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CHAPTER ONE




The sun hammered down like a spotlight, turning the pool deck into a stage. I tugged my towel a little tighter around my waist and leaned in toward Eric.

“Did you see those guys checking me out?” I asked, lowering my voice even though the thought of them overhearing made my pulse race.

“Which ones?” His head turned casually, but I saw the way his eyes sharpened, scanning the crowd.

“Over there, to our left. The tall one with the dark hair—and his friend, the blond.” I tried to keep my tone light, but the heat curling in my belly betrayed me. “They’re pretty cute, too.”

Eric grinned. “I see them. They look like your type.” His eyes flicked back to me, hopeful in that way that always undid me. “Do you think you’ll really do it?”

The question landed like a spark on dry grass. We’d toyed with the idea for years—dirty whispers in bed, half-serious confessions after a glass of wine—but it had never left the realm of fantasy. Until I’d caught him watching those Hotwife videos, headphones on, cock in his hand, so entranced he hadn’t noticed me standing in the doorway. That image stuck with me, simmering, impossible to forget.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly, biting my lip. “Maybe.”

“With the way those guys are staring at you,” he chuckled, “you could probably walk over there and have them up in our hotel room by tonight.”

I swatted his arm. “Oh, stop. You’re the only one I’ve been with for more than a decade. My body isn’t exactly what it used to be.” The words slipped out before I could stop them, and immediately I hated how insecure they sounded.

Eric rolled his eyes like I was being ridiculous. “Amanda, that was four years ago. You look incredible. I’d do you right here if I could get away with it.”

I shook my head, but he pressed on, his voice lower now, teasing, coaxing. “There are women who’ve never had kids who wish they looked like you. Trust me. They’re still staring. I think you should go talk to them.”

Before I could respond, a waiter appeared at our side with a polite smile and two sweating martini glasses balanced on his tray. “Excuse me, ma’am, sir—those gentlemen over there asked me to bring these to you.” He nodded toward the same pair, who were openly watching us now.

“Thank you,” Eric said smoothly, sliding him a bill and lifting his glass in acknowledgment toward the men.

The waiter bowed slightly and slipped away, leaving us in the warm, charged air. Eric took a sip of his drink, then looked at me over the rim of the glass, eyes gleaming. “See? You should go over there. Take your drink. Stay where I can see you.” His grin spread, wolfish and boyish all at once. “I want to watch.”

The command, the approval—it all sent a rush through me. My hand tightened on the stem of my martini. I stood, tugged the towel from my hips, and felt Eric’s gaze rake over me as I crossed the pool deck.

Up close, they were even more striking. The dark-haired one leaned forward, his blue eyes catching the light, smile quick and devastating. His friend was broader, blond hair damp and pushed back, a body carved by hours in the gym. They both tracked me with their eyes, unashamed.

“Hi,” I said, voice softer than I intended. I lifted the glass. “Thank you for the drinks.”

“Well, hello yourself,” the dark-haired one said, sitting up straighter. His voice was warm, confident, almost playful.

“You’re very welcome,” the blond added, offering me his hand. His grip was firm, lingering. “I’m Chris. And this is Mike.”

“Amanda,” I replied, giving them both a smile as I shook their hands in turn. Their skin was warm, their eyes hot, and something fluttered deep inside me. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“How long are you in town?” Mike asked, leaning back in his chair as if he had all the time in the world.

“We just got here a couple of days ago,” I said, tilting my head toward Eric. “That’s my husband, Eric. We’re here for the week.”

They both glanced over at him. Eric gave them a lazy wave from his chair, one hand behind his head like he’d been waiting for this moment his whole life.

“Good to know,” Chris said with a grin. “We were supposed to check out tonight, but…” His gaze dragged slowly down my body, pausing at the swell of my breasts before dipping lower. “Plans can always change.”

Mike let out a low chuckle. “Especially with someone like you around.” His eyes caught mine, and I felt a rush of heat that made my nipples harden against the thin fabric of my bikini.

I cleared my throat, trying to steady myself, and blurted, “How about lunch? Our treat.”

Chris and Mike exchanged a glance, a silent conversation passing between them. Chris smirked. “We’ll do lunch—but it’s our treat.”

“Sounds like a date,” I said, my cheeks burning hotter than the Nevada sun.

Mike nodded. “We’ll meet you in the lobby restaurant at two.”

I turned slightly, glancing back at Eric. He was lounging like a king, martini glass raised in salute, eyes locked on me with an intensity that stole my breath. There was no jealousy in him, no hesitation—just hunger. Pure, unfiltered hunger.

I sat back down beside him, heart pounding. He caught my hand beneath the towel draped across our chairs, squeezed it, his thumb stroking over my knuckles. “Well?” he whispered, lips curving with pride.

“They’ll meet us at two,” I said, pulse racing.

His smile was wicked, satisfied. “Good girl.”

The words made my thighs clench, and I knew the wait until lunch would be unbearable.


CHAPTER TWO




“Should I wear this dress? Or my black pants with this top?” I asked, holding both options in front of me as I stepped from the closet.

Eric didn’t even look at the clothes at first. His gaze raked over me—skin still damp from the shower, droplets racing down my breasts, the faint shimmer of lotion catching the light.

“I think you should go wearing that,” he said, pointing directly at my naked body.

“Ha-ha,” I shot back, rolling my eyes but secretly loving how shameless he was. “Pretty sure they’d kick me out of the restaurant if I showed up in just skin. Which one?”

He tilted his head, finally glancing at the clothes I dangled. “I like that skimpy top,” he admitted, “but a dress would give easy access.” His grin made my stomach flip.

“Ugh,” I groaned, feigning annoyance. “Which one?”

“Wear the dress,” he decided with a sigh, though his grin didn’t fade. “It’s short, low cut, and it shows off those legs. Perfect.”

“Okay, the dress it is.” Relief tinged my voice. Somehow having his approval mattered more than it should have. “Now hurry. We only have an hour.”

As he disappeared into the bathroom, I smoothed a fresh layer of scented lotion over my thighs, hips, breasts—cocooning myself in sweet vanilla and citrus. The aroma wrapped around me as I blow-dried my hair, the air warm against my skin, my pulse quickening with every glance at the clock.

By the time I finished my makeup, Eric was stepping out of the bathroom, towel low around his hips, droplets glistening in his dark hair. His eyes swept over me, already dressed in the little black dress, heels waiting by the vanity.

“Fifteen minutes,” he said, pulling a shirt over his shoulders.

“I’m almost ready,” I replied, leaning close to the mirror as I brushed one last coat of mascara. “Just have to put on my heels.”

He came up behind me, hands sliding around my waist, his lips grazing the soft skin of my neck. His reflection in the mirror was hungry. “Mmm. You smell edible,” he murmured. “You look fuckable. God, I hope they want to do half as many dirty things to you as I do.”

His hands cupped my breasts, thumbs grazing my nipples. “How about a quickie before we head down?” he teased, pressing his hard cock against my ass. “I’ll fill you up so my cum leaks down your thighs while you sit across from them at lunch.”

I laughed, glancing at my phone. “Six minutes, babe. We don’t have time.”

“As tight as you are, I could come in three.” His voice was low, desperate.

I turned in his arms, kissing him deeply, feeling the tension in his body, the way his need vibrated against me. “You’re wound up,” I whispered.

“You have no idea.” His grip tightened on my ass. “The thought of them touching you has me amped like never before.”

I kissed him one more time, then pulled away with a wicked smile. “Then let’s not keep them waiting.”

In the lobby restaurant, Chris and Mike were already there, leaning casually against the wall. Both looked even hotter cleaned up—Chris in a fitted shirt that clung to his broad chest, Mike tall and elegant in dark slacks.

“We almost thought you weren’t coming,” Chris joked as we approached.

“Eric, this is Mike,” I said, nodding toward the taller one, then to the blond. “And this is Chris. Guys, my husband, Eric.”

Firm handshakes, measured smiles. An introduction, yes—but beneath it all, I could feel the current thrumming.

“Let’s grab a table,” Eric suggested smoothly.

The hostess led us to a round booth with padded leather seats. Somehow I ended up sandwiched in the middle—Eric to my left, Chris to my right, Mike on the far end. The closeness of their bodies made the air feel thick, charged.

Menus were handed out, and small talk carried us until the waitress returned. Orders placed, drinks refreshed. Eric leaned in, voice casual but curious. “Amanda mentioned you were about to check out today. Where are you from?”

“Seattle,” Mike answered. “We’re in real estate. Came down for a business deal.”

Chris’s eyes didn’t leave mine as he added, “As for leaving… plans can change.” His words were directed at me, but the look he gave Eric was unmistakable, a silent challenge.

Eric smiled slowly, then looked at me. “Definitely.”

It was like we were all reading the same script, the same dirty promise between the lines.

Then I felt Eric’s hand slide onto my thigh beneath the table. My spine stiffened, eyes darting to him, but he just kept talking casually about Vegas nightlife. His fingers stroked higher, nudging my legs apart, until the pad of his thumb pressed gently against my clit through the thin fabric of my panties.

Oh God. He’s really going to do this here? In a crowded restaurant? My breath hitched, but I forced myself to keep chatting with Mike, nodding as he spoke.

Eric’s fingers slid beneath my panties, teasing the slickness already gathering between my thighs. His fingers began to pump, slow and deliberate. My pulse thundered, my breath shallow.

Then I noticed Chris’s gaze drop, his eyes flicking to my lap. He looked back at Eric, and my stomach flipped as Eric gave him a subtle nod. Permission. Invitation.

A moment later, Chris’s hand joined the game, sliding over my thigh, his thumb pressing firmly against my clit as Eric’s fingers fucked me under the table. I gasped softly, covering it with a cough.

Mike leaned forward slightly, eyes wide, clearly aware of what was happening.

And then his hand, too, brushed across my inner thigh, sneaking under the hem of my dress. Three sets of fingers on me, in me—Eric pumping into my pussy, Chris circling my clit, Mike squeezing my thigh and slipping inside to tease me even further.

My orgasm built fast, feral. The thrill of it—the public danger, the hands of strangers, the weight of Eric watching me unravel—was too much. A moan escaped before I could stop it, soft but unmistakable. My pussy clamped tight around Eric’s fingers as Chris’s thumb worked mercilessly over my clit.

With a desperate grab for balance, I reached down under the table, clutching both Eric and Chris’s hard cocks through their pants, squeezing as I came violently around their fingers. My thighs trembled, my head falling back against the booth.

Chris leaned close, lips brushing my ear. “Good girl. That was just a taste.”

The waitress appeared with our food, her eyes lingering just a little too long, her smile tight. My cheeks burned hot with the thought that she might have seen.

When she walked away, Chris slipped his fingers into his mouth, licking them clean with a wicked grin. “Better than the appetizer.”

Eric did the same, moaning softly. “We don’t need dessert.”

“Oh, I think we do,” Mike said smoothly, his eyes locked on me. “At least, I definitely do.”

Eric lifted his fork with a smirk. “We can arrange that. Don’t you think, Amanda?”

Slowly, I nodded. “Tonight.”

“Perfect,” Chris said without hesitation. “Drinks at the pool, eight o’clock?”

Eric lifted his glass. “Eight it is.”


CHAPTER THREE




“God, I want to fuck you,” Eric growled the instant the hotel door latched behind us. His hands were on me before I could breathe—clutching my dress, pushing me back against the wall, kissing me like he was starving. “I can’t wait another second.”

Fabric tore overhead as he stripped me down, his tongue claiming mine. I gasped into his mouth, clutching at his shoulders. My bra clasp snapped beneath his skilled fingers and my breasts spilled free, nipples already stiff with need. He groaned and latched on, sucking one deep into his mouth, teeth grazing the tender bud.

I moaned, arching into him. His free hand slid down, fingers finding my swollen folds and pushing inside. I parted my legs wide, shameless, offering myself.

“You’re soaked,” he hissed. “Dripping, just from lunch.” His lips brushed my ear. “You liked me fingering you while Chris watched, didn’t you?”

I gasped, clenching around his fingers. “Yes… God, yes.”

He slammed me back onto the bed, crawling over me, his cock hard and heavy against my belly. His mouth devoured my throat, his stubble scraping deliciously over my skin.

“I should make you beg,” he panted. “Make you say how much you want their cocks.”

“I do,” I whispered, shameless, grinding against him. “I wished it was them at the booth, fucking me while you watched.”

His growl vibrated against my skin. He grabbed his cock, rubbing the fat head along my slit, coating himself in my wetness.

“Like this?” he asked, teasing me, slipping just the tip inside before pulling out again.

“Exactly like that,” I moaned, clawing at him.

He thrust into me hard, burying himself to the hilt. My back arched, a cry spilling from my lips.

“Fuck, yes,” I panted.

“By the way you’re squeezing me,” he grunted, pounding harder, “you’re ready for multiple cocks tonight.” He pinched my nipple, twisting until I cried out.

“God, yes,” I moaned, clutching his arms. “Fill me.”

But then he pulled out suddenly, and I whined. “Don’t stop!”

Dropping to his knees, he spread me wide, burying his face in my pussy. His tongue lashed my clit, sucking it between his lips until I was thrashing against the sheets.

“Fuck, Eric!” I gasped.

He didn’t stop, didn’t relent. His tongue slid lower, circling my tight hole. Two fingers drove into my cunt, pumping while his tongue teased my ass.

“Ohhh my God,” I whimpered. “Don’t stop. Please.”

“Like that?” he asked smugly, pulling back just long enough to grin before diving in again.

“Yes! Fuck, yes!”

He flipped me onto my stomach, spanking my ass. “On your knees.”

I obeyed instantly, arching back toward him, needy. His cock plunged into my pussy in one thrust, making me cry out. Then his fingers pressed against my ass, slipping inside, filling me in both holes at once.

The sensation ripped a scream from me, muffled only by the pillow I bit down on.

“Warming you up,” he growled against my ear. “Getting you ready for them. You like that? Imagining Chris and Mike filling you while I watch?”

“Ohhh God, yes!” The thought sent me spiraling. “Fuck me harder. Please!”

He pounded into me, fingers stretching my ass as his cock drilled my pussy. The lewd, wet sounds filled the room, my moans climbing higher.

“Gonna make them fuck you harder than this,” he grunted. “Gonna watch you take two cocks, maybe three.”

The filth of his words snapped something in me. My pussy clenched tight, my orgasm ripping through me. I screamed into the pillow, body shaking, cunt gripping his cock like a fist.

“Fuck!” Eric roared, slamming deep. His cock swelled, pulsed, then spilled hot cum inside me, filling me as his fingers worked my ass. He held me pinned, grinding as he emptied every drop.

We collapsed together, bodies slick, hearts racing. Cum oozed from my pussy, trickling down my thighs. I whimpered as he finally withdrew, my holes stretched, aching, used.

“That was so fucking hot,” he panted, falling beside me.

“I came so hard,” I admitted, kissing him lazily.

He chuckled, brushing damp hair from my face. “I didn’t think you’d let me have my dick back. You were clamped on like a vise.”

I giggled, still trembling. “Wait until Chris and Mike see how tight I get.”

“Oh, they’ll find out.” He traced lazy circles on my hip. “They’re in for the ride of their lives.”

I rolled to my side, still panting. “I loved what you did. Filling me in both holes… it felt so good.”

“You liked that?” His grin was wicked. “What are you gonna do tonight when two of us are inside you?”

I smirked. “Just two? There are three of you.”

His eyes widened. “You think you can take all three? You’re so fucking tight already.”

I laughed nervously, but heat pooled in my belly at the thought. “I don’t know. You barely fit. What if they’re bigger?”

He softened, pulling me close. “Then we go slow. This is about you, Amanda. If anything feels wrong, you tell me. I’ll make sure they stop.” His eyes locked with mine. “I swear it.”

I kissed him, reassured. “I know. But God, I want it. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“Me either.” He kissed me back, long and deep.

When we finally pulled apart, I glanced at the clock. “Shit! We’ve got to shower and head to the pool.”

He smirked. “I’ll help wash your back.”

I narrowed my eyes. “You’ll just distract me.”

He shrugged innocently. “The shower’s big enough for both of us.”

Laughing, I tossed him a towel. “I actually need to get clean. You’ll get your turn again later… along with the others.”

He dropped back onto the bed with a wolfish grin. “Mmm. I like the sound of that—‘my turn, along with the others.’”

I disappeared into the bathroom, heart racing, pussy still dripping with his cum, knowing the night ahead would make this feel like foreplay.


CHAPTER FOUR




Carrying our towels, Eric and I stepped out onto the pool deck again. The heat of the day had faded into something softer, the evening sky bleeding into streaks of pink, orange, and deep violet. The lights of the strip twinkled in the distance, neon pulsing like a heartbeat against the desert dark. My own heartbeat was just as loud.

There they were. Chris and Mike. Leaning back against the side of the pool, water glistening over their shoulders, arms stretched casually across the concrete ledge like they were posing for a magazine.

“Hey, guys,” I called out, the brightness in my voice covering how shaky I felt inside. “Mind if we join you?”

Chris’s smile spread slowly, deliberately. “Please,” he said, his voice rich and low.

“Absolutely,” Mike added, gesturing with his hand like he was inviting us into his orbit.

Eric and I made our way down the stairs, the water rising around us until it wrapped our bodies in its heated embrace. The warmth should have been soothing, but my nerves had me trembling. I could swear the ripples in the water betrayed my shaking.

The men watched us approach. Their gazes weren’t subtle. Mike’s eyes traveled down my body, lingering openly on the swell of my breasts beneath the bikini top. Chris tilted his head, his blue eyes piercing, watching the way Eric’s hand rested lightly on my back as though he was presenting me.

