly, each stroke sending me reeling between agony and ecstasy, until at last the spasms slowed and I sagged against the wall, spent.

Only then did she ease her grip, sliding her slick hand slowly up my shaft one final time, squeezing the tip to force the last bead of cum free. She released me with a satisfied hum, planting a kiss on my shoulder as though nothing unusual had just happened.

“You did so well,” she whispered, still giggling softly. “I told you I’d enjoy myself.”

Without releasing me, Beth laid her cheek against my back, hugging me tight as the water pounded down. Her voice was soft, almost amused. “I could use a drink. How about you?”

A few minutes later, she handed me a couple of towels and pointed toward the den. “Go on—spread those out first. Rule number one: when you’re naked, always sit on a towel.”

I grinned. “Fair enough.”

It made sense, so I laid them out neatly and settled onto the sofa. From where I sat I had a perfect view into the kitchen. Watching Beth move around, completely at ease in her own home and still gloriously naked, was almost too much. She was pure distraction.

What impressed me most was the way she remembered exactly how I’d poured my Jack and Coke earlier. The drinks we’d abandoned before the shower had gone watery, so she dumped them out and mixed fresh ones without asking, as if she’d known my preference for years.

She padded back into the den, glass in hand, and curled against me on the sofa, her damp skin warm against mine. “That was a wonderful shower,” she murmured, nestling into my side. “Is it warm enough in here for you?”

I kissed the top of her head lightly. “I’m okay, thanks. This place is really nice. Is it yours?”

She shook her head, sipping her margarita. “Belongs to my brother. He split up with his wife last year, and he didn’t want to stay here anymore—too many bad memories. Worked out great for me though.” She gestured toward the back of the house. “There’s a pool and a hot tub out there. A service handles the pool, but I still haven’t figured out the hot tub chemicals, so I haven’t used it yet.”

I blinked. “I’m surprised you don’t have a line of guys volunteering to help with that.”

Beth gave me a sly look. “Maybe I do. But I only let the useful ones stick around.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “Well, I can’t say I know anything about hot tubs, but I’ll stop by a pool and spa place and get up to speed. If you want me to give it a shot, I will.”

Her smile widened, and she slid her hand onto my thigh, giving it a squeeze. “I like that. Initiative.”

“I’ll get you a key to the gate before you leave,” Beth said casually, as if it were nothing.

For me, it was something. Huge, actually. Not a house key, sure, but still—a key meant permanence, access. I couldn’t believe she was already offering it.

I set our drinks on the coffee table and pulled her close, kissing her deeply. She melted against me, her lips soft but insistent, her body molding into mine like she’d belonged there all along.

Mid-kiss, she guided one of my hands up to her breast, pressing it firmly against her. Her nipple was already stiff beneath my palm, and the little sigh she let out sent a jolt through me. “Mmm,” she purred, “that feels nice. I love your hands on me.”

I chuckled against her lips. “Guess I’ll just have to take one for the team.”

She drew back just enough to look at me, eyes sparkling, her smile wicked. “Aww, how sweet of you,” she teased, her tone dripping with mock innocence. “Making sacrifices already.”

Her hand slid over mine, pressing me harder into her breast. “Something tells me you’ll manage.”

After handing her drink back, I took another sip of mine, then set it aside and let my hand drift back to her breast. She sighed contentedly as I kneaded her, but then she gave me that mischievous smile again.

“Ummm, that does feel nice,” she murmured, “but will you do me a favor now?”

“Anything.”

“Stand up.”

There was something in her tone that made my stomach tighten. I obeyed, standing in front of her, my cock hanging somewhere between soft and hard. She handed me my glass, but before I could even take another sip, her fingers slipped under my shaft, lifting it casually as if she were weighing me.

Her eyes narrowed slightly, her head tilting as she studied me. It felt like an inspection—thorough, unhurried, and in a way that made my skin prickle. I should have been self-conscious, but instead the scrutiny only made my cock stir, thickening against her hand.

“I like your cock, Mike,” she said at last, her voice low, deliberate. “He and I are going to become very good friends.”

I chuckled nervously. “I’m sure he likes you too.”

Beth wasn’t done. She wrapped her fingers around the base, giving me a slow squeeze, her thumb brushing over the ridge of my head. “Thank fuck you’re cut,” she added bluntly. “I met a guy a while back who wasn’t… it’s fair to say he never got any head from me.”

Heat flared in my face. My cock swelled further in her hand, stiffening by the second.

“Mmm. And nice girth too,” she went on, stroking me lazily, her eyes locked on mine as if she were gauging every reaction. “Thick enough I know you’ll fill me up.”

Her words shot through me like fire, and in that moment I realized I was rock hard, straining in her grip. But one thought nagged at me—she hadn’t said a single thing about the length.

The silence on that point made me wonder, even as the heat of her words had me throbbing in her hand.

Beth leaned forward, her lips brushing over the head of my cock, soft and teasing, her tongue circling lazily around the crown. My breath caught before I even realized what was happening. Then, with a smooth motion, she slid down to the floor between my legs, kneeling gracefully, her hands resting lightly on my thighs as if claiming her place.

She looked up once, a wicked spark in her blue eyes, then opened her mouth and took me in. The heat of it stole my breath. Inch by inch, she pulled me deeper, her lips sealing tight around my shaft, her tongue swirling beneath as I disappeared into her mouth. By the time her nose was almost brushing my stomach, I was groaning out loud, both hands gripping the edge of the sofa for balance.

Beth didn’t move at first. She just held me there, her eyes locked on mine, nostrils flaring as she breathed slowly through her nose. My cock pulsed in her throat, growing even harder inside her, and I could see the determination in her gaze: she wanted me to know exactly how in control she was.

Her hands tightened on my thighs, anchoring herself, and then she began to move. Slowly. Agonizingly slow. She slid back, her lips dragging over every inch of me, tongue swirling, suction perfect, until just the head rested against her lips again. Then, without breaking eye contact, she sank down once more, taking me to the base.

It was unreal. No woman had ever done this with such skill, such deliberate precision. She wasn’t rushing, wasn’t sloppy—she was measuring me, showing me exactly how good she could be.

When she finally picked up pace, I almost couldn’t stand it. She worked me in a rhythm that made my toes curl—drawing back with a wet pop, swirling her tongue around the crown, then plunging down again, swallowing me whole, her throat flexing around me in tight waves. Every sound she made—soft moans, wet slurps—shot straight through me.

And then her hand left my thigh, sliding down to cup my balls. She rolled them gently, teasing, as her mouth worked me faster. The combination nearly unmade me on the spot.

“Beth…” I groaned, my voice cracking. My legs were shaking, muscles locking. I was too close.

She knew. I didn’t have to say it—she felt the tremor in my thighs, the twitch of my cock in her mouth. Her fingers squeezed, her tongue pressed harder, and her pace quickened just enough to push me over.

The orgasm ripped through me like lightning. My whole body bucked as thick spurts of cum erupted, and Beth swallowed greedily, her throat working around me with each pulse. Her eyes stayed on mine the entire time, steady, knowing, as if she’d planned every second of it.

But she didn’t stop.

Even as I emptied into her mouth, even as my cock throbbed with oversensitivity, she kept sucking, her lips gliding up and down my shaft, her tongue teasing mercilessly. I gasped, trying to pull back, but her hands clamped tight on my thighs, holding me in place.

“Beth—ahh—it’s too much,” I groaned, squirming under the torrent of sensation. “Too sensitive.”

She only giggled, the sound vibrating around me, making me jolt. She pulled back just enough to murmur, “Mmm… but I’m enjoying myself,” before sliding her mouth down on me again.

The torture was exquisite—each stroke of her tongue a jolt of agony and ecstasy, each pull of her lips making me flinch, groan, and shudder. She milked me until my cock was twitching helplessly, until every last drop had been wrung from me and I was collapsing back against the sofa, trembling, spent, and utterly undone.

At last she let me slip from her lips with a wet pop, licking her way up my shaft to catch the final drops. She looked up, smiling wickedly, her chin glistening. “Mmm. I told you we’d be good friends.”

Beth wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then gave me that wicked little grin. “Well,” she asked, eyes glittering, “what do you think?”

I laughed, still half-dazed, my legs trembling. “That was… absolutely the most incredible thing I’ve ever felt. How the hell did you even learn to do that?”

She cocked an eyebrow, her expression shifting as though she was weighing whether I really wanted the answer. I held her gaze, not backing down. I wanted to know.

Finally, she let out a soft chuckle and leaned back against the sofa, still on her knees. “I had a long-term fuck buddy once. He was crazy about it. Said he liked that more than a regular blowjob, so…” She shrugged, casual as if she were talking about learning a card game. “I practiced. A lot.”

My jaw tightened, the words hitting harder than I expected. She’d just handed me something raw, something women usually tucked away behind soft lies.

She wasn’t done. “He wasn’t quite as thick as you,” she added, her eyes flicking down at my cock before rising back to mine. “But a little bit longer.”

She said it so matter-of-factly that I almost missed the weight of it. My head spun—half jealous, half aroused—while she tilted her head and smirked. “Anything else you want to know?”

While kissing Beth, I slid my hand toward her crotch, but she caught my wrist and purred into my ear, “It’s not your fingers I want right now.”

I thought I knew exactly what she meant. Urging her to lie back, I started to lower her onto the sofa, but she shook her head, her voice dropping to a whisper. “In the bed.”

My chest tightened. Without hesitation, I scooped her into my arms, her damp body pressed against mine, and carried her through to the bedroom.

I set her gently on the king-size bed, and she leaned back against the pillows, parting her knees with a slow, deliberate motion. The sight made me freeze.

I’d seen plenty of pictures online—more than I could count—but nothing prepared me for this. Beth’s pussy was stunning. Above her clit, a neat strip of dark hair framed her mound, soft and natural, while everything below was cleanly shaved, her lips smooth and glistening in the light. The contrast hit me hard—raw and feminine above, delicate and perfect below.

I just stood there for a moment, drinking it in, my cock twitching as I realized this was better than anything I’d ever imagined.

Beth gave me that naughty grin, her voice sultry as she spread herself wider. “Like what you see?”

All I could do was nod, still stunned, already moving toward her.

I knelt on the bed, sliding forward until I was settled between her spread thighs, my arms hooking beneath them to hold her steady. Her scent mixed with the warmth of her skin, and I pressed slow kisses up the insides of her toned legs. Her muscles flexed under my lips—firm, powerful, not soft like other women I’d been with.

Beth let me linger for a moment, but then her hips shifted impatiently. One hand slid into my hair, gripping tight enough to sting, and her voice dropped into a husky command. “Mike… enough stalling. Eat me now.”

Her bluntness made my chest tighten. I’d gone down on women before, but always fumbling, relying on instinct and whatever moans I could coax. None of them had ever told me what they liked. Beth was different—I could feel it already.

Still, I bent down, nervous but hungry, and ran the flat of my tongue up from the base of her slit to the top, deliberately avoiding her clit. I repeated it once, twice, three times, letting the taste of her spread over my tongue.

Beth tugged my hair sharply, forcing my eyes up. “Higher. Don’t tease me. Get on my clit.”

I obeyed, circling the swollen nub with my tongue, pressing lightly before flicking over it.

Her breath hitched, and her grip tightened. “Yes. Just like that. Keep the rhythm steady. Don’t stop.”

Her body responded instantly—hips lifting to meet me, thighs quivering slightly where they rested against my shoulders. From this angle, I could see the weight of her breasts swaying, firm and full, her nipples standing proud and stiff. Every movement of her chest only made them bounce higher, an erotic counterpoint to the way her hips pushed into my mouth.

I broke away briefly to suck one of her lips into my mouth, teasing it with my tongue. Beth arched and groaned, her hand dragging me back between her thighs. “Good,” she gasped. “Now switch. Do the other. Then back on my clit. Faster this time.”

I obeyed, and she rewarded me with another moan—louder now, unrestrained. She wasn’t shy about letting me know when I hit the right spot. “Mmmm, yes, that’s it. Circle it… slower—no, slower. Tease it. Good boy.”

Her hips rolled in time with my tongue, slickness coating my mouth as I worked her. Every time I faltered, even slightly, she corrected me. “Not there… higher. Right on the tip. Press harder. Now lick flat against it. Perfect.”

The more she directed me, the hotter I got. I realized I didn’t mind being guided—in fact, it turned me on more than anything. She knew her body, and she wasn’t afraid to demand exactly what she wanted.

Her moans grew louder, filling the room. She wasn’t trying to hold back, wasn’t embarrassed by the sounds pouring out of her. Each cry vibrated through her chest, her abs tightening as her thighs squeezed around my head.

I flicked my tongue rapidly over her clit, and she yanked my hair hard enough to make me grunt. “Yes, Mike—don’t you dare stop. Faster. Right there. Fuck, don’t you dare stop!”

Her breasts bounced with every buck of her hips, nipples jutting as though they might burst, her abs tightening in waves as I held on and gave her everything I had.

The sight, the sounds, the way she commanded me—it was overwhelming. Beth wasn’t like any woman I’d ever been with. She wasn’t just letting me eat her pussy—she was teaching me, controlling me, showing me exactly how to make her fall apart.

And the way her body responded—arching, trembling, dripping into my mouth—told me she was getting close. Very close.

Her words gave me confidence. Every instruction, every little piece of feedback reminded me that Beth wasn’t like the other girls I’d been with. She didn’t just lie back and let things happen—she taught. She shaped the moment into exactly what she wanted.

“Suck on it now,” she told me, her voice low and insistent.

I obeyed, lips wrapping around her swollen clit, teasing gently until she groaned.

“Easy,” she breathed, her hand pressing into my hair. “Go easy at first. I’ll tell you when to do it harder.”

I adjusted, letting her guide me, and she rewarded me with louder moans, her hips pushing against my face.

“Mmm, yes, that feels wonderful. Now—use your fingers to spread me open. Then lick me there.”

My heart kicked up a notch, but I did as she said, peeling her lips apart and dragging my tongue over her exposed pussy.

“Yes, baby, just like that. Now go from there to my clit, then back again.”

I followed her rhythm, building up confidence as she praised me. Then came her next instruction: “Suck on my clit harder now. Pull it into your mouth and tease it with your tongue. God, yes—that’s perfect. You’re doing so good, baby.”

I was riding high on the rush of her approval, fully lost in the taste and feel of her. Which is why her next words nearly knocked the air from my lungs.

“Ummmmm yes… now lift me some—” her voice dropped into a throaty command, “and lick my ass.”

My body tensed, a reflex I couldn’t hide. I’d never done that before. Never even thought seriously about it. My mind spun—did she really just ask me that?

But then I remembered the shower, how she’d moaned when my fingers had brushed her anus. How open, how shameless she was about what she liked. Beth wasn’t embarrassed by her desires—so why should I be afraid to meet them?

I lifted her hips slightly, exposing her tight, puckered hole. For a split second I hesitated, nerves fighting with arousal. And then I leaned in and pressed my tongue against her.

The reaction was immediate. Beth moaned louder than she had all night, her thighs trembling against my ears. “Ummmmm, yes baby, that’s it. Lick it good. Mmmm, I love that.”

Her shameless delight erased the last of my hesitation. I flicked my tongue over her, circling her tight ring, savoring the way she squirmed and cried out above me.

“God, yes,” she moaned, tugging my hair tighter. “Now back to my clit. Suck it a little harder this time. Use your tongue harder. Don’t stop.”

I obeyed, my nerves replaced with raw hunger. Whatever Beth wanted, I would give her. And the truth that scared me, even as it aroused me, was how much I loved being told what to do.

After only half a minute, her thighs began to tremble against my ears. Then her hips lifted, driving up to meet my mouth.

“Harder!” she gasped, her voice ragged and commanding. “God, yes—harder. Suck it, baby. Don’t you dare stop.”

I latched on with everything I had, sucking and tonguing her swollen clit while my arms strained to hold her thrashing legs steady. She writhed beneath me, her body arching off the bed, bucking so hard I thought I’d lose her.

“Oh God! Don’t stop! Don’t stop!” she screamed, her nails digging into my scalp. Her voice broke into guttural cries as her body convulsed and shook violently, and then, with a strangled growl—“Urrrggggggg!”—she ripped my mouth away from her clit, clutching my head in both hands as if she couldn’t take another second.

I froze, afraid to move, just watching as her whole body trembled and twitched beneath me. Her tits heaved with each ragged breath, nipples so hard they looked painful, and her thighs clenched and released like she was still riding out the aftershocks.

I’d gone down on girls before. They’d moaned, they’d gotten wet, they’d orgasmed. But nothing like this. Beth came like a storm, noisy, violent, overwhelming. It left me in awe—and proud. For the first time in my life, I felt like I’d really given a woman something unforgettable.

When her trembling finally eased, she crooked a finger at me. I released her legs and crawled up beside her, still buzzing from what I’d witnessed. She gave me a huge, satisfied smile, then kissed me deeply, her taste still on my lips.

When she pulled back, her eyes danced with mischief. “Tell me, Mike… does it bother you, me telling you what to do?”

I laughed softly, shaking my head. “No way. I appreciate it. I’m no expert at that, as you could probably tell.”

Her grin widened. “You did great. Better than great.” She brushed her fingers over my cheek. Then, with that same unfiltered directness that always seemed to catch me off guard, she asked, “Have you ever tasted female cum?”

The question hit me harder than expected. My mind scrambled for an answer. Had I? Maybe in passing, but never like this, never in a way I’d noticed. I swallowed and admitted, “I… I don’t know.”

Beth’s smile turned wicked. “Well,” she murmured, licking her lips, “you just did.”

Beth’s eyes glittered with mischief as she slid her hand down between her thighs. I watched, transfixed, as she slipped a finger into her still-quivering pussy, then slowly pulled it free, glistening. Without hesitation, she lifted it to my lips, her expression daring me.

My heart pounded, but I opened my mouth and took her finger in, sucking it clean. The taste hit me instantly—warm, slick, and unlike anything I’d ever experienced. Not unpleasant at all, just… new.

“See?” she whispered, her smile curling wickedly.

“Yes,” I breathed, surprised at how natural it felt to say it. “It’s… different than—”

“Normal pussy juice?” she teased, raising an eyebrow. “That’s just lube. Cum’s a lot slicker. Sweeter, too. You can tell, can’t you?”

Before I could answer, she slid two fingers inside herself this time, then pulled them out, coated and dripping. She brought both up—slipping one between her own lips to lick clean with a satisfied hum, before offering me the other.

I didn’t hesitate. I took it into my mouth, my tongue swirling around her finger. The texture was thicker, silkier than I expected, and the faint sweetness clung to my tongue.

Beth studied my face intently. “But do you like it?” she asked softly.

I looked straight into her eyes, my voice low and honest. “Yes. Very much. It’s… really slick.”

Her smile softened. She brushed her damp hand across my cheek, then leaned in for a slow, tender kiss that carried the faint taste of herself. Against my lips, she purred, “I’m glad. I like it too… a lot.”

Then, with a sudden playful energy, she slipped off the bed, her bare curves swaying as she stood. “You rest up while I get our drinks,” she said, bending to scoop her blouse off the floor. Before she left the room, she reached down, wrapped her fingers briefly around my throbbing cock, and gave it a quick squeeze.

I groaned at her touch, my head spinning. Lying back on the sheets, I noticed sunlight still spilling through the window—barely evening yet. It hit me then how much had already happened, how completely different this day was from anything I’d ever known with a woman. Beth’s openness, her blunt honesty, the way she spoke about sex like it was the most natural thing in the world—it was foreign to me. But God, I loved it.

Beth returned with two fresh drinks in hand, the ice clinking softly against the glass. She set mine on the nightstand, slid back into bed beside me, and after a slow sip of her margarita, turned her head toward me with that bold, unblinking confidence that always caught me off guard.

“Are you in a hurry to fuck me?” she asked, just like that.

I nearly choked on my Jack and Coke, coughing as the burn went down the wrong way. “Of course,” I sputtered, still half laughing, “why would you even ask that?”

She set her glass aside, cupped my cheek in her palm, and looked me dead in the eyes. “Because if you’re in a real hurry, we can. But we’ve got all night, Mike. I’d rather play some more before we fuck for the first time.”

The word play rolled off her tongue with such casual certainty that it took me a second to catch up. “Play?” I echoed, unsure.

She grinned and tapped her nails lightly against my jaw. “Yeah. You know—more of what we’ve been doing. Get each other off again first. Draw it out. Build it.”

I shifted a little, suddenly nervous. “Beth, I’ve already cum twice in the last couple of hours. I don’t know if I’ve got another one in me, let alone if I’ll be able to get it back up after that.”

Her laugh was low, throaty, mischievous. “Don’t worry about that, lover. You just leave that part to me.”

Something about the way she said it—assured, playful, just shy of a command—sent a jolt through me. I nodded, swallowing the last of my drink. “Okay.”

We lay side by side for a while, sipping lazily, her body warm and bare against mine. After a few minutes, I felt her hand drift downward, brushing over my stomach before coming to rest on my cock. She didn’t grip it at first—just traced lazy circles along the shaft with her fingertips, feather-light touches that made me twitch and swell despite myself.

“See?” she teased, her voice soft against my ear. “Told you not to worry.”

Before long, she set her glass aside entirely and slipped down the bed. “On your back, mister,” she ordered with a wink.

I complied, settling onto the pillows, adjusting them behind my head so I could see her clearly. She pushed my legs apart with confident hands and knelt between them, her eyes glinting with playful intent.

“Are you comfortable?” she asked, holding my cock upright between her fingers like she was already staking her claim. “Good. Because this is going to take a while. I want to play with you before I get serious.”

My throat went dry at the promise in her tone.

Beth leaned in and began slowly, running her tongue up the underside of my shaft, then back down again, her saliva glistening in the low light. She licked deliberately, unhurried, as if savoring every inch. Each time she reached the tip, she gave it a teasing flick with her tongue before dragging back down.

Every now and then she glanced up at me through her lashes, locking eyes as she let her tongue slide the length of me. Once, she even winked, her lips curling into a sly smile before closing over the crown again.

The mix of teasing, eye contact, and deliberate control made my pulse pound harder than if she’d just gone at me hungrily. She wasn’t just giving me pleasure—she was playing with me, testing me, dragging me deeper into her rhythm.

Beth took her time, drawing it out like she had all the hours in the world. Her tongue slid up and down my shaft in long, slow strokes, then she dipped lower, dragging the flat of it over my balls before pulling one into her mouth. She sucked gently, teasing with her tongue, then switched to the other, her lips wet and hot around the delicate skin.

The sight nearly undid me. Her beautiful, almost angelic face had shifted into something wicked—eyes dark with hunger, lips stretched around me, movements deliberate, calculated. A vamp, a temptress, and she knew exactly what she was doing. I had to look away more than once, staring at the ceiling just to keep from cumming at the sheer visual of her.

She released my balls with a soft pop, then wrapped one hand around my shaft, stroking lazily while her tongue circled the crown. She tilted her head and looked up at me, her voice low and sultry. “I love your cock. It’s beautiful.”

The compliment hit me harder than I expected. I laughed nervously, trying to mask how much it affected me. “It loves you too,” I said, breathless, “especially right now.”

Her lips curved around me in a wicked smile before she slid her mouth back over the tip. She twirled her tongue around the head in slow, deliberate circles, wet and soft, before beginning her descent. Inch by inch, she lowered herself, her mouth stretching around me, until she’d taken nearly all of me inside. She didn’t force it—she stopped when she wanted, her control absolute.

When she had as much of me as she cared to take, she pulled her hand away entirely, bracing her weight on both palms against the mattress as she began to bob her head in a smooth rhythm. Her mouth stroked me with a perfect balance of suction and tongue, every movement sending jolts of fire through my body.

I reached down and brushed her hair back behind her ear, desperate to see her. The view was intoxicating—her lips stretched around me, her cheeks hollowed, her throat working as she moved. She looked up for a moment, eyes locking with mine, and the intimacy of it almost sent me spiraling over the edge.

Minutes blurred as she worked me, unhurried but relentless, building me closer and closer. My abs tensed, my hands clenched in the sheets, every nerve ending alive with the need to cum. And then, with maddening cruelty, she let me slip from her lips, my cock bouncing wetly against my stomach as she leaned back with that same wicked grin.

Her voice was a purr, soft and devastating. “Are you ready?”

“If you are.”

Her answer was a smirk before she slid me back into her mouth. I felt the change instantly. Gone was the slow, playful teasing. Now her lips clamped tight, suction strong, tongue gliding in fierce strokes along the underside of my shaft as she bobbed with intent.

It didn’t take long. The pressure in my balls built fast, rising like a wave I couldn’t fight. I grunted, my thighs tensing, and the first hot pulse of cum shot down her throat.

Instead of pulling back like every girl I’d ever been with, she only withdrew to her fist, wrapping her hand around my shaft and stroking me with practiced precision. Thick spurts erupted across my stomach and chest. She kept jerking me even as the orgasm racked me, holding me there, watching with sharp blue eyes as every drop spilled out of me.

Then she shocked me. She leaned in and began licking me clean—slow, deliberate laps of her tongue along my shaft, over her own hand, tasting every bit she could get. She didn’t grimace, didn’t hurry, didn’t treat it like something to be endured. She enjoyed it.

When she scooped up a sticky ribbon from my belly with two fingers and slipped it into her mouth, my head spun. I’d seen it online, in porn clips, but never in real life. Even Laura—my ex who genuinely liked giving head—always avoided the finish, swallowing only reluctantly and complaining about the taste.

But Beth? She was the opposite. She looked like she was savoring it, like she craved it. Watching her lick her own hand clean and then drag her tongue over my stomach for more was so erotic I almost got hard again right then and there.

Finally, she gathered the last of it onto one finger, thick and glossy, and crawled up the bed toward me. Her grin was wicked as she held it inches from my face. “Next time,” she purred, “this will be in my pussy. I want to taste your cum mixed with mine.”

