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Chapter 1: The Fantasy Years

The late summer dusk settled over Austin like a warm, velvet curtain, painting the floor-to-ceiling windows of the downtown condo in deep golds and soft lavenders that seemed to pulse with the same slow heat building inside their marriage. Ethan Caldwell stood at the wide granite island in the open kitchen, the stone cool and unyielding beneath his forearms as he watched his wife Brooke at the sink. Water ran in a steady stream over the last of the dinner plates, the faint clink of porcelain mixing with the low hum of the city far below.

At thirty-four, Ethan carried the quiet strength of a man whose body had been shaped by real weekend trail runs through the Hill Country—lean muscle that shifted under his skin with every movement, shoulders broad enough to make Brooke feel safely enveloped when he held her. A few silver strands threaded through his dark hair at the temples, catching the light in a way that always made her want to run her fingers through it.

Brooke Caldwell, thirty and glowing with quiet sensuality, rinsed the final fork and set it aside. Her fair skin looked almost luminous under the warm overhead light, flushed faintly from the heat of the kitchen and the thoughts that had been circling in her mind all evening. Her long brown hair was twisted into a loose knot at the nape of her neck, exposing the delicate curve where shoulder met collarbone—a spot Ethan loved to kiss until she shivered. She wore a simple white tank top that clung to the soft swell of her breasts and the gentle dip of her waist, paired with lounge shorts that rode low on her hips, hinting at the smooth warmth of her thighs.

Five years of marriage had woven them together in deep comfort, yet lately that comfort had begun to feel like silk restraints—beautiful, safe, but aching for something rawer, something that would remind them how intensely alive they could still feel together.

Ethan crossed the kitchen in three quiet steps, the hardwood warm under his bare feet. He slid his arms around her from behind, hands settling low on her stomach, fingers splayed possessively as he pressed his chest flush against her back. The faint lavender scent of her soap rose from her skin, mingling with the lingering garlic and basil from the pasta they had cooked side by side. His growing hardness nestled against the curve of her ass, deliberate and unhidden.

“You’ve been quiet since we sat down to eat,” he murmured against the shell of her ear, his breath hot and slow. “Miles away. Tell me where your mind is taking you tonight.”

Brooke leaned back into him with a soft sigh, her body melting against his in that familiar way that still sent sparks racing across her skin. A small, knowing smile curved her lips.

“Just thinking about how good this feels… and how much deeper it could get if we stopped holding back.”

That single sentence carried the heavy, delicious weight of two years of slow-burning discovery—the kind of shared secrets that had quietly transformed their lovemaking from sweet to something far more addictive.



It had started in earnest on their third anniversary, a night they had deliberately kept private. Thai takeout filled the living room with fragrant steam—lemongrass, coconut milk, and chili—while they ate cross-legged on the oversized sectional. Soft R&B pulsed low from the speakers, the bass vibrating through the cushions and into their bodies.

Empty plates forgotten, city lights sparkling like distant embers beyond the windows, Brooke set her wineglass down and turned to him, one knee brushing his thigh. The lamp cast a golden pool across her face, highlighting the flush already rising on her cheeks and chest.

“I need to tell you something that’s been making me wet for months,” she said, her voice low and husky, eyes locked on his.

She hesitated. Just for a second. Her fingers stilled against his thigh, like she might take the words back.

Her fingers traced slow, teasing patterns along his inner thigh, inching higher.

She let out a small, almost embarrassed breath.

“It might sound crazy, but I keep imagining another man here with us. Watching me. Touching me. Taking me while you sit right there and see everything. Not because I don’t crave you every single day—I ache for you—but because the thought of completely letting go, of being fucked in front of the man I love most, makes my pussy throb in a way nothing else does.”

Ethan felt the words hit him like a slow, molten wave, heat flooding straight to his cock until he was rock-hard against the fabric of his pants.

He didn’t speak immediately. His jaw tightened slightly, breath slowing as he processed it—then the heat took over.

He cupped the side of her face, thumb brushing her full lower lip.

“Fuck, Brooke. Tell me every dirty detail. I want to hear exactly how you imagine him opening you up.”