The sun dipped lower, shadows stretching long across the water. The horizon was a painting of violet streaks and fire-orange clouds, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that it mirrored exactly what was happening inside me: bright heat bleeding into encroaching darkness, something wild and uncontainable just over the edge.

“Can we get you two a drink?” Chris asked smoothly, his voice breaking me out of my reverie.

“Please,” I blurted, too fast, too eager. My cheeks burned.

Mike smirked knowingly and motioned to a passing staff member. “What’ll it be?”

“I’ll take an apple martini,” I said, trying for casual, failing.

“And I’ll have a Long Island,” Eric added easily, his voice level.

He waded closer, slipping his arm low around my waist, pushing me just slightly nearer to Chris and Mike. His touch grounded me but also propelled me forward, like he could feel the nervous energy vibrating through me. His thumb stroked the side of my hip in a slow, deliberate circle, reminding me: I’m here. I want this.

Our drinks arrived in tall, sweating glasses, condensation dripping down the stems. I clung to mine like it was armor. The four of us settled near the edge of the pool, laughing about Vegas excess, gambling stories, even terrible hotel food. The small talk was easy, almost too easy, and yet I could feel the tension thrumming beneath it like a bass line only I could hear.

Eric kept inching closer, until at some point I realized I was boxed in—his body at my back, Chris on one side, Mike on the other. The martini made me bold, but the closeness made me ache.

“So tell us,” Mike said after a lull in the conversation, his voice curious, his tone edged with something sharper. “Have you ever done something like this before?”

My stomach lurched. My heart jumped into my throat.

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. What if honesty ruined the moment? What if they thought inexperience was a turn-off? What if lying made me sound cheap?

Before I could spiral further, Eric stepped in smoothly, his hand tightening on my hip. “It’s something we’ve talked about for a long time,” he said calmly. “But we never found the right guys.”

Chris’s smile widened. His hand slipped beneath the water, resting on my thigh. “And now?” His thumb stroked lazy circles over my skin. “Do you think we might be the right guys?”

His voice was a caress, his touch bolder than I expected, and the combination made my belly flip.

“I think you could be,” I whispered, sipping my martini to steady my voice.

“Mmm,” Mike hummed, leaning in, his own hand claiming my other thigh under the water. His fingers were hot, strong, deliberate. “I think she’s right.”

Eric said nothing, but I could feel his breath near my ear, his body taut behind me.

My thighs parted slightly on instinct, my body betraying me. I knew Eric could see it. He wanted me to put on a show, to open myself while they touched me.

Chris’s hand slid higher, brushing the crotch of my bikini. His thumb pressed over my clit, a sharp jolt of pleasure sparking through me. My lips parted in a quiet gasp.

Eric’s silence burned into me, but when I dared a glance, I saw his cock thickening in his trunks, the outline obscene, undeniable. His eyes glittered like he was drunk on the sight.

Mike shifted, angling his body to shield us slightly from view. His free hand rose, fingers skating over my breast. He pinched my nipple lightly through the fabric, and I bit my lip, heat flooding my core.

I couldn’t stop myself—I reached under the water, one hand for each of their cocks. They were both rock hard, thick shafts straining against wet fabric.

Three men. Three cocks. All for me.

My pussy clenched, aching to be filled. I was dizzy with it, my mind spinning.

Then—movement at the edge of my vision. A shadow.

The staff member was walking toward us.

Panic detonated inside me. My thighs snapped shut, I yanked my hands away, and I scooted closer to Eric as though distance could erase what had just happened. My pulse thundered. Heat rushed to my cheeks.

Were we caught? Would they kick us out? What would happen to our prepaid stay?

“Excuse me,” the middle-aged man said politely, balancing a tray.

The four of us froze, faces angled up at him, guilty as schoolchildren.

“Yes?” Chris asked smoothly, sipping his drink like nothing at all had happened.

“Would any of you like another round? My shift’s ending, and I like to make sure my guests are taken care of before I leave.” He smiled warmly.

The panic dissolved, replaced by giddy relief. I’d imagined disaster in three seconds flat.

“Yes, please,” Mike said smoothly. “Another round. Charge it to our room.” He reached under his towel on the deck, pulled out a bill, and slid it to the man. “And this is for you.”

“All my pleasure,” the waiter said, heading back toward the bar.

Chris chuckled.

“What?” I demanded, cheeks hot.

“You thought we were caught.” His grin was wolfish.

I swallowed. “How did you know?”

“The way you snapped your legs shut. The way you pulled away.” His hand rose, cupping my cheek, tilting my face toward his. His breath was warm against my neck. “You’re shy,” he said, voice low. “But I like that.”

“You do?” My voice was barely a whisper.

“I do,” he murmured, eyes gleaming. “Means you’re a good girl. Obedient. Submissive.” His thumb stroked my cheek. “Don’t worry. We’ll bring out the side of you that’s been hiding.”

My pussy clenched hard at his words, though I tried to hide it.

The waiter returned, passing out drinks, mentioning that Manuel, a younger bartender, would be around for the rest of the evening.

We all thanked him politely, glasses clinking again.

But the atmosphere had changed. Their flirtation grew sharper. Mike’s hand rested casually at the small of my back, his thumb tracing idle circles. Chris’s thigh pressed firmly against mine, his gaze heavy, hungry.

Eric remained silent, drinking, watching.

The longer he stayed quiet, the more anxious I grew. Was he turned on? Was he reconsidering? The not knowing made me dizzy.

People drifted away. Towels gathered, laughter fading. Soon only a few couples remained, scattered at the far end of the pool. The night closed in warm and heavy around us.

“Last call!” a voice rang out. “Pool closes in twenty minutes.”

We looked at each other.

“I think we’re good,” Eric said finally. His first words in what felt like an eternity. His voice was steady, unreadable.

“Yeah,” I added quickly, covering my nerves. “Should we head in?”

“Sure,” Chris said easily. “Your room or ours?” His arm slipped around my waist, bold, possessive, as we climbed the steps.

“Ours,” I said too quickly, too eager. My pulse throbbed.

“Perfect.” Mike’s grin was wicked. He caught my puzzled look. “We’ll meet you there. To grab condoms.”

I laughed nervously, shaking my head. “Haven’t used those in years.”

“What’s your room number?” Chris asked, toweling off.

“417.”

“See you soon,” Mike said, winking.

As they disappeared down the hall, I wrapped my towel tight around me. My pussy still throbbed, my thighs sticky from arousal, but my mind spun.

Eric had been so quiet. Watching, yes—but what if that silence wasn’t lust but hesitation? What if he shut this down the moment we walked into our room?

I had no idea.

But the ache between my thighs begged for an answer.


CHAPTER FIVE




The elevator doors slid shut, and the world went quiet but for the low hum of the lift and the pounding of my heart. Alone at last, I turned to Eric. His silence had weighed on me the whole way up from the pool.

“Are you still okay with this?” My voice came out softer than I meant, tentative. “We don’t have to if you don’t want to.”

He snapped his head toward me, eyes wide. “Are you kidding?!” His voice was sharp, exasperated.

I blinked, unsure whether that was good or bad. My lips parted, but nothing came out.

“Babe.” He planted both hands on my shoulders, grounding me. “Watching their hands all over your body in the pool, the way they were fondling you right in front of me? That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. I can’t wait to see what happens next.”

I exhaled in relief, my chest loosening. “Then why were you so quiet all night? I thought maybe you’d changed your mind.”

Eric tilted his head back and laughed, then leaned down to kiss my forehead. His lips lingered there, warm, steady.

“Amanda,” he said, pulling me close. “The reason I’ve been quiet is because I couldn’t stop thinking about what comes next. My mind’s been racing, watching them with you, imagining what they’re going to do to my sweet, innocent wife when we’re finally behind closed doors.”

I swallowed, heat surging through me. “So you were just… thinking?”

“You have no idea how much.” His eyes burned into mine. “I don’t know how you kept your composure with them. I couldn’t focus on a single word they said. All I could do was picture it—your mouth on them, their cocks inside you, you moaning for someone else while I watch.”

A blush warmed my cheeks, and I smiled up at him.

“My heart’s been pounding the entire night. I’m anxious, yeah—but in the best way. It’s like this sharp mix of jealousy and excitement, anticipation so strong it almost hurts.”

The elevator chimed, the doors opening to our floor.

“Good,” I said with a sly grin, as we stepped into the hall. “Because I fully intend on making you jealous.” I giggled, and the sound was more nervous than playful.

In the room, I changed quickly, nerves and arousal clashing like waves. From my bag, I pulled out one of the riskiest sets I’d packed: a strappy leather lingerie ensemble with a matching garter. The cups framed my breasts so that my nipples were nearly exposed, while thin straps hugged my waist, crisscrossing over my stomach, leaving me bare between the garters. It was made for being looked at.

By the time I hooked the garters and adjusted the straps, a knock rattled the door.

“It’s them,” I squealed, my stomach dropping to my knees.

Eric answered.

Chris and Mike stepped in like they owned the place, their eyes immediately sweeping over me.

“Wow,” Chris whistled low.

“Yes, she does,” Mike purred, prowling toward me. He took my hand, lifting my arm above my head. “Spin for me.”

I let him twirl me, nerves dissolving under his steady gaze. His palm lingered at my lower back when I faced him again.

“You like?” I asked, laughing nervously, needing to fill the silence.

“I fucking love,” Mike growled, his breath hot at my ear. He backed me toward the wall, pinning both my wrists above me with one strong hand.

His lips pressed to my neck, warm and wet, his teeth grazing gently. I gasped, tilting my head to give him more. His nose brushed against my cheek before his mouth claimed mine, his tongue forcing its way in.

A second touch—different—skimmed my waist. My eyes flew open. Chris. His hands traced over me like I was a new toy he was unwrapping, gliding over my ribs, down to the swell of my ass.

Eric stood a few feet away, watching intently, his chest rising and falling with heavy breaths. His cock strained against his shorts, obvious even from where I stood.

Chris’s hand traveled lower, sweeping between my thighs. With a rough shove, he spread them apart, pushing leather aside. His fingers slid over my clit, teasing before slipping inside.

I moaned into Mike’s mouth, my hips jerking forward. Eric’s presence seared into me—I couldn’t ignore him. His eyes devoured the sight, his cock hard and obvious as he stepped closer.

I whimpered when his mouth suddenly closed over my breast, tongue swirling over my nipple through the thin strap of leather. His teeth tugged lightly, and I bucked against Chris’s hand.

The three of them steered me toward the bed like a pack corralling prey. My back hit the mattress, legs parted wide. Chris dropped to his knees between them, his mouth descending on my pussy.

His tongue lapped up my wetness, his lips sucking at my clit. I moaned shamelessly, my hips rising off the sheets.

Above me, Mike knelt, stroking his cock. His shaft was thick, pulsing, the head already slick with precum. “Open wide,” he ordered, pressing it against my lips.

Greedy, I obeyed, taking him deep into my throat. He groaned, one hand gripping my hair.

Eric slid onto the bed beside me, stroking his own cock, the sight of me being used turning him wild. I reached blindly with one hand, wrapping my fingers around him, stroking in rhythm with my sucking.

Chris’s tongue buried inside me, his face pressed tight to my slit. My body twisted between pleasure and need, my moans muffled by Mike’s cock pumping my mouth.

Mike’s hips began to thrust, fucking my throat, his cock hitting the back until my eyes watered.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Her mouth feels incredible.”

Eric’s voice was rough, hungry. “My turn.” He tugged Mike away, replacing him.

Mike leaned down, biting at my nipples, sucking them until they stood hard, his tongue flicking relentlessly.

I gasped around Eric’s cock, his thickness sliding down my throat as Chris devoured me.

Then Chris pulled back, panting. “Condom?” He fished one from his jeans.

Before he could tear it open, Eric’s voice cut sharp. “Wait.”

My eyes shot open. Panic flooded me. Was he stopping it?

“She’s on the pill,” Eric said, looking straight at Chris. “You don’t have to—if you don’t want.”

My pussy clenched hard. Bare. He was offering them bare.

Chris tossed the condom aside. “Better without. And she’s so tight, I won’t last long anyway.”

“Just means I get my turn faster,” Mike laughed.

Chris lined up, pressing into me. My walls stretched around him, my pussy gripping every inch.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped, eyes wide. He was longer than Eric, pushing deeper than I was used to.

“Holy shit,” Chris grunted. “She’s tighter than I thought.” He began to thrust, filling me completely.

Eric shoved his cock back into my mouth, groaning as he watched Chris pound into me.

Mike shifted lower, tongue flicking my clit as Chris’s cock worked me open. Pleasure screamed through me.

“Let’s try DVP,” Eric suggested suddenly. His voice was electric.

“Think she can take it?” Chris slowed, still thrusting, his brows raised.

Two cocks. In my pussy. At once. My body tensed with nerves—but my heart screamed yes.

Mike lay flat on the bed. I straddled him, guiding his thick cock inside. Full. Too full already.

Chris moved behind me, lubing himself. Eric tossed him our bottle with a grin. “Save some for me.”

I leaned forward against Mike’s chest, breasts pressing into him, while Chris spread my thighs wider with his knees. Slowly, carefully, he pushed in alongside Mike.

The stretch was unbearable—then exquisite.

“Fuck, she’s so tight,” Chris groaned.

Eric’s phone clicked, the camera flashing. “God, look at that. Hold still.” He filmed as both men slid in and out of me, my pussy stuffed impossibly full.

The pressure was overwhelming, but my body adjusted, slick with arousal. The friction lit me up, every nerve ending on fire.

Eric stroked himself furiously, filming my face as I gasped and moaned, eyes rolling back.

“Come here, babe,” I begged, opening my mouth. He fed me his cock, and I sucked desperately while the two men used me below.

Mike groaned, his abs tightening under my palms. “I’m close—fuck, I’m close.”

I pulled off Eric just long enough to gasp, “Come in me. I want to feel it drip.”

Mike’s cock swelled, pulsing deep inside me. He groaned loud, hot cum flooding my pussy. The heat spread, dripping even as Chris continued thrusting, mixing it with his own rhythm.

Seeing it—seeing cum drip from me—made Eric curse, jerking harder as he filmed.

Chris fucked me harder, slick with Mike’s release. My pussy spasmed, my orgasm crashing hard as his cock slammed deep.

Mike slipped free, cum oozing down my thighs. Chris shoved back in, groaning. “You needed that, didn’t you?”

I could only moan in answer.

Beside me, Eric popped the lube open again, his eyes dark with hunger. “My turn.”


CHAPTER SIX




Eric’s hands spread my ass wide as I straddled Chris, his cock buried deep in my soaked pussy. Chris’s chest rose and fell under me, his eyes glued to where I was gripping him so tightly. My body was already wrecked from the first round, sticky with cum that clung to my thighs, but I was hungry for more—aching, trembling, desperate to be filled again.

“Hold still for me, babe,” Eric murmured behind me, his voice low and commanding. His cock pressed hot and hard against the tight star of my ass. “I want to see my wife take both of us at once.”

I froze, my breath catching in my throat. My heart hammered. I’d just been double stuffed in my pussy; now Eric wanted to push into my ass while Chris stayed deep inside me.

“Relax, baby,” Eric whispered, his voice rasping with desire. “Breathe. Let me in.”

The blunt head of his cock pressed harder, pushing against the resistance of my tightest hole. My moan broke into a whimper as he began to slide inside. The stretch burned at first, hot and sharp, but then gave way to an exquisite fullness that made my eyes roll back.

“Ohhh fuck,” I gasped, my nails clawing at Chris’s chest.

Chris groaned too, his hands locking around my hips. “Jesus Christ—she’s clamping down on me so hard with you in there.”

Eric growled low in his throat, fisting my hair and pulling it into a rough ponytail as he pushed deeper. “That’s my girl. Stuffed in both holes. Made to be filled.”

I trembled, my body caught between pain and bliss as Eric bottomed out in my ass. I was stretched to the edge of breaking, both of my holes plugged full, every nerve in my body lit like fire.

“Fuck—fuck—” I whimpered, unable to find words.

Chris thrust upward into my pussy, and the movement forced Eric deeper into my ass at the same time. The sensation was indescribable. My body convulsed, caught between their rhythm, every thrust dragging across swollen, overstimulated flesh.

Eric leaned close, his breath hot on my ear. “Look at you. Two cocks inside you, both of us using you at once. You were made for this.”

The words slammed through me, filth and love tangled together. My pussy clenched down on Chris so hard he groaned.

“That’s it,” Chris rasped, driving up harder. “She’s squeezing the life out of me.”

My vision blurred as the orgasm built, pressure coiling hot and unbearable between my thighs. I couldn’t stop it. My body seized, walls spasming, pussy gripping Chris like a vice.

“Yes—yes—” I cried out, my voice breaking. “I’m coming!”

Eric’s grip on my hair tightened as he pounded into my ass, his words a growl in my ear. “Come for us. Milk him while I fuck your ass raw.”

The orgasm tore through me like lightning. My pussy convulsed, clamping around Chris as I screamed. My whole body shook, my thighs trembling as wave after wave crashed over me.

Chris slammed up hard, groaning. “Oh fuck—she’s got me. I’m gonna—”

His cock swelled inside me, thick spurts of cum flooding my already messy pussy.

Eric’s thrusts turned ragged, deeper, rougher. “Shit—Amanda—” His cock jerked in my ass, pulsing hot as he unloaded inside me.

I sobbed with pleasure, overwhelmed, as both of them came at once—my pussy stuffed with Chris’s seed, my ass filled with Eric’s. My body couldn’t contain it all; cum spilled, smeared, leaked down my thighs.