Before I could answer, she pressed her finger to my lips and pushed it inside my mouth. I tasted myself on her, thick and slick, and the sight of her watching me suck her finger clean left me dizzy with arousal.

I’d never tasted my own cum before. But Beth didn’t give me a choice—she pressed her finger between my lips and waited. Reluctantly, I closed my mouth around it and sucked. The taste was strange, salty, not what I’d expected, but not nearly as bad as I’d always imagined.

Beth watched me intently, her blue eyes glinting, waiting for any flicker of disgust. I tried to keep my face neutral, but the way her smile grew told me she’d already read more than I wanted her to.

“You’ve never done that before, have you?” she asked, voice low and teasing.

I swallowed. “No,” I admitted honestly.

Her grin widened, that playful, wicked edge surfacing again. “So… what do you think? Be honest.”

I hesitated, then shrugged. “It’s… not terrible.”

Beth chuckled softly, brushing her damp fingers across my cheek. “Good. Then you’ll remember that feeling. Because just because you cum in me…” she let the words hang, deliberately vague, her grin spreading as I swallowed hard, “…doesn’t mean you can’t keep pleasuring me after.”

The implication hit me square in the chest. I nodded dumbly, the weight of her words sinking in even as arousal prickled through me again. “Okay,” I said, my voice rougher than I intended.

Beth purred with satisfaction and kissed me softly, sealing the promise before slipping off the bed again, casual as ever.

When I came back from the bathroom, Beth was already sprawled against the pillows, glass abandoned on the nightstand. Her knees were drawn up, spread wide, and two of her fingers were lazily circling her pussy, glistening in the soft light. She looked at me with a wicked grin.

“Getting a head start?” I asked, half-laughing, though my cock twitched at the sight.

“I am,” she said matter-of-factly, then tilted her chin toward me. “So get down there and get busy, mister.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied, my voice rougher than I meant it to be.

This time, I didn’t tease my way up. I lifted her hips slightly and pressed my tongue straight to her ass.

Her response was immediate—a low, throaty moan. “Ummmm… nice start.”

I settled in, circling her tight ring with slow, deliberate licks, flattening my tongue and then flicking with the tip. Every time I thought about moving higher, she shifted, almost sensing it, and murmured, “What’s your hurry? Stay there awhile, please.”

So I did.

Her hand didn’t stop, fingers working her pussy as I tongued her ass. The contrast hit me hard—the knowledge that I was focused on the dirtiest, most submissive act I’d ever done, while she casually pleasured herself above me. She was in control without saying much at all, and I realized I wanted her to be.

Beth’s breathing quickened, her moans rising as her hips began to roll against her own hand. “That’s right, baby,” she gasped, her free hand tangling in my hair. “Yes, just like that. Keep licking me. God, yes!”

Watching her touch herself, hearing how shamelessly she moaned while I worked her ass, sent a rush of heat straight through me. There was no mistaking who was running this moment—and the fact that I loved it terrified and thrilled me all at once.

I decided to make a bold move. Instead of just circling her, I pressed harder, trying to work the tip of my tongue into her tight, puckered hole.

Even before I made much progress, Beth’s reaction was explosive. “Oh fuck yeah!” she cried, her voice jagged with need. Her back arched off the pillows, and her hand clamped harder around my hair. “That’s it, baby. Do that. Don’t stop.”

Her encouragement pushed me on. I flattened my tongue, then speared again, wriggling and pressing until I felt the faintest give. Slowly, with effort, I managed to work the tip inside her. The moment I did, her whole body jolted.

“Oh fuck—yes!” she gasped, almost shouting. Her fingers on her clit sped up instantly, the wet sound of her hand working against her pussy filling the room.

I tried to push deeper, forcing my tongue further inside her, but she was so tight I could barely manage an inch. Still, it was enough. She was writhing, bucking violently against me, her thighs trembling against my ears. I held on, just keeping contact, fighting to stay with her.

Her voice rose, desperate and raw. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Yes! Oh fuck!” she screamed, the words tumbling out between ragged breaths. Her hand was a blur on her clit, her hips thrusting wildly, her whole body quaking as if she couldn’t control it anymore.

And then, with a guttural cry, she pushed me away, clamping her thighs together like she had to hold herself together or come apart completely. She rolled onto her side, curling tight, her entire body convulsing. Her chest heaved, her breaths came in sharp gasps, and her hand still trembled faintly between her legs.

I knelt there, stunned, watching her ride out the aftershocks. I’d never seen anyone cum like that—violent, noisy, utterly unrestrained. And the thought that I’d helped push her there, my tongue buried in her ass while she finished herself, sent a dark, thrilling pulse through me.

“I’ll get us fresh drinks,” I said, sliding off the bed. Margaritas weren’t exactly my specialty, but I did my best. When I came back into the room, Beth was tucked under the covers, her damp hair spilling over the pillow, her cheeks still flushed from what we’d just done.

She gave me a soft, satisfied smile. “Thank you, lover. That was incredible. I haven’t cum like that in a long time.”

I almost laughed, because in my head I thought she’d done all the work herself, her own fingers pushing her over the edge while I just kept my tongue buried where she wanted it. But then again, maybe that was the point. Maybe it wasn’t about effort but about how far I’d gone for her, how unashamed she could be with me. “Trust me,” I said honestly, handing her the glass, “it was my pleasure.”

She propped herself up against the pillows and took a sip, then patted the empty side of the bed and pulled back the covers. “Come on. Get in here.”

I slid in beside her, handing her a pillow before stacking a couple behind myself. We sipped in silence for a moment, the quiet surprisingly intimate. Then she glanced at me, her expression softened. “If it’s okay with you, I think we should rest for a little while.”

“That sounds wonderful,” I admitted. Truth was, my body was exhausted, my nerves buzzing in the best way.

We set our glasses aside. Beth leaned in for one more kiss—slow, lingering, almost tender this time—before whispering, “Will you roll over here and hug me?”

We pushed a few pillows away and she settled down lower on the mattress, turning her back to me. I spooned against her, my chest to her back, and she guided my arm over her waist. Almost instantly, she tugged my hand up to her breast, pressing it firmly there like she wanted to fall asleep that way.

She sighed contentedly and looked back at me over her shoulder, her eyes half-lidded. “I think we’re off to a great start.”

I kissed the curve of her shoulder and murmured, “Just don’t pinch me and wake me up. I’m still half convinced this is a dream.”

But as I closed my eyes, one thought nagged at me, sharp and insistent: after all that, after everything she’d let me do, after everything she’d given me to taste and feel… we still hadn’t actually had sex.

And somehow, that made the anticipation even sweeter.


Time to wake up

I wasn’t sure what time it was when something pulled me out of sleep. The room was dim, the bedside lamp casting a warm glow, and the covers had been peeled back. For a moment I thought I was dreaming again—but then I looked down.

Beth’s head was between my thighs, her lips wrapped firmly around the tip of my cock. Her eyes were closed, her dark hair spilling across my stomach, and every slow pull of her mouth sent a shiver straight through me.

It only took a couple of minutes before I was fully hard, my body helplessly betraying how much I wanted her. When she was satisfied with the way I twitched against her tongue, she lifted her head and swung a leg over me. Straddling my thighs, she gripped my cock in one hand and held my gaze as she guided it to her entrance.

Slowly, deliberately, she lowered herself. Her hips rolled slightly, a teasing wiggle as she sank down inch by inch, stretching around me until I was buried completely inside her. The look on her face was pure satisfaction—like she’d just slotted me into the place she’d been saving.

Only then did she lift her eyes to mine, a wicked grin tugging at her lips. “Good morning, lover.”

My breath caught. “What time is it?” I managed, though I already knew the answer didn’t matter.

Her grin widened. “Does it matter?”

I chuckled, shaking my head. “Not really.”

Beth leaned forward, her hands braced on my chest, her tits swaying just above my face. “To answer your question,” she whispered, her voice sultry and commanding, “it’s time for some serious fucking.”

Beth sat upright on top of me, my cock buried to the hilt inside her. She closed her eyes for a moment, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles. “Ummmm,” she purred, her voice low and satisfied, “your cock feels wonderful in my pussy.”

The sensation was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. She wasn’t bouncing or grinding hard—just rotating, rolling her hips in tight, controlled motions that made her walls ripple around me. The steady pressure was exquisite, almost unbearable in its slowness.

Her hands moved to her breasts, cupping them lazily as if she were alone, exploring herself. Her fingers rested lightly on her nipples but didn’t pinch or tug, just holding, framing, like she was savoring the weight of them in her palms.

Watching her like that, it almost felt like I wasn’t even there—like I was just the lucky host of the cock she happened to want at that moment. And God, the image was erotic as hell. She was in her own world, lost in the rhythm of her body and the stretch of me inside her, and I was helpless beneath her, transfixed.

After a while, she leaned back, bracing herself on her hands behind her. Her tits lifted and shifted, taut against her chest, nipples standing proud. Her hips never stopped those slow, hypnotic rotations, but then, almost imperceptibly, she added another movement—an up-and-down flex that made her pussy ripple even tighter.

At first I thought she was bouncing, but no—her body barely moved. It was all in the way she clenched and released, the way her abs tightened and relaxed. Somehow, she was milking my cock with nothing but muscle control.

I stared, wide-eyed, my mouth dry, as wave after wave of sensation rolled through me. She didn’t need theatrics, didn’t need to ride me fast or hard. She was proving she could wring pleasure from both of us with the smallest, most controlled movements of her body.

It was awe-inspiring. And it was only the beginning.

“Uggggg,” Beth groaned, her head tipping back, and I felt her pussy flood around me, the heat and slickness coating my cock. It wasn’t like the explosive orgasm earlier—no wild thrashing or desperate gasps—just a deep, guttural sound as her body released, bathing me in her cum.

She straightened her spine and then leaned forward, catching herself with her palms braced on either side of my shoulders. Her hair spilled down like a curtain, brushing my cheeks until I pushed it back so I could see her grin.

“Okay,” she purred, her voice thick with satisfaction, “I’m all warmed up now. Are you ready to fuck?”

“Let’s,” was all I could manage, dazed and hungry.

I reached up immediately, cupping her tits in both hands. God, they were incredible—full, heavy, perfectly shaped 34Es, straining against my palms as I kneaded them. I pushed them together, burying my face between them, kissing the soft valley of her cleavage before moving to her nipples. Each one was rock hard, jutting against my tongue as I licked, sucked, and tugged them into my mouth one after the other.

Beth groaned again, pressing her chest harder against my face, encouraging me. My hands roamed from the swell of her tits to her taut stomach, then back up again, unable to get enough. The sheer size and firmness of them were almost surreal—like they shouldn’t exist on the same woman who had a Marine’s six-pack abs.

And then she surprised me again.

Beth shifted her balance, rising higher on her knees, and then—effortlessly—she squatted down on my cock. Not just bouncing or grinding, but a full, controlled squat, her thighs flexing as she lifted and lowered herself in long, deliberate strokes.

I couldn’t believe it. For minutes she rode me like that, her back straight, her tits swaying with each motion, her thighs burning with strength. Five whole minutes passed, my cock buried inside her the entire time, and she never faltered.

By the time she finally settled back down onto me, I was drenched in sweat, staring up at her in disbelief. “Jesus, Beth… that was insane. I’ve never seen anyone do that before.”

She giggled, brushing damp strands of hair from her forehead, her blue eyes sparkling. “See?” she teased, leaning down to kiss me lightly. “A girl who squats is a keeper.”

After what felt like an eternity of her teasing control, Beth finally rolled to her back, grinning wickedly. “Your turn,” she panted. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

The words lit a fire in me. I shifted quickly, sliding between her spread thighs, then hooked my arms under her knees and lifted, folding her legs back until her knees brushed her shoulders. She reached between us without hesitation, gripping my shaft and guiding it into her.

The moment my cock slid into her wet, blazing heat, I groaned aloud. She was so tight, yet so slick from her orgasms that I sank to the hilt in one smooth thrust.

“God, yes,” Beth gasped, her head rolling back against the pillow. “That thick cock feels so good. Now fuck me. Hard.”

I pulled back and drove in again, harder this time, my hips slamming into her ass. She grunted with every thrust, sharp little sounds of approval: “Ugh. Ugh. Ugh.”

I tried to find a rhythm, giving her everything I had while fighting the raw need to explode. My body screamed at me to let go, but my mind clung to the thought of lasting, of showing her I could perform.

Beth’s eyes were locked on mine, her grin feral. “Yes, that’s it. Keep pounding me, Mike. Don’t hold back. I love how thick you are—stretching me wide, filling me up.”

Her words spurred me on, but also pushed me closer to the edge. My thighs trembled with the effort of holding back.

“Almost,” she gasped suddenly, her fingers digging into the sheets. “Don’t you dare stop, don’t you fucking stop. I’m so close—oh, fuck!”

Her body tensed under me, pussy clamping down hard as she shattered. Her moans spilled into the room, raw and guttural, and I had to bite my lip to keep from cumming with her.

I forced myself to slow down, drawing my cock almost all the way out before sliding back in deep and steady. Her eyes fluttered open, hazy but smiling up at me.

“Good boy,” she whispered breathlessly. “Don’t stop. Just keep it slow… let me ride it out.”

I obeyed, grinding into her, feeling her walls ripple around me. Each time she came, her pussy turned wetter, slicker, coating my cock in her cum until I could hear the obscene squelch of our bodies.

When her breathing steadied, I quickened my pace again, inch by inch, until I was pounding into her with the same desperate rhythm as before. She cried out, gripping the sheets above her head.

“Yes! Just like that! Harder—fuck me harder!”

I drove into her, hips slamming, sweat dripping down my temples. Every thrust brought me closer to the edge, but I fought to hold on, gritting my teeth, determined not to finish before she did.

Two minutes later, her body seized again, her back arching violently off the bed. “Uuuuugggghhhhhh!” she screamed, her pussy milking my cock in powerful spasms.

Again I slowed, pushing deep but steady, letting her ride out the quake of pleasure. She looked up at me through heavy lids, a blissful smile tugging her lips, silently telling me to keep going.

And so I did—over and over. Each orgasm from her made her wetter, hotter, more insatiable, and each time I swelled closer to the edge, only to wrestle myself back from it, desperate to prove I could keep up with her.

It was like nothing I’d ever experienced. I wasn’t just fucking Beth—I was performing for her, following her cues, listening to her body, and realizing with awe that she might never let me stop until she’d wrung everything out of me.

I knew I was getting close—too close. My balls tightened, every thrust sending sparks through my spine. Still, I gritted my teeth and held on, desperate to give her one more before I let myself go.

I slammed into her again and again, sweat dripping down onto her chest, my cock pistoning into the wet heat of her pussy.

“I’m… almost…” I groaned, my voice breaking.

Beth’s eyes flew open, wild and unrestrained, her voice a scream. “God, yes! Cum in my pussy! Give it to me, baby—fill me with your hot cum!” Her words tore through my last shred of control.

Her nails raked across my shoulders, her thighs clamped tight around my ribs, and then she gasped—loud, desperate. “I’m… I’m almost there. Fuck me harder! Fuck your slut’s pussy until I cum all over your cock!”

That was it. The filth of her words, the rawness in her voice, the way her body spasmed beneath me—I couldn’t hold back another second.

I erupted inside her, my cock pulsing as jet after jet of cum shot deep into her. The release hit so hard it stole my breath, my hips jerking wildly as if my body had taken over.

At the same time, Beth’s scream ripped through the room. Her back arched high off the bed, her pussy clenching and milking me as she came with me, her whole body thrashing beneath mine. Her nails dug so deep into my skin I knew she’d leave marks, but I didn’t care. I was gone, lost in her, lost in the sheer overwhelming heat of it.

We were both grunting, moaning, gasping—our sounds blending together, animalistic and raw. Every thrust of mine sent another wave crashing through her; every convulsion of hers wrung another spurt of cum out of me.

“Uhhh—uhhh—ugggghhhhhh!” I groaned, my voice ragged, and Beth matched me, crying out as her orgasm dragged on and on, her pussy gripping me so tight I thought it would never end.

Finally, my arms gave out. I let her legs slip from my shoulders and collapsed beside her, chest heaving, sweat slick on both our bodies. She was sprawled on her back, tits rising and falling with each desperate breath, while I lay half on my stomach, utterly spent.

For a long moment neither of us spoke. The only sound was our ragged breathing, the quiet creak of the mattress beneath our exhausted weight.

Then Beth’s hand drifted lazily across the bed until it found my ass. She rested it there, warm and casual, her voice still husky. “Wow.”

I let out a weak laugh between gasps. “I second that.”

I’d heard of sex like this—wild, explosive, soul-draining—but I’d never actually lived it. And if I was being honest, part of me knew the only reason I’d lasted so long was that she’d already wrung three orgasms out of me earlier. Still, none of that mattered. Because in this moment, tangled up with Beth, I felt like I’d just survived something earth-shattering.


The Morning After

I barely remembered getting under the covers, spooning up against Beth with my hand cupping one of her perfect breasts. Exhaustion and aftershocks blurred into sleep.

Somewhere in the early hours, I half-woke to the sound of movement. The bed shifted as Beth slipped out, but I didn’t stir beyond that. My foggy brain assumed she was just heading for the bathroom or maybe a glass of water.

When I properly woke, the room was filled with daylight. I was alone. After a trip to the bathroom, I padded through the house looking for her. The dining table was already set for two, but still no Beth.

Then I heard faint movement from downstairs. Following the sound, I found her in the kitchen, hair tied up, dripping with sweat, still in her tight running shorts and sports bra. She was gulping down a tall glass of water, her chest heaving from exertion. The clock on the stove read just after 6:30.

“Morning,” I croaked, still half-asleep.

She grinned at me, wiping her forehead with the back of her arm. “Morning, lover. Don’t look so surprised—I told you I’m up at five every day. Got my run in, and now…” she tilted her head toward the patio door, “…pool time.”

When I looked outside, sure enough the backyard pool glistened under the morning sun. Beth led the way, stripping off her damp running gear without hesitation. By the time I stepped out, she was already diving in naked, slicing through the water like it was second nature.

I stood by the edge, taking in the sight of her powerful strokes, the way her body flexed and cut through the pool. A couple minutes later she surfaced, spotted me watching, and broke into a wide smile. “Come on in! We’ll eat after a few laps.”

I stripped down and joined her. The water was cool and refreshing, and being naked with her under the bright morning sky felt surreal.

Later, dripping wet, we went inside. She smacked my ass playfully as we crossed the threshold. “You grab a shower. I’ll finish breakfast.”

“You’re not coming with me?” I asked, only half-joking.

“No time,” she said with a wicked smile. “I’m going to feed you and then kick you out. I’ve got to teach a couple of CrossFit classes this morning. My regulars expect me on Sundays.”

By the time I came back down, showered and dressed, she had laid out a towel on one chair and a plate of ham waiting for me. Moments later, she set down small bowls of fruit—apple wedges, orange slices, strawberries, pineapple—all separated.

“I don’t like mixing them,” she explained, noticing my raised brow. “The flavors run together.”

Her own plate was simple: two egg whites, no meat.

“You’re not vegetarian, are you?” I asked.

She laughed. “Hardly. But I’m not about to let myself get fat and flabby either. Eating a little healthier wouldn’t hurt you, you know.”

“I live a healthy life,” I said defensively, though I knew she had a point.

Out of nowhere, she looked at me seriously. “Do you like mustard?”

I blinked, then chuckled. “Not on my fruit.”

Her laugh rang out, bright and unrestrained. She slapped my arm playfully. “I was going to fix us lunch tomorrow—if you’re free.”

“I’m free,” I said without hesitation. “And I’d love that.”

“Good. Meet me by the fountain at eleven.”

After breakfast, she fetched my swimsuit and t-shirt from the dryer. It made me wonder just how long she’d been up—probably hours before me. When I was dressed, she kissed me deeply, then ushered me toward the door with her usual mix of affection and mischief.

As I backed out of the driveway, I glanced at the house and nearly choked. Beth stood outside the recessed entryway, still completely naked, waving at me with the biggest grin on her face.

I was waiting by the fountain in the middle of the company campus the next day when Beth appeared. She carried a small basket in one hand and two oversized beach towels in the other. Without hesitation, she led us to a quiet spot under a sprawling oak where the grass was soft and shaded from the midday sun.

When I unwrapped the sandwich she handed me, I finally understood her question about mustard. Instead of mayo, she’d spread a thin layer of mustard across the toasted bread—her way of cutting calories without cutting flavor. She was dead serious about eating clean. The sandwich itself was stacked high with sliced turkey, and from a separate plastic container she pulled out tomato slices, red onion, and a couple of pickle wedges for me to add.

That week turned into a rhythm of sorts. We shared lunches like that most days—simple, healthy, and always packed neatly in her basket. But I managed to convince her to let me take her out twice: Wednesday to Luby’s Cafeteria, a Texas staple, and Friday to Red Lobster.

When I dropped her off at her house that Friday night, I was secretly hoping the evening would end with me inside, tangled with her in another marathon session. Instead, after two long, lingering kisses at the door, she tilted her head back and exhaled. “Whew! I wish I could invite you in, but I’ve got work I can’t ignore tonight.”

I forced a smile, hiding my disappointment. “That’s okay. Work comes first.”

Beth reached up and brushed her fingers against my cheek, her eyes softening. “I’ve got a girlfriend coming over for lunch tomorrow. If you’re free, I’d love for you to meet her…” Her smile turned sly. “…and if you’re so inclined, you can spend the night.”

I pulled into Beth’s driveway at exactly eleven, spotting a small blue VW parked to the side. That had to be her friend’s. I made sure not to block it in, figuring introductions would happen over coffee or maybe brunch.

Instead, when the door swung open, every expectation I had disintegrated. Beth stood there—completely naked. Her tall, toned frame filled the doorway like she owned it, breasts full and firm, nipples already hard, her dark hair tumbling down around a face that wore nothing but a mischievous smile.

“Beth…” I stammered, my eyes darting everywhere and nowhere at once.

She didn’t give me time to gather myself. She pressed her warm, bare body against mine and kissed me, slow and hungry, like greeting me naked was the most natural thing in the world. When she finally pulled back, I tried to gesture vaguely at her body. “I thought maybe your friend hadn’t arrived yet…”

Beth only grinned wider, already turning away. Her ass—tight, round, impossibly firm—rolled with each step as she led me inside. Over her shoulder, casual as if she were commenting on the weather, she said, “Oh, Amy’s here.”

My brain stumbled to catch up. I followed, dumbstruck, and then got hit with the second shock.

From the stuffed chair in the den, a petite blonde stood up. Amy. She was a total contrast to Beth: shorter, paler, her hair a soft gold that caught the light, her chest barely more than a hint of curves, her pussy completely bare, smooth as glass. She was fit, yes, but in a wiry, almost delicate way compared to Beth’s power and muscle.

“Mike, this is Amy,” Beth announced, like this was the most normal introduction in the world.

Amy ignored my outstretched hand, bouncing up on her toes to brush her lips against mine in a quick, teasing peck. “It’s so good to finally meet you. Beth hasn’t stopped talking about you all week.”

“Uh… nice to meet you too,” I managed, my voice catching as my eyes betrayed me, flicking down her smooth, naked body.

On her way back to her chair, Amy let out a giggle. “I don’t think he expected us to be naked,” she said to Beth before glancing back at me with a grin. “We stay this way whenever we can.”

Beth laughed and glanced back over her shoulder at me, her voice dripping with amusement. “Relax, lover. You’ll get used to it.” Without hesitation, she reached down and unbuckled my belt, giving it a playful tug before letting it fall loose. “You should get comfortable. I’ll fix you a stiff drink.”

She had barely taken a few steps when I stammered, “You mean… you want me to—”

Beth’s laugh floated back, warm and unbothered. “Yes, silly. Naked. You don’t have to be shy around Amy.”

My head spun. Ambushed was the first word that came to mind, but right behind it was a wave of heat that made my skin prickle. Two gorgeous women, bare and utterly casual about it, and now they expected me to strip too.

Amy tilted her head, her blonde hair catching the light, and gave me a mischievous grin. “Don’t be shy, Mike. I’m used to being around naked men. Comes with the territory when you’re a nudist like Beth. Need a hand?”

“No.” I blurted too fast, the word sharper than I meant it to be. My face burned. “Uh, no, I’ve got it.”

I fumbled out of my shirt, then my shorts, then finally my underwear, painfully aware of every movement. To my relief, Amy didn’t stare; she only giggled softly, turning her attention back to her chair. My brain, meanwhile, was on a loop: Beth’s a nudist?

Just then, Beth swept back in from the kitchen, naked as ever, a glass in her hand. She caught me tugging off my socks and flashed that devastating grin. “Much better,” she purred, crossing the room with unhurried confidence. She pressed the cool glass into my hand, then slid onto the sofa beside me like this was the most natural thing in the world.

I couldn’t get a word out, so I took a long gulp of the drink instead. It burned all the way down and made me shudder. She really had made it strong.

Amy chuckled, her eyes sparkling. “Told you she’d make it a stiff one.”

God, I wished she hadn’t used that word. My paranoia spiked, and I tried to shift my legs in a way that kept my cock out of sight.

Amy clearly noticed. She leaned forward a little, her voice light but full of mischief. “Mike, relax. I’ve seen more cocks than I can count. Trust me, there’s nothing you’ve got that’s going to shock me.”

I opened my mouth to answer, but she wasn’t finished. Her grin widened, and she dropped her voice just enough to make it feel conspiratorial. “And honestly? If you got hard looking at me, I’d probably just take it as a compliment.”

Heat rushed through me so fast I had to look away, muttering, “Easy for you to say.”

From the kitchen, Beth must have caught enough of our exchange, because she came sauntering back in, hips swaying deliberately. “Looks like I’m going to have to take control of this situation,” she announced with a knowing smile.