She exhaled shakily, nipples visibly tightening beneath her thin top as she described it: strong, dark hands gripping her pale hips, the stark visual contrast making her feel deliciously exposed. The way a deeper, thicker cock would stretch her in ways that would draw sounds from her throat she rarely made with him. She confessed how these images had taken root in quiet moments—at the office gym, watching a colleague’s powerful body move with confident strength; in meetings, when a coworker’s voice sent involuntary pulses of heat between her legs. Harmless glances that had bloomed into vivid, aching fantasies during showers when her fingers weren’t enough.

Ethan pulled her onto his lap, hands sliding under her shirt to cup her bare breasts, thumbs circling her stiff nipples.

“I’ve been jerking off to the same thoughts,” he admitted, voice rough with raw need. “Picturing you riding another man’s cock… moaning for him while I watch every second.”



Over the following months, these nights wove themselves into the very heart of their marriage, each one richer and more meaningful than the last.

Some weeks, they didn’t mention it at all—like it was too big to touch. And then it would come back suddenly, stronger than before.

The fantasies added profound layers: proof that after five years they could still crave each other while inviting the unknown, that their love was strong enough to hold new fire without burning them apart.

One humid Friday evening, Brooke greeted him at the door wearing nothing but his crisp white dress shirt…

She led him to the bedroom, pushed him onto the edge of the bed, and straddled him…

She paused for just a moment, searching his face—making sure he was still with her.

“Close your eyes and picture it,” she whispered hotly against his mouth…

“Tell me… be honest…” she breathed, voice softer now, more vulnerable beneath the heat.

“You’re watching from the chair while he grips my ass… Would you stay rock hard seeing your wife turned into such a slut for him?”

Some nights they watched videos together under a single thin sheet, the glow of the laptop casting soft, shifting blue-white light across their faces and bare shoulders. The rest of the bedroom was dark, the city’s low hum drifting in through the cracked window like a distant pulse. Ethan had quietly started paying for a few premium platforms — slick, high-quality productions with longer scenes and better lighting — though he never made a big deal about it. It simply felt more intentional now, more immersive, like they were curating their own slow-burning fantasy.

They didn’t always speak right away. Often they would lie on their sides facing the screen, bodies close but not yet touching, the sheet pooled loosely around their waists. Brooke would go still beside him, her breathing gradually deepening as her focus narrowed on the couple onscreen — usually a fair-skinned woman lost beneath a powerful Black man, their bodies glistening, the contrast stark and hypnotic. Ethan found himself watching her more than the video. He noticed how her nipples would tighten visibly against the thin fabric, how her thighs would press together slowly, unconsciously, as if trying to soothe the growing ache between them. Her lips would part slightly, the tip of her tongue sometimes wetting her lower lip without her realizing it.

He learned every small tell. The way her chest would rise a little faster when the man onscreen gripped the woman’s hips and drove deep. The faint flush that crept across her collarbones and up her throat. Sometimes her hand would drift over without thinking, resting high on his thigh, fingers twitching lightly against his skin as her own arousal built. Other times she would shift restlessly, one knee bending, subtly rubbing herself against the mattress.

Ethan’s cock would thicken and throb against the sheet just from watching her react. He loved these quiet, charged moments most — the ones where nothing had happened yet, but the air already felt thick with sex.

Eventually Brooke would speak, her voice low and slightly husky, as if she were still halfway inside the scene playing out in front of them.

“Look at how deep he’s going,” she whispered one night, eyes fixed on the screen where the woman’s mouth fell open in a silent cry. “God… you can see her belly tightening every time he bottoms out.” Her hand slid higher up Ethan’s thigh until her fingertips brushed the heavy base of his erection. She didn’t stroke him yet — just rested there, feeling him pulse against her palm.

Another night she was bolder. As the woman onscreen moaned and pushed back onto her partner, Brooke’s breathing turned ragged. She slipped her hand under the sheet and wrapped her fingers around Ethan’s cock, giving him one slow, lazy stroke. “I keep imagining that thickness stretching me open,” she murmured, voice thick with want. “How full I’d feel. How I’d probably sound different with someone like that inside me.”

Ethan groaned softly, hips twitching into her grip. “Tell me,” he rasped, voice rough. “Would you come harder for him?”

Brooke’s grip tightened, her thumb gliding over the slick head of his cock. “I think so,” she admitted, almost shyly. “Especially if you were right there… watching me take every inch.” Her thighs pressed together again, and Ethan could hear the faint, wet sound of her arousal as she shifted.