Eric held me pinned between them until his cock twitched out its last pulse, then collapsed to the side, panting. Chris stayed buried inside me a moment longer, groaning as my spasms milked the last drops from him.

When I finally pulled off him, I collapsed onto the bed, shaking. My pussy gaped, dripping thick streams of white. My ass felt swollen, stretched, slick with Eric’s cum.

That’s when I saw Mike.

He was at the edge of the bed, stroking his cock, his eyes burning as he took in the sight of me wrecked and leaking.

“Holy fuck,” he muttered, climbing onto the mattress. “Look at this mess.”

I looked down. He was right. My pussy was a disaster zone, cum everywhere, stringing between my thighs, smeared on Chris’s cock. It looked obscene.

Mike knelt between my legs, grinning. “Looks like you need a cleanup.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but the words died in my throat as his tongue pressed to my swollen pussy.

“Ohhh!” I gasped, my back arching.

He licked greedily, lapping up the cum dripping out of me, sucking at my folds like he couldn’t get enough.

“Oh fuck—that’s so dirty,” I moaned, shoving my hips into his face.

Eric sat up beside me, stroking his cock as he watched. His eyes were wild with pride and lust. “Eat her, man. Get every drop out of my wife.”

Mike’s tongue pushed deeper, scooping out the cum that had pooled inside me and swallowing it down. He pulled back just long enough to show me a glob of white on his tongue before sucking it back.

My face burned, but my pussy clenched hard. Shame and arousal tangled until I couldn’t tell the difference.

“You’re not clean yet,” he whispered against me. He shoved two fingers inside, curling them deep, and pulled out another clump. He sucked it from his hand like candy.

I whimpered, tears prickling the corners of my eyes. “God—that’s so filthy—I love it.”

“Good girl,” Mike murmured, climbing up my body. His lips crashed into mine, his tongue forcing into my mouth, and I tasted it—the salt of cum and my own juices smeared across his tongue.

My body shook violently as his cock slid inside me.

“Ohhh fuck,” he groaned, bottoming out. “So warm—so tight—even with all that cum inside you. Feels perfect.”

I wrapped my legs around him, locking him deep inside.

Chris moved beside me, sucking one nipple into his mouth, biting and tugging until it stood sharp. His fingers pinched my other, twisting hard until I cried out.

“You’re such a good little slut,” he praised. “Taking us all, letting us fill you up while your husband watches.”

Eric groaned, his cock slick in his hand. “That’s right, baby. Show them how perfect my wife’s pussy is. Take it all.”

Mike’s thrusts grew faster, harder, his thick cock dragging over swollen walls.

“She’s tightening again,” he grunted. “Feels like she’s about to come all over me.”

“I can’t—” I gasped, my nails digging into his shoulders. “I can’t hold it—”

The orgasm ripped through me again, my pussy convulsing around him, milking his cock.

“Fuck!” he growled, slamming harder. “Take it. Take my load.”

His cock swelled, jerking deep inside me as hot cum spilled in thick waves. I screamed with him, my body convulsing again as the heat filled me to overflowing.

When he collapsed beside me, panting, I was wrecked—shaking, drenched, soaked in cum. My pussy gaped, dripping steadily, the sheets beneath me stained.

For a long moment, the room was silent except for the sound of our breathing.

Then Chris chuckled, pulling his pants on. “Thanks for a fantastic night. You’ve got one hell of a wife, man.”

Eric beamed, pride radiating off him. “Thanks. You guys were amazing with her. Look at her—completely spent.”

“She was perfect,” Mike agreed, leaning down to kiss me one last time. His lips tasted of cum and sweat. “The perfect treat.”

Eric showed them out, locking the door behind them.

When he turned back to me, his cock was still half-hard, his eyes molten. He climbed into bed beside me, brushing hair from my damp forehead.

“Well, Amanda,” he said with a grin, “what did you think?”

I couldn’t even speak. My body was trembling, my thighs sticky, my pussy still dripping with three men’s cum. But I managed a smile, weak and dazed.

“I think,” I whispered hoarsely, “I’ve never been more used… or more loved.”


CHAPTER SEVEN




The room still smelled of sweat and sex, heavy and musky, the air conditioner doing nothing to clear away the haze. My thighs were tacky with drying cum, slick patches cooling against my skin while other streaks still felt warm, slowly sliding down toward the sheets. My pussy throbbed in dull pulses, sore from being stretched every possible way, every hole filled, used, and left overflowing. The mattress was damp beneath me, evidence of everything they had done to me, and yet lying there in that mess I felt more alive than I ever had.

Eric was on his back beside me, chest rising and falling hard, his hair damp and sticking up in wild tufts. He hadn’t taken his eyes off me once. I could feel his gaze lingering on every smear of come, every mark left by Mike and Chris, like he was cataloging it all to replay later.

“It was probably the best sex of my life,” I admitted, though I caught myself, not wanting it to sound like an insult to him. “But don’t get me wrong, Eric. You and I… we’ve always had a great sex life. I mean it.”

His lips curled, like he wanted to argue, like he needed more than that little safe answer. “I can definitely say it was one of my best experiences,” I added, a softer smile playing on my lips.

He rolled his head toward me, eyes hungry, insistent. “Come on. What’d you really think?” he pressed, voice rough, like he was still living in the rawness of it.

Smiling, I shifted, rolling over until my cheek rested on his stomach, his skin warm and slightly salty under me. He threaded his fingers through my hair slowly, almost absentmindedly, but there was tension in his hand, a need. “It was probably one of the best nights of my life,” I whispered up at him, finally giving him the truth I’d been holding back.

The grin that spread across his face told me I’d said exactly what he wanted to hear. “Yeah,” he breathed, still a little winded. “That was pretty fucking hot. I was surprised you were able to take all three of us at the same time.”

I shrugged, my cheek brushing over the ridges of his abs. “It was a little painful at first, but the excitement of it all quickly made everything else fade away. It was amazing.” I leaned up, kissing him, my lips catching the faint taste of salt from his skin.

He deepened the kiss, gripping my hair tighter. “You know what needs to happen now, don’t you?” His voice had dropped into that tone I couldn’t resist, half promise, half command. His hand wrapped my hair around his fist, tugging gently until I was looking up at him. “I need you all to myself now.”

I felt my breath hitch at his words, my pussy aching even through the soreness, still slick with Mike’s last load. Before I could respond, he shifted, rolling me under him, and I felt the blunt head of his cock slide against me. My eyes widened — he was already hard again.

“With Mike’s come still in you,” he growled, pressing himself forward, “I’m going to use it. I’m going to fuck it deeper into you.”

The stretch made me gasp, my hands flying up to grip his shoulders. “Oh my God! You’re already hard?” I asked, my voice half shock, half delight.

“Oh yeah.” He smirked, not slowing his steady thrust into me. “I might’ve been looking at the pics on my phone while we were talking.”

The admission made me blush and burn all at once. My husband — stroking himself to the images of me being split open, filled, dripping with other men’s cum — the thought was so filthy I clenched around him involuntarily.

He flipped me quickly, maneuvering me so I was straddling him, his cock buried deep as he gripped my hips tight, forcing me down until I could feel his balls pressing against me. Even as swollen and tender as I was, I took him, my body instinctively opening, welcoming.

“Mmmm,” he moaned, dragging his hands up from my hips to my waist, up my ribcage until he cupped my breasts. “I need this. You. All I ever need is you.”

I leaned down, pressing my mouth to his, kissing him hard, passionately, our tongues sliding together as my breasts brushed over his chest. His words wrapped around me even as I teased, pulling back just enough to whisper against his lips, “You don’t mind sharing me though, huh?”

“Fuck, not at all,” he growled, thrusting up into me hard enough to make me whimper. “Watching all of your holes filled was fucking hot.”

I rolled my hips, riding him harder, bouncing on him until I felt every inch of him slamming deep. “You know what I thought was fucking hot?” I asked, gasping between thrusts.

His eyes bored into mine, hungry. “Tell me,” he grunted, sweat starting to bead at his temples.

“When I was completely full of come,” I breathed, moving faster, grinding down until he hit the deepest parts of me. “And the thick, gloppy pile was just sitting in my pussy. And when Mike…” I leaned down, my lips brushing his ear as I confessed, “When Mike ate it all out of me.”

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, his hips bucking up hard, forcing me to cry out. His hands clamped down on my ass, holding me tight as he fucked up into me. “That was fucking hot. Seeing all of that come in you. Good thing you’re on the pill,” he rasped. “I swear it looked like enough to knock up four or five women.”

His words sent a jolt through me, because I knew something he didn’t. My pussy fluttered around his cock, the confession sitting heavy on my tongue.

I leaned down again, hair spilling over his shoulders as I took him deeper, whispering the truth into his ear. “Actually…” I hesitated, my body trembling as I gave it to him. “I quit taking it two months ago.”

His eyes widened beneath me, the shock flaring across his face even as his hips kept thrusting up into me. For a second he froze, buried to the hilt inside me, like he was trying to process the words. My body was trembling, clenched tight around him, waiting for his reaction.

“Eric,” I said, my voice breaking into a moan as his cock twitched inside me. “I want another baby.”

The sound that tore from his throat was half-growl, half-groan, primal and raw. His hands gripped my hips so hard I knew there would be bruises tomorrow, and then he slammed up into me with a force that knocked the air from my lungs.

“Fuck,” he muttered through clenched teeth, pounding harder, his eyes locked on mine with a look I’d never seen before — wild, possessive, undone. “You drop that on me now? After everything I just watched? After seeing them fill you?”

“Yes,” I gasped, riding him, matching his rhythm as sweat slid between my breasts. “I thought—I thought it would drive you crazy.”

“It does,” he growled, his jaw tightening as he drove himself deeper, grinding against my cervix like he wanted to brand me from the inside. “You’re telling me I might’ve just watched my wife take three loads while she was fertile?”

The way he said it — equal parts furious and aroused — made my clit throb. “Yes,” I whispered, clutching at his shoulders. “You love it, don’t you?”

His laugh was dark, breathless. “I don’t know if I love it… or if I want to knock you up so hard right now they’ll never wonder who you belong to.”

That should have scared me, the rawness in his voice, but instead it lit me on fire. I leaned down, kissing him hard, moaning into his mouth as he flipped me beneath him in one sharp motion.

Now he was on top, pinning me down, spreading my thighs so wide it hurt a little. He looked down at where we were joined, at the mess smeared across my swollen lips, and something shifted in his eyes. Reverence, hunger, love — all tangled together.

“Look at you,” he rasped, pulling out almost to the tip before driving back in hard. “Leaking with their cum, stuffed with mine. And you’re telling me you want more? You want me to fill you again until you’re carrying me?”

“Yes,” I cried, arching against him, nails digging into his back. “Yes, Eric, I want it. I want your baby.”

He groaned so loud it echoed off the hotel walls. “Then I’m not stopping until I’ve emptied everything I have into you.”

He fucked me like a man possessed, like the thought of me carrying his child while still dripping with other men’s seed was the hottest thing he’d ever heard. My legs shook as he threw them over his shoulders, hammering into me, the wet slap of our bodies obscene. I couldn’t stop moaning, couldn’t stop begging. Every thrust drove me closer, the knot inside me tightening until I thought I might shatter.

“Come on my cock, Amanda,” he ordered, his voice harsh, desperate. “Come for me while I breed you.”

That word — breed — pushed me over the edge. My vision blurred, my pussy convulsing around him in tight, pulsing waves that dragged his orgasm out of him.

“Fuck—” he roared, burying himself as deep as he could go, holding me pinned while his cock jerked and throbbed, shooting thick, hot spurts into me. He didn’t stop thrusting, grinding against me like he was trying to push it deeper, make sure every drop stayed inside.

The pleasure was too much, too intense; my body shook beneath him, tears prickling at the corners of my eyes as I came again with him, my cunt clamping like a fist around his swelling shaft.

When he finally collapsed on top of me, chest heaving, we were both slick with sweat, our breaths mingling as we lay tangled in the sticky sheets. My thighs were trembling uncontrollably, and I could feel his cum oozing out already, warm trails slipping down to soak the bed.

He rolled to his side, pulling me against him, his hand immediately dropping to my belly. His palm spread wide, possessive, protective, like he was already imagining it swelling beneath his touch.

“You should’ve told me sooner,” he murmured, his lips brushing my hairline, his voice still rough. “But fuck… that was the hottest thing you could’ve said.”

I tilted my head to look at him, my lips swollen, my throat raw. “You’re not mad?” I whispered.

He shook his head, eyes blazing even in the dim light. “Mad? Amanda, you just gave me the dirtiest, filthiest gift I’ve ever been handed. The thought that you might be carrying me right now—after all that—” He broke off with a sharp laugh, pulling me tighter. “You don’t know what that does to me.”

I kissed his chest, tasting the salt of his skin. My heart was still racing, my body still trembling, but I’d never felt closer to him. “Then whatever happens… happens,” I said softly.

“Not whatever,” he countered, his hand pressing firmer against my belly. “Our future happens. And I’m going to make damn sure you get it.”

Eric’s hand never left my stomach, his thumb tracing lazy circles just above my navel as if he could already feel life stirring beneath the skin. His breathing had slowed, steadier now, but his eyes were wide open, burning. I could tell he wasn’t drifting off to sleep. No—he was thinking, watching, cataloguing me like he always did when something lodged deep in his mind.

I shifted slightly, my thighs sticky, the mess between them cooling but still plentiful. Cum was everywhere—inside me, on me, under me, seeping into the sheets. The smell was thick in the room, musky and sweet, and instead of feeling gross, I felt claimed. Marked. Cherished in the filthiest way possible.

Eric kissed my temple, then reached over to the nightstand, snagging his phone. He unlocked it with a swipe of his thumb, the screen lighting up his face in soft blue glow. I knew exactly what he was looking at before I even tilted my head to peek.

“You filmed a lot,” I teased, my voice scratchy, almost hoarse.

His lips quirked, but he didn’t look away from the phone. “Not enough,” he said. His thumb moved quickly, swiping, pausing, rewinding. Then he turned the screen toward me.

There I was—bent forward, stretched wide, two cocks pumping in and out of me while my mouth was stuffed with his. My own muffled moans filled the speakers, high-pitched and desperate, blending with the men’s grunts.

I bit my lip, my cheeks flushing hot. Watching it, hearing it—so raw, so unfiltered—it was like reliving the moment, only now I could see myself the way he had. Used. Overwhelmed. Glorious.

“Look at you,” he whispered, his thumb stroking across my hip in time with the video’s thrusts. “Look at how fucking beautiful you are like this. My wife. My slut.”

The words made my pussy clench all over again, sore as I was. I leaned against him, eyes glued to the screen. “You liked it that much?” I asked softly.

He laughed under his breath, low and rough. “Liked? Amanda, I’ll be jerking off to this every day for months. But nothing—and I mean nothing—beats knowing you’re still mine. That after all that, you came back here and told me you want my baby.”

The video looped, and for a moment we just watched in silence. The wet slap of flesh, the guttural sounds of men losing themselves in me. My own cries. It was obscene and intoxicating.

“I want you to send me that one,” I whispered.

He arched a brow. “So you can play with yourself to it when I’m not around?”

“Maybe.” I grinned, kissing his shoulder. “Or maybe so I can remember exactly how lucky I am.”

He set the phone aside, finally, and turned to me. His hand slid down between my thighs, not to start anything more but to scoop up some of the sticky mixture still leaking from me. He held it up between us, strings of white glistening in the dim light. His eyes locked on mine as he smeared it over my pussy lips, back and forth, slow and deliberate.

“You’re still dripping with them,” he said, voice reverent, like it was a holy thing. “And now me, too. All of us in you, together.”

I shivered, even as my body begged for rest. “So messy,” I whispered.

His mouth brushed my ear, hot breath making me squirm. “So perfect.”

We lay tangled in the damp sheets, the silence stretching, comfortable and heavy with everything unspoken. My eyelids began to droop, exhaustion pulling me under, but Eric’s hand never stilled on me—stroking my hip, tracing my belly, reminding me he was still awake, still watching over me.

Before sleep claimed me, I murmured, “You really don’t mind? That I want another baby?”

He kissed my hair, his lips lingering. “Amanda, I don’t just not mind. I want it too. And if it happens—whether it’s tonight or next month—I’ll know it was because we were brave enough to give each other everything.”

The words wrapped around me, warm and safe, even as my body still ached from being broken open. My last thought before drifting off was of Eric’s hand on my stomach, and the wild hope that maybe, just maybe, something had already begun to grow inside me.


CHAPTER EIGHT




The breakfast room buzzed with the low tumble of trays and clinking silverware, a million quiet conversations folding into the clatter. The sunlight slanted through the floor-to-ceiling windows and painted everything gold, setting motes of cigarette smoke and steam from coffee alight like tiny embers. I slid my last bite of French toast onto my fork and didn’t even taste it; my mouth was full of other memories—sloppy, filthy, impossible-to-forget images that had nothing to do with syrup.

Eric came out of the bathroom with a toothbrush in his hand and a grin that still had that messy, satisfied edge. “Let’s go grab some breakfast,” he said, voice hoarse in that way it had been since the night before. “After all that extracurricular activity last night, I’m starving.”

“Same,” I said, and the word was breathy because of more than hunger. The bed still smelled like us and the sheets had a crusted evidence of what three men could do to a married woman. My body felt like a souvenir—bruised in a dozen good places and humming with a dozen more. I tugged on joggers and an oversized tee, slid into sandals, and followed him downstairs with the stupid, happy wobble of someone who’d been used and loved in equal measure.