Beth set her drink down, reached for my free hand, and tugged until I stood up. My instinct was to angle my hips away from Amy, but Beth wasn’t having it. With a little shove on my side she turned me squarely toward her friend.

“There,” she said matter-of-factly, like she was settling a trivial argument. “Now she’s seen your cock. Relax already.” And with that, Beth breezed back toward the kitchen like it was the most normal thing in the world.

I stood there frozen for a beat, my face burning. When I finally risked a glance at Amy, she was lounging back in the chair, her lips curled in a wicked little smile. She let her eyes travel down my body without apology, then back up to meet mine.

“Mmm,” she said, drawing it out just enough to make my pulse jump. One eyebrow arched, and her tone was both teasing and sincere. “Trust me, hun, you’ve got nothing to be shy about.”

The way she said it—like she’d just inspected me and stamped her approval—left me both embarrassed and strangely proud. I managed to lower myself back onto the sofa, clutching my drink like a lifeline and praying I didn’t spill it.

A minute later, Amy excused herself to the bathroom. I tried not to stare as she walked past, but my eyes betrayed me. Her pale, toned legs, the sway of her hips, the slight bounce of her small, perky breasts—it was impossible not to notice. She moved with a quiet confidence, every step reminding me that she was perfectly comfortable being looked at.

As soon as she disappeared down the hall, I bolted for the kitchen, needing a word with Beth before I completely lost my composure. “You could’ve warned me,” I hissed, trying to keep my voice low.

Beth glanced over her shoulder, smirking as she sliced a lime. “And spoil the fun? Not a chance. I wanted to see your face. Worth it.”

“Beth,” I said, half pleading, half scolding. “Seriously.”

She set the knife down, turned, and leaned against the counter, her dark hair falling over one bare shoulder. “Mike, relax. I told you you’d need a seatbelt with me. Remember?”

“Yeah, but—”

“No buts,” she cut in firmly, her grin widening. “Just roll with it. Can you do that?”

I opened my mouth, then shut it again. The truth was, she had warned me. And she’d been blunt from the start about her… appetites. Apparently, this was part of what she meant. My pulse was still hammering, but I managed a nod. “Okay. I’ll try.”

Beth turned from the counter and pressed a quick, warm kiss against my lips. “Good. Now go be sociable,” she teased, giving me a gentle shove toward the doorway.

I sank back onto the sofa, trying to compose myself before Amy reappeared. A moment later, she strolled out of the hallway, moving with the same easy confidence as before. Her eyes flicked to my glass and she grinned. “Wow, you went through that one fast,” she teased, stopping directly in front of me.

I shifted in my seat, conscious of the fact that she was standing barely a foot away—naked, unselfconscious, and frankly gorgeous.

Amy tilted her head, her smile playful but reassuring. “Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it—being nude around others.” She reached out her hand, waiting for my glass. “Here, let me make you another. Lighter this time. We don’t want you drunk before lunch even starts.”

I handed her the glass, forcing my gaze to stay somewhere above her collarbone. It was impossible not to notice how close she was, how natural she looked in her bare skin. The longer she lingered, the harder it became to will my cock to stay calm.

Finally, she turned, heading for the kitchen. My eyes betrayed me again, following the sway of her hips and the neat curve of her ass as she walked away. My cock twitched in response, swelling despite every order I barked at it in my head.

From the kitchen came the sound of glass clinking, low voices, and then laughter—Beth’s throaty chuckle joined by Amy’s lighter giggle. Whatever they were saying, it was about me. I just knew it.

By the time Amy came back and stopped in front of me with my refilled glass, I could already feel the heat in my face. No matter how much I shifted or tried to think of anything else, my cock had betrayed me—hard, straining, impossible to hide.

She handed me the drink, her eyes flicking down for the briefest second before coming back up to my face. She didn’t leer, didn’t make a show of it. Somehow, that was worse. My throat went dry as I muttered a thanks, praying she’d just walk back to her chair.

She did… but halfway across the room, she twisted around and sing-songed toward the kitchen, “Beth, I think Mike needs a little attention out here.”

I wanted the floor to open up and swallow me. My stomach flipped as Beth’s footsteps came closer, and then she appeared, drying her hands on a towel. One glance at my lap and she smirked. “Oh, lover,” she drawled, shaking her head. “We can’t have you sitting through lunch like this.”

Before I could protest, she extended her hand. “Up. Now.”

The idea of standing with my cock fully erect, pointed toward her friend sitting not six feet away, made my insides clench. “Beth…” I whispered, mortified.

Her smile sharpened. “C’mon, lover. Man up.”

My heart pounded as I slowly pushed myself to my feet, my cock bobbing in the open air. That’s when Amy gave a long, low whistle, her lips curving into a wicked grin. “Mmm. Very nice.”

My face burned hotter than ever. I wanted to cover myself, but Beth caught my wrist and held it down, deliberately leaving me exposed.

Then, before I could even process what was happening, Beth dropped to her knees. One second my cock was just out there, humiliatingly hard in front of Amy—and the next her mouth was wrapped around me, hot, wet, determined.

I froze. My brain short-circuited. This wasn’t playful or teasing. She wasn’t easing me in or making a show of it. Beth was attacking my cock with single-minded urgency, her lips driving down the shaft, her hand clamping around the base to hold me steady.

And Amy was right there. Watching.

My stomach lurched with embarrassment. I wanted to cover my face, wanted to vanish, but all I could do was clutch at Beth’s shoulders while her head bobbed frantically between my hips. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room. My legs shook.

“Beth—oh, fuck—” I hissed through clenched teeth, mortified that her friend could hear every ragged gasp.

She didn’t let up. Her cheeks hollowed, her tongue dragged fast and hard, her hand twisting in time. It was too much, too soon, and I knew I wasn’t going to last. Panic mixed with the molten heat surging through me.

And just when I thought it couldn’t get worse, it did.

A loud buzzer sounded from the kitchen, sharp and jarring against the wet, obscene sounds filling the room. Beth pulled off me with a slick pop, wiping the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand. “Damnit,” she muttered, breathless but unbothered. “I need to tend to that. Amy, Hun—you don’t mind, do you?”

My head spun. Surely Amy was going to check the oven, or whatever that buzzer meant. But before I could blink, she was already kneeling in Beth’s spot. A cool hand gripped my thigh, and then her lips slid over the head of my cock as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

I gasped, stumbling back a step, but Amy just steadied me with her hand and kept working. Her tongue was different from Beth’s—lighter, teasing, circling the head in lazy swirls before taking me deeper.

Beth, already halfway to the kitchen, tossed me a casual glance over her shoulder. “I’ll be right back.” Like she was leaving Amy to keep my drink topped off, not suck my cock in the middle of the living room.

I stood frozen, trapped between shame and arousal. Every nerve screamed at me to stop this, to sit down, cover myself, anything—but I couldn’t move. Beth’s words echoed in my head: don’t smother me, don’t judge me. And now here I was, standing bare while her friend’s mouth worked my cock like it belonged there.

True to her word, Beth was gone less than a minute. When she came back, she set something on the counter, then tapped Amy on the shoulder with the same casual tone she might’ve used to ask her to pass the salt.

Amy looked up at me with a cheeky grin, lips glistening, then stood and slipped back to her chair as if she’d only been keeping a seat warm.

Beth dropped smoothly to her knees again and took me back into her mouth with greedy urgency. Amy, meanwhile, leaned back in her chair, legs crossed, watching openly—like this was entertainment before lunch.

I wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol, or just the sheer insanity of the situation, but Beth kept me on the edge far longer than I thought possible. Normally, after days without release, I’d have erupted in minutes—yet she drew it out, her mouth relentless, her hand twisting, her eyes flashing up at me every so often as if daring me to lose control.

Then the buzzer went off again. Without a word, Amy slid smoothly to the floor in front of me, like it had been agreed upon beforehand. Beth rose to her feet, brushing her hair back with infuriating calm. “I’ll be a little longer this time,” she said, as if she were stepping away from a board game, not from her boyfriend’s cock.

Two minutes. That’s all it took. I fought as hard as I could, my thighs trembling, my breath ragged, but halfway through Beth’s return across the room I couldn’t hold it back anymore. My hips jerked and I exploded, pulse after pulse spilling into Amy’s mouth.

She tried to take it all, her throat working frantically, but it was too much. With a muffled gasp she pulled back, her hand clamping tight around my shaft as the last thick ropes spilled across her chest and breasts, glistening against her pale skin.

“I’m sorry,” she panted, looking over at Beth as if she’d failed some unspoken test. “I tried to swallow it all.”

Beth only chuckled, her voice low and warm. “That’s okay, Hun.” And before I could even process it, she was on her knees again—only this time not on me, but on Amy. She leaned in, lapping my cum from her friend’s chest with long, deliberate strokes, scooping it up with her tongue like she was savoring dessert.

I stood frozen, my cock still twitching, utterly stunned. Amy looked at me over Beth’s shoulder, her lips curled in a wicked grin, and winked. The casualness of it all—their ease, their familiarity—made my head spin.

When Beth was finished, she kissed the last sticky traces from Amy’s skin, then rose up and pressed her lips to hers. I watched, dumbstruck, as their mouths opened and they shared a slow, hungry kiss, the taste of me still wet between them.

I thought I might pass out. My legs felt shaky, my chest tight, as I sat there watching the two of them kiss—slow, wet, unhurried—like I wasn’t even in the room. Their hands roamed, Beth’s big tits pressed against Amy’s smaller chest, Amy’s fingers curling around them as if she couldn’t resist. It was surreal.

When they finally pulled apart, Beth leaned over and gave me a warm, sticky kiss on the lips, a taste of myself still lingering on her tongue. Then, as if nothing had happened, she straightened up and said cheerfully, “Lunch is almost ready.” And off she went to the kitchen.

I was left gaping, trying to stitch my thoughts together, when Amy turned her attention to me. “Mike, honey.”

“Yes?” My voice sounded hoarse.

She tilted her head, eyes gleaming, and confessed with the ease of telling me the weather. “We planned that, you know—well, most of it.”

My brain jolted. “You… planned it?”

Her laugh was light, teasing. “Of course we did. The buzzer? Just a prop. It had nothing to do with lunch.”

I stared at her, heat prickling at the back of my neck. “So what part wasn’t planned?”

Amy’s grin widened as she leaned back, folding one leg over the other, her eyes dropping briefly to her friend’s tits as Beth moved around in the kitchen. “You finishing too soon. The plan was for Beth to take your load on those gorgeous tits of hers… and then I was going to lick it off.” She licked her lips slowly, deliberately. “I’ve always had a thing for them.”

My heart hammered in my chest, both embarrassed and impossibly turned on. I didn’t know what to say, and Amy didn’t seem to mind. She just gave me that naughty little grin and added, almost as an afterthought, “But don’t worry. We’ll get it right next time.”

While I was still trying to wrap my head around Amy’s confession, she tilted her head and added smoothly, “She really likes you, you know.”

I swallowed hard. “I… I really like her too, but—”

“But what, Honey?” she pressed, her grin playful, eyes glinting like she already knew I’d take the bait.

I shifted in my chair, my voice a little tight. “What else do you two have planned?”

Amy burst out laughing, a full-bodied sound that made my skin prickle. “Oh, I’m sure we’ll think of something. Trust me, Mike—you’re not going to get bored.”

By the time the three of us sat down at the dining room table with steaming plates of spaghetti and meat sauce, I was still rattled. Everything felt so normal—napkins, glasses of water, the smell of garlic bread—and yet I couldn’t stop picturing what had just happened in the living room.

Beth twirled her fork, took a bite, and then looked at Amy with a sly smile. “Well? Did you tell him our secret?”

“Some of it,” Amy said, wiping a spot of sauce from her lip. “I told him about the blowjob and the buzzer.”

Beth turned her blue eyes on me, holding my gaze, searching for a reaction. When all I could manage was a helpless shrug, she raised her eyebrows. “No comment?”

I sat back, trying to sound calm even as my heart thudded. “Is there anything I can say right now that won’t be stupid… and maybe derail my good luck train?”

For a moment there was silence, and then both women burst out laughing. Amy recovered first, still chuckling as she leaned across the table and high-fived Beth. “Damn, girl—you finally found one with brains.”


Alone After Lunch

After lunch, Amy padded out toward the pool, leaving me alone in the kitchen with Beth. I lingered, stacking plates beside her at the sink, grateful for the moment to breathe. She reached over, tugged me against her, and kissed me with a warmth that caught me off guard. When she pulled back, her eyes locked on mine, her smile softer than I’d ever seen it. “You’re doing just fine, Mike. Just roll with it… whatever comes.”

I gave a nervous laugh. “Are there any more surprises I should know about?”

Her lips curved into a wicked little grin. “Maybe. But then they wouldn’t be surprises, would they?”

I raised my eyebrows, feigning resignation. “Okay. You’re in the driver’s seat.”

“Woohoo!” she squealed, spinning back toward the sink like a kid who’d just won a prize. “I like that.”

Out by the pool, the sun was warm, the water cool, and for a while the three of us just swam and floated lazily. But when the heat had dried on our skin, Beth stretched, water glistening on her breasts, and said, “Shower time. Wash the chlorine off before it bakes into us.”

Minutes later, I was under the spray, water cascading down my back while Amy and Beth flanked me with bars of soap and sponges. It was surreal—two beautiful, naked women methodically washing me as though it were the most normal thing in the world. Amy lingered on my cock and balls, her small hands firm, deliberate, while Beth spent just as much time kneading my ass cheeks and sliding the sponge between them.

My cock hardened almost immediately, straining under Amy’s touch, but neither of them batted an eye. No teasing remarks, no smirks. Just quiet, focused washing, like they were stripping me down to bare skin and nerves without giving me an outlet.

When they were finished, Beth tapped my chest lightly. “Sit.” She pointed to the ledge at the far end of the shower, out of the spray. I obeyed, settling back, my cock still rigid, my pulse hammering.

Then the two of them turned their attention to each other. Side by side under the water, lather slick on their hands, they took turns sliding sponges over each other’s curves—shoulders, hips, thighs—while laughter and little gasps bounced off the tiles. They washed each other everywhere but their hair, letting that part remain private, as if to draw a line even while putting on the most erotic show I’d ever witnessed.

By the time it ended, I was dizzy with arousal. They toweled me dry first, businesslike and efficient, then dried each other, giggling like conspirators. Finally, Beth patted my chest and pointed toward the door. “Go make yourself a light drink, lover. We’ll join you in the den once we’ve dried our hair.”

I staggered out, still hard, wondering how the hell I was supposed to “just roll with it.”

So there I sat, in the den, naked on a towel spread across the sofa, nursing my drink while my cock pointed straight up like some ridiculous flagpole. Every sip of whiskey only seemed to sharpen the ache. From down the hall, I caught bursts of laughter—girlish giggles, low whispers—drifting from the master bedroom. I had no idea what they were talking about, and honestly, I wasn’t sure I wanted to.

By the time I’d set aside my empty second glass, Amy’s voice rang out, sing-song and teasing: “Oh Miiiiiike, Mikeeee boy—we’re ready for you!”

My pulse kicked up instantly. I rose, still painfully hard, and made my way to the bedroom. When I stepped into the doorway, Amy clapped her hands together with a squeal. “Ooooh, goodie! He’s still hard!”

I raised my palms in mock surrender, heat flooding my face. “What did you expect?”

They directed me to the bed, guiding me down onto my back. Beth tucked pillows behind me until I was propped comfortably, my cock jutting toward the ceiling like an offering. Then they moved in from either side, lips and hands everywhere—soft kisses on my chest, teeth grazing my ribs, tongues tracing circles on my skin.

Beth’s voice came then, casual but deliberate, spoken sideways to Amy as though I couldn’t hear. “Amy, there’s something you need to do before we go any further.”

Amy didn’t even hesitate. She seemed to know exactly what Beth meant. She slid up the bed until her face was level with mine, then pressed her mouth to mine without warning. Her lips were soft but insistent, her tongue slipping between my teeth and exploring with practiced boldness. She kissed me like she owned me, like she wanted to leave no room for doubt.

A minute passed—maybe more—before she finally pulled back, her breath warm against my cheek. She turned to Beth with a mischievous grin. “Think that’ll do the trick?”

It clicked in my head then. A blowjob, even fucking, I could somehow keep in a different box. But kissing—this deep, wet, unrestrained kiss—felt like something else. More intimate. More personal. They weren’t just teasing me anymore. They were telling me, together, that nothing was off-limits.

Beth only giggled, tugging Amy by the hip. “Get your ass down here.”

I almost lost it the moment they leaned in together, each of them taking one of my nipples in their mouths. The sensation was shocking—soft lips and darting tongues teasing me in a way I’d never imagined for myself, the kind of attention I’d only ever associated with a woman’s body. My back arched against the pillows, my cock twitching helplessly, and they just kept at it, suckling and licking as if savoring me.

But soon their focus shifted. Both slid down my torso, hair brushing over my skin as they moved. They made a point of sweeping it back behind their ears, ensuring nothing blocked my view as my cock stood rigid between them. Together, they held me upright, their hands brushing, then lowered their mouths until their tongues met on my shaft.

The first touch nearly undid me. Warm, wet strokes sliding up and down on either side, their tongues sometimes moving in unison, sometimes swirling around each other in the middle like they were kissing across my cock. Every few seconds, they’d meet, tongues tangling briefly before dragging apart again, leaving my shaft slick and throbbing.

I groaned, fisting the sheets, barely hanging on.

After a few torturous minutes of this double worship, Beth claimed control. Her hand wrapped firmly around my base, grounding me, while her mouth sank over the head. She slid down my length with excruciating slowness, taking more of me with each bob until her lips sealed halfway down my shaft. Then, as though they’d choreographed it, she pulled back, tilting my cock toward Amy’s waiting mouth.

Amy didn’t hesitate for an instant. She opened wide and took me in, her lips sealing around me, her pace painfully slow. She drew me in and out of her mouth in languid strokes that made me shudder, as though she wanted me to feel every millimeter.

Beth watched, her hand still at my base, guiding me, until she leaned in and reclaimed me again. Her lips stretched around me, her tongue teasing the underside as she worked me achingly slowly, savoring the control.

Amy’s voice was a breathy coo beside me. “God, I love his cock.” She tilted her head up, eyes locking on mine, mischief and hunger dancing there. “Mike, I love your beautiful, hard cock.”

The words sent a jolt through me. My hips twitched, desperate to thrust, but Beth’s hand kept me pinned.

On and on they went, passing me back and forth like I was theirs to share, neither taking me for more than half a minute before surrendering me to the other. Sometimes they licked me together, tongues colliding. Sometimes one would pull away just to watch as the other took me in.

I was desperate to cum, my balls tight, every nerve screaming for release. But the way they toyed with me—tilting me side to side, taking turns at their own pace—I knew they weren’t going to let me finish quickly. They weren’t in any hurry. And so I lay there, pinned between them, half humiliated and half in awe, helpless under the worship of two women who seemed intent on stretching my desire out until I couldn’t bear it anymore.

It must have been another fifteen minutes before their rhythm shifted. I never saw a signal pass between them, but suddenly everything changed. Beth’s grip tightened around the base of my cock, her fist pumping me in short, shallow strokes that made me twitch helplessly. At the same time, Amy took me into her mouth again, but this time with more urgency—her suction harder, her pace quicker, her tongue working the underside with deliberate pressure.

When Beth claimed me back, she did the same. Each turn was slower to relinquish, each mouth greedier, lips sliding farther down my shaft before letting go. Gone were the playful tilts side to side; now their focus was laser sharp, mouths and hands working me with perfect coordination.

The tension coiled inside me in seconds. My thighs trembled, my chest heaved, and I could feel the pulse building in my balls. Beth moaned around me, sensing how close I was, her throat vibrating against my cock. That was all it took—my body convulsed and I erupted.

Amy had me when the first hot spurt shot across her tongue. She swallowed quickly, but when the second pulse hit, she pulled back just enough for Beth to meet her. The two of them leaned together, lips pressed, the head of my cock caught between their mouths as I spilled into them.

Cum oozed from the corner of their joined lips, sliding down over my shaft, and they simply stuck out their tongues, swirling them together around the head of my cock, lapping up every drop. Watching them share me like that—like my orgasm belonged to them both—was almost more than I could process.

When the last twitch left me, they cleaned my shaft with slow, lingering licks, then sealed it with a kiss between themselves, wet and passionate. My chest was still heaving when Amy surprised me—crawling up my body and pressing her mouth to mine. Her kiss was warm, deep, and filled with the faint taste of myself. By the time she pulled back, Beth was already there, replacing her with a kiss of her own, slower but just as intense.

When she finally broke away, both of them hovered over me, grinning like cats who’d shared a bowl of cream. Beth tilted her head and teased, “Well? Two mouths are better than one, huh?”

All I could do was grin, still dazed, and stammer, “Awesome.”

Beth chuckled, sliding gracefully off the bed. She picked up my glass, wrinkled her nose at the watered-down remains, and handed it back. “Go fix yourself a fresh one… make it light this time. Then get back here.”

When I came back with a fresh drink in my hand, there was a chair pulled up beside the bed. A towel had been draped neatly over the seat. Beth pointed to it, her voice firm but playful. “Sit. Watch. And whatever you do—don’t say a word.”

My pulse spiked. I nodded quickly, lowered myself into the chair, and tried not to spill the drink as my cock twitched back to life, already stirring despite how spent I should have been.

Beth and Amy lay back on the bed, their bodies pressed together, mouths finding each other in long, hungry kisses. Their hands roamed—hips, thighs, the curve of a waist, the swell of a breast—stroking with slow, deliberate affection. It went on and on, a hypnotic display, and I found myself clutching the glass tighter with every passing minute.

Eventually Beth slid down, settling between Amy’s knees. She spent long minutes teasing the smaller woman’s breasts, kissing and licking them, her tongue circling each nipple before pulling it into her mouth. Amy arched her back, her soft moans filling the room, her hands tangled in Beth’s dark hair.

Despite having already cum twice, my cock hardened stubbornly, straining against my thigh. I shifted on the chair, trying not to move too much, afraid they’d notice—though maybe that was the point.

Beth kissed her way lower, her dark hair falling across Amy’s pale stomach as she descended. Amy opened for her, knees rising, thighs spreading, as Beth’s hands gripped them possessively.

She started slowly—gentle kisses along the inside of Amy’s thighs, soft licks across the delicate skin. Then Beth’s fingers spread Amy’s folds, parting them deliberately so her mouth could close over the slick pink beneath. She kissed, licked, and teased, alternating between slow, languid strokes and quick flicks of her tongue.

Amy gasped and writhed, her breaths coming faster, her hands gripping the sheets. Beth lingered briefly on her clit, and I could see Amy’s thighs trembling, her hips lifting toward her friend’s mouth.

And then Beth slid lower. She hooked her hands under Amy’s thighs, lifting her hips from the bed, and buried her face deeper. From my chair I couldn’t quite see, but Amy’s moan—low, throaty, and raw—told me everything. My gut twisted with shock and heat as I realized: Beth was licking her ass.

I swallowed hard, gripping the arms of the chair, every nerve alive, forbidden to speak, condemned to just sit and watch.

By now, my cock was swelling again, half-hard and twitching in my lap, though I had no doubt the girls were only just getting started. Beth had settled herself lower, her shoulders wedged under Amy’s thighs, and every sound coming from the bed drove my arousal higher. Within a minute Amy was moaning steadily, the kind of moans that left no doubt she was being taken apart. From my angle I couldn’t see clearly, but the guttural edge to Amy’s cries made me certain Beth was working her tongue deeper, teasing her friend’s ass as casually as if it were her pussy. The thought alone sent a jolt down my spine.

Beth eventually slid back up, her mouth reclaiming Amy’s clit, lips sealing over it. Amy writhed and gasped, already on the brink. Barely two minutes later her whole body stiffened and a loud, unrestrained “Arggggggg!” tore from her throat. Beth didn’t overwhelm her—she immediately softened, her tongue drawing lazy circles over the swollen bud, coaxing out every last tremor.

Even as Amy’s hips quivered with the aftershocks, Beth slid a finger deep inside her, curling it slowly. When she drew it out, slick and glistening, she paused to suck it clean with exaggerated delight, moaning as she tasted her friend. Then she turned to me, fixing me with a wicked grin. She dipped her finger again, coating it in Amy’s cum, and this time she slid off the bed and stalked toward me.

“Open,” she purred.

My mouth obeyed before my brain caught up. Her finger pushed past my lips and I sucked greedily, the taste sharp and sweet on my tongue. My cock twitched violently, growing harder by the second, as I swallowed Amy’s cum right from Beth’s hand. She smirked at the sight of me, then climbed back onto the bed without another word.

Amy eventually rolled aside, still flushed and panting, and Beth stretched out in her place. They immediately began kissing again, their hands roaming each other’s curves, but this time Amy slid lower almost right away, wasting no time.

Soon her pale blonde head was between Beth’s thighs, her tongue working with a determination that made Beth’s moans echo off the walls. I couldn’t tear my eyes away, my cock fully erect now, pulsing with every lick Amy gave her.

Only a couple of minutes in, Beth’s dark eyes flicked toward me. Her voice was husky but teasing as she called out, “Are you hard?”

I leaned back in the chair and let Beth get a clear view of my cock, now rigid and throbbing. Her lips curled into a knowing grin, but then her whole expression sharpened, eyes locking onto mine with sudden intensity.

“Get behind Amy and fuck her from behind while she eats me,” she said, her tone calm but leaving no room for doubt.

My heart jolted. I must have looked like a deer in headlights, because I knew my eyes went wide as I tried to process what she’d just asked—no, what she’d just told me. Was she serious? Right here, right now?

When I hesitated even for a second, Beth’s grin returned, but it was darker this time, edged with authority. “Do it, Mike. Fuck her. It’s okay. I want you to. Get behind her and fuck her. Do it now.”