Those nights rarely ended with just watching. The videos became foreplay that left them both soaked and desperate. Sometimes Brooke would climb on top of him while the scene kept playing, sinking down onto his cock with a long, shuddering moan, riding him slow and deep while her eyes kept flicking back to the screen. Other times Ethan would roll her onto her back, spread her legs wide, and fuck her while they narrated together — describing what they would do, what they would let happen, what they secretly craved.

Each time, the heat between them burned hotter, laced with deeper meaning. These shared fantasies weren’t just about sex anymore. They were about trust, about pushing the boundaries of their marriage while staying anchored in each other. Every moan Brooke let out while watching another man fuck onscreen was also a promise — that when the real moment came, she would still be his, even as she gave herself to someone else.



By their fourth anniversary, the desire had grown too potent to contain. It wasn’t just a passing fantasy anymore, or something that lived only in quiet moments between them. It had settled into the rhythm of their relationship, showing up in glances, in touches that lingered a little longer, in the way conversations sometimes drifted back to the same unspoken edge.

They were sitting on the balcony that evening, the air soft and warm, the distant city lights flickering below like a scattered constellation. Brooke had her legs tucked under her, a glass of wine loose in her hand, though she hadn’t taken a sip in a while. She seemed somewhere else—present, but thinking.

“I’m ready to look beyond just us,” she said finally.

Her voice dipped slightly at the end, not uncertain exactly, but quieter—like she was stepping onto unfamiliar ground and feeling it out as she spoke.

Ethan didn’t interrupt. He just watched her, giving her the space to keep going—but there was something in his expression now too. Not hesitation. Recognition.

She let out a small breath, almost a soft laugh at herself.

“I think I am…” she added, then shook her head faintly. “I mean—I want to be.”

Her fingers traced the rim of the glass, slow and absent-minded. There was a flicker of something in her expression now—nerves, maybe, but also something deeper. Curiosity. Want.

“I don’t want it to just stay in our heads,” she said more quietly. “All those nights… all the things we’ve talked about. I keep wondering what it would actually feel like. Not just imagining it, but… being in it. Experiencing it—with you.”

She looked up at him then, searching his face—not for permission, but for alignment.

Ethan exhaled slowly, like he’d been holding something in for a while.

“I’ve been there too,” he said, his voice low but steady. “More than I’ve probably said out loud.”

He leaned back slightly, running a hand through his hair, a faint, almost sheepish smile forming.

Brooke caught it instantly.

“Oh, I know,” she said, a grin tugging at her lips now. “How long were you planning to keep just imagining it, hmm?”

He raised an eyebrow, already knowing where she was going.

She tilted her head, eyes glinting with mischief.

Her hand drifted across the small space between them, resting lightly on his thigh, her manicured nail tracing slow, absent-minded circles against the fabric.

“How long were you going to keep… taking care of it that way?” she added, letting the tease land, then laughing softly under her breath.

Ethan let out a quiet huff of amusement, shaking his head. “You’re not exactly innocent in all this.”

“No,” she admitted easily, her smile softening. “I’m really not.”

The laughter faded, but the warmth stayed, making what came next feel easier—lighter, but also more honest.

“But it has to be right,” Ethan said after a moment, his tone grounding again. “Not just anyone. Someone we both feel good about. Someone who actually respects this… what we have.”

She nodded immediately. “Yes. Exactly. I don’t want it to feel cheap or random.”

“I don’t either,” he said. “I want it to feel intentional. Safe. Like we chose it—not like it just happened.”

There was a pause, but it wasn’t awkward. It felt like something settling into place between them.

“And we set the boundaries,” Brooke said quietly. “Everything. What happens, what doesn’t. And we can stop at any point.”

“At any point,” Ethan echoed. “No pressure.”

Her gaze softened again, something deeper returning.

“I want to feel this for real,” she said, softer this time. “Not instead of us… but because of us.”

Ethan reached across, taking her hand, his thumb brushing lightly over her knuckles.

“Then we do it together,” he said. “Every step.”

“Together,” she repeated.