At the buffet, Eric piled biscuits and gravy onto his plate like an emergency ration while I made a ridiculous oohing sound over the French toast station and then compromised with scrambled eggs. We sat, side by side, and tried to look like normal tourists: a couple who gambled too much, who took too-long showers, who probably would buy a tacky souvenir to remember the trip.

Except I felt watched.

It started as a prickle at the back of my neck, a sixth sense that made me tilt my head, scanning the room. The hotel’s breakfast crowd was a dozen different flavors—families, businessmen, a pair of bridal parties—but my gaze snagged on the two men at a table a few rows over. Chris and Mike were holding court like they belonged there, their posture casual but predatory, coffee cups in hand and eyes blinking over to where we were seated like VIPs checking on their entertainment.

“Mike and Chris are over there,” I hissed, half laugh, half breathless.

Eric followed my stare, then gave them a lazy little wave with his biscuit-laden fork. “I think they’re coming over,” he murmured, and there it was again—the little flutter of my pulse that told me this morning would not be ordinary.

They were over at our table in less than sixty seconds, moving with the comfortable, dangerous ease of guys who knew how to enter a room without disturbing the air but changing everything in it. Chris’s hand found mine first, palming it and kissing the back of my hand in a ridiculous, old-fashioned way that made me blush like a schoolgirl and remember how tender men could be with touch even after they’d been brutal with other parts of you.

“Good morning,” Chris said, too bright for what we’d done the evening before. “We were about to head out but stopped for a quick bite. Hope you slept well.”

“Like a baby,” I lied fabulously, because the truth—sore, sticky, giddy, exhausted—was too intimate to broadcast. “We slept like champions, actually.”

Mike laughed, loud and easy. “We were actually just talking about you two,” he said, leaning in conspiratorially. “We come here a couple times a year for business. Maybe this should be an annual thing. You know—meet up, pool parties, little reunions.”

I looked at Eric, still holding Chris’s hand for no reason I could articulate, and he nodded. “Sounds good to me. I think we could manage that,” he said. His tone was casual—calm—but there was that undercurrent I’d learned to love: protective, possessive, and so ferociously turned on by my being admired.

Chris handed me his card with theatrical flourish as if we were embarking on some new project. “Here,” he said, pressing the rectangle into my palm. “My cell and email. Text anytime. We’ll set something up.”

He began to walk away, then stopped, pivoted, and came back, catching my wrist with a laugh. “And Amanda? You can call. Any time. Don’t be shy.”

My cheeks warmed despite the cold coffee in front of me. I slipped the card into my pocket like it was contraband. The idea of meeting them again, of making that night not an isolated meteor but part of a constellation, sent a shiver through me—equal parts terror and thrill. “Next year,” I blurted, half-joking, half-serious. “We should have a bigger pool party. Bring more friends.”

Mike’s grin was wicked. “We could make it as big as you like,” he said, eyes flicking to Eric and then to me like he was assessing possible numbers and appetites. “If you want… whatever you want.”

Eric’s hand found mine under the table and squeezed—just a small, private pressure. Then he stood. “Thanks for stopping by. See you next year.” He reached for his plate like the conversation was done, as if this weren’t a line of intent drawn in the hotel’s breakfast room.

They left with the kind of casual swagger that made my stomach flip in a way the buffet never could. When their chairs scraped away I felt naked in a new way; not physically, but emotionally, as if the night had left an imprint on us both that other people could read.

We finished breakfast and wandered out into a bright Las Vegas morning—tourist-mode activated: sunglasses, cautious optimism, a list of shops and sights we’d never actually look at beyond the first store. But the city had a new sheen now. Every reflective surface seemed like a potential stage.

“I can’t get them out of my head,” I said as we moved down the Strip, the crowds a living river around us. The sunlight bounced off chrome and glass, and in every reflective window I saw the sharp curve of my hips and the memory of hands that had known them.

Eric stopped mid-stride and turned me toward him. “I can’t either,” he admitted, soft and not-embarrassed. His mouth brushed my temple. “Do you want to go back for a quickie? We don’t have to—” He glanced around once, more to check for familiar faces than privacy, and then added, “—but I can’t focus on anything else.”

“Yes,” I said without thinking, heat flaring like a match strike. The idea of slipping back into the hotel, locking the door, and giving our bodies to each other again felt like returning home. “I can’t stop thinking about last night either.”

We ducked into a shop for one of those ridiculous photo-ops where the fake brides and Elvis impersonators roamed, and then looped back to the hotel with extravagant efficiency. The hallway smelled like lemon furniture polish and perfume; the elevator hummed like a capsule between worlds.

Inside our room we didn’t bother with clothes. The door clicked shut and the lock turned like both the end of the outside world and the start of a private one. Eric practically shoved me onto the bed, as if gravity had rearranged itself to his favor. There was a wordless rush as he stripped off his clothes and then me—this time not the calculated, slow tease that had preceded the pool, but a hungry, needy fuck that felt like reclaiming ground.

I dropped to my knees between his legs before I could stop myself, fingers finding his cock, already half-hard and impatient. He braced my head with the back of his hand, guiding me, and I took him in like I’d always known the angle, knew how to make him lose his balance with a single slide of my tongue.

Between licks and small, wanton sounds, I asked, “Do you think we’ll actually meet up with them next year? Or maybe bring guys back home? Find a regular or two? Or three?” My voice was small, conspiratorial. The idea of building a little community of players around our marriage thrilled me with a new kind of domesticity—open, poly, dangerous, organized.

Eric’s hand tangled in my hair while his thumb smoothed the back of my neck. He didn’t pull me off him; he let me work, then stopped me with a soft sound and pulled me up to look at him. His eyes were serious in that same way they had been last night—part possessive father-bear, part thrilled spectator. “Babe, we can have as many as you can handle,” he said, and the tone made it a promise not a threat.

I climbed onto him, straddling, and for a long minute we just moved together—slow and then faster, like the room had a heartbeat that synced with ours. It wasn’t performative; it was intimate, messy, and exactly what I wanted now. We kissed between thrusts, tongues exploring as his hands found every inch of my sides, my breasts, my thighs. He lifted my face to look at him, and I could read everything there: hunger, contentment, a kind of greedy appreciation that made my core melt.

“We should think about rules,” I murmured between kisses, a practical sliver of me wanting order in the madness. “We should be clear about what we want—what we don’t want. Safer sex rules, maybe a ‘no-identifying’ policy for pictures unless we both agree, vetting…” I started listing things, half serious, half fantasizing.

He hummed. “Yes,” he said. “Boundaries. Absolutely. No surprises. No names in the photos unless we both sign off. And vetting. We’ll meet them in public first, like we did. We’ll want references—yes, real ones. And condoms. If you want them.” He paused, eyes hooded. “But I also want to see how you want it, too. If you want bare, we talk about it each time.”

My stomach fluttered at that—his willingness to both protect and let go. “I like that,” I said. “And I want it to feel safe. For us. For them. I don’t want to rush into something back home without making sure we aren’t messing up the life we’ve built.” The practical Amanda surfaced like a lifeline. “Maybe start with one guy, see how it goes.”

“Yeah,” he answered. “Start small. We’ll pick someone we both like. Get to know them. Set rules. You know—’no sleeping over without my say,’ stuff like that.” His voice had a plan in it, and hearing him say it calmed me. It made it feel possible, not just a whirl of lust.

He kissed me, slow and deep, then broke away with a smirk. “But right now? Let’s be selfish.” He grabbed me and shoved us back onto the bed, then slid inside me with that perfect length and pressure that only he knew. We moved together, sometime fast, sometimes languid, and each time his hand slid down to cup my belly it felt like permission for the whole messy complicated plan.

At one point, breathless and in the middle of a slow roll where the world narrowed to eye contact and wet heat, Eric paused. He fished in the nightstand drawer, producing a little notebook and a pen—of all ridiculous things—and shoved it at me with a grin. “We should start a list,” he said, voice amused. “Bring-me-backers, pool-party-plans, rules. It’ll be our kind of adult checklist.”

I laughed until I cried, the sound wet with relief. “Okay—fine. Let’s plan. But first—right now—I want you.” I pushed at him, lost in the delicious, stupid simplicity of wanting one man at a time after having been full of many.

We fucked until the sunlight shifted and thinned and the room began to smell faintly of lotion and hot bodies again. When we finally slowed, he collapsed against my shoulder, arm draped over me like an anchor. We lay there in the afterglow of promise and possibility, the idea of future rendezvous burning quiet and bright between us.

“Whatever we do,” he said finally, thumb stroking idle circles over my hip, “we do it together. We always do.” The words were small—basic, obvious—and they hit me because they were true. It didn’t matter how messy or how many others we included; it mattered that the center was the two of us.

I nodded, letting the thrum in my belly ease into a warm ache. “Together,” I echoed, and as the city beyond our window turned from bright to the soft violet of early afternoon, I let myself plan, lust, and dream: the pool party expanded, the regulars we might find back home, the small notebook of rules that would make our private playground safe.

Later, as we dressed and walked back out into the strip’s cacophony, I slipped Chris’s card from my pocket and held it to my palm like an invitation I had to decide on. The rectangle of paper felt like a promise. My chest tightened—pleasure and fear in one compact, beautiful knot. I could already imagine myself a year from now stepping into a pool crowded with familiar faces, the water warm and heavy with more than just heat.

Eric caught my hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. “Whatever you want,” he murmured, and it was a vow—I could feel it in the way he said it, in every touch he left on my skin. “We’ll make it happen. Slow, smart, and ours.”

I leaned into him, letting the magnitude of it settle. The Vegas sunlight, the hotel bells, the ricochet of laughter and slot machines felt like the backdrop to something new. We were changing the rules of our private life, rewriting the margins, but the sentence—us—remained the subject.

“Okay,” I said, and the single word held more than agreement. It held appetite, trust, and a wicked, wide-open invitation to whatever came next.


CHAPTER NINE




The hotel room smelled like sex even after the cleaning staff had been through. Fresh towels had been folded, sheets replaced, tiny shampoo bottles lined up on the bathroom counter. But the air was still heavy, saturated with everything Eric and I had done and everything that had been done to me. When I zipped my suitcase shut, I caught myself glancing at the corner of the mattress as if I could still see the outline of Chris’s hand gripping me down, Mike’s broad shoulders leaning over me, Eric’s phone raised in the dim light while he captured every angle of his wife being devoured.

Vegas was behind us the second the elevator doors closed, but it clung to my skin in ways I couldn’t scrub off.

Eric laced his fingers through mine as we wheeled our luggage into the cab waiting out front. He squeezed once, firm, and when I looked at him, there was a knowing grin tugging at the corner of his mouth. Neither of us said it out loud, but we both knew: we weren’t leaving this behind. We were carrying it home, tucked under our skin like a tattoo.

The airport was a blur of lines and announcements, bright screens and sleepy-eyed families dragging carry-ons. I couldn’t focus. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw flashes: my knees spread wide under the pool water, Eric’s fingers in me while strangers watched, Chris pinning me to the wall in leather straps, Mike’s mouth glistening after he’d licked me clean.

“Hey,” Eric murmured as we settled into our seats, his voice low so only I could hear. “You’re awfully quiet. You okay?”

I smiled, though my pulse jumped. “Just… replaying,” I admitted.

His grin widened, slow and wolfish. “Me too.” He reached for the airline blanket, draping it over our laps like a conspirator’s flag. Underneath, his fingers grazed my thigh, climbing slowly, deliberately, as the engines roared to life.

“Eric,” I whispered, glancing around, but the couple in our row was already dozing off, earbuds in. The flight attendants were strapping in for takeoff. He took my hand and placed it over the bulge already swelling in his jeans.

“You think I didn’t notice the way you shifted in your seat as soon as we sat down?” he teased. “Your body’s still humming, Amanda. I can feel it from here.”

My cheeks burned, but I couldn’t resist. I unzipped him just enough to slip my hand inside, wrapping my fingers around the familiar, heavy length. He exhaled sharply, his eyes closing for a second as the plane tilted upward, carrying us into the sky.

I stroked him slowly, lazily, hidden by the blanket, and his hand slipped between my thighs in return, pressing against the damp heat I couldn’t disguise. The danger of it, the anonymity of being just another pair of passengers at thirty thousand feet, made my clit throb.

“Later,” he whispered, catching my wrist before either of us could push too far. His eyes glittered as he tucked himself back in. “I want the first time back home to be special. Ours.”

I pouted, but the truth was, I wanted that too. Vegas had been about chaos and surrender; now, back on our turf, I wanted intimacy. I wanted to know if our bed at home could feel as wild as that hotel suite had.

We landed to gray skies and the flat, familiar landscape of home. The cab ride from the airport was quiet, both of us holding hands, our thoughts unspoken but shared. Our neighborhood looked the same—manicured lawns, mailboxes lined up in neat little rows—but to me it felt altered. Like the weekend had pressed a thumbprint onto the world itself, not just me.

Inside, the house smelled faintly of lavender from the plug-in by the entryway. My sandals clicked against the hardwood as I set my bags down. The place felt smaller after Vegas, quieter, but not in a bad way. More like it was waiting, like it knew secrets now.

Eric kicked off his shoes, stretching, then turned to me with a look that made my stomach flutter. He stepped close, brushing a strand of hair off my cheek, and whispered, “I keep picturing you on that bed in Vegas. The way you looked when they both slid into you at once.”

I shivered, heat shooting through me all over again.

He kissed me then, slow and deep, hands cradling my face like I was breakable, like he was afraid of shattering me after everything we’d done. It wasn’t the desperate grab of last night; it was reverent, tender.

“Welcome home,” he murmured against my lips.

I pressed closer, my arms wrapping around his waist, my cheek resting against his chest. The steady thump of his heart grounded me, even as my body stirred with fresh want.

We unpacked in silence, moving through the little rituals of returning: tossing laundry in the basket, restocking the fridge with milk and eggs, checking the mailbox. Each normal task felt slightly absurd, like playing house after living a whole other life. But beneath it all, the current buzzed—Vegas wasn’t over. We had only pressed pause.

That night, after showers and leftover pizza, I padded into the bedroom wearing one of Eric’s old t-shirts. He was already in bed, scrolling on his phone, his hair damp from the shower. I climbed in beside him, curling against his side.

“Looking at the pictures again?” I teased, nodding toward the glow of the screen.

He smirked. “Maybe.” He set the phone down and rolled toward me, propping his head on his hand. “You know… I keep thinking about what’s next.”

My stomach flipped. “Next?”

He traced his finger along my arm, feather-light. “I mean… Vegas was wild. But it doesn’t have to stay there, does it?”

I bit my lip, pulse quickening. “What are you saying?”

He chuckled softly. “I’m saying… maybe there are ways to bring a little of that home. Keep the fun going.”

My mind spun with images—different men in our bed, hands and mouths and cocks that weren’t my husband’s but with him always there, always watching, always claiming me as his. The thought both terrified and thrilled me.

“What if it ruins what we have?” I asked softly, the fear slipping out before I could stop it.

Eric kissed my forehead. “It won’t. Because you’re mine. Because we talk about everything. That’s what makes it safe.”

I exhaled, the knot in my chest loosening. “So… you’ve been thinking about this too?”

“Oh, Amanda,” he said, grinning. “You have no idea.”

Eric rolled onto his back, tugging me along with him so that I sprawled across his chest. His fingers threaded lazily through my hair, his eyes hooded but alive with thought.

“Vegas was crazy,” he said, his voice low, thoughtful. “But you know what stuck with me most?”

“What?” I asked, tracing circles on his chest with my fingertip.

“That you never stopped looking at me. Even when they were inside you, even when your mouth was full… you kept finding me with your eyes. Like you wanted me to see it all. Like you needed me there.”

My throat tightened. I hadn’t realized he’d noticed, but of course he had. “Because I did,” I admitted. “I wanted you to watch. To see how much I could take. To know that I was doing it for us.”

He smiled, that soft, private one that melted me. “And now I want more of that. Not just in Vegas. Here. At home.”

A flush crept up my neck. “What are you suggesting?”

“Well,” he said, drawing out the word. “There are ways. You’ve heard of apps, right? Ones where couples can meet… adventurous people?”

My heart gave a sharp kick. I’d read whispers about them in forums, late-night curiosity rabbit holes when I couldn’t sleep. Anonymous profiles. Discreet meet-ups. Men who wanted exactly what we’d stumbled into in Vegas.

“You’ve thought about this, haven’t you?” I whispered.

He chuckled. “More than once. I just didn’t know if you’d be open to it.”

I laughed softly, shaking my head. “After last weekend? I think the answer is obvious.”

The air between us thickened, charged with possibility. He rolled us so I was beneath him, his body heavy and familiar as he kissed me. Slow at first, then harder, like he couldn’t hold back. His cock was already hard, pressing insistently against me through his shorts.

“Eric,” I gasped when his hand slid under my shirt, cupping my breast. “You really want to keep doing this? Even here?”

He pulled back just enough to meet my eyes. “I don’t just want it. I crave it. Watching you be used, watching you unravel—it made me feel things I can’t even explain. And it made me want to claim you harder after. To remind both of us that you’re mine.”

His words went straight to my core, lighting me up in a way I couldn’t deny. “Then show me,” I whispered.

He tugged my shirt over my head, stripping me bare, then pushed my joggers down my thighs until I was naked beneath him. His mouth was hot and urgent on my breasts, his tongue circling, his teeth nipping. I arched up, needy, already aching from the flood of memories and the sharp pulse of desire that never seemed to fade after Vegas.

When he slid into me, the stretch was both familiar and new. My body was still sore, tender from everything it had endured, but that only made it more intense. Every thrust was edged with ache, every movement a reminder of how much I’d been filled and stretched, and now how perfectly Eric fit back inside me.