While I moved toward the end of the bed, Beth spread her legs wider in invitation, her eyes fixed on mine with that mix of mischief and authority I was coming to recognize. Amy shifted up onto her knees, her pale, petite frame aligning perfectly between Beth’s thighs. Her little ass was so close I didn’t even need to climb onto the bed—I just stepped forward, guided my cock into place, and pressed against her slick entrance.

The first push nearly stopped me cold. She was unbelievably tight—far tighter than I’d expected. My cock strained as I eased myself in, inch by inch, until finally I was buried to the hilt inside her snug pussy. Amy let out a muffled grunt into Beth’s folds the moment I bottomed out.

Beth, of course, noticed everything. Her grin turned wicked. “Well? Tell me, Mike… tighter than me, isn’t she?”

My chest clenched. Panic shot through me—I couldn’t answer that. How the hell was I supposed to say something like that with Beth watching me so intently?

She wasn’t letting me off the hook. “C’mon, lover. Say it. I’ve licked her, I’ve fucked her with toys, I know how tight she is. Say it.” Her voice was purring, cruel and playful all at once, as if she enjoyed watching me squirm.

I tried to dodge, grunting as I thrust, but she just giggled and goaded me again. “Admit it, Mike. She’s tighter than me.”

My heart hammered. I forced the words out in a shaky whisper, “She… she’s tighter than you.”

Beth’s laughter rang out immediately, triumphant and teasing. “Knew it. Poor boy thought I didn’t already know.”

Amy suddenly turned her head over her shoulder, her blonde hair sticking damply to her cheek, and gave me a wicked little smile. “Don’t worry, Mike. She’s just fucking with you. I’ve always been this tight.” Then, with a wink, she dipped her head back down and buried her face in Beth’s pussy, her tongue immediately getting back to work.

Beth’s laugh melted into a moan, her body arching as Amy’s tongue pressed deeper. “God, yes…” she gasped, one hand sliding to Amy’s hair, the other reaching out to tug me harder into rhythm.

Beth’s voice was low and urgent, her tone dripping with lust. “That’s it, Mike. Fuck that tight little pussy. Give it to her.” Her words spurred me on, and I drove harder into Amy, my hips snapping forward, my grip tight on her slender waist.

Her face was buried between Beth’s thighs, but even so, I could hear the muffled sounds of her licking, the wet, obscene slurps mixing with Beth’s escalating moans. Beth’s head began to thrash side to side, her fists clenching at the sheets, her voice breaking into desperate cries.

“Oh fuck! Oh fuck! There it is—oh, fuck yes!” Her back arched, hips bucking up violently into Amy’s mouth. “Uggggggggg!” The guttural grunt left no doubt—Beth had exploded.

Amy instantly lifted her head, her lips slick, her breath ragged. She released Beth’s legs and pushed herself upright, arms braced, chest heaving, eyes blazing with raw hunger. She turned her face toward me and barked, “Fuck me now, Mike. Hard. Harder.”

I didn’t hesitate. I gripped her hips with both hands and slammed forward, burying myself to the hilt over and over. My thighs slapped against her ass, the sound filling the room. Amy clawed at the sheets, crying out with every thrust.

“Fuuuuuuuccccckkkkk!” Her scream tore through the air as her whole body tightened. I felt it immediately—her pussy clenched around my cock like a vice, squeezing me as hot slickness flooded down my shaft. She was cumming hard, her petite body quaking beneath me.

I eased my rhythm, slowing without pulling out, letting her ride it, savoring every tremor. My cock throbbed inside her, still iron-hard, but I held back, determined not to lose control.

Amy’s arm shot out, her hand clawing at the air in surrender. “Enough,” she gasped, her voice broken and breathless.

I pulled free of her swollen pussy, standing there, chest heaving, cock glistening and jutting proudly upward. Amy collapsed onto the bed and curled into Beth’s arms, the two of them clinging tightly, lips brushing as they whispered and caught their breath.

I just stood there for a moment, watching, my own pride swelling. I had made Amy cum—hard—and I hadn’t even come close to finishing myself. I felt like I could go on for hours, my cock bobbing at full mast, twitching with pent-up need.

Finally, I circled the bed, sat back down with my drink in hand, and took a long swallow. My cock still pointed straight at the ceiling, pulsing, demanding attention.

After a couple of minutes, Beth released Amy and slid off the bed with a playful groan. “Whew! I could use a drink. How about you, Hun?”

Amy let her head fall back on the pillows, still flushed and glowing. “Water,” she croaked, her voice hoarse from moaning. “As long as I don’t have to move.”

Beth chuckled, shaking her head. “Alright, I’ll be your fucking servant.” She disappeared and returned a minute later with a cold bottle.

Beth tipped the bottle gently against Amy’s lips, and the blonde drank greedily. A trickle escaped down the corner of her mouth, sliding over her throat and between her small breasts. When she finally stopped, she licked her lips, still panting softly, and let out a satisfied sigh.

Beth chuckled. “There, happy now?”

Amy tilted her head back against the pillows, eyes half-closed in lazy bliss, before turning to me. The softness in her expression shifted in an instant, replaced with something sharper, bolder. She grinned, voice raspy but teasing.

“Water’s nice,” she said, drawing out the words, “but you know what I really need?” Her gaze dropped deliberately to my still-hard cock. She let the silence hang, smirk widening, then turned back to Beth. “Don’t tease me with drinks when I’m thirsty for cock.”

The casual vulgarity shocked me, but neither of them flinched. Beth just laughed, shaking her head, while Amy’s eyes stayed locked on mine, daring me to react. For the first time, I felt the balance shift—Amy wasn’t just the playful friend anymore. She was making it clear she could take what she wanted.

Beth glanced at me, her eyes flicking straight to my cock, still standing hard and defiant in the air. She smirked, tipped her head toward Amy, and purred, “Well, stud, you heard her. What are you waiting for?”

Amy slid lower on the bed, her back arching as she spread her legs wide. She trailed two fingers along her slick slit, circling her clit lazily before parting herself with a grin. “Right here, baby,” she teased, her voice both playful and commanding.

My brain screamed that this was insane, that this wasn’t normal, but my body obeyed before I had time to argue with it. I crawled onto the bed, heart hammering, and positioned myself between Amy’s pale thighs. She reached down without hesitation, wrapped her small hand around my shaft, and guided me to her entrance.

The moment I sank into her, I realized just how tight she was—tighter than I ever imagined. Her petite frame seemed to clutch at me greedily, every inch sliding in with resistance that made me groan. Amy gasped, fingers gripping the sheets, her eyes fluttering shut as if she was trying to take every sensation in at once.

Beth set her glass aside and climbed onto the bed beside her friend, bending low to kiss her, her tongue darting between Amy’s lips as she squeezed her nipples. The two of them moaned into each other’s mouths, and then Beth broke the kiss to glance at me with a sultry grin. “Fuck her good, baby,” she urged, her tone sharp with approval.

Then she surprised me—rolling off the bed altogether, she picked up her drink and moved to the chair I’d been sitting in earlier, settling in like an audience member with the best seat in the house. Her eyes never left us.

For a moment, I froze under the intensity of it all—the rawness of Amy spread beneath me, Beth’s casual command, the surreal fact that I was inside one woman while another watched like it was a show. But the alcohol and the sheer strangeness dulled my nerves. My cock felt almost numb, as if it belonged to someone else, but it stayed hard, and I realized there was no danger of finishing too soon.

Emboldened, I pinned Amy’s knees back as far as they would go, pressing them toward her chest, and began driving into her with everything I had. The sound of my thighs slapping against her ass filled the room, matched by her breathless moans and the wet, obscene noise of our bodies colliding.

Amy cried out, clawing at the sheets, her voice high and needy. “Oh God, yes! Fuck me, baby, just like that!”

Beth swirled the drink in her glass and smiled over the rim, her eyes glinting with amusement and arousal. “Mmmm, that’s it,” she said almost to herself. “Give it to her. Show her what you’ve got.”

I drove harder, desperate to live up to the moment, every thrust pushing Amy’s petite frame higher into the mattress, her tight pussy gripping me so fiercely it bordered on unbearable.

Over the next fifteen minutes, Amy writhed and whimpered beneath me, each shuddering climax soaking my cock with another rush of slickness. Every time she clenched around me and let out a broken grunt, I felt my control slipping, but I held on, determined to give her everything I had. By the third time she came, sweat was running down my back, and my arms and legs were trembling from the effort. My thrusts had turned almost mechanical, powered by stubborn pride as much as lust. My lungs burned, my lower back ached, and I honestly didn’t know how much longer I could keep up that punishing rhythm.

Finally, Amy let out one last guttural moan and pushed her palms hard against my shoulders, forcing me back. Her chest heaved, her lips parted as if she couldn’t even form words, only desperate gasps. I pulled out and rolled off the bed, collapsing onto my knees for a second before dragging myself upright. Amy stayed sprawled on her back, her thighs still glistening, tiny whimpers escaping her throat like aftershocks.

I wasn’t much better off. My heart thundered so violently I half expected it to break free of my chest. Each breath came ragged, sweat dripping down my temples, my cock still wet and throbbing from the punishment it had taken.

Beth moved with a calmness that contrasted our collapse. She rose gracefully, came to me before I could flop down on the mattress, and pressed a long, lingering kiss against my lips. Her voice was soft but insistent as she whispered into my ear, “Wow. That was so fucking hot. You did great… really, really great.”

Her words washed over me, a mix of comfort and praise that made my exhaustion feel almost heroic. My pride swelled—I’d just taken Amy through wave after wave of release and still hadn’t lost control myself.

But Beth wasn’t about to let me drift into recovery. After only a few minutes—three, maybe four at most—she gave me a playful swat on the chest and a glinting smile. “Lay down on your back,” she commanded, her tone more order than suggestion.

I did as she instructed, grateful for the chance to stretch out and give my aching back a break. A minute later, Beth swung a leg over me, her body glistening with sweat, and eased her pussy down onto my still-hard cock. The heat of her swallowed me whole, and I groaned as her slick walls clenched around me.

Amy, already recovered from the pounding I’d just given her, rolled onto her side and slid close. Her mouth claimed mine in a greedy kiss, her tongue darting deep, her nails scraping over my chest. She found my nipples and teased them first with light flicks before pinching hard enough to make me gasp against her mouth.

Beth broke the kiss by leaning forward, bracing her hands against my chest as she began to ride me in earnest. Her hips moved with confidence, every drop down grinding me deeper inside her. I reached up to cup one of her glorious breasts, kneading its fullness. Amy smirked at me before claiming the other breast, her smaller hand teasing and tugging at Beth’s stiff nipple.

But Amy wasn’t content to tease. Within minutes, she pinched harder—so hard Beth’s face twisted, her groan breaking free in a ragged cry. “Arggggggg, that’s too—arrrggg.”

Amy didn’t let go. She yanked Beth’s nipple between her fingers like she owned it, stretching it further until Beth’s entire body seemed to unravel.

“Oh my God!” Beth gasped, but Amy only pulled harder, a wicked grin curling her lips. Beth’s thighs clamped around my hips, her body thrashing violently on my cock. She lost all rhythm, reduced to raw, frantic spasms. “Fuck! Fuck! Oh, that’s… fuck!”

Her entire body arched, her breasts bouncing in Amy’s grip, until finally she straightened up and screamed, “Fuck, arrrrrggggggg!” Her pussy clenched so hard around my cock I nearly lost it right there. Only then did Amy release her, letting Beth collapse forward, trembling and leaking onto my balls.

For a long second Beth just quivered, her expression slowly softening back into something human again. Then she turned her head toward Amy, breathless but smiling, and growled, “C’mere, you sadistic fucking bitch.”

Amy chuckled and crawled up. The moment she was within reach, Beth fisted a handful of her blonde hair and yanked her into a kiss so fierce it stole my breath. Their mouths crashed together, wet and hungry, their tongues tangling with the same intensity Amy had just shown Beth’s nipple.

I lay there stunned, my cock still buried inside Beth, watching the two of them devour each other like it was the most natural thing in the world.

I was blown away.

After several minutes without touching, my erection finally softened. We threw together a couple of sandwiches for dinner, and while we sat eating, Beth fixed those clear blue eyes on me and asked—completely matter-of-fact, and right in front of Amy—“Mike, you didn’t cum the last time. Amy and I have had plenty of fun today, but if you need to get off before bed, we won’t mind helping you.”

I nearly choked on my bite of bread. “Nah, I’m okay,” I managed, and it was the truth.

Amy tilted her head, her blonde hair catching the lamplight. “You sure, honey? We really don’t mind,” she added with a playful lilt, as if offering dessert after dinner.

I shook my head, smiling sheepishly. “No, honestly, I’m fine. I’ve had more fun today than I ever thought possible. It’s been… unforgettable. I’ll carry this with me forever.”

Beth reached across the table, resting her warm hand on my forearm, her touch grounding me. “If you change your mind,” she said softly, “don’t be shy about letting us know. Okay?”

“I will,” I promised, “but I’m fine.”

She leaned back, satisfied, and gave me that wicked little grin. “Alright. But don’t get too comfortable—I’ll ask again in the morning.”

I just nodded, touched by the way they both cared enough to ask.

Not unlike the week before, I woke up to find the bed empty beside me. This time, though, I heard the faint thump of feet hitting pavement outside. When I peeked out the window, there was Beth, already pounding out her 5 a.m. run, her long dark ponytail swinging, her body slick with sweat. By the time she padded back in around six-thirty, Amy and I were sitting at the kitchen table nursing coffee.

Amy smirked as Beth came in dripping, “You’re insane. Who runs at dawn after a night like that?”

Beth grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge, tipped it back, and laughed. “That’s why my ass looks like this, sweetheart. You want to keep up, you better learn to love early mornings.” She slapped her firm backside for emphasis, the kind of move that was meant as a joke—but had just enough sting that a less confident girl than Amy might have felt the barb.

Amy only giggled, rolling her eyes. “Yeah, yeah. I’ll leave the squats to you.”

After a quick group shower—crowded, slippery, and full of stolen kisses—we sat down to a light breakfast. Beth barely touched hers, already glancing at the clock. Finally she stood, still toweling her hair. “Alright, you two. Out. I’ve got an 9 a.m. CrossFit class to teach, and if I don’t reset the house first, I’ll never make it on time.”

She herded us toward the front door with mock sternness. Amy and I laughed at the sight of Beth, the picture of discipline even after the chaos of the last twenty-four hours.


Lost for Words

It wasn’t until lunch on Wednesday that Beth dropped a bombshell. She didn’t just blurt it out either. We were sitting in the shade of our favorite tree, picking at our sandwiches, when she looked at me thoughtfully and asked, “How do you think it made me feel, watching you fuck Amy?”

The question froze me mid-bite. I searched her face, trying to guess the angle. After a few seconds, I said carefully, “Well… I don’t think you felt jealous. Otherwise you wouldn’t have pushed me to do it.”

She nodded, satisfied. “Exactly. So what if the shoe was on the other foot? How would you feel?”

I frowned. “I’m not sure. Why?”

She tore off a piece of bread and popped it into her mouth before answering casually, “Amy’s coming over again Saturday. Want to join us?”

My pulse kicked up, but the answer was easy. “Of course. But I don’t under—”

“She’s bringing her boyfriend.”

I nearly choked on the bite I’d just taken, coughing and grabbing for my drink. When I finally swallowed, I stared at her. “Wait—Amy has a boyfriend?”

Beth’s lips curled into a knowing smile, as if my shock amused her.

The realization hit me in waves. “So… you mean… you’re planning to…?”

She didn’t soften it. “Yes, Mike. I will fuck him. I already have—more than once. The three of us get together sometimes, just like you fucked Amy.”

I could feel her eyes on me, sharp and steady, weighing my every twitch. My stomach tightened, my chest hollowed out. For a moment, I thought I might actually be sick. “I… I don’t know what to say to that.”

Beth didn’t flinch. “I’d like you to be there with me. But if you’d rather not… that’s your choice. Mike, it’s just recreational sex. Nothing emotional. I’m committed to you—emotionally, completely. This is different. Just physical fun. No more than when you fucked Amy.”

Her certainty rattled me. My voice came out quieter than I meant, almost fragile. “And if I choose not to see it?”

She didn’t hesitate. “Then I’ll be very disappointed. I told you this would be a wild ride, remember? This is part of that ride. I’m bringing it up now so you have time. I don’t want an impulsive yes or no—I want you to know where you stand.”

I exhaled slowly, still feeling like the ground had shifted beneath me. “Thank you. I do need some time to sort through my feelings.”

Her expression softened, though her eyes still held that knowing weight. “I know,” she said quietly. “I’m very familiar with the double standard.”

I couldn’t focus the rest of the afternoon at work. Meetings blurred together, emails went unanswered, and every time I tried to concentrate, my mind slid back to Beth’s words. That night wasn’t any better. I tossed and turned, running the scenario over and over in my head—what it would be like to sit there, watching another man fuck my girlfriend.

The first thing I knew for certain was simple: I’d be jealous. Jealous as hell. There was no pretending otherwise. But I kept forcing myself to look at it from every angle, trying to be rational.

Number one: I’d already fucked Amy. She was gorgeous, sexy as sin, but I didn’t have feelings for her. It was recreational, plain and simple. And yet, Beth hadn’t accused me of betraying her—she’d encouraged it.

Number two: that kind of purely physical sex hadn’t damaged anything. Not me, not Amy, not my connection with Beth. If anything, it had opened a door to something deeper, something more honest between us.

Number three: Beth had admitted she’d fucked Amy’s boyfriend before, and still she wanted me. She’d laid it bare—this was her, this was part of her life—and she wasn’t walking away.

Number four: Beth was going to do it whether I was there or not. She’d been crystal clear about that. The thought of sitting alone in my apartment while she was at her house with him made my chest ache. Wouldn’t it be worse to be left out entirely?

And finally, number five: if I wasn’t strong enough, open-minded enough, to work through my jealousy and stand by her side in this, then I wasn’t the man she needed. She’d find someone who could embrace her life without flinching. And the idea of losing her that way—because I couldn’t keep up—terrified me.

At lunch the next day, I didn’t even let her ease into it. The words tumbled out before she could ask, “I’m all in. It won’t be easy at first—I know that—but I’ll get over it.”

Beth tilted her head, studying me with those sharp blue eyes that always seemed to see right through me. “You’re sure?” she asked softly, almost testing.

“Totally,” I said, forcing myself to hold her gaze. My stomach was in knots, but the conviction in my voice was real.

For a moment, her serious expression broke into a wide smile. She crawled across the blanket and pressed her lips to mine, lingering long enough for me to feel the warmth of her promise. “You won’t be sorry,” she murmured against my mouth. “I promise. We’re going to have more fun than you can even imagine. This is just a hurdle, Mike. Once we’re past it, we’ll be free—to explore, to play, to live the kind of life most people are too scared to dream about.”

Her words buzzed in my chest long after she pulled away. I tried to focus on packing up our things, but my mind kept circling around the enormity of what I’d just agreed to.

It wasn’t until we were walking back to her car, arms full of the picnic basket and folded towels, that she dropped another thought on me, as casually as if she were commenting on the weather. “Do you know what—other than money—is the death of most relationships? Marriages too?”

I thought about it for only a few seconds before answering. “Boredom, jealousy, and cheating.”

She snapped her fingers and grinned. “Bingo! Exactly. And the best part?” She stopped by the trunk of her car, looking at me with a certainty that made my knees feel weak. “We’re not going to have to worry about any of those things. We’re going to be above them—way above them.”

When I pulled up at Beth’s place just before eleven, Amy’s little blue VW was already parked in the driveway. Beside it sat another car—a silver Honda I didn’t recognize. My chest tightened instantly. That had to be her boyfriend’s. For a moment I just sat there gripping the steering wheel, trying to steady myself, before finally stepping out and ringing the doorbell.

It didn’t shock me when Beth opened the door naked—by now, that was almost expected—but it still hit me like a punch to the gut. Her big, firm tits rose and fell as she smiled, and before I could even think she was pulling me into a long, passionate kiss. By the time she let me go, my cock was already stirring.

She waited for me to strip down in the entryway, her expression playful but patient, as if undressing here had become part of some unspoken ritual. When I was finally standing bare before her, she clasped my hand and turned it palm-up.

“I have two presents for you,” she said, her voice low and teasing.

“Oh?” My eyebrows went up, my throat dry.

She placed something cool and metallic in my hand. A key. “That fits all three doors,” she explained. “I’ll give you the alarm code before you leave.”

For a moment, I just stared at it resting in my palm. A key. To her house. To this life. My chest swelled, and my eyes stung with a wave of emotion I wasn’t prepared for. Words failed me. “Thank you,” I managed, barely more than a whisper.

Her smile softened for just a second before it curved wicked again. “Are you ready for your second present?”

“Sure,” I said, though my pulse was hammering.

“Close your eyes,” she instructed, tapping a finger against my forehead. “And no peeking until I say so.”

I chuckled nervously but obeyed, shutting out the light. I heard her bare feet padding across the floor, and then her voice, casual as anything: “Amy, will you bring Mike’s present out here?”

My heart lurched. There was movement, the sound of another pair of footsteps. A pause.

And then Beth’s voice again, playful, almost smug. “Okay, lover… open your eyes.”

When my eyes focused, I froze. Standing a few feet away was not the petite brunette I’d somehow expected, but a pale redhead—naked except for a wide red ribbon draped diagonally across her body. The ribbon barely contained her big, natural tits, each of them full and heavy, nipples already hard. Her pale skin made the ink stand out—two full tattoo sleeves down her arms, more artwork trailing across her ribs, hips, and thighs. She had a soft, chubby ass, still shapely enough that it swayed with an inviting fullness when she shifted her weight. A large bow sat at the center of her chest, as if she really were gift-wrapped.

“Mike, this is Lottie,” Beth purred beside me, her tone casual, almost smug. “She’s yours for today and tonight—to do with as you please. Just a little gift from me to make sure you don’t get bored. She gives a mean blowjob, and she loves to fuck. Of course”—her grin widened—“that doesn’t mean you get to ignore me and Amy. We still expect our fair share of your attention.”

My jaw went slack. “Wh... what?” The words stumbled out of me, my brain fighting to keep up, my chest tightening as I tried to process what Beth was saying.

Lottie didn’t wait. She closed the gap between us in a few unhurried steps, the bow swaying as her tits bounced slightly with each one. Her smile was broad, almost disarmingly sweet against the rawness of her inked, curvy body. She wrapped her arms around my neck like we were already old friends.

“Hi, Mike,” she said warmly. “I’ve heard a lot about you. I think we’re going to get along famously.” She kissed me full on the lips, her mouth soft and confident. When she pulled back, her eyes sparkled with mischief. “But do me a favor, will you? Take this damn ribbon off me. It’s scratching the hell out of my tits.”

Beth gave a knowing smirk and lifted her drink. “Go ahead, lover. Unwrap your present.”

With Lottie pressed to one side of me and Beth snug against the other, they guided me into the den. My chest tightened when I saw a man sitting on the sofa, casual but composed, like he belonged there. He rose smoothly to his feet as we entered.

“Mike, this is Rick,” Beth said, her voice deliberately even, almost as if she were introducing a colleague instead of the man who’d already been inside her.

Rick stepped forward, extending his hand. He was ruggedly handsome, shorter than me but built like an athlete, his T-shirt stretching over defined shoulders and tattooed arms. The ink crept all the way down to his wrists, bold and unapologetic.

I took his hand, forcing myself to meet his steady gaze. “Glad to meet you, Rick.” My voice felt strange in my own ears—too light, too forced.

“You too,” he replied with an easy confidence. “I’ve heard a lot about you.”

“All lies,” I said with a chuckle that sounded hollow even to me. Because the truth was pressing down hard: I was standing face-to-face with the guy who was going to fuck my girlfriend—the guy who already had, more times than I wanted to imagine.

Beth must’ve sensed how stiff the air had gotten, because she clapped her hands lightly and broke in, “Why don’t you two sit out under the umbrella and get to know each other while we girls take a quick swim before lunch?” Her tone was breezy, but her eyes lingered on me long enough to let me know she wasn’t giving me a choice. Then she turned to Lottie. “Hun, make Mike a drink and then join us in the pool.” Finally, back to me: “Don’t worry, she knows exactly how you like it.”

Before I could respond, Beth and Amy were already guiding us toward the patio doors. The loungers under the umbrella had been prepped with fresh towels—Beth’s planning written all over it. Rick and I sat down, side by side but angled slightly away from each other, while the girls dove into the pool with a splash and a chorus of laughter.

For a few seconds, neither of us spoke. I fiddled with the condensation on my glass, watching the ripples in the water, wishing I could disappear into them.

Then Rick broke the silence with a wry grin. “It’s awkward as shit, isn’t it?”

I huffed out a laugh, more of a release of tension than actual humor. “Uh, yeah. You might say that.”

He chuckled knowingly, leaning back in his chair. “Don’t worry, Mike. You’ll get used to it. Took me a while too. Feels insane at first—like you’re living in someone else’s fantasy. But after a while…” He shrugged. “It’s like a dream you never want to wake up from.”

“Easier said than done,” I admitted, my voice low, eyes still fixed on the pool where Beth’s dark hair glistened in the sun.

Rick nodded, no judgment in his expression. “I get it. I was the same way at first—jealous as hell. But you figure out pretty quick the jealousy doesn’t get you anywhere. Amy and I, we’ve been together six months. We’re solid. Committed. What happens with Beth or anyone else?” He waved his hand toward the water. “That’s just sex. Doesn’t change a damn thing between us. If anything, it makes us closer.”

I finally glanced at him, trying to measure whether he really believed it—or if he was just good at selling the story to himself.

He leaned in slightly, his voice lower, firmer. “Look, Beth thinks the world of you. If she didn’t, you wouldn’t be sitting here. You’re the first guy she’s actually held onto since I’ve known her. And Amy?” He smirked. “She doesn’t hand out compliments often, but she speaks very highly of you. I trust their judgment. You should too.”