For a moment, neither of them spoke. The night carried on around them, unchanged—but something between them had shifted, deepened. It wasn’t just about desire anymore. It was about trust, about choosing each other even as they explored something new, and the quiet certainty that whatever came next, they would step into it side by side.

They crafted the profile together the following weekend with a mix of nervous laughter and genuine excitement that made the whole process feel intimate and real.

At first, it felt almost strange—like they were stepping into something they had only ever talked about in whispers.

Sunlight streamed through the living room windows, warming their bare legs as they sat cross-legged on the couch in t-shirts and underwear, laptops open. Brooke leaned against Ethan’s shoulder, her hair still damp from a shower, while they carefully selected photos.

They started safe — the one of them laughing at the winery, arms linked, eyes crinkling with real affection. Then they added more revealing ones. Brooke chose a shot of herself in the silk slip, the fabric catching the light across the soft swell of her breasts and the subtle curve of her stomach. Ethan picked one of him shirtless after a run, skin glistening faintly, the natural definition of his chest and abdomen visible without looking posed.

“God, this feels dirty in the best way,” Brooke murmured, biting her lip as she uploaded the image. “Like we’re actually putting ourselves out there.”

She hesitated for just a second before hitting upload, her thumb hovering—then she let it go.

Ethan kissed the top of her head, his hand resting on her bare thigh, thumb stroking slow circles. “We don’t have to post anything we’re not comfortable with. This is still just for us.”

He said it gently, but there was a flicker of the same anticipation in his voice that he couldn’t quite hide.

Their bio took nearly an hour. They wrote it together, reading lines aloud, editing for honesty and warmth:

“Happily married, deeply in love, and curious about exploring new experiences together. We’re first-timers who value real connection, good conversation, laughter, and mutual respect. Safety, consent, and discretion are everything to us. Looking for another couple who feels the same.”

They rewrote certain lines more than once, trying to sound like themselves—and not like strangers pretending to be something they weren’t.

Once it was live, browsing became their new evening ritual. They would pour a glass of wine, dim the lights, and scroll side by side in bed. Most profiles felt off — too aggressive, too vague, or simply lacking that spark.

Some made them laugh. Some made them uncomfortable. A few they closed immediately without even saying anything.

Then, one Tuesday night, Marcus and Jasmine Hayes appeared on the screen.

Their main photo hit them both at once. Marcus and Jasmine on a sunlit beach in Mexico, arms wrapped around each other, smiling with easy confidence. Marcus’s tall, athletic frame stood out — dark skin glowing under the tropical light, broad shoulders, powerful chest tapering to a trim waist. Jasmine looked lush and radiant beside him, her rich brown skin warm and inviting, full curves beautifully accentuated by a flowing sundress that clung to her breasts and hips. There was something magnetic about how naturally they fit together.

Brooke’s breath caught audibly.

She didn’t say anything immediately—just stared for a moment longer than usual.

She shifted closer to Ethan, her hand sliding onto his thigh. “They look… real. And really attractive.”

Ethan felt a low thrum of heat settle in his groin. “Yeah. There’s no fake energy there. Let’s read their bio.”

They read it twice. Marcus, thirty-two, worked in finance in Dallas. Jasmine, twenty-eight, was a graphic designer. Married, no kids, limited experience with soft swaps, and clear about wanting connection over pure hookups. The profile felt grounded, respectful, and quietly confident.

Ethan typed the first message that night, his fingers steady even as anticipation coiled tighter in his stomach.

He paused once before sending it, rereading the tone, making sure it didn’t come across too eager.

The reply from Marcus came the next morning — warm, friendly, and reciprocal. From there, the group chat unfolded naturally over the next couple of weeks. They talked about favorite Austin restaurants, weekend drives, shared playlists. Marcus had a dry, teasing humor that made Brooke laugh out loud at her desk. Jasmine’s messages felt warm and engaging, like she was someone Brooke could actually be friends with.

The flirtation crept in slowly, never forced.

There were moments where it still felt surprisingly normal—until one message would shift the tone just enough to remind them what this really was.

One quiet Thursday evening, Marcus sent Ethan a private message:

“Between us guys — your wife looks incredible in that slip photo. The way the fabric sits on her body has me thinking about a lot of things. If you and Brooke are comfortable, Jasmine and I would love to exchange a few more private pics. No pressure.”