“Mmmm,” he groaned, burying himself deep. “You feel even tighter than before. It’s like your body’s still remembering them.”

“Yes,” I moaned, nails digging into his back. “But you’re the one I need now. You always.”

He kissed me fiercely, fucking me harder, his hips slamming into mine. Our bodies moved together in a rhythm that was ours alone, messy and desperate and grounding.

“I’ll give you everything,” he rasped against my mouth. “Every fantasy. Every man you want. Every filthy thought you’ve ever had. But you always come back here, to me. To us. That’s the rule.”

“Yes,” I gasped, wrapping my legs around him tighter. “Always you.”

I came first, shuddering hard, clinging to him as waves tore through me. He followed almost instantly, groaning as he spilled into me, grinding deep to stay as close as possible.

When it was over, we collapsed together, sweaty and trembling, but the energy between us wasn’t fading—it was shifting.

Lying there, catching our breath, Eric reached for his phone on the nightstand. He scrolled for a minute, then turned the screen to me.

“What do you think?” he asked.

I blinked. He’d already pulled up one of the apps. The interface was simple: blurred profile photos, discreet bios, couples advertising themselves as “curious” or “experienced.” My heart raced as I scrolled through. Men of every type. Some single, some paired up. All looking for someone like us.

“Eric…” I whispered, half in shock, half in awe.

He grinned, almost boyish. “We don’t have to decide anything tonight. I just wanted you to see. To know the door is open.”

I bit my lip, excitement prickling through me. “Do you really think we’d meet people like Chris and Mike again?”

“Maybe,” he said. “Or maybe something even better. But there’s only one way to find out.”

I curled against him, the glow of the phone lighting our faces. It felt like standing at the edge of something massive, terrifying and thrilling all at once.

“Okay,” I whispered finally, a smile tugging at my lips. “Let’s see where this takes us.”

Eric kissed the top of my head, setting the phone aside. “That’s my girl.”

We drifted off in each other’s arms, the familiar hum of our house surrounding us. But in my dreams, I was already back in Vegas—and beyond—my body open, my husband’s gaze locked on mine, the future wide and waiting.


CHAPTER TEN




Eric set his laptop on the bed between us, the glow from the screen making the room feel secretive, conspiratorial. It reminded me of when we were first dating, sneaking kisses in his dorm room, the thrill of doing something forbidden even if it was only kissing after curfew.

“Okay,” he said, cracking his knuckles theatrically. “Let’s make history.”

I laughed nervously, tugging the blanket over my legs. “This feels so weird. Like… what if we’re terrible at writing about ourselves?”

“You? Terrible?” he teased, bumping my shoulder. “You could write a grocery list and make it sound like an invitation to sin.”

Rolling my eyes, I leaned closer to the screen. The app’s homepage was sleek but discreet: a tasteful logo, muted colors, and a prompt asking us to create a couple’s account. Eric typed in our shared email and chose a username.

“What should we call ourselves?” he asked.

I tilted my head. “Something sexy but not obvious. Nothing like… ‘SluttyAmanda69.’”

He chuckled. “Damn. That was my first choice.”

I smacked his arm playfully. “I’m serious! We don’t want to sound desperate.”

He thought for a moment, then typed slowly. EandA_Adventures.

My lips curled. “I kind of like that. Suggestive but mysterious.”

“Exactly,” he said, giving me a satisfied grin. “Now, let’s talk profile details.”

We scrolled through the blank form: ages, location, relationship style, what we were looking for. I could feel my pulse picking up as Eric read each prompt aloud.

“Age. Easy enough. We’re thirty-three.” He typed it in.

“Location: within fifty miles of here,” he added, clicking the box.

“Relationship style…” He paused, then looked at me. “Hotwife? Open? Curious couple?”

My stomach tightened. The words felt heavier when they were choices on a screen instead of fantasies whispered in bed. Still, I took a breath and said, “Hotwife. That’s what we are, isn’t it?”

Eric’s grin spread slow and wicked. “Damn right we are.” He clicked the box without hesitation.

Next was the bio. That blank white space suddenly felt like a canyon.

“You start,” I told him.

He smirked. “Okay.” His fingers tapped against the keys as he read aloud. “Fun, adventurous couple looking to explore new experiences together. He enjoys watching, she enjoys being watched. We’re open to meeting respectful men and couples who know how to have a good time.”

I bit my lip. “It sounds… good. But maybe make it a little sexier. Like, more me.”

Eric nodded, deleting a few words. “How about this: Happily married couple looking to spice things up. She’s curious, playful, and loves to be the center of attention. He enjoys sharing and watching his wife explore her wild side. Discretion, chemistry, and fun are musts.”

A shiver ran through me. “That’s… hot.”

“Want me to add anything about what you like?” he asked.

I hesitated, my cheeks heating. “Maybe just that I like… multiple partners. And, um, being filled.”

He groaned. “You’re trying to kill me.” He added the words: She loves the idea of multiple partners and being completely filled.

“Eric!” I squealed, burying my face in the pillow. “That’s so obvious!”

“Exactly,” he laughed. “Obvious is what gets attention.”

Next came photos. That’s where my nerves really kicked in.

“Do we really have to put pictures up?” I asked, my voice small.

“Not face shots,” Eric reassured. “Just enough to show we’re real. Look.” He clicked through other profiles: men with blurred-out faces, couples with cropped selfies, close-ups of torsos and lingerie.

Some were elegant. Some were trashy. Some made me instantly wet just imagining us meeting them.

“Okay,” I said slowly. “Maybe one of me in lingerie. And one of us together. But nothing too explicit yet.”

Eric pulled out his phone, scrolling through our Vegas pictures. There was one of me in that strappy leather set, taken just before Chris and Mike arrived. My face wasn’t visible—only my body posed against the hotel mirror, my breasts pushed up, garter straps tight against my thighs.

“That one,” he said immediately.

My heart thudded. “It’s so… much.”

“Exactly,” he whispered, uploading it.

For the couple photo, he chose one from a date night months ago: us in a dimly lit restaurant, my hand resting on his thigh under the table. He cropped our faces just out of frame. It looked suggestive, secretive. Perfect.

When he hit save, our profile blinked into existence among dozens of others.

“There we are,” he said softly.

I stared at the screen, my stomach a riot of nerves and excitement. “Do you think anyone will actually message us?”

He snorted. “Are you kidding? You’re gorgeous. Men are going to be lining up.”

As if on cue, a notification pinged.

“No way,” I breathed.

Eric clicked it open. A single man had already liked our profile, his message short and bold: Damn, she’s stunning. Would love to make her scream.

Heat rushed through me. “Oh my God. Already?”

Eric laughed, eyes gleaming. “This is going to be fun.”

We spent the next hour scrolling, reading bios aloud, laughing at the cheesy ones and lingering on the interesting ones. There were young, cocky men in their twenties. Older, polished professionals. Even couples, some experienced swingers and some brand-new like us.

“Look at this one,” Eric said, pointing to a couple’s profile. Married for 12 years, looking for another couple to swap with or a respectful bull to play with wife while husband watches.

I swallowed hard. “That sounds… exactly like us.”

“Exactly,” he agreed, clicking to save it.

Every profile we read seemed to peel back another layer of possibility. Men who wanted to worship me. Couples who fantasized about trading partners. Women who craved the same thing I did: more, bigger, rougher, stranger.

Finally, Eric closed the laptop and set it aside. His eyes were dark, his body tense with need.

“Come here,” he said, tugging me into his lap.

I straddled him, my heart still racing from the messages, the photos, the endless possibilities. His hands gripped my hips tight as he pressed his hard cock against me through his shorts.

“You realize,” he whispered in my ear, “that every single thing we just typed… every fantasy we just hinted at… it’s all going to happen. Soon.”

I shivered, rocking against him. “I know. And I want it.”

His lips crashed into mine, hungry and claiming. The app might still be new, the profiles just names on a screen, but in that moment it felt real. Our lives were opening up in a way I never thought possible—and I was ready to see just how far we could go.

Eric’s mouth was still hot against mine when another notification pinged from the laptop. The sound broke our kiss, leaving us both panting, our eyes darting to the glowing screen.

“Another one,” he muttered, half irritated at the interruption, half amused.

“Open it,” I urged, my pulse quickening.

He reached over, one hand still gripping my hip, and clicked the message. This one was from a man who called himself Jay_in_Town. His profile picture was discreet, just a muscular chest and a glimpse of abs, but his bio was short and confident: Thirty-six, 6’2, athletic, clean. Love treating married women right. Husband can watch, join, or just enjoy the show.

Eric whistled low. “He didn’t waste any time.”

I felt my mouth go dry as I scanned his words again. Treat married women right. My thighs pressed together unconsciously, heat pooling between them.

“What do you think?” Eric asked, studying me carefully.

“He sounds…” I bit my lip. “Tempting.”

Eric grinned. “That’s what I thought. But let’s not jump into bed with the first guy who winks at us. We should be picky.”

I nodded, though my body screamed otherwise. “Picky, yes. But maybe we should respond? Just to see how it feels.”

Eric leaned back, one brow arched. “You want me to message him, or do you want to?”

My heart pounded. “Together,” I whispered.

We typed slowly, deliberately, every word a jolt of electricity. Hi Jay, thanks for the message. We’re new to this, but curious. Can you tell us more about yourself?

I hit send, my fingers trembling.

Almost instantly, the typing bubbles appeared.

Sure. Divorced, no kids, clean, D&D free. Not looking to cause drama, just enjoy good company. I travel for work but I’m in town most weekends. And I’ll be honest—I’ve always loved the idea of being with a married woman while her husband watches. It’s the hottest thing I can imagine.

My skin prickled with goosebumps. The fantasy I’d barely dared to say aloud, mirrored back at me in a stranger’s words.

Eric smirked. “Told you men would line up. He basically just volunteered for an audition.”

I laughed nervously, tugging the blanket tighter around myself. “It feels so real now. Too real.”

“Good,” Eric said firmly. “That’s what we wanted, isn’t it?”

He wasn’t wrong. But my nerves buzzed like live wires.

We spent the next hour trading messages—playful questions, little teases, even a joke or two that made me blush. Jay was confident without being pushy, flirty without being crude. He sent a photo of himself in workout clothes, his face partly hidden but his body undeniably fit.

When Eric finally closed the laptop, his hand was trembling slightly. “Fuck,” he muttered. “If we keep going, I’m going to drag you onto my cock right here.”

I laughed breathlessly. “Who says I’d complain?”

But instead of sex, we ended up curled together, whispering in the dark about possibilities. About Jay. About the other couples we’d seen scrolling past. Every time I thought we were done, Eric would bring up another “what if,” and my stomach would flip all over again.

“What if,” he said at one point, “we met a couple first? Just to ease into it. Like a double date with benefits.”

I hummed thoughtfully. “That could be fun. Especially if the wife and I clicked.”

“And what if,” he added, voice low, “we checked out a club sometime? You know… swingers’ night. I’ve read they’re not all sleazy. Some are classy. Safe.”

That word—club—sent a thrill through me. It conjured images of dim lights, whispered invitations, the sense of stepping through a door into a secret world.

“Wouldn’t that be… overwhelming?” I asked.

“Maybe,” Eric admitted. “But we don’t have to do anything. We could just watch. See how it feels.”

The idea gnawed at me the rest of the night. Jay was tempting. The couples on the app were exciting. But a club… that was a whole new level.

The next morning, I woke to find Eric already on his phone, scrolling.

“Are you seriously checking the app before breakfast?” I teased, yawning.

He grinned sheepishly. “Guilty. But you should see this. We’ve got like, seven messages already.”

I blinked, sitting up. “Seven? We only made the profile last night!”

He handed me the phone. Sure enough, the inbox was filling quickly: likes, winks, full-on paragraphs from men describing what they wanted to do to me. Some were crude, some respectful, some downright poetic in their filth.

One man, TravelerJoe, wrote: There’s nothing hotter than a married woman being worshipped. I’d love to kneel for you while your husband watches.

I swallowed hard. “Oh, my God.”

Eric laughed. “See? You’re irresistible. And this is just the beginning.”

We scrolled together, reading out the most outrageous lines, laughing, blushing, pausing when something hit too close to fantasy. With every message, I felt the line between imagination and reality blur further.

Finally, Eric set the phone down, his expression turning serious. “We’re at a crossroads here, Amanda. We can keep flirting online forever. Or we can take a step into the real world.”

I chewed my lip. “And you think the club is that step?”

He nodded. “It’s safer than meeting strangers one-on-one at first. Neutral ground. Lots of people. We can leave anytime. And we’d know instantly if we liked the vibe.”

A nervous thrill spread through me. “So… we’d just go. Watch. Maybe talk to people. No promises.”

“Exactly,” he said, his hand finding mine. “No pressure. Just curiosity.”

I looked at him, the man I’d married, the man who’d opened this door for us both. And I realized I wasn’t scared—I was exhilarated.

“Okay,” I whispered. “Let’s do it.”

His smile was slow, wicked, full of promise. “That’s my girl.”

That afternoon, after errands and a lazy brunch, Eric pulled up his laptop again. Together, we Googled local swingers’ clubs, scrolling through polished websites with tasteful photos of lounges and dance floors.

Some looked flashy, like nightclubs with velvet ropes. Others promised private rooms, hot tubs, “theme nights.” Every site had the same discreet assurance: safety, privacy, and a judgment-free zone.

I leaned over his shoulder, my heart hammering. “They look… nicer than I expected.”

“See?” Eric said, clicking one. “This one even has a dress code. Cocktail attire. That means classy.”

I laughed nervously. “Do you even own cocktail attire?”

He smirked. “I’ll dust off the suit from your cousin’s wedding. But the bigger question is—what will you wear?”

His voice was teasing, but the image sent a shiver down me. Walking into a place like that in a tight dress, knowing strangers would be wondering if they could touch me, taste me. And knowing Eric would be right there, watching it all.

“Something that makes you proud to show me off,” I whispered.

Eric groaned, pulling me into his lap again. “Careful. You keep talking like that, and we’ll never make it out of this house.”

I giggled, but inside, I was buzzing with anticipation. The app, the messages, the profiles—all of it had been foreplay. But the club? That would be our first real step.

And I couldn’t wait.


CHAPTER ELEVEN




By Saturday morning, the decision already felt sealed between us, even though neither of us had said it out loud yet. Eric had spent the last two days researching clubs in our area like he was planning a business trip, comparing reviews, scrolling through photos, reading dress codes. I’d caught him bookmarking one site in particular: Velvet Nights, a members-only lounge with soft lighting, private rooms, and glowing testimonials about “welcoming vibes” and “a sexy, upscale atmosphere.”

When I padded into the kitchen in my robe, he was already sipping coffee at the counter, laptop open to the Velvet Nights calendar.

“They have a couples’ mixer next weekend,” he said casually, but his eyes sparkled over the rim of his mug.

My stomach flipped. “Next weekend?”

“Perfect timing,” he continued, ignoring my wide-eyed look. “We’ve got nothing on the calendar. Saturday night. Black dress code. Cocktail attire required.”

I laughed nervously, clutching my robe tighter. “You say that like we’re already going.”

He leaned across the counter, lowering his voice. “We are.”

The firmness in his tone sent a rush of heat through me. All week we’d been flirting with the idea, treating it like a fantasy we could back away from at any moment. But now he’d said it. And I realized—I wanted him to.

“Then I need something to wear,” I murmured.

His grin turned devilish. “I was hoping you’d say that.”

We hit the mall that afternoon, but it felt nothing like a normal shopping trip. The moment we stepped into the first boutique, I was hyper-aware of what we were doing—not just looking for clothes, but hunting for armor. Seduction in fabric form.

“What about this one?” Eric asked, holding up a tight black sheath dress that barely reached mid-thigh.

I raised an eyebrow. “That looks painted on. I’d have to skip dessert just to zip it up.”

He smirked. “Exactly.”

Rolling my eyes, I sifted through hangers until I found something more my speed—a silky black wrap dress with a plunging neckline. Elegant but teasing. When I slipped it on in the fitting room, it hugged my waist and skimmed my hips in a way that made me stand straighter.

I cracked the curtain, letting Eric peek in. His jaw slackened.

“Fuck, Amanda…” His voice was husky. “That’s the one.”

“You think?” I turned, the fabric swishing against my thighs.

“Absolutely. Every guy in that place will be dying to rip it off you.” He stepped closer, tugging me by the wrist until I stumbled half into his arms. “And I’ll be the one knowing it’s mine.”

My pulse thundered as his hand slid low on my back, dangerously close to my ass. “Eric,” I hissed, glancing around the store.

He just grinned, kissing me quick before letting go. “Buy it. Now.”

Of course, one dress wasn’t enough. At the next shop, Eric insisted on lingerie.

“You’ll need something underneath,” he said innocently, though his eyes betrayed him.

The saleswoman smiled knowingly as she led us to racks of lace, silk, and straps. My cheeks burned as Eric sifted through them like a kid in a candy store.

“This,” he said, holding up a black lace bodysuit with cutouts in all the right places.

“This,” he repeated, picking a strappy red set with garters.

“This,” he added, producing a sheer bra and panty set that looked like it would disintegrate if I breathed too hard.

I swatted his arm. “I can’t buy three!”

“Why not?” He leaned in, voice low. “Each one’s for a different fantasy.”

I ducked into the dressing room with his picks, my hands shaking as I stripped. The first, the black bodysuit, hugged me like a second skin, sheer in the middle, framing my breasts like art. I twirled nervously before pulling the curtain back.

Eric’s eyes went wide. “Holy shit.”