Lottie came out carrying my drink, her pale skin catching the sun and the red tattoos winding down her arms looking almost alive. She set the glass on the table, then leaned in and kissed my cheek warmly, her big breasts pressing against my shoulder for just a second before she straightened with a mischievous smile. Without a word, she padded back across the patio and dove into the pool to join the others, her chubby but shapely ass giving an extra wiggle on the way.

Rick followed her with his eyes, then chuckled. “I’ll admit, I’m a little jealous of you, Mike. Lottie’s a lot of fun. And when she’s teamed up with either of those other two—or both—it’s hot as fuck.” He looked back at me, a grin tugging at the corner of his mouth. “One hint: don’t hold back with her. She’s very submissive. Loves being told what to do. Loves being taken control of. She even likes it rough—if you know what I mean.”

I swallowed, suddenly aware of how dry my throat felt. “I’m not sure I’d be any good at that,” I admitted, half embarrassed.

Rick laughed softly. “That’s what I thought too at first. Don’t worry—she’ll help you. And the others will too. You don’t have to fake anything. Just relax and enjoy yourself. There aren’t any rules here. No expectations. Just fun.”

He paused, then leaned back in his chair, his expression shifting slightly. “But I’ll give you a fair warning. She isn’t always submissive. Not completely.”

I frowned. “What do you mean?”

Rick smirked, as if he enjoyed being the one to educate me. “She’s what they call a switch. Ninety-five percent of the time she’s the perfect submissive—obedient, eager, soaking it all up. But every now and then… Lottie the cunt comes out.” He chuckled at my expression. “Her words, not mine. And when she does, she’s a different animal altogether. Aggressive. Dominant. Sometimes downright cruel, especially with other girls. She can flip it on like a switch.”

The concept twisted in my brain. “So she can… play both roles?”

“Exactly,” Rick nodded. “She’ll beg to be slapped one night and then the next she’ll be the one doing the slapping. Doesn’t happen often, but when it does—trust me—you’ll know. And it’s a hell of a sight to watch her push the others around. It doesn’t scare them off either. If anything, it just makes things hotter.”

I let out a slow breath, trying to imagine it. The pale redhead, tattooed and voluptuous, so eager to submit… and then suddenly turning into a whip-cracking bitch that even Beth let have her way? The thought unsettled me almost as much as it intrigued me.

The drink Lottie had made me was so weak it might as well have been water. I drained it in one long pull, but the nerves still buzzed in my chest. “I think I’m going inside for another,” I muttered to Rick, trying to sound casual. “You want one?”

Rick chuckled and shook his head. “You’ll hurt Lottie’s feelings if you go get your own. That’s not how this works. Just walk over to the pool and tell her you’re ready for another one. Tell her, don’t ask. She’ll love it.”

The idea made my stomach flip, but if that was the role I was supposed to play—if this was part of Beth’s world—I was determined to try. For her sake. For all of theirs. I took a steadying breath, pushed myself up, and crossed to the edge of the pool.

“Lottie,” I called down, forcing my voice to stay firm. “I’m ready for another drink.”

Her head snapped up instantly. Water glistened across her pale, tattooed shoulders, and she flashed me a bright smile. “Yes, Sir,” she answered without a moment’s hesitation. She crawled up onto the pool deck, the curves of her big, natural tits swaying with every movement, her chubby ass wiggling as she grabbed a towel to blot herself dry.

She padded quickly to my side, still damp, and scooped up my empty glass. “Make this one a little stronger,” I said, keeping my voice low but deliberate, the words tasting strange in my mouth.

“Yes, Sir,” she replied again, her tone softer this time, almost reverent. Then she disappeared inside without another glance back.

“Perfect,” Rick said from behind me. He sounded genuinely pleased. “I know it feels awkward at first, but you’ll get the hang of it. Just remember—she gets off on this. You’re not being a jerk. You’re giving her exactly what she craves. That’s the trick. Once you really believe that, it gets easier. Oh—and don’t say thank you. Ever. That kills it for her.”

I looked over at him, half-expecting a smirk, but there wasn’t one. Just an easy, matter-of-fact confidence. Rick wasn’t talking down to me, wasn’t mocking me as the clueless newbie I obviously was. He was simply helping. I could see why the women liked him—why they trusted him.

Lottie reappeared a moment later, her damp hair clinging to her neck, a faint flush still coloring her cheeks. She held out the fresh drink with both hands, her eyes lifting to mine. “I hope this one is more to your liking, Sir.”

I took a sip, the alcohol stronger now, warming my chest. I gave a short nod. “Much better.” The words nearly tripped over the “thank you” that wanted to follow, and I had to bite it back.

Her lips curved into a pleased smile. “Anything else, Sir?”

I shook my head, settling into the part. “Go join the other girls.”

“Yes, Sir.” She turned on her heel, her tattooed thighs flexing as she jogged back across the patio. A moment later she dove cleanly into the pool, vanishing beneath the surface before reemerging between Amy and Beth, her grin bright, as if nothing had just passed between us.

The girls finally climbed out of the pool, droplets sliding down their skin as they toweled off. Beth tossed her wet hair back and called out, “We’re going to take a quick shower and then fix lunch.”

Lottie lingered a moment longer, padding over to my side. Her pale skin was still slick with water, tattoos glistening in the sun. She leaned close, voice soft and deferential. “Is there anything I can get you before I join them in the shower, Sir?”

I felt Rick watching, waiting to see how I’d respond. My throat tightened, but I managed a steady, “No, I’m good. You go on.”

“Yes, Sir,” she murmured, giving me a faint smile before hurrying inside after the others.

Rick and I stayed out under the umbrella, talking more easily now. The longer we spoke, the more I liked him. He was grounded, sharp, the kind of man other people seemed to orbit naturally. At one point, the thought crept in uninvited: If it has to be someone, I’m glad it’s him. The honesty of it surprised me.

It wasn’t long before Lottie reappeared, hair damp, skin flushed from the shower. She stepped onto the patio and announced, “Sir, and Rick, lunch is ready. Leave your drink, Sir. I’ll bring it.”

There was something about the way she said it—earnest, almost eager—that made my cock twitch despite myself. I left the glass on the table and followed Rick inside.

When we sat down at the dining room table, the three women moved like a team. Plates of food were set in front of us, Beth and Amy sliding easily into their chairs, while Lottie remained standing beside me. She had served both of us, yet she still hovered at my shoulder, waiting, watching me like I was the only one in the room.

I frowned and looked up at her. “Sit down and eat, Lottie.”

Her lips parted in the faintest smile. “Yes, Sir.” She lowered herself gracefully into the empty chair, but even then her posture was deferential, almost poised for her next command.

I shifted uncomfortably, stabbing a forkful of food. I leaned toward Rick, muttering, “She has to do whatever I tell her, right?”

He didn’t miss a beat. “Absolutely. Without question or hesitation.” His tone was calm, but his eyes held that quiet weight again, like he was gauging me.

Beth, cutting into her food, added matter-of-factly, “And if she doesn’t, she must be punished.” She said it casually, as if it were just another rule of etiquette at her table.

A chill chased down my spine. Lottie didn’t flinch at Beth’s words—if anything, she looked almost proud.

“Great.” I set my fork down and turned to Lottie. “From now on, stop fussing over me. If I want something, I’ll tell you. Do you understand?”

Beth and Amy both burst out laughing, the sound light but laced with knowing amusement. Amy smirked across the table, “I wondered how long it was going to take before he said that.”

“Yes, Sir,” Lottie answered quickly, her tone soft but steady, eyes lowering as though she’d just been given a proper boundary.

I let the moment hang before adding, half-serious, half-teasing, “You can keep calling me Sir though. I like that. In fact, it wouldn’t hurt for that to rub off on the other girls.”

That earned a collective groan, and all eyes slid to Beth. She leaned back in her chair, arms folding under the swell of her tits, and fixed me with a slow, deliberate stare. It wasn’t angry, but it carried weight, the kind of look that told me I’d just stepped onto thin ice.

“Don’t press your luck, mister.” Her voice was velvet-wrapped steel.

I snapped to attention without thinking, giving her my best mock-serious nod. “Yes, Ma’am.”

That broke the tension—everyone erupted into laughter, even Beth. But beneath the laughter, I could feel it: lines were being drawn, tested, and redrawn.


The Plot Revealed

After lunch, Rick and I were sprawled on the sofa, finishing our drinks while the girls clattered about in the kitchen. I thought they were simply tidying up, but when they came back into the den, it was clear the whole thing had been choreographed in advance. Beth’s eyes were sparkling with mischief, Amy was practically bouncing with energy, and Lottie wore that soft, obedient smile that never seemed to leave her face.

Without a word, the three of them pulled us up by the hands until we were both standing shoulder to shoulder. Rick and I exchanged a glance—half bemused, half bracing ourselves. We both knew whatever was about to happen wasn’t exactly spontaneous.

Beth positioned us where she wanted, only a couple of feet apart, and then clapped her hands lightly as if calling class to order. Lottie dropped gracefully to her knees in front of me, while Amy mirrored her in front of Rick. Beth slid between them, crouched low, her grin wicked.

“Okay, girls,” she purred, resting a hand on each of their shoulders, “time for dessert.”

I barely had time to process her words before I felt the warmth of Lottie’s mouth wrapping around my cock. At first, I was still soft, but the sight of her tattooed arms folded against her tits while her lips sealed around me sent a shiver through my spine. She didn’t tease or draw it out—she went right to work, tongue gliding up the underside, lips sliding steadily down my shaft until I felt myself stirring against her mouth.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Amy doing the same to Rick. She was all enthusiasm, blonde hair spilling forward, her tiny body pressed close between his legs as she bobbed eagerly. The wet sounds of two cocks being worked filled the air, punctuated by Beth’s low chuckles as she shifted her gaze back and forth between us.

I stole a look down at Rick when I felt myself starting to harden properly. That’s when the comparison hit me. His cock was already stiff, jutting straight from his body. He had some extra length on me—at least an inch, maybe two—but it wasn’t nearly as thick. My own cock, now swelling and stretching Lottie’s lips, looked heavier, meatier. I remembered Amy’s playful confession a few nights earlier—how she loved the feel of a thick cock filling her more than anything. That memory hit me like a reassuring anchor. Length or not, I knew I had something she craved.

Beth leaned in closer, watching me with Lottie’s mouth full of my cock. She licked her lips theatrically before suddenly shifting across, sliding in beside Amy. For a moment, I thought she was going to correct her technique, but instead she simply joined in, dragging her tongue up the side of Rick’s shaft before wrapping her lips around the head. Amy giggled against him and made room, and the two of them shared his cock like it was some kind of decadent treat.

I braced myself for jealousy, but it didn’t come. Maybe it was the alcohol, maybe it was the absurdity of the situation, or maybe it was just the way Lottie was sucking me so hungrily, but instead of anger, I felt a strange sort of calm. Watching Beth and Amy working Rick didn’t diminish me—it only sharpened my awareness of what I was getting. Beth might have been on her knees with Rick’s cock in her mouth, but Amy was the one moaning about how much she loved my thick cock only days ago. That truth settled in my chest like armor.

Beth glanced back at me mid-lick, her eyes gleaming as if she knew exactly what I was thinking, and then she returned to Rick with a slow, obscene suck that made him grunt. Meanwhile, Lottie was all focus, both hands clasped around the backs of my thighs as if she couldn’t get enough of me.

For the first time since meeting Rick, I felt like I could actually breathe.

After a couple more minutes of Beth switching back and forth between us, she suddenly turned, her lips slick with spit and cum-tinged saliva, and leaned in to join Lottie on my cock. The two of them worked me together, their tongues brushing over each other as they traced along my shaft. The sensation was almost unbearable—wet heat from two directions, lips sealing around me, tongues flicking and teasing as though they were competing to see who could make me break first.

Beth had probably gone back and forth between us half a dozen times, and every time she left me, I felt a stab of emptiness followed by the rush of Lottie’s eager devotion. Then, out of nowhere, Amy’s voice cut through the wet sucking sounds:

“Beth, can I trade places with you?”

Beth didn’t even answer with words. She just shot Amy a sly grin, shifted around her, and let the little blonde slide in. Amy wasted no time—her mouth sealed around me like she’d been waiting all along, sucking hard while her tongue darted across the sensitive underside.

I tried not to watch Beth, but my eyes betrayed me. She was kneeling alone now, taking Rick’s longer cock into her mouth with deep, greedy strokes. Seeing my girlfriend devour another man like that twisted something in my chest. But at the same time, it was impossible to feel too jealous—not with Amy bobbing hungrily on my cock, her hand wrapped tight around the base, her spit dripping onto my balls. Two beautiful girls had their attention on me, and Beth wasn’t being stolen away—she was choosing to indulge right in front of me.

Amy was a whirlwind. Just like Beth had done before, she moved from my cock to Rick’s, then back to me, her mouth tasting of him now as she swallowed me down again. Every time she returned, she seemed more determined, more urgent. Finally, she placed a firm hand on Lottie’s shoulder and whispered, “Move aside.”

Lottie obeyed instantly, sitting back on her heels as Amy took sole possession of my cock. Her eyes flicked up to mine, her lips stretched tight around my girth, and I could feel the suction intensify. My whole body tensed. I was right on the edge, holding on by a thread.

That’s when Rick grunted beside me, his hips jerking forward as Beth swallowed hard. I knew he was cumming, filling her throat, and the image almost tipped me over. I barely had thirty seconds left in me. Amy must have sensed it—her hand twisted, her tongue flicked, and then my cock erupted in her mouth. Hot spurts filled her until she couldn’t keep up, but she didn’t let go, her cheeks hollowing as she tried to take it all.

When I finally slumped back against the sofa, drained and shaking, Beth pulled away from Rick with a satisfied sigh. She leaned straight toward Amy, and without hesitation, the two of them met in the middle, kissing deeply. My stomach flipped at the sight—they were sharing us. Cum didn’t even seem to matter whose was whose anymore.

Rick collapsed onto the sofa beside me, wiping sweat from his brow. He held up his hand with a crooked grin. “How lucky are we? Three champion cock suckers, all to ourselves.”

I slapped his palm, still dazed. The girls broke their kiss, laughing like it was all a game, their lips glistening with the mess of us. Amy looked up at Rick, her eyes playful.

“And just who are you calling a cock sucker?”

“You,” he shot back, grinning. “Why?”

Amy smirked, brushing her mouth with the back of her hand. “Just checking.”

The whole room erupted in laughter, the tension dissolving into something surreal—something dangerously close to normal.

Rick and I slipped into the pool, the cool water easing the heat that had been pounding in my veins. I stretched out my arms along the edge while he waded closer.

“Lottie,” I called, trying to sound more confident than I felt, “bring me and Rick fresh drinks—but make sure they’re in plastic cups. We’ll take them in the pool.”

“Yes, Sir.” She replied with a nod, dripping wet hair plastered to her tattooed shoulders. She hurried inside, ass swaying, leaving me and Rick alone.

For a while, the only sound was the water lapping against the pool walls. Then Rick broke the silence with a wry grin. “That wasn’t so terrible, was it?”

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding. “Nah. Honestly? I think that was a good icebreaker.”

He chuckled knowingly. “I’m sure you don’t think they started that way by accident.”

I smirked, shaking my head. “No. I’m not that naïve. They had that all choreographed.”

“Oh, trust me, they did,” he said, his tone easy but certain. “But just so you know, they don’t let me in on their schemes either. Whatever happens next will be as much a surprise to me as it is to you.”

“That’s good to know,” I admitted, appreciating his honesty. “Thanks.”

Just then, Lottie reappeared with two plastic tumblers brimming with fresh drinks. She padded barefoot across the stone, her pale skin glistening where it was still damp from the pool. Tattoos wound down her arms like artwork in motion, and when she crouched by the water’s edge to hand me my glass, the red bow she’d worn earlier felt like it had never really come off.

“Here you go, Sir.” She gave a deferential smile, then carried Rick’s drink over to him before taking a seat under the umbrella. She didn’t even reach for her own glass of water—just sat quietly, legs crossed, watching us with that patient, submissive posture.

“She’s pretty hot,” I said under my breath, taking a sip of the strong, cool drink.

Rick chuckled, a deep, knowing laugh. “You have no idea … yet. But trust me—you’ll find out before the night’s over.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Can you at least give me a hint?”

He shook his head, still grinning. “I could, but it’ll be a hell of a lot more fun for you to figure out on your own. Just… don’t underestimate her.”

That last comment lingered in my head as the two of us floated in the silence again, both pretending not to think about the women inside who were undoubtedly plotting their next move.

It wasn’t long before the patio door slid open and the girls’ voices carried out. “You two—grab a shower!” Amy called, her tone playful but commanding. Then she giggled, tossing her blonde hair over her shoulder. “And if you need a chaperone to make sure you don’t go gay on each other, take Lottie. My hair’s finally dry.”

Rick barked a laugh, climbing up the pool steps. “Very funny.” As he passed Amy on the deck, he gave her a sharp slap on the ass that made her squeal and swat him back. Then he turned, jerking his chin at the waiting redhead.

“C’mon, girl,” he said.

“Yes, Sir,” Lottie replied instantly, already on her feet.

And just like that, I found myself following them inside, my nerves buzzing with curiosity about what exactly “before the night’s over” might mean.

Rick stepped under the spray first, letting the water beat down over his shoulders, sluicing over the ink on his arms. I waited until he was done, then swapped places with him. The water was hot, almost too hot, and I tilted my head back, working shampoo into my hair. While I scrubbed, I felt smaller, careful hands moving over me. Lottie was methodical, washing me the way she’d been told to—neck, chest, arms, down my legs. Her touch was gentle but thorough, and the contrast between her deference and the tattooed, slightly dangerous aura she carried was intoxicating.

When I rinsed the last of the suds away, I stepped aside, dripping on the tile. Without hesitation, Lottie followed me out and began patting me dry with a fresh towel. The intimacy of it made my cock twitch despite myself. I called into the stall where Rick was still rinsing. “Hey, do you need Lottie in there?”

He barked a laugh. “No, go ahead. She’s yours today. I’ve got this.”

That simple statement landed heavier than I expected. She’s yours today. I swallowed and nodded, letting her finish drying me. I told her to dry herself off, and left the bathroom with my pulse still racing.

The sound of laughter guided me to the den. Beth and Amy were curled up with drinks in hand, bare skin glowing under the light. I hovered in the doorway, not sure whether to sit, but then Lottie padded in behind me, hair damp, towel clinging to her.

Amy, perched in the stuffed chair with her knees tucked up, looked straight at me with a wicked smile. “Mike,” she purred, voice casual but commanding, “please tell Lottie that my pussy needs some attention.”

Lottie didn’t hesitate. She didn’t wait for me to repeat the order. She was already moving—across the carpet, onto her knees, spreading Amy’s thighs and burying her face between them. The wet sounds that followed made my breath catch.

Unsure what to do with myself, I drifted to the sofa and sat beside Beth. She leaned in immediately, warm and soft against my side, her lips finding mine. The kiss deepened quickly, her tongue teasing mine, and for a moment it was only her.

Between kisses, she pulled back just enough to study me. “Are you okay?”

“Sure,” I said, though it came out too quick.

She tilted her head, raising one eyebrow. “Really?”

“Yes,” I said again, more firmly this time. “Really.”

Her expression softened into a smile, and she pressed another kiss to my mouth. “Good. I knew you could handle it. But we’re just getting started, you know.”

“Yeah,” I admitted, stealing a glance at Amy’s head tipped back, moaning softly as Lottie worked between her legs. “I know.”

Beth’s smile grew warmer, approving. She stroked my cheek with her thumb and purred, “Good. I knew you’d be okay.”

Just then, Amy’s voice cut through the room, her tone playful but firm. Rick had emerged from the hallway, hair damp, muscles gleaming from the shower. Amy pushed Lottie’s head back and announced with a smirk, “Time to head to the bedroom.”

When we stepped into the bedroom, Amy took charge right away. She grabbed two pillows and stacked them at the foot of the bed, then slid down until her head rested on the pile, her body stretched out, legs spread wide. Beth didn’t hesitate. She let go of my hand and climbed onto the mattress, positioning herself so that her pussy hovered just inches above Amy’s waiting mouth. Her knees barely made contact with the sheets, her balance delicate but controlled, her big tits swaying as she leaned forward.

Beth pulled another pillow onto Amy’s abs and rested her forearms on it, dropping her head down and arching her back. The movement pushed her ass up high, presenting herself shamelessly. Without even glancing back, she gave the order in a calm, matter-of-fact tone, “Mike, please tell Lottie my ass needs attention.”

I barely managed a breathy “Lottie—” before the tattooed redhead was already there, dropping to her knees behind Beth like she’d been waiting for it. She spread Beth’s cheeks wide and pressed her tongue flat against the puckered ring, licking with eager, hungry strokes.

I dragged a chair closer and sat down, needing to see everything. From my vantage, it was almost overwhelming—the sight of Amy’s tongue lapping hungrily at Beth’s clit while Beth ground down against her face, Lottie’s inked arms tight as she held Beth open and drove her tongue deeper. The room filled with wet, obscene sounds, the scent of arousal thick in the air.

Beth moaned low, her voice breaking into a sharper gasp. “Ummmmm … oh, yeah. Lottie—fuck my ass now.”

The redhead obeyed instantly, stiffening her tongue and working it deeper, thrusting in hard enough that Beth’s hips jerked forward against Amy’s mouth. The sight of it—Lottie’s tattooed shoulders flexing as she tongue-fucked my girlfriend’s ass—made my cock ache with urgency.

Beth’s moans grew rawer, edged with approval. “Hell, yes… just like that.” Then, with a wicked little groan, she tilted her head toward me without lifting her face from the pillow. “Are you taking notes, Mike?”

I chuckled, though my throat was dry. “Absolutely.”

They didn’t let up. Amy’s tongue flicked furiously over Beth’s clit while Lottie pushed as deep as she could, grinding her face into Beth’s ass. The combination had Beth trembling in less than ten minutes, her thighs quivering, her whole body tightening. She started to thrash between them, gasping, her voice breaking. “Oh fuck, yes… oh fuck yeah! Uggggggggggg!”

Her climax ripped through her, body convulsing in hard waves, until she finally slumped forward, spent but glowing. Lottie kept kissing her ass tenderly while Amy eased her tongue away, lips shiny with Beth’s slick.

When Beth finally caught her breath, she lifted her head, eyes flashing with hunger. Her voice was husky, commanding but playful. “Lottie… get Rick ready for me.”

A pang of jealousy hit me sharp in the chest, so strong I had to grip the arms of my chair to steady myself. It wasn’t just jealousy—it was disbelief. I was two feet away from Beth’s glistening pussy, close enough to see every twitch of her body, and I was about to watch another man push his cock inside her. My girlfriend.

Lottie’s voice broke the silence. “He’s ready.”

Beth didn’t hesitate. Her voice was husky, urgent. “Rick, fuck me now. I need to be fucked good.”

Rick stepped in behind her, calm and steady. He slid two fingers into her first, testing her slickness, as if he’d done it a hundred times before. Then he pressed the head of his cock to her opening. Without waiting, he drove himself forward until his hips smacked her ass, burying his full length in one thrust.

Beth’s gasp was sharp, guttural. Her back arched, her fingers clutched at the pillow under her chest, and then she moaned in a tone I hadn’t heard before. “Ohhhh God… I can feel you so deep. Fuck, Rick… you’re hitting places Mike can’t.”

The words hit me harder than the sight. My jaw clenched, but my cock betrayed me, stiffening until it stood up proudly. What the fuck did that say about me? I hated the way it made me feel—and loved it at the same time.

Rick set into a steady rhythm, his hips snapping forward, the sound of his flesh slapping against her filling the room. Beth was wild under him, panting, gasping, her voice breaking into shameless cries. “Yes! Fuck my pussy, baby—harder! Deeper!”

I sat frozen, unable to look away, my chest tight as jealousy and arousal tangled into something overwhelming. Every grunt Rick made, every loud moan Beth let slip, twisted the knife in me and turned it at the same time.

Five minutes in, Beth’s head was thrashing from side to side, her hair sticking to her sweaty face. Her voice cracked into a scream. “Oh fuck! Oh fuck! I’m… oh fuck! Arggggggg!”

At the same time, Rick’s fingers dug into her hips, holding her in place as he slammed into her with a final, deep thrust. His grunt was raw and primal, and I knew—knew without a doubt—that he was pumping his load into her pussy.

I’d almost forgotten about Amy until Rick pulled out. His cum spilled from Beth immediately, thick and messy, and dripped down onto Amy’s forehead as she lay waiting beneath them, mouth open, smiling through the mess.

Rick barely glanced back. He pointed at his cock, and Lottie dropped to her knees, eager, licking him clean without hesitation. Then he gestured toward Beth’s leaking pussy. Lottie crawled over, spreading Beth with her fingers and lapping eagerly, scooping more and more out until Beth shivered from the overstimulation.

At last, Beth rolled onto her back, chest heaving, her hair a wild halo around her flushed face. Her eyes locked on me. “Mike. I need my Mike.”

I pushed myself out of the chair and moved to her side. She opened her arms, pulling me down until I hovered over her. Her hands cupped my face, her eyes searching mine with a tenderness that cut straight through my turmoil.

“Are you okay, baby?” she whispered.

I swallowed hard, my throat tight. “I’m fine,” I said, and for the first time I almost believed it.

Hearing that, she pulled my head down and kissed me, slow and passionate, her lips tasting faintly of sweat and sex and Rick.

When our kiss finally broke, Beth turned to Amy with a wicked grin. “Mike’s all yours.”

But Amy just shook her head, lips curling into a teasing smirk. “Not yet.”

Beth giggled, clearly in on something I wasn’t. I stared at them both, puzzled, until Beth leaned close and whispered in my ear. “She remembers last week—how long you lasted after cumming a few times already. She wants to wait for that Mike.”