Ethan showed Brooke the message while she was fresh out of the shower, towel wrapped loosely around her body, skin still flushed and dewy. She read it slowly, eyes darkening.

Her lips parted slightly, like she hadn’t expected the reaction she was having.

“That’s hot,” she whispered. “I kind of want to see more of them too… if you’re okay with it.”

She glanced at him for just a beat—checking, even though she already knew the answer.

They agreed. The next set of photos they sent were more revealing but still tasteful — Brooke lying on their bed in black lace panties, the soft light tracing the curve of her breasts and the smooth plane of her stomach; Ethan in low-slung shorts after a workout. Marcus and Jasmine replied in kind. Marcus’s shirtless photo in gym shorts left little to the imagination — the heavy, thick outline beneath the fabric unmistakable. Jasmine’s image showed her in a short silk robe, parted just enough to reveal the inner curve of one full breast and the smooth expanse of her thigh.

That night their sex was urgent and intense.

It started almost without words—just looks, and then movement.

Brooke pushed Ethan onto his back and sank down onto him in one smooth motion, already soaked. “Did you see how thick he looks?” she gasped, riding him with slow, deep rolls of her hips. “And Jasmine’s body… fuck, I bet she feels incredible.”

Ethan gripped her ass, thrusting up to meet her, both of them lost in the new images now burned into their minds.

The webcam call on Friday evening felt like crossing a real threshold.

For a second before clicking “join,” neither of them moved.

They prepared their bedroom carefully — lights dimmed to a soft, flattering glow, a single jasmine candle burning low. They wore only robes, nothing underneath. When the video connected, Marcus and Jasmine appeared from their living room in Dallas, similarly dressed, a bottle of red wine open between them.

The first few minutes were slightly awkward, the way first virtual meetings often are, but the conversation warmed quickly. Marcus’s deep, resonant voice filled the speakers. “You two look even better in real time. Brooke, that glow on your skin is doing things to me already.” Jasmine smiled, eyes lingering on Ethan. “And you’ve got that quiet, confident vibe, Ethan. It’s sexy.”

There was a moment where Brooke wasn’t sure where to look—at the screen, or at Ethan—but the tension smoothed itself out quickly.

Robes slipped away gradually, guided by mutual, gentle suggestions. Brooke’s breath quickened as she let hers fall open, exposing her fair skin, soft pink nipples already tight. On screen, Marcus’s powerful dark body came into view — broad chest, defined abs, and a thick, heavy cock that was already half-hard against his thigh. Jasmine’s lush curves were breathtaking — full, heavy breasts with deep brown nipples, generous hips, and smooth, rich skin.

They didn’t rush to touch themselves. They talked, looked, let the tension build naturally. Marcus’s voice dropped lower. “Brooke, seeing you like this… damn. I can already imagine how warm you’d feel under my hands.” Jasmine’s gaze stayed on Ethan. “You’re thick, Ethan. I like that.”

Before the call ended, they laid out their rules clearly, voices steady despite the thick arousal in the air. One experience only, unless everyone wanted more. Complete honesty afterward. Condoms for everything. The absolute right to stop at any moment if anything felt off. The rules didn’t cool the heat — they made it safer, hotter, because everyone knew they were protected.

Marcus leaned closer to the camera. “There’s a beautiful lakeside resort in the Hill Country we’ve heard great things about. Neutral ground. We could drive down together, book two suites, and see what happens naturally.”

Brooke glanced at Ethan, her eyes bright with nerves and unmistakable desire.

There was a flicker of something else too—just a hint of “this is real now.”

He nodded. “We’re in,” he said. “Let’s make it happen.”

As soon as the screen went dark, Brooke turned to Ethan. The candlelight flickered across her flushed skin, her nipples still tight, her breathing shallow. She didn’t speak. She simply pulled him down onto the bed, straddling him in one fluid motion. Her hand wrapped around his cock, guiding the thick head to her soaked entrance, and she sank down onto him with a long, throaty moan.

“Fuck, Ethan,” she gasped, rolling her hips in deep, deliberate circles. “This is really going to happen. I’m going to let another man fuck me… while you know every detail.”

He gripped her waist, thrusting up to meet her, their bodies slapping together with wet, urgent sounds. “And I’m going to fuck Jasmine,” he growled against her neck, “and then we’re going to come home and tell each other everything.”