“Too much?” I asked.

“Not enough,” he growled.

The red set was even worse—garters dangling, lace barely covering me. When I stepped out this time, his hand immediately reached for me, cupping my breast through the fabric.

“Eric!” I gasped, slapping his hand away.

He chuckled darkly. “You’re going to get us kicked out.”

“You’re the one grabbing me!”

“Because you look like sin incarnate.”

By the time I modeled the sheer bra and panties, he was visibly hard, shifting uncomfortably in his jeans. His pupils were blown, his breathing ragged.

“We’re buying all three,” he announced hoarsely.

My protest died in my throat when I saw his expression. God, he wanted me. And I wanted him wanting me like this.

Back home, we dumped the bags on the bed like kids after Halloween. Eric pulled the lingerie out one by one, laying them flat, stroking the lace with reverence.

“Which one’s for the club?” I asked, watching him.

He looked up, his eyes burning. “All of them. Different nights. Different moods. But for next weekend? The black bodysuit. With the wrap dress on top. Elegant outside. Dirty secret underneath.”

I shivered, picturing it. “And what about you? You can’t just wear your work suit.”

He grinned. “Already ordered something online. Slim black suit, new shirt. You’ll approve.”

I tilted my head, studying him. “You’ve thought about this a lot, haven’t you?”

He didn’t flinch. “Every night since Vegas.”

Silence stretched between us, charged and thick. Finally, I whispered, “Me too.”

That night, while dinner simmered on the stove, Eric poured us wine and pulled his phone from his pocket.

“Velvet Nights requires a membership,” he explained, scrolling. “Basic couple’s account. Discreet. We can sign up now and reserve our spot for next weekend’s mixer.”

My stomach fluttered. This was it—the point of no return.

“Are we really doing this?” I asked, half-laughing, half-nervous.

He met my gaze, steady and sure. “Yes. Unless you don’t want to.”

I swallowed hard, then reached for his phone. My finger hovered over the screen for a moment before I tapped Join Now.

“There,” I said, my voice shaking. “We’re in.”

Eric exhaled slowly, like he’d been holding his breath all week. Then he cupped my face in both hands and kissed me, deep and slow, sealing the promise we’d just made.

We spent the rest of the evening fantasizing about what might happen. Would we talk to anyone? Would we watch from the sidelines? Would someone approach me like Mike had in Vegas, bold and sure, while Eric stood by and watched?

By the time we crawled into bed, my body was humming with anticipation, my mind looping images of velvet lounges and secret touches.

Next weekend suddenly felt like an eternity away.
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The days leading up to Saturday felt like slow torture—every hour dripping with a mix of nerves and raw excitement. At work, I caught myself daydreaming about velvet couches and strangers’ eyes on me, only to jolt back to reality when my phone buzzed with an email. At night, Eric and I couldn’t stop circling the subject. It was like foreplay stretched out over a week.

“Imagine,” Eric whispered one night, spooning me in the dark, “what it’ll be like when you walk in wearing that dress. Every man there will want you. But only I’ll know what you’ve got on underneath.”

His hand slid over my stomach, then lower, until his fingers brushed between my thighs. I was already wet just from his words.

“I’ll feel their eyes,” I murmured, arching into him. “But I’ll feel your hands.”

He groaned against my neck, his cock pressing against my back. “And after they’ve had their turn… I’ll take you home and make you remember whose you are.”

I came from his touch that night before either of us could even sleep, my body restless with the thrill of what was to come.

By Wednesday, the anticipation was so thick I could barely focus on anything else. I was folding laundry when Eric appeared in the doorway, leaning against the frame, his tie still loose from work.

“Practice run,” he announced, holding up his phone.

I blinked. “Practice what?”

“Our introduction. You know they’ll ask questions. Couples, singles. We should have a script.”

I laughed, setting the laundry aside. “A script? What are we, actors?”

He grinned. “In a way. Go on. Pretend I’m some guy at the bar.” His voice dropped lower, unfamiliar. “So, what brings you two to Velvet Nights?”

I rolled my eyes but played along, slipping into character. “We’re curious. We had an amazing experience in Vegas, and we wanted to see if the sparks would fly again.”

Eric’s eyes narrowed, still in character. “And what do you want out of tonight?”

The question hit harder than I expected. My lips parted, heat rushing up my neck. “I want to feel wanted. I want to feel watched.”

He set the phone down, crossing the room in three strides. His mouth crashed against mine, hands fisting in my shirt.

“Good answer,” he growled, dragging me toward the bed.

Thursday night was another “rehearsal,” though this one was less about words and more about boundaries.

“What if,” Eric asked, spreading me out on the sheets, “someone wanted to kiss you while I was in the room?”

My breath hitched. “Then you’d watch.”

“What if,” he continued, pressing his cock against me without pushing inside, “he wanted more than a kiss?”

I shivered. “Then you’d let him.”

His thrust was sharp, possessive. “And what if I wanted to stop it?”

“Then it stops,” I gasped, clutching at his shoulders.

“Exactly,” he said, his rhythm quickening. “Our rules. Our pace. No one else’s.”

I came with that reminder echoing in my ears, the safety of his words amplifying every rush of heat.

By Friday, my nerves were a mess. Every outfit I tried on for errands felt like rehearsal, every glance in the mirror a test. Could I really do this? Walk into a club full of strangers with my husband, knowing some of them might try to touch me, claim me, even fuck me?

But the more I asked, the more the answer was always the same: yes.

Saturday morning dawned with a nervous buzz in the air. I tried to distract myself with chores, but Eric was restless, pacing the house like a caged animal.

Finally, around noon, he grabbed my hand. “Let’s make tonight count. No chickening out.”

“I’m not chickening out,” I protested, though my voice cracked.

He pulled me close, kissing my forehead. “I know. You’re braver than me.”

That made me laugh. “You? Afraid?”

“Terrified,” he admitted. “But turned on as hell.”

The hours crawled until it was finally time to get ready. I slipped into the shower first, scrubbing every inch of myself with scented soap, shaving carefully until my skin was smooth. My body tingled with awareness, knowing strangers might soon be staring at it, maybe touching it.

When I stepped out, Eric was waiting, already in his new suit. The slim cut hugged his frame, his shirt crisp, his jaw freshly shaved.

“Wow,” I breathed.

He smirked. “Wait until I see you.”

Back in the bedroom, I slipped into the black bodysuit. The lace clung to me, framing my breasts, dipping low between my legs. It felt wicked, a secret armor no one else would know about until I chose.

Then I pulled the wrap dress over it, the silk whispering against my skin, the neckline plunging low. Paired with heels, it transformed me.

Eric’s eyes went wide when I stepped out. “Fuck, Amanda…”

“You like?” I asked, twirling slowly.

“Like?” He swallowed hard. “Every man in that place is going to want you. And I’ll be the luckiest bastard alive.”

His hands roamed over me, cupping my ass, sliding along my waist. For a moment, I thought he’d ruin my makeup then and there, but he pulled back, breathing hard.

“No,” he said firmly. “Not now. Tonight, when we get back, I’ll wreck you. But right now, I want every ounce of this tension saved for that club.”

The restraint in his voice sent a shiver down my spine.

We stood by the mirror, side by side, taking ourselves in. For a moment, it didn’t feel like us—the suburban couple who paid bills and argued about groceries. It felt like the Vegas version of us, sharper, bolder, dangerous.

“You ready?” Eric asked softly.

I swallowed hard, my pulse thundering in my ears. “Ready.”

He picked up the keys, his hand warm as it closed around mine. Together, we stepped out into the night, anticipation buzzing between us like static.


CHAPTER TWELVE




The parking lot was ordinary, tucked behind an office park, but the moment we walked toward the discreet door marked Velvet Nights, my heart began to race. A soft glow spilled from frosted windows, and a uniformed doorman checked our names against the list before ushering us inside.

The lobby was quiet, almost hotel-like, with polished floors and a sleek desk where a woman in a black dress greeted us. She scanned our membership info, handed us wristbands, and explained the rules: no cameras, no pressure, no means no. Her tone was calm, practiced, but my nerves thrummed beneath every word.

When the second set of doors opened, the air shifted. Low music pulsed through dim lights. Plush couches lined the lounge, a bar glittered at one end, and beyond, I glimpsed a softly lit dance floor. Everything was bathed in shades of red and gold, decadent but not sleazy.

Eric squeezed my hand. “Breathe,” he murmured.

“I am,” I whispered back, though my chest felt tight.

We started at the bar, ordering drinks just to have something to hold. The glass was cool in my hand, grounding me as I glanced around. Couples lounged in clusters, some laughing, some leaning close with unmistakable heat between them. A few were already kissing openly, hands roaming freely, like they were in their own private world.

My eyes snagged on a couple across the room: a tall, dark-haired man in a fitted suit and a woman with long auburn hair spilling over her bare shoulders. They looked polished, confident, the kind of pair who’d been here many times before. The woman caught me looking and smiled knowingly. My stomach flipped.

Eric followed my gaze and smirked. “Making friends already?”

I flushed, sipping my drink. “She smiled at me.”

“Then maybe we should go say hi.”

Before I could protest, he guided me across the room.

“Evening,” the man greeted, his voice smooth. “I’m Daniel, and this is Rachel.”

Eric shook his hand, introducing us, and Rachel leaned forward to kiss my cheek, her perfume wrapping around me. Up close, she was stunning—eyes bright, lips curved in an easy smile.

“First time here?” she asked, reading me too easily.

I nodded, laughing nervously. “Is it that obvious?”

“Only because I remember my first night,” she said warmly. “Relax. You two look amazing. Half the room’s probably already noticed you.”

Her compliment sent a rush of heat to my cheeks. Eric slipped his hand to the small of my back, steadying me, but I could feel his pride radiating.

Daniel gestured toward a quieter corner, and we followed them to a couch. Conversation flowed easily at first—where we were from, what brought us here. But it didn’t take long before Rachel leaned closer, her voice low and conspiratorial.

“So,” she said, her fingers brushing my arm, “are you just here to watch tonight? Or are you open to… more?”

The way she said “more” made my pulse quicken.

Eric spoke before I could. “We’d love to watch, at least to start. But we’re open to seeing where the night takes us.”

Rachel’s smile widened. “Perfect answer.”

As the night deepened, the energy in the club shifted. The lounge filled with laughter and flirtation, but it was the back area that drew my attention. Through an archway, I glimpsed bodies moving, shadows writhing in a dim, velvet-lit space.

Rachel must have noticed where I was looking. “Want a tour?” she asked.

I hesitated, but Eric squeezed my hand. “Yes,” he said.

The four of us wandered through the archway into what they called the play lounge. The air was warmer, thicker with sex and the scent of skin. Couches and beds lined the walls, some already occupied by couples and threesomes lost in their own worlds. One woman was on her knees, sucking a man while another woman kissed her neck. On the next couch, a couple writhed together, her moans carrying faintly over the music.

My breath caught. I knew what to expect, but seeing it—the unapologetic openness of desire—sent a bolt of electricity through me.

Eric’s arm tightened around me, his body tense but his eyes lit with hunger. He wasn’t just tolerating this. He was devouring it.

Rachel leaned close, her lips brushing my ear. “Beautiful, isn’t it? Everyone here knows why they came. No shame, no games. Just pleasure.”

Her words made my nipples harden beneath the lace of my bodysuit.

Daniel gestured to a nearby couch. “We could sit. Watch. Ease in.”

Eric nodded, guiding me down. The four of us sat together, drinks in hand, the air heavy with unspoken possibilities.

Across from us, a woman bent over a padded bench while her partner took her from behind. Her breasts swung with each thrust, her cries raw and uninhibited. My thighs pressed together instinctively, heat pooling between them.

“You’re wet already,” Eric whispered against my ear, his hand slipping over my thigh.

I shivered. “How do you know?”

“Because I know you.”

Rachel laughed softly, as if she’d heard. “The first time I came here, I thought I’d explode just from watching. Don’t fight it. Let it turn you on.”

Her hand brushed mine, her touch light but deliberate. My breath caught.

Eric saw it, his eyes darkening. “You like that?” he murmured.

I nodded, unable to form words.

Daniel leaned forward, his gaze steady on Eric. “We don’t have to push. But if you want, we could give you two a show.”

Eric’s breath hitched. “A show?”

Rachel’s smile was wicked. “We play. You watch. No pressure to join. Just see how it feels.”

My chest rose and fell fast, my body alive with nerves and desire. I looked at Eric, needing his answer.

He cupped my cheek, kissed me softly, and whispered, “Yes.”

Rachel stood gracefully, pulling Daniel with her to the empty bed a few feet away. They kissed first, slow and deep, before Daniel slipped her dress down her shoulders, revealing a lacy black bra. Her breasts spilled free as he unclasped it, his mouth claiming one nipple while his hand tugged her skirt up.

I couldn’t look away. Rachel moaned, her back arching, her thighs spreading as Daniel’s hand disappeared between them. She was beautiful, shameless, radiant in her pleasure.

Eric’s hand clamped on my thigh, his breath hot against my ear. “See her? That’s going to be you. Soon.”

I whimpered, already trembling.

Rachel’s moans grew louder as Daniel pushed her panties aside and slid two fingers into her. Her hips rocked, her hand clutching at his arm, her head thrown back in ecstasy. When Daniel unzipped his pants and freed his cock, my mouth went dry.

He eased into her slowly, her gasp filling the room, and then began to thrust, deep and steady. She clung to him, moaning openly, her breasts bouncing with each movement.

Watching them was intoxicating—like Vegas, but more raw, more immediate. I could smell them, hear the wet sounds of their bodies, feel the couch vibrating faintly with their rhythm.

My thighs pressed tight together, aching for relief. Eric’s hand slipped higher, under my dress, brushing the lace of my bodysuit.

“You’re soaked,” he whispered, sliding a finger against me.

I gasped, clutching his arm. “Eric—”

“Don’t hold back,” he urged, his eyes locked on Rachel. “They’re showing us what’s possible. Imagine yourself there. Imagine them watching you.”

His words tipped me over. My body trembled, my clit throbbing beneath his touch, and I realized I was already close to coming just from watching.

Rachel’s cries built to a crescendo, her whole body shuddering as she came around Daniel’s cock. He groaned, thrusting faster, until his release followed, hot and messy, filling her while her nails raked down his back.

The room around us seemed to blur. All I could feel was Eric’s hand pressed against my slick heat, his other arm tight around me, his voice hot in my ear.

“That’s going to be us,” he murmured. “You ready to show them?”

I turned my face to him, my answer clear in my eyes.

“Yes.”

The bed creaked as Rachel collapsed back against the pillows, flushed and glistening, her chest rising and falling. Daniel kissed her neck, his hand still between her thighs, coaxing the last tremors from her body.

I sat frozen, my breath ragged, Eric’s hand still pressed against my soaked lace. My body screamed for release, but it wasn’t enough anymore. I needed more than fingers, more than whispers. I needed cock.

Eric’s jaw was clenched so tight I thought it might crack. His cock strained visibly against his pants, so hard it looked painful. He shifted, groaning under his breath, and I realized he was fighting the same battle—between control and giving in.

Rachel’s eyes flicked toward us. She smiled lazily, her lips swollen, her hair a wild halo. “Don’t just watch,” she murmured, her voice husky. “Join us.”

The invitation hit like a lightning strike.

Eric’s breath left him in a harsh exhale. “Fuck,” he muttered, almost to himself.

I turned to him, grabbing his shirt with trembling hands. “Please,” I begged, my voice breaking. “I need it. I need you. Now.”

That was all it took. He hauled me up from the couch, his mouth crashing onto mine as he shoved my dress up to my waist. His fingers hooked under the lace bodysuit, yanking it aside, and I gasped as the cool air hit my slick heat.

“Mine,” he growled, his cock freed from his pants in one furious motion. The head pressed against me, thick and throbbing, and I almost sobbed with relief.

“Yes, please,” I cried, clutching at his shoulders.

He thrust into me hard, burying himself balls-deep with one stroke. The stretch made me cry out, my nails digging into his back, my whole body shuddering around him.

“Oh, fuck!” Eric groaned, his forehead pressing to mine. “So fucking tight. I can’t—god, Amanda, I can’t hold back.”

“Yes,” I gasped, rocking against him. “Fuck me, Eric. Harder. Please!”

His hips slammed into me, fast and relentless, the sound of our bodies echoing through the play lounge. My breasts bounced with every thrust, my clit throbbing as the ache finally began to ease into raw, pounding pleasure.

Rachel sat up on the bed, her eyes on us, her lips parted. She licked her fingers slowly, watching me ride Eric’s cock like it was her favorite show.

“Beautiful,” she murmured. “She’s stunning.”

Daniel’s gaze locked on Eric, admiration and hunger mingling. “You’re lucky,” he said, voice low.

Eric grunted, thrusting harder, his arm banded tight around my waist. “I know.”

The tension in my body coiled tighter, my pussy clenching around him. Every nerve burned, every thrust pushing me closer to the edge. “Eric,” I gasped, my voice desperate. “I’m—oh god, I’m going to—”

“Come,” he growled, pounding into me harder. “Do it. Let them see how good I fuck you.”

That command ripped me open. My orgasm hit like a storm, my body spasming violently around his cock, my scream muffled against his shoulder. He groaned as my pussy milked him, his thrusts erratic, and I knew he was on the edge too.

But then Rachel moved. She slid off the bed, gliding toward us, her hand stroking down Eric’s arm before she cupped my breast, pinching the nipple between her fingers.

I cried out, the extra stimulation sending sparks shooting through me.

“Let me taste her,” Rachel said softly, looking at Eric.