Before I could even process, Beth’s eyes shifted to Lottie. “You’re up, girl. Mike—on your back.”

There was no hesitation in her voice. I obeyed, lowering myself onto the bed, my cock already twitching in anticipation. Lottie wasted no time crawling over me, her pale tattooed curves pressing down as she guided my cock inside her, inch by inch, until she was seated flush against me. Her body clung so tight it made my head spin.

Beth reached into the bedside drawer and pulled something out—cold, gleaming metal. Nipple clamps, a chain linking them together. She caught my hand and snapped one onto my little finger, the bite of pressure so sharp I yelped, “Ouch!”

The whole room erupted in laughter.

“That’s just so you know what you’re about to see,” Beth purred.

She waited until Lottie had settled fully onto my cock, rolling her hips in small, greedy circles. Then Beth leaned in and pinched one of Lottie’s nipples, sliding the clamp into place.

“Fuck!” Lottie screamed, her back arching violently.

Beth wasted no time before fastening the second clamp.

“Ohhhh fuck!” Lottie cried out again, head thrown back, red hair clinging damply to her neck.

I could swear I saw her eyes roll up, as though the pain and pleasure were colliding into something overwhelming. But instead of stopping, she started moving—slamming down on me with wild, hungry thrusts.

And then—Smack!

The sharp sound cracked through the room. I twisted my head to see Rick, standing there with a ping pong paddle in hand, smirking.

Lottie went insane. Every swat of the paddle against her pale, tattooed ass made her clench tighter around my cock, made her bounce harder, faster, more frenzied. Smack, smack, smack—the sound echoed, blending with her cries and the wet slap of her body hammering down onto mine.

Beth leaned over, eyes sparkling with mischief and heat. “Now, Mike! Pull on her chain!”

“What?” My voice cracked. “Pull on her—she’s already—”

“Do it,” Beth cut me off sharply. “She needs it. She wants it. Don’t hold back.”

I hesitated, but Beth wasn’t letting me off easy. She grabbed my hand, guided my fingers to the middle of the chain, and hissed, “Pull hard.”

I tugged, tentative.

“No, Mike!” Beth snapped. “Fucking pull.”

She tightened her grip on my hand and forced the chain down hard.

Lottie’s scream tore through the room. “FUUUCK!” Her whole body shook—but her thrusts didn’t stop. They got rougher, more desperate, like she was riding pain and pleasure straight to oblivion.

“Again,” Beth ordered.

I obeyed, yanking the chain savagely.

Lottie shrieked, “Ohhhh fuck!” her voice raw, her body trembling as she ground down on me even harder, as if she couldn’t get enough.

The mix of dominance from Beth, the sting of Rick’s paddle, and the sight of Lottie unraveling on my cock had me reeling, caught between disbelief and arousal so strong I could barely breathe.

All of a sudden, Amy climbed onto the bed and dropped to her knees beside Lottie. Before I could even register what she was doing, she tangled her fingers in Lottie’s red hair and began yanking her head back and forth with rough, jerking tugs.

I froze. I’d never seen anything like it in my life—Amy’s face set in a wicked grin, her hand controlling Lottie like a ragdoll. But what stunned me even more was that Lottie never faltered. She didn’t miss a single thrust. She kept slamming her hips down, bouncing wildly on my cock like the roughness only drove her harder.

“Pull!” Beth barked again, her eyes locked on mine.

I wrapped my fingers around the chain and yanked, firmer this time.

Lottie threw her head back against Amy’s grip, her voice ragged and desperate. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” she chanted with each thrust, each jerk of her body.

“She’s almost there,” Beth told me, her tone sharp but excited. “Don’t let up, Mike. Pull hard—don’t stop.”

I did as I was told, dragging the chain down hard, and that’s when Lottie broke. Her whole body convulsed once—then went slack. She collapsed forward onto my chest, her hot breath spilling over my neck, panting and whimpering like she’d just run a marathon.

I looked over at Beth, unsure what to do, my cock still buried inside the trembling redhead. Beth just grinned, eyes glittering with pride. “That’s her big one. You can’t always tell when she’s cumming—her pussy goes off like a fucking machine gun. But that? That was the one she was chasing. She can’t reach it without pain. She needs it.”

It took nearly five minutes for Lottie to gather herself again. I just lay there, cock still pulsing inside her, feeling every aftershock ripple through her petite frame. Finally, she pushed herself up, sweat dripping from her chest, and with a shaky grin she unclipped the clamps from her nipples. The angry red marks made her wince, but her smile never faded.

She leaned down, her tattooed arms braced on either side of me, her tits swinging close enough to brush my chest. Her voice was low, husky. “Your turn, Sir.”

And then she began moving—slow, controlled strokes at first, her pussy squeezing every inch of me as she rode me with new purpose. The violence had passed, and now her movements were sensual, deliberate, like she wanted me to savor her.

She glanced sideways at Beth and let out a breathless laugh. “Oh my God, Beth. He has a wonderful cock.”

I could barely breathe, the tightness of her body wringing me out. “I’m close,” I managed, my voice breaking.

Lottie’s eyes locked on mine, playful but commanding. “Then tell me, Sir—where do you want it? My pussy, my ass, or my mouth?”

“Just keep doing what you’re doing,” I told Lottie through gritted teeth. “Don’t speed up, don’t slow down—just like that.”

Beth slid close, her lips brushing my ear, her voice dripping with lust. “That’s it, baby. Fill her slutty pussy. I want your cum dripping out of her so I can taste it.”

That was all it took. My hips jerked, and with a guttural grunt I spilled deep inside Lottie. Her tight little body clenched and milked every drop while Beth was already on the move. The second I pulled out, Beth shoved her flat on her back, spread her tattooed thighs, and buried her mouth in the mess between them.

Beth licked like a predator, not tender or teasing, just devouring my cum as it seeped out of Lottie. The sight of her tongue glistening with a mix of white and slick pink made me ache again. Lottie moaned helplessly, her back arching, her hands flying to her own breasts as Beth’s tongue passed over her clit again and again on its way up.

She was so close—her thighs trembling, little whimpers slipping from her throat—when Beth suddenly stopped. She sat back on her heels, chin shining, and smirked down at the gasping redhead.

“Don’t get it twisted,” Beth said, her voice sharp as a whip. “I’m not licking for your pleasure. I’m here for his cum. You’re just the container it’s in.”

“Beth, please…” Lottie’s voice cracked as she reached down between her own thighs. “Just a little more, I’m so close—”

Beth slapped her hand away, hard enough to make Lottie gasp. “No. You don’t get to cum because you want to. You cum when I decide you deserve it.”

Lottie’s eyes shone, wide and glassy, her body trembling between frustration and arousal. She bit her lip hard, her chest rising and falling like she was holding herself back from crying out.

Beth leaned forward again, pressing two fingers roughly against Lottie’s soaked slit, but not moving them, just holding them there with cruel stillness. “Beg me again,” she said coolly.

“Please, Beth… please let me cum,” Lottie whimpered, her voice breaking into a desperate moan.

Beth smiled like a cat with a mouse trapped under its paw, then deliberately pulled her hand away. “Not yet.”

I had to grip the arm of the chair to stop myself from exploding at the sight—Beth glistening with my cum, Lottie shaking with need, and the sheer, brutal control Beth was exerting over her.


Alone At Last

I finally got some time alone with Beth. We were sitting out under the umbrella while everyone else was inside.

“How are you holding up?” she asked, tilting her head and studying me.

“I’m okay. Why?”

She gave me a little shrug. “I don’t know. You just seem a little… off.”

She wasn’t wrong. I felt drained—not just in my body, but in my head. “I’m just tired. It’s been a lot to take in.”

“Well,” she said, leaning back in her chair, “the only thing left is making sure Amy gets taken care of.”

I let out a breath and gave her a half-smile. “Yeah, I know.”

“You don’t sound excited about it.”

“I’d really like some alone time with you,” I admitted.

Beth’s eyes softened, but she held my gaze for a long moment before answering. “Tell you what. If you take care of her tonight, I’ll get someone to cover one of my CrossFit classes next weekend, and you and I can have the whole weekend—just the two of us. No distractions. How’s that?”

I shook my head. “Okay, but only if you can get cover. I don’t want you canceling your class. Your people count on you, and I know how much you love it. But if someone can cover, then maybe I could come over Friday after work instead, and we’ll stretch it into Friday night through Sunday morning.”

Her lips curved into a smile. “Deal.” She reached across the table, resting her hand warmly on my arm. “Mike, I know I’m asking a lot, but Amy will be crushed if you don’t sort her out. You blew her mind last weekend—she’s been raving about it all week.”

I chuckled, shaking my head. “Listen to me, whining about having to fuck a gorgeous girl. I guess I can take one for the team.”

Beth burst out laughing just as Rick and Amy came outside.

Rick raised an eyebrow. “What’s so funny?”

“Nothing we can share,” Beth giggled, shooting me a sly look.

When we all drifted back into the bedroom, Amy was already on her knees at the foot of the bed, her pale body arched forward, waiting. Beth slid down in front of me and wrapped her lips around my cock, her tongue swirling slowly, deliberately, like she was winding me up just enough before handing me off. Across the mattress, Lottie and Rick were busy coaxing Amy open—Lottie’s fingers spreading her slick folds while Rick teased her with slow strokes, the three of them putting on a show I couldn’t look away from.

By the time Beth pulled off me with a wet pop, my cock was throbbing and ready. I moved behind Amy, lined myself up, and pushed into her tight, eager pussy. She let out a guttural grunt into the bedspread as I buried myself to the hilt, her ass trembling under my grip.

I locked my hands on her hips and started to drive forward in hard, steady thrusts, finding a rhythm that had her body rocking against the mattress. Each slap of my thighs against her sent her moaning louder, her voice muffled against the sheets but raw enough to make my chest swell with pride.

The position was perfect—standing upright gave me leverage, no strain on my back, nothing to hold me back. I could just pound her, over and over, and I did. Amy’s body quaked beneath me, her cunt clenching and flooding around my cock as she came again and again, her whimpers turning into desperate, ragged moans.

Finally, she gasped out a muffled “enough,” her voice breaking, her body shaking with spent release.

I wasn’t having it. I leaned forward, my fingers digging harder into her hips, and snarled, “Oh, hell no,” before slamming into her again, driving her back down into the bedspread with every thrust.

The truth? I was showing off. I wanted to prove something—not just to Beth, not just to Amy, but to Rick too. To show him that I could step up, that I could fuck with power and endurance. A week ago I’d never have believed I had it in me, but here I was, hammering into Amy’s pussy like I’d been built for it, refusing to let her off easy.

Amy clawed at the sheets, trying to drag herself forward up the bed, but I wasn’t about to let her escape. My grip on her hips was iron, hauling her back onto my cock every time I drove forward. The slap of skin on skin echoed in the room. She was gasping, voice breaking as she cried out, “I can’t… I can’t stop… oh God, I can’t stop!”

Something inside me snapped, and the words came before I even thought them. “That’s because you’re my slut, Amy. You need this cock. You fucking love being split open, don’t you?”

She moaned so loud it was answer enough.

Beth slid in close, her voice hot in my ear as she watched me pound her friend. “That’s it, baby. Tell her what she is. Make her admit it. Fuck her like the desperate little slut she is.”

Amy tried to nod, tried to speak, but all that came out was a garbled, broken moan. My cock swelled at the sight—her body was completely undone, reduced to nothing but raw need.

Even Rick joined in, his voice rough but amused. “That’s right, Mike—make my girl beg. She’s a cock-hungry slut, always has been. Tell her whose cock she needs.”

“Say it,” I growled, ramming into her harder, my hips smacking against her ass. “Say you need my cock, Amy.”

Her voice was ragged, words falling apart between cries of pleasure. “I… need it… I need your cock… please, don’t stop…”

Beth slapped her ass sharply, sending a ripple through her pale body. “Louder, slut. Let us all hear it.”

Amy screamed it this time, the sound breaking into another guttural orgasm as her pussy convulsed around me, soaking my cock in wave after wave of slick cum. She collapsed forward onto her elbows, but her body kept milking me like she was wringing every drop of strength I had.

I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. My cock hammered her, my voice rough in her ear. “Look at you. Drenched. Shaking. You’d let me fuck you forever, wouldn’t you? You can’t get enough.”

Her answer was nothing but breathless, pleading moans—so high-pitched and desperate it sent a shiver through me.

She wasn’t gone—far from it. She was consumed, lost inside the endless cascade of her own orgasms. Each thrust sent her spiraling deeper, until all she could do was pant and whimper, her body quaking with overstimulated bliss.

Beth finally laid a hand on my shoulder, her voice soft but firm. “That’s enough, baby. Look at her—she’s wrecked. You fucked her right out of her mind.”

Reluctantly, I pulled free, my cock still throbbing, and let her collapse forward onto the bed. She wasn’t broken—she was glowing, trembling, a satisfied mess who had been fucked past her limits and loved every second of it.

I barely caught Lottie’s voice behind me, hushed and reverent: “Hoooolllyyy shit…”

Rick and Lottie rushed to Amy’s side, both crouching low, stroking her arms and shoulders as if grounding her. I slumped down heavily into the dressing chair, my chest heaving, my cock still raging upright and angry. Relief washed over me when I saw Amy’s body trembling with breath, gasping like she’d just surfaced from deep water. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted, but there was no mistaking the bliss still written across her face.

When my legs finally steadied, I pushed myself up and walked stiffly out of the room, needing distance. My cock still pointed at the ceiling, swollen and slick, but my head was spinning too much to deal with it. In the kitchen, I poured myself a strong drink with shaky hands, then sank into the stuffed chair in the den, staring into the glass as I tried to make sense of what I’d just done.

A few minutes later, Beth padded in quietly and lowered herself onto the floor in front of me. She rested her cheek gently against my thigh, her presence grounding me.

“Is she okay?” I asked, my voice low and tight.

Beth tilted her face up, her expression calm, almost amused. “She’s fine.” She let a beat pass, then studied me more closely. “How are you?”

“I’ll be okay.” I managed after a long breath. “I just… I don’t know what came over me.”

Beth’s hand slid up my thigh until her fingers wrapped around my still rigid cock, giving it a playful squeeze. “Is this thing going to be okay?”

A strained chuckle escaped me. “God, I hope so.”

She giggled, leaning in and brushing her lips against the base of my cock. “Mmm, me too.”

Footsteps sounded in the hall. Amy appeared, her hair a mess, her cheeks still flushed, her body glowing with aftershocks. She stood across the room for a moment, catching her breath, her smile a little crooked but unmistakably real.

“I’m sorry,” I blurted, not sure what else to say.

She waved it off instantly, shaking her head. “Sorry? Sorry for what? Giving me the fuck of the century?” Her laugh was husky, tired but full of warmth. She crossed the room and bent to kiss me softly on the lips. “That was incredible, Mike.”

I stared at her, words failing me. My eyes drifted down to Beth, who only winked back knowingly, her hand still wrapped possessively around me.

Rick came out a moment later, looking relaxed, almost smug. He stopped by my chair and clapped me on the shoulder, then offered his hand. I slapped it, and he grinned. “I think we’ll head out now—if no one objects.”

Beth rose gracefully to her feet. “I’ll walk you out.”

Lottie was the next to appear, her wet hair hanging in loose strands over her tattooed shoulders. She leaned down and kissed me warmly on the lips. “I’m going to hit the road too. It was great to meet you, Mike.”

Her eyes drifted lower, and the smile that spread across her lips said everything. My cock was still raging hard, bobbing in the air like it hadn’t realized the party was over. Without a word, she set my empty glass aside, dropped gracefully to her knees, and wrapped her mouth around me.

“Oh fuck…” I groaned, my head falling back against the chair. She wasn’t teasing, wasn’t gentle—her mouth was hot, wet perfection, her tongue working every inch with practiced hunger. I could feel her tattoos brushing against my thighs as she went deeper, her suction relentless. It was the kind of head that made you forget your own name.

I was on the edge when Beth’s voice came from the doorway. “Well, isn’t this cute?”

Lottie didn’t even flinch. She just doubled down, sucking harder, bobbing her head until my cock twitched and exploded in her mouth. She swallowed without breaking eye contact, then finally pulled back with a satisfied smirk, licking her lips.

Beth crossed the room slowly, her hands on her hips. “You shouldn’t have done that, Lottie. The party was over.”

Lottie only tilted her head, smiling slyly. “Mmm, maybe. But he looked like he needed it.”

Beth narrowed her eyes, but there was a sparkle of amusement there. “You know, if this weren’t your goodbye, I’d slap the shit out of you.”

Lottie giggled, her grin widening. “Yeah, but I’d probably like it. You could always sit on my face until I learn my lesson.”

Beth barked out a laugh, shaking her head. “You little brat.”

The two of them leaned in, lips brushing in a lingering kiss, the tension flipping into something playful, almost affectionate. When they pulled apart, Beth swatted Lottie’s hip lightly. “Go on, get out of here before you cause any more trouble.”

Lottie winked at both of us and sauntered off to find her clothes, still chuckling to herself.

When everyone had finally left, the house felt strangely quiet. Beth padded back into the den and found me slumped in the chair, staring at nothing. She crouched in front of me, her hand brushing over my knee. “You need to snap out of that funk you’re in.”

“Yeah, I know,” I muttered, dragging a hand over my face. “It’s just… I’ve never lost control of myself like that before. Not like that. I don’t know what came over me. One second I was just fucking her, the next it felt like something else had taken over. I couldn’t stop.”

Beth tilted her head, studying me, her expression softer than I expected. “Mike, it wasn’t just you. We were all pushing you on—me, Rick, even Amy. She wanted it, begged for it. You gave her exactly what she was asking for.”

I shook my head. “Yeah, but she went so far under I wasn’t even sure she was still… there. For a second I thought I’d broken her.”

Beth squeezed my hand, her voice calm but firm. “She wasn’t broken. She was overwhelmed. Amy lives for that, being fucked so hard the world disappears. None of us realized how far she’d gone until after. But you need to stop beating yourself up. She came out smiling, didn’t she?”

“Yeah,” I admitted, though the memory of her limp body still gnawed at me. “It just scared me, how much I liked it—the power, the way she couldn’t stop cumming, even when she tried. I’ve never… wanted to push someone that far before.”

Beth’s lips curved into a small, knowing smile. “That’s the part you need to understand, baby. You didn’t hurt her. You showed her something she craves. And if you liked it too, well…” She stood and tugged on my hand until I followed. “That just means you’ve discovered another side of yourself. Don’t be afraid of it.”

She led me toward the patio doors, her naked body glowing in the afternoon light. “C’mon,” she said with a playful squeeze of my fingers, “let’s wash off the heavy thoughts with a swim.”


Delving Deep

The following Saturday night, we were tangled together in her sheets, skin still slick from a long, hungry fuck, when Beth shifted onto her elbow and looked down at me with that mischievous spark in her eyes.

“There’s something I should probably tell you,” she said, voice deceptively casual.

I groaned, half-expecting trouble. “That tone never means anything good. Go on, hit me.”

She smirked. “You’ve only met about a third of the people in our little group.”

That took a second to sink in. My stomach tightened. “A third?” I repeated, staring at the ceiling. “Beth, after last weekend, I’m pretty sure the rest of them don’t want to come within a mile of me.”

Her laugh was sharp, incredulous. “Are you out of your mind? Mike, you’re practically a legend now.”

I turned my head to look at her, confused.

She grinned wider. “Amy’s been telling everyone you fucked her so hard she saw stars. She says she passed out from cumming too much, and she’s still so sore she can barely walk straight.”

My face burned. “That’s not exactly the reputation I was going for.”

Beth traced a lazy circle on my chest with her fingertip, her grin turning wicked. “Too late. Word’s out. All the girls are lining up for their turn. You’re a fucking celebrity, lover.”

I deadpanned, “Do I have to?”

Her hand smacked my chest, playful but firm. “Damn right you do. So man up and get used to being in demand.”

I sighed dramatically. “Well… I guess I can take a few more for the team.”

Beth’s laughter filled the room, low and throaty, before she leaned in to kiss me.

Later that night, as I lay in Beth’s bed with the faint scent of her sweat and sex still clinging to the sheets, I watched her chest rise and fall in steady rhythm. She looked peaceful, completely at ease, while my own mind spun in circles.

I thought back to the beginning, to the shock of realizing that a woman so far out of my league had not only noticed me but wanted me. From that very first kiss, she seemed to peel back layers I hadn’t even realized I’d been hiding. With Beth, it wasn’t just about sex—it was about who I was when I was with her. Confident. Bold. The best version of myself.

And then there had been Amy. The night Beth opened that door naked and casually revealed her friend waiting inside still made my pulse race. I’d walked in expecting dinner and conversation, maybe some cautious intimacy. Instead, I was swept into a threesome so raw and consuming that I thought nothing in my life could ever top it. I’d been wrong.

The next hurdle had nearly broken me—Rick. The thought of watching another man fuck Beth, knowing it had already happened before, twisted me into knots. My jealousy was a wildfire threatening to burn everything down. And yet… when the moment came, I didn’t collapse under it. I found myself strangely aroused, strangely fascinated. I swallowed my pride, let go of the illusions I’d clung to, and something inside me shifted.

Of course, Beth hadn’t exactly left me to stew in misery. She’d placed Lottie in my hands like a gift-wrapped distraction, her words echoing in my head even now: “Just so you don’t get bored.” Lottie had been more than a distraction, though. Submissive, eager, wild in ways I’d never imagined—she’d dragged me deeper into this world Beth had been slowly, deliberately inducting me into.

And tonight, Beth had dropped the biggest revelation of all. All this time I thought I’d seen it all—Amy, Rick, Lottie, the wild nights that left my body aching and my ego both bruised and bolstered. But no. She’d told me I’d only scratched the surface. A third, maybe, of the people in her circle. Friends, not just lovers. A tight-knit group who shared more than just beds and bodies.

I realized then that Beth had been shielding me, holding back the full scope until she knew I wouldn’t break. And now, by her measure, I was ready. My real introduction would come at a barbeque next weekend, in broad daylight on the company campus, surrounded by this group I barely understood but was already part of.

How the hell was I supposed to sleep after that? My body was still drained from hours of sex, but my mind was wired, every nerve alive with anticipation and dread. Staring at Beth’s sleeping face, I knew with certainty: the ride was only just beginning.

During the next week, I tried every angle I could think of to pry details out of Beth about the upcoming barbeque. Over lunch in the shade of our usual tree, while she was sweaty from a morning CrossFit class, I leaned across the towel and asked, “So—just give me one hint. Who am I walking into?”

She only smirked, biting into a slice of cucumber like she had all the patience in the world. “Nope. You’ll find out soon enough.”

That answer became her refrain. In the car, on the phone, in bed—every time I circled back, she’d shut me down with that same maddening calm. Sometimes she’d add a playful twist, a raised eyebrow and a sly, “You like surprises, don’t you, baby?” Other times she’d just laugh and roll over, making it clear she wasn’t budging.

She seemed to get a real kick out of watching me squirm. When I pressed her harder one evening, trying to guess if the group leaned more like Amy—petite and playful—or more like Lottie—inked and submissive—she only chuckled. “God, I love how worked up you get when you don’t know what’s coming. Maybe that’s the whole point.”

It gnawed at me. Rick had mentioned he’d known Beth for six months, and in all that time she’d never had a boyfriend until me. I couldn’t wrap my head around it. How did an unattached woman, gorgeous as she was, survive in a group like that without setting off jealousy, rivalries, drama? I wanted to ask her directly, but every time I thought about it, I hesitated. Maybe I didn’t want the answer. Maybe I was scared she’d laugh and remind me how new I was to all this.

The only concession she gave me came one night after we’d both come down from a long, sweaty fuck. She was curled against me, idly tracing her finger over my chest, when she finally offered: “Counting me, there are six women. Counting you, six men.”

I propped myself up on one elbow. “That’s it? That’s all I get?”

She grinned in the dim light, her hair sticking damply to her cheek. “One has huge tits, one has fried eggs. One has a huge cock, one has a tiny one. One is the group clown, one barely says a word. That’s all you’re getting.”

“That’s not information,” I protested. “That’s a riddle.”

Her laughter filled the room. “It’s all you need to know. They’re all wonderful people, Mike. And yes, we’re all nudists. You’ll fit right in.”

I lay back, frustrated, but with my cock hardening again just from her tone. She knew exactly what she was doing—keeping me hungry, dangling mystery in front of me like bait. And God help me, I couldn’t stop chasing it.

During the drive to the park, Beth kept glancing over at me. I must have been gripping the wheel harder than usual, my knuckles white against the leather. Finally, she asked, softly but firmly, “What’s going on in that head of yours, baby?”

I blew out a slow breath, not in the mood to sugarcoat it. “You mean other than the fact that we’re on our way to meet a bunch of guys who’ve already fucked you?”

The words came out harsher than I’d intended, and I braced for her laughter—her teasing, playful deflection. But she didn’t laugh. Instead, she reached across the console and laid her hand on my arm, warm and steady. Her voice dropped low, calm but unyielding.

“Mike… Rick fucked me right in front of you. You saw it, you heard it. He made me cum hard. And yet—who did I crawl into bed with afterward? Who did I spend all of last weekend wrapped around? Who am I sitting beside right now, choosing to bring into my world?”

Her words dug under my skin, not cruel, but impossible to shrug off.

I stared at the road, swallowing hard. “Not Rick.”

“That’s right,” she said, squeezing my arm. “Not Rick. Not any of them. You.”

Her eyes were burning into the side of my face, but I forced myself to look back at her. She wasn’t smirking. She wasn’t teasing. She was dead serious.

“Did seeing him fuck me—watching me lose my mind on his cock—change how you feel about me?” she asked.

The truth came out before I could stop it. “No.”

“Did it change how I feel about you? Other than making me want you even more?”

Again, I shook my head. “No.”