For a heartbeat, I thought he’d refuse. His grip on me tightened, his possessiveness bristling. But then he met my eyes, saw the pleading in them, and his jaw unclenched.

“Do it,” he said hoarsely.

Rachel dropped to her knees, her lips brushing my thigh before her tongue flicked over my swollen clit. I screamed, my legs shaking as Eric held me up, his cock still driving into me while Rachel licked greedily.

“Oh my god!” I sobbed, my whole body on fire.

Eric’s curses were raw, his cock swelling inside me. “Fuck, Amanda, I’m going to lose it. You’re so fucking tight—watching her eat you while I fuck you—I can’t—”

He groaned loud, slamming deep one last time as his cock pulsed, hot spurts filling me. The force of it dragged another climax out of me, my body convulsing as Rachel sucked my clit mercilessly.

We collapsed together, trembling, gasping, Eric still buried inside me.

Rachel licked her lips, rising slowly, her smile wicked. “Delicious,” she murmured.

Daniel chuckled, his hand stroking his cock as he watched. “She’s a natural.”

Eric pulled me tighter against him, his breath still ragged. “She’s mine.”

Rachel’s hand stroked down my arm, gentle now. “Of course she is. But she can still be ours too, if you want.”

Eric’s eyes darkened, his cock twitching inside me even as he softened. I could feel his conflict—his hunger to see more, his jealousy, his pride.

I tilted my head, whispering in his ear. “Do you want them?”

His answer was a groan, half frustration, half surrender. “Yes. Fuck, yes.”

Daniel stepped closer, his cock thick and ready, and I knew the night was far from over.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN




Daniel’s hand brushed my hip, his touch steady, deliberate, like he’d done this hundreds of times—but the way he looked at me, there was hunger in his eyes. My body quivered, already stretched and throbbing from Eric, already sensitive from Rachel’s mouth. I should’ve been spent. Instead, the ache only deepened.

Eric eased out of me slowly, his cock slick and glistening, and sank onto the couch beside us, chest heaving. His jaw flexed, his eyes locked on mine, but he didn’t stop Daniel. He didn’t say a word. He just leaned back, stroking himself, so hard again I thought his skin would split.

I felt the weight of his stare as Daniel tipped my chin up with one hand. “May I?” he asked, his voice deep, almost gentle.

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice cracking with need. “Please.”

Rachel’s smile curved sly as she guided me backward onto the bed. My dress was already hiked up, the lace bodysuit shoved aside. Daniel positioned himself between my legs, his cock thick and heavy, slick with lube he’d taken from the nightstand. He rubbed the head against my drenched slit, teasing me until I writhed.

“Fuck her,” Eric growled suddenly, his voice low and raw. “I want to see her take you.”

Daniel’s eyes met his, then mine. He pressed forward, slow at first, stretching me wide. My breath broke in a cry as his girth forced me open.

“Ohhh—god—” My nails clawed at the sheets, my body straining.

Eric’s hand worked furiously on his cock, his breathing sharp. “Take it, baby. Show me how much you want it.”

Daniel groaned as he sank deeper, filling me until I was stuffed completely. My pussy clenched helplessly around him, the sensation overwhelming, exquisite.

“So tight,” Daniel grunted, his fingers gripping my thighs. “She’s gripping me like a vice.”

Rachel laughed softly, settling beside Eric on the couch. She placed her hand over his, guiding his stroking. “See how she opens up for him? Look at her.”

Eric’s head fell back, a moan ripping from his throat. “Fuck, I see. She’s incredible.”

Daniel began to thrust, slow at first, then harder, his hips slapping against mine. The sound echoed, wet and obscene, mingling with my cries. Every stroke hit deeper than I thought possible, my body bowing up to meet him.

I turned my head toward Eric, desperate to read him. His eyes were locked on me, wide and wild, his chest rising like he was on the edge himself.

“You like watching me?” I gasped, my voice high and broken.

His answer was a growl, his cock twitching in his hand. “Love it. You’re so fucking beautiful when you’re used like this.”

Daniel’s pace quickened, his cock driving into me relentlessly. My breasts bounced with each thrust, nipples hard and aching. Rachel slipped onto the bed beside me, her mouth capturing one, sucking hard while her fingers pinched the other. The double stimulation tore another scream from me.

“Yes!” I sobbed, my body thrashing, lost in sensation.

Eric rose suddenly, standing over us. His cock jutted out, thick and leaking. Rachel’s hand slid from my breast to grip him, stroking slow and deliberate while she licked me.

“God,” he groaned, his hand tangling in her hair. “Don’t stop.”

I was sandwiched between them—Daniel pounding my pussy, Rachel sucking my nipple, Eric’s groans vibrating through the air as he fed his cock into her mouth. The sight pushed me past the point of no return.

“Eric!” I cried, my body seizing, my pussy clamping down around Daniel in violent spasms. The orgasm ripped through me, wave after wave, my thighs shaking uncontrollably.

Daniel cursed, thrusting harder, his rhythm faltering. “I’m close—fuck, she’s squeezing me—”

“Come in her,” Eric snarled, his hand fisting Rachel’s hair as she bobbed on his cock. “Fill her up. I want to see it.”

Daniel groaned loud, driving deep one last time as his cock pulsed, spilling hot inside me. I gasped at the heat flooding my pussy, so much I could feel it leaking out around him. The thought of it—of another man’s come mixing with Eric’s inside me—sent another shiver through me.

Eric yanked out of Rachel’s mouth, his cock slick with spit. “Move,” he ordered, his voice ragged.

Rachel slid back, and Eric climbed onto the bed, grabbing my face with both hands. His cock slammed into me in one fierce stroke, shoving Daniel’s come deeper inside.

“Ohhh, fuck!” I screamed, the sensation raw, messy, overwhelming.

“Mine,” Eric growled, pounding me so hard the bed shook. “All of you—every hole—mine.”

I clung to him, crying out as another orgasm tore through me, my pussy a tight, desperate vice around his cock. He groaned, his body tensing, and I felt him swell before he erupted, his seed mixing with Daniel’s, thick and hot and endless.

When he collapsed on top of me, sweaty and panting, I could still feel Rachel’s hand stroking my hair, her voice soft.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “You were perfect.”

I was too spent to reply, my body trembling, my pussy dripping with both their cum.

Eric pressed his forehead to mine, his voice hoarse. “Fuck, Amanda. That was—”

“Everything,” I whispered, tears prickling my eyes. “It was everything.”

Eric collapsed against me, his chest slick with sweat, his cock still buried deep, keeping Daniel’s load inside me. My body trembled beneath his weight, the sheets damp with sweat and come. For a long moment, all I could do was breathe, my eyes fluttering closed, my body throbbing.

Then I felt Rachel’s lips against my shoulder, soft and teasing. “Don’t drift off just yet, sweetheart,” she whispered. Her fingers traced down my side, over my hip, skimming the mess between my thighs. She dipped lower, gathering some of the thick mixture dripping out of me, then slid her wet fingers over my lips.

I gasped, tasting salt and heat. My own come. Daniel’s. Eric’s.

“Good girl,” Rachel purred, sliding her fingers back into my mouth until I sucked them clean. Her eyes darkened with approval. “So obedient.”

Eric groaned against my neck. “Fuck, Amanda, you have no idea how hot that is.”

Daniel shifted beside us, his cock already hard again, slick with his release. “She’s insatiable,” he said with a low chuckle, his eyes devouring me.

Rachel kissed my cheek, then pressed her lips to mine, her tongue slipping past my mouth. She tasted of me, of them, the kiss hungry and slow. For the first time, I kissed a woman back—really kissed her—and it sent a fresh wave of heat spiraling through me.

“Mmmm,” she hummed when we pulled apart. “You’re delicious. I could eat you all night.”

Eric pushed himself up on trembling arms, his gaze flicking between us. “Do it,” he rasped. “I want to watch.”

Rachel didn’t hesitate. She pushed Eric gently aside, urging me to spread my legs. My dress was already bunched at my waist, my bodysuit shoved down, and the mess between my thighs gleamed in the low light.

She slid down the bed, her mouth hovering just above me. Her eyes met mine, daring me to stop her. I didn’t.

Her tongue flicked over my swollen clit, soft at first, then harder, circling, lapping, drinking me in. My body jolted, another cry ripping from my throat.

“Oh, god!” I grabbed Eric’s hand, squeezing tight, needing the anchor.

Daniel moved closer, kneeling beside Rachel. His hand stroked his cock lazily as he watched her tongue disappear between my folds.

“Look at her,” he said to Eric. “Your wife’s a goddess.”

Eric’s cock twitched in his fist as he stroked himself harder. “I know,” he groaned. “And she’s all ours tonight.”

Rachel moaned against me, her tongue dipping inside, scooping up the mess of their come and swallowing it. The sight alone nearly undid me.

My thighs shook, my hips grinding against her face. “Rachel—ohhh fuck, Rachel!”

She smiled against me, sucking my clit hard enough to make me scream.

Eric leaned down, whispering in my ear. “Do you like it? Being eaten while they watch? While I watch?”

“Yes!” I sobbed, my whole body on fire.

Rachel slid two fingers inside me, pumping slow and deep as her tongue worked my clit. My pussy clamped down, desperate, aching.

“I’m going to—oh god—I’m—”

The orgasm hit, violent and blinding, my body arching off the bed, my scream filling the room. Rachel didn’t stop, licking me through it, until I was thrashing and gasping, begging for mercy.

When she finally pulled back, her chin glistened with my juices. She licked her lips slowly, grinning. “Perfect.”

Daniel leaned down, kissing her hard, tasting me on her mouth. I watched them, trembling, as his hand stroked her hair, his cock pressing against her thigh.

Eric groaned, nearly bent double with how hard he was. His eyes met mine, wild and desperate. “Amanda, I need—”

Rachel pulled him closer, her hand wrapping around his cock. “Let me,” she whispered, sliding her mouth down his shaft in one smooth motion.

Eric’s head fell back with a raw groan. “Fuck, yes!”

His hips bucked as she swallowed him, her cheeks hollowing, her hand twisting his base. I watched, spellbound, my husband’s face contorted with pleasure as another woman pleasured him.

Daniel’s hand touched my cheek, grounding me. “Want to taste me too?” he asked softly.

My lips parted before I could even think. “Yes.”

He guided me up, pressing the head of his cock against my lips. I opened for him, sliding him into my mouth, tasting the salt of his skin, the faint tang of my own pussy still clinging to him.

Eric groaned at the sight. “Fuck, Amanda… taking his cock while she sucks me… I can’t…”

Rachel moaned around him, her throat swallowing, her hands gripping his thighs.

I sucked Daniel deeper, my tongue swirling, my jaw aching but my body singing with need. His hand tangled in my hair, gentle but firm, guiding my rhythm.

The four of us were a knot of moans and wet sounds, mouths and cocks and hands everywhere. My body hummed with overstimulation, yet I couldn’t stop.

Daniel pulled out of my mouth suddenly, groaning. “If I stay there, I’ll come too soon. I want to fuck her again.”

Eric pulled Rachel off his cock with a pop, his eyes blazing. “Do it. I want to see her stretched with both of us.”

My pussy clenched at the thought.

Daniel positioned me on my knees, Rachel sliding behind me to hold my hair back, whispering filthy encouragements. Eric stood in front of me, guiding his cock back into my mouth, while Daniel pressed into my pussy from behind.

The stretch made me cry out, muffled around Eric’s shaft.

“Yesss,” Eric hissed, his hand fisting in my hair. “Fuck, Amanda, you look so good like this.”

Daniel thrust into me, slow at first, then harder, filling me deep. My body rocked between them—Eric’s cock filling my throat, Daniel pounding my pussy—while Rachel kissed my shoulders, whispering, “Such a good girl, taking them both.”

The sensations blurred together into pure ecstasy. My pussy ached, my throat burned, but the intensity only drove me higher.

Eric groaned, his hips jerking. “I’m gonna—fuck, I’m gonna come—”

He pulled out just in time, stroking himself as his hot load splashed across my chest, streaking my breasts. The sight made Daniel roar, his thrusts frantic, until he exploded inside me again, filling me so deep I whimpered.

I collapsed onto the bed, shaking, dripping, my chest coated with Eric’s release, my pussy stuffed and leaking. Rachel kissed my forehead, murmuring, “Beautiful. You’re beautiful.”

Eric slumped down beside me, pulling me into his arms, his lips pressing to my temple. “You’re everything, Amanda. Everything.”

Daniel lay back, spent, while Rachel curled against his chest. The four of us lay tangled together, sweat cooling, our breathing slowly evening out.

For a long time, no one spoke. The air was thick with sex and satisfaction.

Finally, Eric tilted my chin up, his eyes soft. “You okay?”

I smiled weakly, my body exhausted but glowing. “More than okay.”

Rachel chuckled, stroking my hair. “Welcome to Velvet Nights, darling.”


CHAPTER FOURTEEN




The music downstairs still thumped faintly, muffled through the walls of the private room, but for us the night had already narrowed into something smaller, quieter. Our bodies were tangled in the sheets, slick with sweat, every muscle loose and trembling after everything we’d just done. I lay with my cheek pressed against Eric’s chest, listening to the heavy rhythm of his breathing as his hand traced lazy circles on my bare hip.

Neither of us spoke for a long moment, and it wasn’t an awkward silence — it was full. Full of memory, of images that wouldn’t stop replaying behind my eyelids: strangers’ mouths on me, rough hands holding me open, Eric’s eyes locked on mine as he stroked himself while I moaned for another man. I felt the wetness between my thighs still leaking out of me, a sticky reminder of just how far we had gone tonight.

Finally, Eric exhaled, his voice a low rumble against my ear. “That was… beyond anything I ever imagined.”

I smiled against his skin, my lips brushing his chest. “You’re telling me. I don’t think I’ve ever come that hard, Eric. My body still feels like it’s vibrating.”

His hand stilled for a second, then resumed its slow path along my hip, fingertips grazing the curve of my ass. “I kept looking at you, even when you were with them. Especially then. You should’ve seen yourself — how wild you looked. Like you’d been holding that side of you in for years.”

I tipped my head back to look at him. His eyes were soft but dark, still carrying the heat of what we’d just lived through. “Were you jealous?” I asked carefully.

His mouth quirked in a half-smile, but his gaze didn’t waver. “A little. I’m not going to lie. But it wasn’t the kind of jealousy I thought it would be. Not the ugly kind. More like…” He searched for words, his thumb absently stroking my skin. “Like watching something precious of mine be admired by everyone else in the room. I knew you were still mine. That never left me.”

Those words hit something deep in me. My throat tightened as I kissed his chest again, softer this time. “I thought about you the whole time,” I admitted. “Even when I had someone else’s cock in me, I was thinking about how you were seeing it, how you were feeling watching me. It made me want it more.”

He groaned quietly, his chest vibrating under my ear. “God, Amanda. Hearing you say that…” His hand slid lower, cupping the back of my thigh and pulling it over his. We were pressed tighter now, my swollen pussy brushing against his hip bone, sending a ripple of ache through me again.

I hesitated, the words balancing on my tongue, then let them fall. “Were you proud of me?”

His eyes sharpened, meeting mine instantly. “So fucking proud. The way you opened yourself, the way you let go — I’ve never seen you like that. I thought Vegas was wild, but this? Tonight? You were fearless. You were every fantasy I’ve ever had come to life.”

Heat flushed my face, and I buried it back against his chest, but he tilted my chin up until I couldn’t hide. “Don’t shrink away,” he whispered firmly. “You were beautiful. Every second. You still are.”

I let out a shaky laugh. “Beautiful? With smeared makeup, sweaty hair, and… God knows how many loads dripping out of me?”

His hand framed my jaw, his thumb brushing my cheek tenderly. “Exactly then. Especially then.”

The honesty in his voice undid me. I pressed my mouth to his, slow and searching, nothing frantic, just the deep connection of two people who’d seen each other in every raw angle tonight. His tongue met mine, and I sighed into the kiss, my body melting all over again.

When we broke apart, he stroked my hair back from my damp forehead. “Do you regret any of it?” he asked softly.

I shook my head instantly. “Not a second. Do you?”

“Not at all,” he said, his tone firm. Then he chuckled, the sound low and warm. “Though I might regret not taking more pictures. The look on your face when you had two men inside you…” His laugh faded into a groan, his cock stirring against my thigh. “I’ll never forget it.”

My cheeks burned, but I couldn’t help smiling. “It’s burned into me, too. Every touch, every moan. I don’t think I’ll ever stop replaying it.”

His palm flattened against my stomach, just above the faint ache in my womb. “It changed something,” he murmured. “In us. Didn’t it?”

“Yes,” I whispered. I kissed his chest again, savoring the salt of his skin, the strength beneath it. “But in the best way.”

We lay there in silence again, the weight of the night settling deeper. I could feel his heartbeat under my cheek, steady and sure, grounding me even as my mind kept spinning. This wasn’t just a night we’d remember — it was a door we’d opened. And neither of us wanted to close it.

Eric’s fingers never stopped tracing me, light as feathers across my skin, until his hand settled firmly on my hip. The weight of it made my breath hitch — not rough, not hurried, just certain. His eyes were on mine, steady, hungry, full of something I couldn’t name but felt everywhere.

“Come here,” he said, voice thick and low. Not a command, not quite a plea — something in between that pulled at me deeper than anything else.

I climbed over him, straddling his waist, my thighs trembling as I settled onto the length of his body. His cock was already hard, pressed against me, hot and insistent but not demanding. He just held my hips, thumbs digging gently into the softness there, like he was memorizing the shape of me.

For a moment, he didn’t move. He just looked up at me, his chest rising and falling, eyes locked on mine as though he wanted to burn this sight into his soul.