“Exactly,” she said simply, leaning back in her seat, as if the matter were settled. But her hand stayed on my arm, grounding me, reminding me that whatever waited at the park, I wasn’t walking into it alone.

“Well, then we should talk about the others,” Beth said casually, like she was discussing weekend plans instead of sexual history. “Yes, I’ve fucked every one of them—some more often than others. And I’ve enjoyed it all… though some things more than others.”

I tried to keep my tone even, but the question slipped out. “The one with the biggest cock, I’m guessing?”

Beth burst out laughing. “Jesus, Mike. Men! That’s always where your heads go. Is that what’s got you tied in knots?”

“Maybe,” I admitted, wincing at how petty it sounded. But by now I trusted her enough to let the insecurity show.

She smirked knowingly. “Okay then, let’s deal with it. Yes, he’s hung like a damn horse. And yes, I have fucked him—but not often. I have to be in the right mood, because honestly, it’s a lot to take. Sometimes it’s more work than fun. But…” She gave me a sly grin. “There are two girls in the group who lose their minds over that cock. They can’t get enough of him. They line up for him every time.”

I swallowed hard, picturing it, my chest tightening. “So you really mean it—it’s not all about size?”

“Exactly. You don’t get it, baby. I can play with him, stroke him, maybe take him when I’m craving that kind of stretch—but nine times out of ten, I’d rather fuck the guy with the smallest cock in the group. He can go for hours, I’m not exaggerating. I’d rather walk funny the next day because I came ten times than because I tried to force something inside me that barely fits.”

Her tone softened then, a little teasing but laced with sincerity. “Look, the guy with the big one? He’s fun for show. And yeah, when he cums, it’s like a fire hydrant—kind of hot in its own way. But if I had to choose someone for pure pleasure, it wouldn’t be him. Trust me, you have nothing to worry about. Not with size, and definitely not with how you use it.”

I sighed, half-relieved, half-still reeling. “Okay. Okay, I get it.”

“Good,” she said, squeezing my thigh. “Now let me flip it for you. Our little flat-chested girl? She used to hate her body, thought no guy would ever want her. Now every man in the group swears she’s the best fuck of all of us. She cums early and often, and if you don’t stop her, she’ll ride you raw. I only wish I could fuck like her.”

I chuckled nervously. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good boy. Now relax and drive. You’re about to meet them all, and if you can stop obsessing about cock sizes, you might even enjoy yourself.”

It looked, at first glance, like any other Saturday cookout in the park. Grills smoking, drinks clinking, clusters of laughter rising above the music. But the moment Beth tugged me into the circle, I realized just how different this group really was. The men greeted me with firm handshakes, easy nods, and a kind of quiet, measuring approval. The women? They made handshakes feel absurd.

Each one flowed into me like we were already lovers. Hips brushing mine, their perfume mixing with the smoky air, soft lips pressing boldly to mine. No hesitation, no polite peck. Each kiss was hungry, tongues darting in to tangle with mine for a teasing second or two before they pulled away with wicked little smiles.

One tall brunette—Jess, if I caught the name right—lingered with her arms looped around my neck, her lips still damp against mine. She turned her head toward Beth but kept her gaze locked on me. “Damn, girl,” she said breathlessly, “he’s a hell of a kisser.”

Beth only smirked, raising her brows with that smug pride of hers. “I know.”

Jess laughed softly, then lowered her voice to a sultry purr, still close enough for me to feel her breath. “And you said he’s learning how to eat pussy too?”

Beth burst out laughing. “Yes, but he still needs more practice.”

Jess’s eyes darkened as they bored into mine, and she purred, “Then you can practice on me whenever you want.”

My grin came out a little shaky, but I managed, “I’ll keep that in mind.”

Before I could even process that bold offer, a blur of pale skin and inked arms hurtled toward me. Lottie came sprinting across the grass and launched herself into my arms, legs wrapping me like we hadn’t seen each other in years. Her hair was damp from the humidity, her tattoos vivid in the sunlight, and her breasts pressed shamelessly into my chest as she squealed, “Mike! God, it’s great to see you again.”

I laughed, staggering a step under her sudden weight. “Wait a second—what happened to ‘Sir’?”

She tilted her head back and gave me a mischievous grin. “I’m not yours today.” Her eyes flicked to Beth, playful, daring. Then she leaned in closer, eyelashes fluttering as she added in a husky whisper, “If you want that, you’ll have to take it up with her. I’m game.”

I was starting to realize Beth wasn’t just another member of this circle—she carried weight here. She didn’t flaunt it, but the way the others leaned in when she spoke, the easy warmth in her hugs and kisses, and the way her attention seemed to steady everyone told me all I needed to know. If she snapped her fingers, they’d probably jump, yet she never acted like a queen. She floated among them like sunlight, making each person feel as if they mattered just as much as the next. For the first time, I began to understand how she could exist here unattached—she already belonged to all of them, in some way.

Rick came over, clasping my hand in a firm shake before pulling me in for a quick man-hug. His voice was light, teasing. “So, what do you think of our little crew?”

I gave a half-shrug, trying to keep my nerves from showing. “It’s… a lot to take in. Gonna take me a while to remember everyone’s name.”

Rick laughed and started to reply, but my eyes drifted past him. Amy was standing just a few feet away, waiting with that patient, almost smug look, like she knew she’d get her moment.

Rick stepped aside and Amy wasted no time. She slipped into my space, looping her arms around my neck like we were already old lovers. Her smile was warm, but there was mischief in it too. “How’s my Mikee doing?”

I flinched inside at the nickname. Mikee. My sister’s old taunt echoed in my head, and I had to force a chuckle. “I’m good. How about you?”

“I’m fantastic.” Her grin sharpened, a spark of wickedness flashing in her pale eyes. “And my pussy’s finally recovered from the pounding you gave it. God, I was sore for days.”

Heat climbed up my neck before I could stop it. “Sorry about that,” I muttered, though my voice cracked with embarrassment.

Amy pursed her lips and gave me a mock-scolding look. “Don’t be ridiculous. Sorry? Please. How many girls get to say they were fucked into oblivion and loved every second of it?”

When I only managed a nod, Amy leaned in and kissed me—slow, deep, and hungry. Her tongue teased mine, her lips clinging like she wasn’t ready to let go. I was certain she’d have kept me there until I melted if Beth hadn’t cut in with a playful chuckle. “Careful, you two. If you keep that up, people are going to think you need to sneak off behind the bushes.”

Amy pulled back just enough to giggle, her eyes sparkling as she glanced at Beth. Then she slid her hand into mine and tugged. “C’mon, Mikee. Let’s go find the beer before you die of thirst.”

Beth smirked, already turning away. “Bring me one too,” she called over her shoulder as she drifted toward a knot of friends, slipping into conversation as easily as if she’d never left.

At the cooler, Amy bent over to dig through the ice, pulling out two bottles. She handed me one and grabbed two more for Beth. “Here. Drink up. I’ll run these to her.” She gave me a quick grin, then tipped her chin toward the crowd. “You should mingle. Go talk to people. They don’t bite.”

And with that, she disappeared across the grass, leaving me standing there with my beer.

It was the exact situation I dreaded—the reason I never went to clubs or parties alone. The idea of walking up to a group of strangers and trying to wedge myself into their conversations made my stomach knot. So instead, I drifted toward the edge of things and sat down on an empty picnic table a few yards away.

From there, I sipped my beer and tried not to look too obviously out of place. After a minute or two, Beth turned, scanning the area until her eyes landed on me. She smiled, lifted her hand in a wave, then went right back to laughing with the others.

A few seconds later, a cute brunette started toward me. I was sure Beth had asked her to. “Mind some company?” She asked me, but she was already climbing up on the table and taking a seat beside me.

I was struggling to remember her name. “Not at all.” I answered.

“It’s Lucy,” she said with an easy chuckle, her voice light but reassuring. “Don’t stress—you’ll get everyone’s names straight soon enough.”

I managed a grin, though I’m sure it looked a little sheepish. “Thanks. I just feel a bit… overwhelmed, honestly.”

Her smile softened. “I can imagine. We’re not exactly your typical Sunday barbecue crowd. But here’s the thing—you won’t find a kinder group of people anywhere. No egos, no drama. The worst fight we’ve ever had was a couple of weeks ago over which movie to see.” She gave a little shrug, her eyes dancing. “That’s why Beth finally ditched her last boyfriend. He couldn’t handle his liquor and turned into a complete asshole when he drank. No one puts up with that here.”

That piece of information landed heavier than I expected. I leaned back a little, nodding. “That’s good to know. I always wondered why she was single.”

Lucy tilted her head. “She’s very selective, Mike. That’s just Beth. She doesn’t waste time on people who can’t keep up with her.” Then she gave me a sly little smile. “She told me she knew within minutes of meeting you that you’d end up in this circle.”

A laugh escaped me before I could help it. “Guess that was the luckiest day of my life. Feels like I hit the lottery.”

Lucy didn’t laugh. Instead, she turned fully toward me, her eyes locking onto mine with a kind of quiet intensity. “Trust me,” she said softly. “You did.”

For a second, all I could do was nod, the weight of her words hitting harder than I expected.

Then, with a sudden brightness, she asked, “So, do you have any plans for tomorrow?”

“Not really,” I admitted, curiosity rising. “Why?”

“Brad’s going fishing with Junior tomorrow, and I know ‘little miss CrossFit’ will be tied up with her classes all morning,” Lucy said with a smirk, clearly enjoying the nickname she’d coined for Beth. “We’ve got an apartment. You should come over for lunch. I know you don’t get much proper home cooking.”

I thought about it for a moment. She wasn’t wrong—I lived mostly on takeout and whatever quick stuff I could throw together. “Okay,” I said cautiously. “I’ll ask Beth.”

Lucy burst into laughter, so sudden and so loud that a couple of people glanced our way. She kept laughing until she was wiping at the corner of her eye. Finally, she caught her breath, leaned closer, and rested her hand casually on my thigh.

“Mike,” she said, her voice low, her smile still tugging at her lips, “you really don’t get it yet, do you? You’re one of us now. You don’t have to ask Beth’s permission to visit me, or go anywhere with us, or even…”—her grin widened—“…fuck us. Once you’re in, you’re in. And you are in. Beth made that crystal clear the moment she brought you here.”

Her hand lingered just a little too long on my leg before she leaned back again, eyes glinting. “But if it makes you feel better, go ahead and ask her. She’ll tell you the exact same thing.”

That said, Lucy pressed a soft kiss against my cheek before slipping back to rejoin the others. I was still processing when Beth appeared, hands on her hips, eyebrows raised like a schoolteacher about to deliver a lecture.

“I hear you’ve got something you want to ask me,” she said evenly.

My face heated instantly. “Uh… Lucy invited me over for lunch tomorrow and I just thought—”

“Mike.” She cut me off so sharply it felt like a slap. “I thought you understood what today was about. I don’t own you, and you don’t own me. That’s not how this works. We are emotionally committed, and I believe in that commitment one hundred percent. But if you ever start asking me for permission to see someone else in this group—or if you expect me to ask yours—it will irritate the hell out of me. Are we clear?”

The force in her tone hit me right in the chest. It was like she’d just bent me over her knee. My mouth went dry. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Her stance softened, her shoulders dropping as the edges of her lips curved into something gentler. She leaned down and brushed her lips across mine. “Good. That’s better. Now, if you want my opinion?” She gave a mischievous little shrug. “You should absolutely take Lucy up on her lunch offer. She’s one of the best cooks in the group, and she’ll spoil you rotten.”

She kissed me again—lingering this time, reassuring—and then turned on her heel to melt back into her circle of friends, leaving me sitting there feeling both chastened and oddly grateful.

The whole afternoon felt like some kind of fever dream. On the surface, they looked like any other group gathered in the park—laughing, passing plates of food, teasing one another like old friends. But every time I looked around, my mind snagged on the truth humming beneath it all. These weren’t just friends. Any one of them could fuck another with full blessing from their partner, and not only was it tolerated—it was encouraged. That thought kept looping in my brain like a broken record: they wanted this. They celebrated it.

By the time lunch was served, I’d managed to relax enough to actually talk with people instead of just watching from the sidelines. Once I stopped overthinking, I realized how easy they were to be around. They were open, warm, and genuinely fun, the kind of people you’d want at any cookout. Still, even as I laughed along, a part of me couldn’t stop marveling that this was the same group who swapped partners as casually as they passed the potato salad.

When the food was cleared and the trash gathered, the mood shifted again. Almost like a ritual, each of the women slipped close, pressing their bodies to mine and kissing me with the kind of heat that left no doubt what they were offering. Each of the men followed with solid man-hugs, grins, and claps on the back as if to say, welcome to the club.

On the drive back to Beth’s house, the strangeness of it all still hung in my head. She glanced at me from the driver’s seat, her lips tugging into a knowing smile. “That wasn’t so terrible, was it?”

I exhaled slowly. “No… not at all. They’re great people.”

“And fun,” she added, her tone bright, as if she’d just given away the punchline to a joke.

I chuckled, shaking my head. “Yeah. I don’t doubt that for a second.”


Stepping In

I was mildly surprised—but not shocked—when Lucy answered the door completely naked. She leaned casually against the frame as if it were the most natural thing in the world. She was a cute brunette, maybe five-six, lean and toned with small, perky breasts—B-cups, if I had to guess—tipped with strikingly dark nipples that stood out against her golden, all-over tan.

Before I could even find my voice, she wrapped me in a warm hug, her bare skin pressed firmly to mine, and kissed me softly on the lips. “Get comfortable,” she said breezily, pointing toward a chair inside. “Clothes over there.”

I’d known there was a good chance nudity would be the rule of the day, so I’d prepared myself as best I could. Still, peeling off my clothes in a stranger’s living room felt surreal. Once I was naked, I folded my things neatly and followed the sound of voices into the kitchen.

That’s when my stomach did a little flip. Standing there with an almost mischievous glint in her eyes was the blonde I remembered from the barbecue—Jess. She was taller than Lucy, maybe five-nine or ten, her sandy hair falling just past her shoulders. Her figure was every bit as fit and trim, but her chest was fuller, closer to Beth’s—rounded D-cups, crowned with long, pale-pink nipples that looked almost delicate against the wide, soft circles of her areolas. She was naked too, holding a fifth of Jack in one hand, a Coke in the other, and wearing a grin that told me she already knew exactly how disarmed I felt.

“Want one?” she teased, lifting the bottle of Jack slightly.

I cleared my throat, trying to play it cool. “I’d love to, but I’m driving. You got a beer?”

“Don’t worry about it,” Lucy chimed in from the counter, her tone light, reassuring. “We’ll make sure you get home safely. Go ahead—indulge. It’ll help you relax.”

Jess didn’t hesitate. The moment Lucy gave her the cue, she set the bottle down, poured a quick mix, and pressed the drink into my hand. Her grin widened, almost wicked.

“Lunch’ll be about thirty minutes,” Lucy said casually, as if she were talking about setting the table. “Jess, honey, why don’t you take our guest into the living room and help him… unwind a little?”

I nearly fumbled the glass. Her voice was so matter-of-fact it might as well have been, ‘Why don’t you show Mike where we keep the spare towels?’

Jess’s giggle was half squeal, half purr. “Ooooo, yeah, I’d love to. C’mon, Mikee.”

The apartment’s layout was open enough that Lucy could still see us as Jess tugged me toward the living room. I cleared my throat and said, loud enough for both of them to hear, “By the way, I hate the name Mikee.”

Jess stopped short, eyes wide, her hand still curled around mine. “Oh! I’m so sorry. Amy called you that yesterday and I just—”

“Yeah, I know,” I cut in gently. “I haven’t told her yet how much I don’t care for it.”

Her lips formed a perfect little pout. “It won’t happen again. Promise.”

I let out a soft laugh, deciding not to make it a bigger deal. “No worries.” Especially considering what she was about to do.

Once we reached the center of the living room, Jess turned to me, biting her lower lip as her eyes flicked down to my cock, already half-hard from anticipation. “So… standing or sitting?” she asked, as casually as if she were offering me a choice of wine.

I smirked, trying to match her tone. “Which do you prefer?”

“Standing,” she said immediately, her grin breaking wide. “I love the control.”

The absurdity of it all struck me then. I’d met her less than twenty-four hours ago, exchanged maybe a dozen words, and now we were discussing the logistics of a blowjob like we were choosing between comedy, drama, or action for movie night.

The only thing separating the living room from the kitchen was the counter, so Lucy had a perfect view of what was happening. Jess didn’t waste a second—she was already on her knees, her lips wrapped around my semi-hard cock, coaxing it to life with slow, deliberate suction.

Lucy glanced up from the cutting board, a knowing smile tugging at her lips. “Relax, Mike. All the guys say she’s one of the best… her and Beth. But Beth has that little trick no one else can do. Has she shown you yet?”

The way she said it made me blink. She might as well have been asking, “Has Beth made you her famous lasagna yet?”

“Uh, yeah,” I admitted, my voice shaky as Jess’s tongue curled under the head of my cock. “The first night I stayed over.”

Lucy chuckled, still dicing vegetables like nothing unusual was happening. “Special, isn’t it?”

I tried to hold in a groan and nodded. “Yeah. Definitely special.”

Jess moaned softly around me as if agreeing, her eyes flicking up with a wicked sparkle before she sank deeper down my shaft. I gripped the edge of the counter to steady myself, my brain struggling to process how surreal this was—getting sucked by a woman I’d just met while casually chatting across the kitchen with another who was preparing lunch like it was any other Saturday.

Lucy’s knife paused for a beat. She tilted her head slightly, her smile widening. “Jess, honey… do you want your usual Italian dressing on your salad today—or should we go with Mike’s cum?”

Jess giggled with her mouth full, the vibration shooting through my cock, and I almost lost my balance.

Jess popped her mouth off my cock just long enough to grin up at Lucy. “Ha ha, very funny,” she teased before swallowing me back down in one smooth glide, her lips sealing tight around me.

Lucy smirked from the kitchen, deliberately casual as she tossed lettuce into a bowl. “What about you, Mike? Any preference on dressing?”

I let out a shaky laugh. “Doesn’t matter. Anything.”

She burst out laughing, her knife clattering lightly against the cutting board. “Of course you don’t care right now. I’ll ask again once Jess isn’t using your brain to stir her lunch.”

Her laughter rang out again, but I barely heard it—Jess had already set into a rhythm that left me gasping. Lucy had been right. She was incredible. Her throat seemed built for this; she could take every inch of me without the faintest gag. She wasn’t rushing either. Sometimes she would pull back to lick slowly up and down my shaft, her tongue tracing veins, her lips kissing the base, before sliding me back into her mouth with deliberate care. It wasn’t just skilled—it was obvious she loved doing it, moaning softly around me as if I was her favorite treat.

I sipped my drink, the absurdity of it all spinning in my head. A wild thought struck me: if I had a cigar in my free hand, I’d look like some kind of king. Sip, puff, puff. “That’s it, Scarlet, suck my cock.” Sip, puff, puff. The mental image made me stifle a laugh.

Jess was relentless though—unhurried but thorough, taking her time until my thighs ached from standing. Minutes bled into what felt like half an hour of bliss, my body hovering right at the edge without relief.

Finally, Lucy broke the spell, her voice brisk but still playful. “Jess, honey, time to stop teasing and finish him. Lunch is ready, and I need you to help me set the table.”

Jess lifted her head, lips glistening, and smirked. “Yes, Ma’am.” Then she went right back down on me with a new intensity—her hand stroking firmly in time with her mouth, each pull and swallow making my cock twitch as though she was determined to wring me dry before Lucy’s salad ever made it to the table.

No more than two minutes later, my body gave in. My thighs locked, my cock swelled hard in Jess’s throat, and I groaned as hot spurts of cum shot deep into her mouth. Jess moaned low and hungry around me, savoring every drop. I felt her throat ripple as she swallowed some, but when she pulled back briefly, I saw white streaks clinging to my cock. She grinned, then slid back down to milk the rest out of me, refusing to stop until I was soft and drained.

When she finally let me slip from her lips, she rose gracefully, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand but keeping her lips sealed in a wicked little smile. Without a word, she padded back to the kitchen to help Lucy. I dropped into the sofa, grateful for the towels covering it, and tried to catch my breath while watching them move easily around the dining nook, chatting and setting plates like it was any other afternoon.

“Anything I can do to help?” I called out, still half dazed.

Lucy shot me a grin over her shoulder. “You can answer my question from earlier. Salad dressing?”

I chuckled. “Do you have anything spicy?”

“Spicy Thousand Island or spicy Italian,” she answered, pulling bottles from the fridge.

“Thousand Island. Perfect.”

A few minutes later, the table was ready, and Lucy motioned me over. I sat across from Jess, who was still wearing that secretive grin, and Lucy settled at the end.

“Mike,” Lucy said, her tone playful but commanding, “Jess has something to show you.”

I turned to Jess, and my cock twitched instantly at what I saw. She opened her mouth, just wide enough for me to catch the creamy pool still glistening on her tongue. She arched her brows at me twice, cheeky, and swirled it around her mouth like candy before closing her lips again with a satisfied hum.

“Honey,” Lucy chided gently, “enough playing. Swallow, then we can eat.” She could have been talking to a child sneaking sweets before dinner.

Jess rolled her eyes but obeyed, tilting her head back and swallowing hard. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Lucy shook her head with a fond smile. “She’d keep it in her mouth all day if we let her.”

Jess leaned back, smirking. “That’s not as bad as your thing.”

“Jess!” Lucy’s voice sharpened with mock warning. “Don’t spoil surprises. Mike will find out in time.”

I raised a brow, my curiosity instantly piqued. “Oh? Should I be worried?”

Lucy just shook her head and slid the salad bowl between us. “Eat. You’ll learn our secrets soon enough.”

Lunch passed in a haze of teasing smiles, stolen touches, and the kind of innuendo that kept my cock twitching even while I chewed. Jess brushed her foot along my calf under the table. Lucy kept leaning forward just far enough to let me admire the deep line of her cleavage, smirking when she caught me looking. I’d barely finished my plate before Jess pushed hers aside and slid her chair back, clearly about to crawl into my lap.


Destiny Knocks

The knock at the door came just as Jess was leaning in to kiss me again. Her lips hovered over mine, the faint taste of whiskey and Coke still on her breath, when the sound broke the rhythm of the afternoon. I froze, but Jess didn’t look even remotely startled. Neither did Lucy. They exchanged a quick glance and then Lucy smirked.

“Right on time,” she said, wiping her hands on a kitchen towel.

Before I could ask what she meant, the door swung open. Beth stepped inside as if she owned the place, her red hair tied back, still glowing from her run earlier. Behind her, Lottie padded in barefoot, her skin still damp from a quick shower, tattoos vivid against the pale canvas of her body. And with them came Kyle.

I’d only spoken to him briefly at the barbecue—a handshake, a quick word or two. Now, up close, I saw what the others hadn’t said but didn’t need to. He was taller than me by a couple of inches, broad across the shoulders, every inch of him exuding confidence. His T-shirt hugged his chest, veins running down his forearms like cords of rope. The kind of man you noticed instantly in any room.

“Mike,” Beth greeted warmly, leaning in for a long kiss as if she hadn’t just walked in with another man. “Miss me?”

I nodded dumbly, trying not to look past her at Kyle, though every nerve in my body wanted to size him up.

Jess was already fetching drinks, Lucy chatting easily as though this was the most natural gathering in the world. But I couldn’t shake the tension crawling under my skin.

Beth must have sensed it. She leaned into my side, her lips brushing my ear. “Relax, baby. You’re safe here.”

Safe. The word rattled in my brain. Was that really what this was—safety? Or was it exposure? Because Kyle’s eyes found mine for the briefest moment, steady, unreadable, before he turned his attention to the women.

Within minutes, the living room felt transformed. Jess perched on the arm of the sofa, swirling her drink lazily, her nipples hard and obvious. Lucy curled cross-legged on the rug, laughing at something Lottie whispered to her. Beth settled opposite me, legs casually spread, her confidence palpable.

Kyle remained standing for a while, just sipping his drink, watching. Not aloof, not shy—just patient. Waiting.

And then Beth broke the silence in that playful tone of hers that always made my cock twitch, no matter what she was saying. “Mike, don’t look so tense. We’re just having fun. Think of it as…family time.”

The others chuckled, but the joke landed sharp in my chest. Family time. My girlfriend, sitting there looking like sin itself, calling this natural.

I tried to sip my drink without trembling, but Lottie caught it. She slid up beside me, her hand resting lightly on my thigh. “It’s okay to feel a little overwhelmed,” she whispered, her eyes bright. “I did, the first time. You just…let it happen.”

Her words soothed and unsettled me all at once.

Beth leaned forward, catching my gaze again. “You trust me, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I managed, though my voice felt like it belonged to someone else.

“Good.” Her smile was dazzling, but it carried an edge I knew all too well. She already had a plan.

I shifted in my seat, trying to ignore the way my cock stirred just from the charged atmosphere, from Beth’s knowing smirk, from the way Kyle finally sank into the sofa beside her like he belonged there.

Jess raised her glass. “To new beginnings.”

Everyone echoed her. I lifted mine half-heartedly, but the words rang in my ears. New beginnings.

Beth’s eyes lingered on me as she clinked glasses with Kyle, and the message was clear: the real test hadn’t even started.

Beth took her time like she was setting a table only she could see—one place laid for jealousy, another for desire, and a final, gleaming plate for surrender. She didn’t rush, didn’t posture. She just… let the room lean toward her. It always did.

“Come here,” she murmured to me first, patting the cushion beside her. When I sat, she tugged my chin and kissed me slow—no theater, no show—just that lush, wet Beth-kiss that said I’m here. You’re mine. Breathe. When she broke away, her thumb dragged across my lower lip, a private claim. Then she turned, as if nothing were loaded in the moment at all, and smiled at Kyle.

“Loosen up with us,” she said to him, easy as weather. “Shoes off. Drink down. It’s a Sunday.”

Kyle’s gaze flicked to me for half a beat, respectful, not challenging, then back to Beth. He toed off his boots, sank deeper into the sofa, and set his glass on the table. His forearms were corded and calm. His presence didn’t crowd the room. It thickened it.

Jess read the air first. She slid off the armrest and into my orbit, a soft, citrus scent trailing her. Her fingers coasted down my arm and laced with mine for a second—as if to say you’re not alone—before she let go and sashayed to the speaker to nudge the volume up just a hair. A low, warm instrumental—bass and brushed drums—settled over everything like a suggestion.

Lucy padded in behind her, set fresh glasses down, and—without taking her eyes off Beth—stepped into me. The kiss she gave me wasn’t greedy; it was grounding. “Hi again,” she whispered, lips grazing the corner of my mouth, as if we’d just picked up a conversation we hadn’t finished at the barbecue.

I could have lived in that small kindness for hours, but the room kept moving.

Lottie, barefoot and electric, ghosted around the coffee table and dropped to her knees between my legs as naturally as another woman might sit cross-legged on a rug. She didn’t reach for my cock right away. She placed her palms on my thighs, warm and steady, and looked up at me like a student waiting for the next page. “Breathe,” she said softly. “In through the nose. Out through the mouth.”

I managed a shaky laugh. “You sound like Beth’s five a.m. run.”

“CrossFit’s contagious,” Lottie said, dimpling. Then her hands slid a little higher. “Permission to touch, Sir?”

The title hit me in two places at once—ego and panic. I glanced instinctively at Beth.

“Look at me,” Beth said without moving anything but her eyes. I did. “You don’t need my permission, baby. You never did.”

Something in my chest unclenched. I nodded to Lottie. “Touch me.”

“Thank you.” She didn’t pounce. She started with the backs of her fingers, skimming the inside of my thighs like she was testing water, then flattened her hands and pressed deeper, kneading muscle, coaxing the tension outward. She was patient enough to feel like a kindness and deliberate enough to feel like a promise.

Across from us, Beth shifted, tossed her hair, and finally, deliberately, directed a fraction more of herself toward Kyle. She didn’t lean across me. She leaned past the air. “You good?” she asked him, as if she were checking form on a lift.

“Good,” he said, voice low, steady.

Beth’s smile was small and deadly. “Let’s make it better.” She sat back, drew one knee up on the couch, and peeled her shirt off like she’d been meaning to all along. The room brightened. Jess let out a whispery curse. Lucy bit her lip. Lottie’s hands tightened on my thighs just as my cock surged against my stomach.

Beth didn’t look at me. She knew I was looking. She stood, unhurried, and stepped between Kyle’s knees. He didn’t slouch or manspread or perform. He just met her exactly where she was. She unbuckled his belt with one hand like she’d done it a hundred times and then—quietly, practically—freed him.

I’d told myself I wouldn’t look. I looked.

He wasn’t just long. He was present—a slow, heavy reveal that seemed to pull the oxygen with it. My stomach tightened at the sight and, to my shock, my cock twitched in Lottie’s hands. Jealousy licked my ribs. Arousal answered right behind it.

Lottie’s cheek rested against my thigh, her eyes tracking my face instead of the scene. “It’s okay to feel both,” she whispered, like she was reading the weather inside my skull. “It’s hotter when you let it happen.”

Across the coffee table, Beth wasn’t grandstanding. She wrapped her hand around Kyle, tested weight and width, and then drew her lips to the head like she was about to speak into a microphone. The first kiss was gentle. The second had tongue. The third opened, wet and sure. She swallowed an inch, then two, then paused, breathing through her nose, eyes half-lidded. When she pulled back, a strand of spit bridged her mouth to him and she smiled like she’d found the exact gear she’d wanted.

Kyle exhaled slowly through his teeth. His hand never pushed. He just lifted and settled on the back of the couch, knuckles whitening once.

I wanted to hate that sound he made. Instead, it shot straight to my cock. Lottie felt the jump and hummed in approval.

“May I taste you yet?” she asked.

My nod was ugly and desperate. “Yes.”

She didn’t dive. She kissed the inside of my knee. The other. The crease of my hip. Then, finally, the head—one soft press of lips that made my whole spine light up. Her tongue traced a slow circle, and she looked up at me when she took me in, an inch at a time, like she was measuring my breath. It was intimate, not performative, and it anchored me firmly in my body in the same instant Beth, across the room, pulled me out of it again.

Because Beth had settled into a rhythm with Kyle that was all Beth—patient control, small adjustments. She had one hand wrapped at the root, not squeezing, listening. She let her mouth work in long, warm pulls, then short, pulsing ones, coaxing a quiet sound out of him that made Jess whisper, “God, that’s hot,” like she’d been holding it in for minutes.

Lucy slid closer, her shoulder blending into my knee, her palm skimming abs I’d suddenly tensed. “You okay?” she asked, but it wasn’t a check-in for permission. It was connection.

“I’m—” I swallowed. “I don’t know what I am.”

“Turned on,” she supplied helpfully. “And brave.”

Beth glanced over at me right then, mouth still full of Kyle, eyes soft and sharp all at once. It was a look I’d learned: See me. I see you. She eased off, her lips shining, and, without wiping her mouth, told me quietly, “Breathe for me, baby.”

I obeyed. Lottie rewarded me: her hand slid around the base of my cock, her mouth sank lower, and she took me deeper than before. Not a stunt. Just all of me. The heat seared straight up my spine. My hands flexed uselessly against the cushion.

“Give him your hands,” Beth said, not to me, but to Lottie, still watching my face even as she turned back to Kyle. “Let him feel what you feel.”

Lottie lifted one of my palms, pressed it to the back of her head, and flattened her tongue along the underside of me in a way that made my vision ghost. She didn’t force depth. She gave me pressure and promise, the permission to guide without demand. My fingers slipped into her hair like it was a handle I’d always meant to use.

Across from us, Beth’s pace changed. Not faster—deeper. She tilted her jaw, widened, and let gravity and glide work together until Kyle’s head tipped back against the cushion and a hard breath punched out of him. His focus never left her. She never looked away from him now. She was building something, not for the room, but for us. For me to witness. For him to hold. For her to savor.

Jess ended up on the floor before I realized she’d moved, propping her chin on the cushion by my hip, eyes ping-ponging between my face and Beth’s mouth. “It’s the look,” she whispered to no one in particular. “The way she never rushes it. Makes you beg in your head.”

Lucy laughed under her breath. “And the way she tells you to breathe when you forget how.”

I had, in fact, forgotten how. Lottie pressed her free hand against my stomach, pinning me to my breath. “You’re doing so well,” she murmured around me, a vibration that felt unholy. “Let it in. Let it happen.”

Beth slid off Kyle with a wet, obscene sound that turned all our heads, mine included. She wiped nothing. She stroked him once, twice, then leaned forward and kissed the inside of his thigh—lazy, affectionate. When she looked back at me, her smile made my gut burn.

“You okay to watch me ride him?” she asked, as if she were asking me to pass the salt.

A dozen answers flared—and died. Honesty survived. “I don’t know.”

She nodded like I’d said yes. “I think you do.” A beat. “And I think you’re going to love it.”

Lottie’s mouth tightened around me in approval, like the word love had a physical setting she could turn to. My hips jerked. She pinned them with a soft laugh and a firmer grip.

Beth stood, stepped out of her shorts, and for a single, feral second, I saw the body I’d explored a dozen times and fell headlong into it again—the carved abdomen, the strong thighs, the impossible breasts that never seemed to obey gravity, the splash of hair above a clean, slick pink that had already glossed her inner lips. She didn’t hide any of it. She offered it to the room, but the line of her body angled toward me like a compass needle.

She swung a leg over Kyle and straddled him in a controlled squat that made Jess whisper “show-off” with naked admiration. Beth laughed, low, then reached behind to line him up, the tip of that thick, dangerous shaft poised at the slick entrance she rolled against like a cat deciding where to scratch.

My mouth went dry. I could feel the battle in her hips—the desire for stretch, the awareness of challenge. She had warned me: the big one needed a mood. Apparently, she’d decided we were in it.

She lowered an inch and stopped. Breath. Another inch. Stopped again, teeth catching her lower lip, eyes closing, head tipping. She had both hands on Kyle’s chest now, not pushing him away, but anchoring herself to something firm while she courted the thick pressure that made her thighs tremble.

“Fuck,” she hissed softly. Not performative. Real. “Okay.” She opened her eyes, found mine, and held. “Keep breathing with me.”

I did. Pain and want struggled in my gut, but the want was winning—because her face was changing. The edge of strain softened, something greedy blooming behind her eyes as she eased another inch and then another until the angle changed and a sound came out of her I recognized: the low, uncontrolled note from deep in her chest that said there. Kyle’s jaw clenched. His fingers dug into the couch. He didn’t drag her down. She took it—one swallow, two, three—until she seated herself fully and sat still on that impossible length, rolling her hips minutely like she was fitting a lock around a key.

“Holy… God,” Jess whispered, gone glassy. “I love when she—” She didn’t finish. Didn’t need to.

Lottie’s mouth had become a metronome for my nervous system—steady pressure, patient suction, a twist at the top that scraped pleasure raw and clean. The more Beth poured herself down on Kyle, the harder my cock seemed to grow in Lottie’s throat. A wrongness coiled with a rightness I couldn’t parse; a fuse burned low and bright.

Beth’s palms slid up her own ribs, cupped her breasts, and then she began to move. Not the bouncing, porn-loop pump. A slow, deliberate rise and settle, each descent a negotiation that ended in surrender. Her abs flexed. Her thighs shook. Her mouth fell open and a small, stunned laugh slipped out of her at the bottom of a particularly deep sink, like she’d surprised herself with her own capacity.

I made a sound—half groan, half something animal I didn’t recognize. Jealousy flared—he’s inside her; he’s so deep inside her—and Lottie sealed me deeper, humming like she could eat the jealousy out of me and turn it into heat. And she did. It transmuted. My hand in her hair tightened. I didn’t push her. I held her, and the holding circled back into my cock like a closed loop that intensified everything.

Lucy’s fingers threaded with my free hand now, squeezing in time with Beth’s downward presses. “You’re doing so well,” she murmured, the words Beth used on runs, on deadlines, on me. “Stay with her. Let it make you hard.”

“Say it,” Jess breathed, voice gone silk and smoke. “Tell him how it feels, Beth.”

Beth didn’t posture. She found me again, eyes heavy and bright. “Deep,” she said, almost laughing on the word. “He’s so deep it makes my teeth ache—in the best way.” She lifted, settled, shuddered. “I can feel him here.” She tapped a spot low on her belly, where a line of tension had formed and now pulsed visibly. The image tore something inside me open—pride, ache, awe—until I didn’t know which was bleeding more.

Lottie broke seal, stroked me with a slick twist, and licked the underside, slow and long, like she was painting a line of cool against fire. “You’re close,” she whispered, delighted, like closeness was a secret I’d handed her. “Don’t run. Stay.”

Beth’s pace tightened. Not faster—denser, more insistent, each downward push layered over the last until the sound in her throat turned from careful control to the heavy, broken rhythm right before she shattered. Kyle’s hands had moved to her waist now, not to drive, but to brace—his fingers leaving pink welts that her skin drank greedily like it had been waiting for exactly that hold.

“Look at me,” she said to me, not him, even as she rolled, even as she mounted. “You with me?”

“Yes.” The word scraped out like it had gravel in it.

“Good.” She smiled, and the smile was love and mischief and mine. “Then watch me take him for you.”

I did. And the part of me that wanted to pull her off, claim her, hide her—he dissolved in the fire of what she offered. She wasn’t leaving me. She was showing me: the truth of her appetite, the truth of my want, the proof that both could live in the same room and make each other hotter.

Lottie sealed her mouth around me again, angle shifting, pressure ramping, and the line I’d been dancing along for minutes drew tight as piano wire. Beth’s breath hitched in sharp little catches. Her hips lost their fluent circle and started to stutter—tiny, helpless punches downward that meant she was right on the lip.

“Beth,” I heard myself say—plea, prayer, warning.

“I know,” she gasped, laughing through it. “Right there—don’t you dare—Kyle, don’t—oh, God—”

The room contracted to three points: Beth’s open mouth, Lottie’s wet heat, and the hard, iron certainty in my core that I was going to explode. My jealousy turned to fuel. My breath synced to Beth’s. My grip in Lottie’s hair went white-knuckled. Her throat flexed—once, twice—like she’d timed herself to the tremor building in Beth’s body.

Beth’s head tipped back. Her hands flew to Kyle’s chest again. “Don’t—move,” she warned him, and then she moved, a hard, ungraceful slam down that flattened a moan out of both of them at once. “Now—” she choked, and at the same instant Lottie sucked hard, sealed, and tugged like she was pulling the climax out of me by a cord, Kyle’s groan rolled up from somewhere deep and Beth’s body cinched, spasmed, broke.

The fuse burned through me in a blinding rush. I groaned—loud, ugly, honest—my cock bucking in Lottie’s mouth as heat ripped out of me in thick, helpless pulses. Across from us, Kyle’s hands clamped Beth’s hips and his jaw locked as he drove once, held, and let go against a groan that shook the cushion. Beth’s mouth opened in a silent cry. Her stomach fluttered, hard and tight; her eyes blew wide and unfocused; then she folded forward and bit Kyle’s shoulder to stifle the noise that finally tore out of her.

Lottie didn’t let me escape a single drop. She swallowed around me, milking, greedy, joyous, until I sagged back, chest hammered out, vision starry around the edges. When she let me slip from her mouth, my cock twitched again—aftershock—and she laughed into my thigh like she’d expected it.

Across the coffee table, Beth stayed draped over Kyle, breathing in hard, ragged pulls, then lifted her head and found me. She was flushed and wrecked and so beautiful it made my ribs ache.

“There,” she whispered, voice hoarse, eyes soft and sure. “Now you know.”

And for the first time since the door had opened, I felt it settle—the jealousy, the pride, the hunger—into something whole. Not smaller. True. I didn’t lose anything in watching her. I’d watched what was ours from a different seat.

Lottie stroked my thigh once more and kissed the inside of my knee, reverent. Jess exhaled a shaky laugh and flopped back, staring at the ceiling like it might start raining. Lucy squeezed my hand, chin tipped toward Beth, a smile brushing the corner of her mouth that said welcome to the flame.

I breathed. And I nodded. And I didn’t look away.

The drive home was all white lines and swallowed words. The freeway hissed beneath the tires, sodium lights sliding over Beth’s profile in hard, clean stripes that made her beauty look almost severe. She stared out the window like there was a second city out there only she could see.

I gripped the wheel too tightly. Every few miles I told myself to loosen up, then caught my hands strangling the leather again. The air between us had a different weight now—electrically charged, like the thin breath before a storm breaks.

When we turned onto her street, Beth finally spoke. “You’re quiet.”

I swallowed. “So are you.”

“That makes two of us,” she said, and then we let the world go silent again.

Her porch light washed the entry in a warm cone. The door clicked and we stepped into the familiar cool of her living room—books aligned on the shelves, the faint citrus of her detergent, the shadow of the pool printing ripples against the ceiling. The same place as always. Nothing the same at all.

I didn’t follow her deeper into the house. The question rose and lodged itself at the base of my tongue until it felt like a stone I either spit out or choke on.

“Was he better?”

Beth stopped mid-stride. She didn’t turn. Her shoulders drew a small breath and held it. She set her keys on the console with care, the tiniest sound in the world. Then she turned, face softer than I deserved.

Instead of answering, she crossed the room—unhurried, deliberate—and slid her palms up my chest until they cupped the base of my throat, until I felt the steady thrum of my own pulse under her fingers.

“Was her mouth better than mine?” she asked.

I shook my head. “No deflecting. I asked first.”

For a heartbeat we looked at one another and the room was all wire and static. Beth’s eyes were steady. Then they flashed with something that wasn’t anger and wasn’t apology; it was the bare courage it takes to say a thing exactly and take what comes of it.

She went to her knees.

There was nothing coy about it. No theatrics. Just Beth—flame-bright, sure of herself—easing my belt, tugging, setting me free to her heat and her breath and her devastating patience. It wasn’t a performance. It was an answer she refused to put in words.

I braced a hand on the wall and the other in her hair, and for a moment I almost let the question dissolve. Almost. But the night had scraped me raw and honesty had teeth.

“Beth,” I said, my voice rough. “Was he better?”

She didn’t stop. Didn’t flinch. The rhythm of her mouth became a kind of refusal—tender, stubborn, merciless in its own way. It would have been easier to let myself be carried. I didn’t.

“Beth,” I said again, and that time it wasn’t a question. It was a demand I hated myself for and couldn’t abandon.

She pulled back just enough to speak, lips shining, eyes lifted into mine with a warning flare. “If you’re asking about mechanics,” she said, voice low, frayed at the edges, “about what a body can do to a body—then yes. Fine. Yes. There are things I can feel in myself that are different with him. Bigger. Heavier.” Her jaw flexed; her eyes didn’t look away. “But if you’re talking about me, about all of me—my head, my heart, what breaks me open and puts me back together—then no. You don’t get it yet if you think that’s the same question.”

She didn’t wait for my reply. She took me back into her mouth like she was sealing a vow, hands sure on my hips, the heat of her breath climbing me rung by rung until my knees went unreliable. I hated the part of me that wanted to hold onto my hurt; I loved the part of me that couldn’t resist her even when she was cutting me clean to the bone. Jealousy and arousal braided, pulled tight, and then snapped. I surrendered into her, the world narrowing to the sound she made and the way her name broke out of me.

When I could breathe again, she rose in one smooth line, eyes never leaving mine. She swallowed—calmly, possessively—and I watched her throat work as if the motion itself was another claim.

“So.” She brushed a knuckle across my jaw, that shadow of a smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. “Is her mouth better than mine?”

Part of me wanted to weaponize the truth, to say something sharp enough to even a score neither of us was allowed to keep. I saw the pettiness for what it was and let it pass. “No,” I said. “Not even close.”

There was satisfaction in her smile, yes. But more than that—relief. The way people look when a rope holds under weight. She slid fingers into my shirt and walked me backward down the short hall, past picture frames and morning light frozen in glass. In her bedroom, she pushed me onto the mattress, climbed over my torso, and straddled my chest with the terrifying grace of someone perfectly at home in her own gravity.

“Seatbelt,” she murmured, palms planting beside my shoulders as she shifted her weight higher, the slow, inevitable descent of a tide. “Told you so.”

I laughed—helpless, cracked—and then there was nothing funny left in me. She hovered above my mouth, close enough that the heat of her was a kind of radiance, close enough that the scent of her—salt and iron and something like rain on hot pavement—took my hands from her thighs and made them into instruments of devotion.

“Make me come,” she whispered, and the command landed in my blood like a key in a well-made lock.

I lifted to meet her, and she lowered herself with that small, shuddering exhale that felt like surrender and mastery at once. There was a trace of another in the taste of her, a ghost of the afternoon that would have gutted me an hour ago. Now it was simply part of the truth of her body, and I took it as she gave it: as something we chose to include and transmute. I held her. I worked. I listened.

Beth was generous with direction when she wanted it and silent when she didn’t, but that night she narrated in breaths and small, caught sounds—the kind that live just beneath language, the kind only lovers learn to translate. When I found what she needed, the sounds cut cleaner, the muscles under my hands went taut, the slow roll of her hips lost its patience and turned hungry.

“Look at me,” she whispered at one point, and I tilted my head enough to see her. Her hair had fallen forward and framed her face; sweat ran along the fine line of her throat; her eyes were bright and wet and murderous with pleasure. “I love you,” she said, like it was a dare.

I answered into her and then with my mouth when I could again, not because she needed the words but because I did. Because they made this right. Because they were the only honest answer left to give.

The rhythm built. The room shrank. My world became the pressure of her knees against my ribs, the quiver beneath my palms, the way her hands found the headboard and pressed there, bracing herself for the last stretch. She was close—the kind of close that made her dangerous: unguarded, bright with it, stripped down to raw nerve and trust. She took, then gave, then took again.

“Don’t stop,” she breathed, the request almost a laugh for how far past stopping we both were.

I didn’t. I tightened exactly where I knew it would push her over, and felt the shift happen under my tongue, a deep internal click like a door opening in an old house. Beth made a sound I had never heard from her—low and breaking, grateful and shocked—and the shiver ran through her like a weather system, rippling outward until it hit my hands, the mattress, me. She crested, held there, then fell in long aftershocks that left her boneless and fierce, forehead pressed to the heel of her hand as she breathed like a runner after the tape.

When she climbed down, she did it slowly, like someone dismounting a wild thing that had finally decided to be gentle. She lay beside me, turned my face with a fingertip, and kissed me with the careful intensity of a person tasting the truth she just spoke.

“Different,” she said, and her voice was a rasp. “Not better. Not worse. Different.” Her thumb traced my lower lip. “But this—” She tapped my sternum. “—this is home.”

The word landed deep. Not because it healed everything at once—it didn’t, it couldn’t—but because it gave my jealousy a place to set down its weight.

We stared at the ceiling until the pulse in our throats settled. Then she rolled onto her back and slid my hand over her belly, lower, lower still, until I felt the echo of her heartbeat under my palm. She covered my fingers with hers and pressed, and it was as if she were showing me the map of a country I had already learned in the dark.

“I won’t pretend for you,” she said. “Not about who I am. Not about what I want. If you need me smaller, you’ll break me, and I won’t let that happen.”

“I don’t want you smaller,” I said. It surprised me how true it felt in my mouth. “I just need… to know where I live in all of it.”

She nodded, thoughtful. “Right here.” She guided our joined hands higher, laid them over her heart. “And here.” She drew me down to the place where her breath warmed my wrist. “And—” She grinned, wicked at last. “—in the part of me that keeps a seatbelt coiled up for exactly this life.”

I laughed, a real one this time. The kind that knocks something loose.

We drifted in that quiet—threads of heat still humming between us, the storm finally moving out past the horizon. At some point she slid off the bed and padded to the kitchen, returning with two glasses of water and that half smile that always meant trouble later and tenderness now.

When she climbed back in, she tucked herself under my arm and spoke into the hollow there. “No more scorekeeping, okay? We ask the hard questions. We tell the hard truths. But we don’t turn each other into points.”

I thought of my own question, the way it had come out with a blade. I nodded against her hair. “Deal.”

Outside, the pool pump hummed like a cat. Inside, our breathing found the same pace. I kissed the top of her head. She kissed my ribs. The small ordinary things—the ones any other couple might have shared at the end of an ordinary night—came back and took their places around us like furniture set right after a party clears out.

“Hey,” she whispered, voice already moving toward sleep. “You did great today.”

“So did you.”

“Seatbelt helped,” she murmured.

I smiled into the dark. “It did.”

She lifted her head one last time, eyes clear even in the dim. “I love you.”

“I love you,” I said, and it wasn’t a reflex or a bandage. It was the new ground under our feet.

When the house finally went quiet enough that I could hear the clock in the hall, I let my hand travel until it found hers and laced our fingers together. Beth squeezed, once, like a promise.

I squeezed back, and closed my eyes on the life we’d chosen—the wild ride, the hard questions, the truth told and told again. The kind of love that needs a seatbelt and earns it.


Books By This Author

Hedonism: A Couple's First Experience

When my wife told me she had booked a surprise vacation for my birthday, I honestly never would have expected this. Sure, we had talked about it, briefly, sometimes. But I think a lot of couples talk about it in the heat of the moment.

Hedonism - Just the name of the resort is all it takes to send vivid images flashing through your mind. Images of what you think the place will be like.

But really, no one has any idea until they get there.

You can go as far as you want, or you can just chill by the pool in the non nude area and see what happens.

But what surprised me the most was that although this had always been my fantasy, it was actually Sarah who seemed to be pushing it once we landed!

This is Hedonism; this is our first experience, and this is happening!

By Chance: A Vanilla Couple Stumble Into A New World

When Tom and Kelly’s car broke down in the middle of nowhere, they thought their weekend was ruined.

Then they stumbled onto a secluded resort—sun-soaked, clothing-optional, and overflowing with temptation.

They were just an ordinary couple. Tom wasn’t the jealous type, and Kelly was hardly a wild child. But by the end of that first afternoon, they’d seen another couple having sex by the firepit—and neither of them could look away.

Things escalated fast.

Kelly went from cautious curiosity to squirting under the tongue of a woman she barely knew. Tom found himself balls-deep in a stunning MILF, his girlfriend moaning with approval. And when Megan—mischievous, pierced, and very, very ginger—sat on Kelly’s face, everything changed.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. This was real.

Jealousy. Desire. Possession. Freedom.

They weren’t just watching other people. They were being watched. Touched. Shared.

The question now wasn’t whether they would go back.

The question was: what would they try next?

Shared in Sin City: A Couple's Journey

As Lucy looked out of the rented Mustang's windows, she saw that famous sign: Welcome to Las Vegas. She knew the weekend was going to be fun—who has a dull time in Vegas, right?

In fact, she’d been planning to make this trip a little wilder than usual for her and Chris. But as she glanced at her husband in the driver’s seat, she could never have known how the weekend—and their lives—would end up taking such a dramatic turn.

She had no idea they were about to meet James and Emily, and that a chance encounter was all it would take to change everything.

Chris never would have imagined he’d find himself sitting there, watching his wife on her knees, pleasuring another man—his mind screaming stop, but his body begging don’t you dare stop.

Of course, that might have had something to do with Emily’s head bobbing up and down in his lap.

A couple of wives sharing drinks in Vegas and giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob? That’s one thing. But watching your wife naked, surrounded by strangers, stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock? That’s a completely different ball game. And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to watch Emily in that position.

But not Lucy. She wouldn’t go that far. Would she?

The sign might say Welcome to Las Vegas, but it really should say Welcome to Sin City.
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