“You’re mine,” he said finally, the words so soft but so absolute that they rippled through me like a shockwave.

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice breaking. “I’m yours.”

He guided me down slowly, his cock sliding into my still-sensitive pussy, stretching me all over again. I gasped, my nails scraping against his chest as the fullness returned, deeper and more intimate this time. No audience. No strangers. Just him — my husband, my anchor, my everything.

His eyes fluttered shut for a second, a ragged breath escaping him. “Fuck, Amanda. After everything tonight, after watching you take them… this is all I need. You. Wrapped around me like this.”

I moved slowly, rolling my hips, grinding against him so he filled me to the very root. His hands left my hips to roam higher, cupping my breasts, kneading them gently, thumbing at my tender nipples. Every touch was reverent, but edged with possession, like he was marking what belonged to him.

Leaning forward, I kissed him, deep and wet, our tongues tangling. His hands slid back down, gripping my ass and pulling me harder against him. Every thrust was unhurried, deliberate, a slow claiming that made me shiver more than any rough pounding could.

“You’re my wife,” he groaned against my lips, his breath hot. “My slut, my everything. And no matter how many cocks you take, this pussy is mine. Always mine.”

The words undid me. I moaned into his mouth, grinding down on him harder, needing every inch of him. “Yes, Eric. Always yours. Only yours.”

His pace stayed steady, torturous in its control. Each drag of his cock through me felt endless, every ridge pulling sparks from deep inside me. My walls clenched greedily around him, desperate, but he didn’t let me rush. He wanted me to feel every second.

“You’re so perfect,” he whispered, brushing his lips along my jaw, my neck, my ear. “So fucking beautiful. Look at you, still full of their come, and still mine. Always mine.”

I cried out softly, my whole body trembling. His words wrapped around me like chains I never wanted to break. The ache of the night, the sweetness of him, the raw possessiveness in his voice — it all collided into a need that felt bottomless.

“Eric,” I moaned, my forehead pressed to his. “Please… don’t stop. Don’t ever stop.”

He groaned, his hips lifting to meet mine in a rhythm that made stars burst behind my eyes. His grip on me tightened, strong and unyielding. “Never. I’ll never let you go. You’re my everything, Amanda. My wife, my fantasy, my forever.”

The words cracked something open inside me. My climax rushed up like a tidal wave, unstoppable, breaking me apart as I sobbed his name. My pussy clenched and fluttered around him, milking his cock as he buried himself deep and finally let go.

With a guttural moan, he spilled into me, hot and thick, filling me in a way that was both primal and tender. His arms locked around me, holding me tight as though he could fuse me to him.

We clung to each other as we came, shaking, gasping, kissing like we’d been starved. When it finally ebbed, I collapsed against his chest, both of us panting, our hearts hammering in sync.

He stroked my hair, his lips pressed to the crown of my head. “You’re mine, Amanda,” he whispered again, softer now, almost broken.

And I smiled against his skin, tears slipping down my cheeks. “Always.”

The room smelled like sweat, sex, and the faint trace of Eric’s cologne still clinging to his skin. I stayed sprawled across his chest, our legs tangled, his cock softening inside me but neither of us moving to separate just yet. The weight of him inside me was comforting, grounding.

His hand traced idle patterns up and down my spine, slow and soothing, until he broke the silence with a groan. “I can’t stop seeing it.”

I tilted my head up, my cheek resting against his chest. “Seeing what?”

His eyes were open, staring at the ceiling, distant but heated. “You. With them. The way you looked when Chris had you bent over. When Mike pulled your hair. The sounds you made… Fuck, Amanda, I close my eyes and it’s all I see. It’s burned into me.”

My pussy clenched weakly around him at the way he said it — not jealous, not bitter, but hungry, still riding the high of what we’d done. “You liked it that much?” I whispered.

He laughed, low and rough. “Liked it? Babe, I’ll be jerking off to those images for the rest of my life. I thought it would be hard, watching them use you. But it was the opposite. I was proud. Turned on like I’ve never been in my entire fucking life. Watching my wife take cock after cock and beg for more? Goddamn, Amanda, it’s all I can think about.”

Heat spread through me, pooling between my thighs again even though I was sore and spent. I bit my lip, nervous but unable to hold back. “What if… what if we do it again? Not just at the club. What if there’s someone else? Back home. Maybe even a regular.”

His gaze snapped to mine, sharp and intense, but his hand never stopped stroking my back. “Are you saying you want that?”

“Yes,” I breathed. My voice shook, but I forced myself to keep going. “I can’t stop thinking about it either, Eric. About being full like that again. About you watching me, touching yourself, telling me I’m yours while someone else uses me. I want it. I want more.”

He groaned, his hand gripping my ass hard enough to sting. “Fuck. You’re going to kill me, Amanda. Do you know how hot it is hearing you say that?”

I pressed my lips to his chest, smiling against his skin. “So maybe we find a way. A dating app. Or maybe we go back to the club. See what happens.”

He was quiet for a long moment, then sighed, the sound full of both relief and hunger. “I looked it up once. Apps for couples. Sites for swingers. I never told you because I thought it would freak you out. But now? Now I’m wondering how fast I can get us signed up.”

I lifted my head, surprised, then laughed softly. “You sneaky bastard. You’ve been planning this in your head, haven’t you?”

His grin was wicked, but his eyes were soft. “Since the first time you whispered that you wanted to be shared. I didn’t know it would be this real, though. Or this fucking good.” He cupped my face, kissing me hard, possessive even in the tenderness. “I’ll never stop wanting you to myself. But watching you with them… that’s a fire I don’t ever want to put out.”

I melted into the kiss, my whole body aching in the best way. “Then don’t,” I whispered against his lips. “Let’s keep going. Let’s see how far this can go.”

He pulled me tighter against him, his cock twitching faintly inside me even though we were both wrung out. “Careful what you wish for, Amanda,” he growled softly. “Because once we start, I’m not holding back. I’ll share you, but you’ll always come home to me. You’ll always be mine.”

“I wouldn’t want it any other way,” I whispered, closing my eyes, already imagining the possibilities. Apps. Clubs. Strangers. Regulars. The idea of opening ourselves wider, of living out every filthy dream we’d only whispered about before, made my heart race all over again.

And lying there in his arms, sore and dripping with everything we’d done, I knew this was only the beginning.


CHAPTER FIFTEEN




The sunlight pressed against the curtains in a thin golden stripe, falling across the bed where Eric and I still lay half tangled in sheets that smelled like sweat, perfume, and sex. My body ached in places I didn’t even know could ache — my thighs, my throat, even the roots of my hair — but it was the sweetest ache I’d ever felt. Every muscle hummed like it had been wrung dry and still wanted more.

Eric shifted beside me, his hand immediately finding my hip like it always did in his sleep. His thumb rubbed a lazy arc along my skin, and I knew he wasn’t fully awake until he groaned, voice rough. “Morning.”

I smiled against his shoulder. “Morning.”

For a few moments we just lay there, breathing in sync, our bodies too comfortable to move. Then I rolled onto my back, staring at the ceiling as images from the night before flooded me: hands that weren’t his gripping me, teeth scraping my skin, Eric’s eyes dark and glittering as he watched every filthy thing. I shivered at the memory, squeezing my thighs together, but it didn’t make the ache go away.

Eric chuckled low, his lips brushing my ear. “Still thinking about it, aren’t you?”

“Are you not?” I teased.

“Oh, I am,” he admitted, propping himself up on an elbow. His hair was a mess, his chest bare, and he looked like sin itself. “But I can’t think straight on an empty stomach. Coffee first. Then we can talk about how many times I almost came in my pants last night just from watching you.”

Laughing, I shoved him playfully, but he caught my wrist and kissed the inside of it, soft and sweet. “Come on. Let’s shower and grab breakfast.”

We cleaned up and dressed lazily — I tugged on one of his old T-shirts and yoga pants, he pulled on sweats, and we padded barefoot into the kitchen. The coffee maker hissed to life while he dug eggs and bread out of the fridge, humming under his breath like nothing had changed. But everything had.

I perched on the counter, sipping coffee while he buttered toast, watching him move around like he hadn’t spent the last twelve hours watching his wife get stretched, stuffed, filled, and claimed. “So,” I said finally, breaking the silence, “what now?”

He paused, spatula in hand, then glanced at me. “Now? We eat breakfast before I bend you over that counter again.”

“Eric,” I pressed, rolling my eyes but smiling. “You know what I mean. Last night wasn’t a one-off, was it?”

He set the spatula down, leaning against the counter opposite me. His expression sobered, his jaw flexing. “No. Not unless you want it to be. Do you?”

I didn’t hesitate. “No.”

His exhale was sharp, relieved. “Good. Because I can’t stop thinking about it. About them. About the way you looked with someone else’s cock inside you. I don’t want that to be the last time.”

Heat coiled in my belly, and I set my mug aside, my hands curling against the counter. “Me neither.”

A grin spread across his face — hungry, wicked. “Then we make a plan. We don’t leave this in Vegas. We take it home.”

“How?” I asked, my heart racing.

He reached for his phone, unlocking it with a swipe, then held it out to me. “There are apps. Sites for couples. Profiles where people look for exactly what we’re looking for.” His eyes glinted. “I want us to make one. Together.”

My stomach swooped, equal parts nerves and excitement. “A profile?”

“Yeah.” He came closer, slipping between my knees, his hands bracketing my thighs. “We choose the pictures. We write what we want. And we see who’s out there. Couples. Singles. Bulls. Whatever you want.”

The word bull sent a shiver through me, the fantasy of one man taking me while Eric watched still raw from last night. My voice came out softer than I intended. “And what if someone actually responds?”

His grin widened. “Then we decide if they’re worth our time. If they’re worthy of you.”

God, the way he said it. My pussy clenched, and I squeezed his shoulders to steady myself. “Okay,” I whispered. “Let’s do it.”

We carried our plates to the living room, coffee mugs in hand, and curled up on the couch with his phone balanced between us. My heart pounded as he pulled up one of the apps and hit “create account.”

“Username,” he said, eyebrows raised. “Something sexy? Or something subtle?”

I laughed nervously. “Not our real names, that’s for sure.”

“How about… HotwifeAdventures?” he teased, typing it in.

“Eric!” I smacked his arm, laughing harder. “We’ll sound like amateurs.”

His grin was boyish. “We are amateurs.”

I rolled my eyes, then thought for a second. “What about… SinAndSatin?”

His eyebrows shot up. “That’s hot.” He typed it in, nodding. “Okay. Now the bio.”

We leaned over the phone together, tossing out lines, deleting and rewriting, until we had something short and direct: Married couple, deeply in love, looking to explore new experiences together. She’s curious, playful, and loves attention. He’s open, watching, sometimes joining. We’re real, we’re discreet, and we’re excited to meet people who get it.

My cheeks burned just reading it back, but Eric kissed the side of my neck and murmured, “Perfect.”

Then came the photos. My stomach flipped as we scrolled through my camera roll. Vegas had left us with plenty — shots of me in lingerie, selfies of us kissing, one blurry but undeniably hot photo Eric had snapped of me kneeling between his legs.

“Too much?” I asked, biting my lip as he selected the lingerie shot.

“Not enough,” he countered, eyes gleaming. “But we’ll start with this. Leave a little mystery.”

When he hit “save,” our profile went live. Just like that, we weren’t just Amanda and Eric anymore — we were SinAndSatin, a couple dipping our toes into a world that suddenly felt wide open.

I leaned back against the couch, heart racing. “So now what?”

“Now,” he said, setting the phone aside and tugging me into his lap, “we see who notices. And in the meantime…” His lips brushed mine, his cock already hard against my thigh. “We remind ourselves why we’re doing this.”

It didn’t take long. We hadn’t even finished our coffee before Eric’s phone buzzed with a notification. My stomach lurched.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I whispered.

Eric grinned like a kid at Christmas, unlocking the screen. “Told you it wouldn’t take long.”

We curled closer on the couch, shoulders pressed, as he opened the app. There they were — the first messages. My pulse jumped seeing them: a couple our age smiling in their profile picture, a single man who looked like he lived at the gym, another couple who had been “exploring for years” according to their bio.

Eric scrolled slowly, his thumb hovering. “Damn. They’re really out there. Real people. Couples like us. Men who want to… fuck you.” His voice dropped, thick and husky.

I swallowed hard, heat pooling low in my belly. “What are they saying?”

He tapped open the first message, reading aloud: “Hey SinAndSatin, love your profile. You two look gorgeous together. We’d love to chat more.”

The words made my cheeks flush, but it was the way Eric looked at me — eyes dark, lips slightly parted — that made me ache. “See?” he murmured. “They want you. They want us.”

The next message was bolder. From the single guy. You’re stunning. I’d be honored to take care of your wife while you watch. Let me know if you’re interested.

My breath caught. I couldn’t look away from the screen. “Oh my God,” I whispered.

Eric’s cock twitched against my hip through his sweats, and he growled low in his throat. “Fuck. Reading that makes me want to bend you over this couch right now.”

I bit my lip, torn between nerves and a surge of arousal so strong it made me dizzy. “Eric… are we really doing this?”

He turned, cupping my face in his hands, his forehead pressed to mine. “Amanda, last night lit a fire in me. This—” he tapped the phone against my thigh “—this is fuel. I can’t stop picturing you bent over for a stranger while I hold your hair. I can’t stop seeing your pussy stretched wide while you moan for someone else and then crawl back into my arms. I don’t just want to do this. I need to.”

My whole body clenched, my thighs pressing together, but it didn’t ease the throbbing need. I kissed him hard, desperate, his mouth hungry against mine.

The phone slid onto the cushion as he pulled me under him, pressing me into the couch. His cock strained against his sweats, and I pushed them down just enough to free him, hot and rigid against my stomach.

“Ride me,” he demanded, voice ragged. “Show me you’re mine before we let anyone else have a taste.”

I straddled him, tugging my yoga pants aside, sinking down onto him with a gasp. My pussy was still sore, but the stretch was exquisite, his cock filling me perfectly, sliding home like it belonged there.

Eric’s hands clamped on my hips, guiding me as I rode him slow, deep, grinding against the base of his cock. His head tipped back, a growl escaping his throat. “Fuck yes, Amanda. That’s it. Take me. Take what’s yours.”

I leaned forward, pressing my forehead to his, our lips brushing as I moaned. “I’m yours, Eric. Always yours.”

His eyes blazed. “Say it louder.”

“I’m yours!” I cried, bouncing harder, faster, my nails digging into his shoulders.

“That’s right,” he groaned, thrusting up to meet me, the slap of our bodies echoing through the quiet room. “You can take every cock in this city and you’ll still come home to me. You’ll always be my wife, my slut, my everything.”

The words shattered me. My climax hit hard, my pussy clenching around him, pulsing with wave after wave of release. I sobbed his name, collapsing against his chest as he roared, his cock swelling and then spilling hot and thick inside me.

We clung to each other, gasping, shaking, kissing like we couldn’t get close enough. When the aftershocks faded, we sank into the couch, his arms still tight around me, his cock softening inside me but neither of us letting go.

After a long, quiet stretch, Eric stroked my hair back, his lips brushing my temple. “This is just the beginning, Amanda. We’re going to meet them. We’re going to see how far this can go. And no matter what — you’ll always be mine.”

I smiled against his chest, my heart full and my body still humming. “Good,” I whispered. “Because I want it all. The attention, the strangers, the nights we’ll never forget. I want it with you. Only with you.”

He kissed me softly, his grin wicked against my lips. “Then buckle up, baby. Our adventure’s just getting started.”

And I knew, with absolute certainty, he was right.


EPILOGUE




Three nights later, I curled up in bed with my laptop glowing against the dark room. Eric had just stepped out of the shower, a towel slung around his waist, water dripping from his hair onto his shoulders.

“Anything new?” he asked, rubbing his head with the towel as he crossed to the dresser.

I scrolled through the notifications and laughed softly. “More than new. Try… endless.”

The messages kept coming. Couples with smiling selfies, some sweet, some daring. Single men with bodies sculpted for sin. A few with bold promises typed out like dirty confessions: She’s gorgeous. I’d worship her while you watched. We’d love to take you both out for drinks this weekend.

Eric joined me on the bed, the towel loosening and slipping low on his hips as he leaned over my shoulder. His eyes widened as the words filled the screen. “Damn,” he muttered, a grin tugging at his lips. “They can’t get enough of you.”

I closed the laptop halfway, nerves fluttering in my belly. “They want us. That’s the part that excites me.”

His hand slid onto my thigh, firm and warm. “Then we’ll figure it out. Together. No rush.” He kissed my temple, his lips lingering there, soft but sure.

I set the laptop aside and climbed into his lap, my arms looped around his damp neck. “You’re really okay with this?”

His eyes locked on mine, steady and fierce. “Amanda, I’ve never been more okay with anything in my life. Whatever we do, whoever we meet, you’ll always come back here. To me.”

The conviction in his voice melted something inside me. I pressed my lips to his, slow and tender, the kiss blooming into something deeper. His towel slipped away, his cock hardening against me, and I gasped into his mouth.

He groaned, cupping my ass in both hands. “Let them line up in our inbox, babe. Right now, all I care about is having you again.”

I laughed breathlessly, guiding him into me, sinking down onto his cock with a shiver. “Mmm… lucky me.”

“Lucky us,” he corrected, pulling me close as his mouth covered mine again.

The laptop sat forgotten on the nightstand while we moved together, his body warm and familiar, his eyes never leaving mine. And in that moment, I wasn’t thinking about messages or profiles or strangers. I was thinking about us — about the love that made everything else possible.
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