Brooke rode him harder, her wetness coating his shaft, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

Her voice broke slightly on the last words—not from doubt, but from how much she felt it.

“This is only going to make me love you more,” she whispered fiercely between thrusts, eyes locked on his. “I can already feel it.”

They came together in a shattering climax, bodies trembling and slick, holding each other tight afterward as their breathing slowly returned to normal.

Outside, Austin continued its endless vibrant hum under the vast Texas sky. But inside their condo, the air still crackled with raw, dripping heat and deeper meaning. The door to something transformative had swung open, and they were stepping through it together — more in love, more connected, and hungrier for each other than they had ever been.


Chapter 2: The Build-Up & The Drive

The weeks after the webcam call didn’t feel like a whirlwind. They felt slower, heavier, like the air itself had changed weight around Ethan and Brooke. Mornings still started with coffee on the balcony and quick kisses goodbye, but now every notification on their phones carried a small electric charge. Work continued as usual—Brooke in her marketing meetings, Ethan on client calls—but their minds kept drifting. They would catch each other’s eyes across the condo in the evenings and share a quiet, knowing look that said everything without words.

Marcus sent Brooke the first private message on a Tuesday afternoon. She was sitting in her parked car in the underground garage at work, engine still running, cool air blowing against her face. The message appeared on her lock screen:

Marcus: Hey Brooke. Hope this is alright. Couldn’t stop thinking about Friday night’s call. The way you looked when the robe came off… been on my mind a lot.

Brooke stared at the words until the screen dimmed. Her stomach tightened with a mix of nerves and something warmer. This felt different from the group chat. More personal. She sat there for a long minute, thumbs hovering, before replying.

Brooke: It’s okay. I’ve been thinking about it too. You looked really confident. Kind of intimidating, honestly.

That small exchange opened the door. Over the next few days the messages grew longer and more frequent. Marcus would text during his lunch break in Dallas, describing how he had replayed the video call in his head while working out. Brooke would answer from her desk or while waiting in line for coffee, keeping her replies honest but careful. She told him the truth about how seeing his body had affected her, how the contrast in their skin tones had stuck in her mind. The guilt came in quiet waves—especially when she kissed Ethan goodbye in the mornings—but so did a thrill she hadn’t felt in years.

By the end of the first week, the tone had shifted. One evening Marcus sent:

Marcus: Can’t lie, I got off in the shower this morning thinking about you. The idea of my hands on your skin… it’s been messing with my head.

Brooke read it while Ethan was in the shower. She sat on the edge of the bed, heart racing, and typed back after a long pause.

Brooke: I touched myself the other night after you went to bed. Kept wondering what it would actually feel like. I feel a little guilty saying that, but it’s true.

Marcus replied quickly:

Marcus: Don’t feel guilty. This is what we all agreed to. As long as you’re telling Ethan everything, we’re good.

She did tell Ethan. That same night they lay in bed together, lights low, and she read the messages aloud. The honesty didn’t kill the mood—it sharpened it. Ethan listened quietly, then pulled her close. Their sex that night was slower and more intense than usual, full of whispered questions and long looks.

“Does it turn you on, thinking about him?” he asked softly.

Brooke nodded against his chest and admitted that it did. They fell asleep wrapped around each other, closer than they had felt in months.

Ethan’s private messages with Jasmine developed at the same time, though the flavor felt a little different—warmer, sometimes almost playful, like two people testing the waters of attraction without rushing. Jasmine had a gentle way of being direct that made everything feel less intimidating. She liked sending short voice notes instead of just typing, and Ethan found himself looking forward to them more than he expected.

One Thursday night, after Brooke had fallen asleep early with a book still open on her chest, Ethan slipped quietly into the living room. The condo was dark except for the soft glow of the city lights through the windows. He put in his earbuds and opened the message from Jasmine. Her voice came through low and smooth, a little breathy, like she was speaking right next to him:

“Hey Ethan… I’ve been lying in bed thinking about you. I keep wondering what that thick cock of yours would actually feel like inside me. I got myself off earlier today just picturing it. Hope that’s not too much.”

Ethan sat on the couch in the dark, heart thumping hard. He listened to the voice note twice, feeling himself get fully hard under his lounge pants. There was something about the casual honesty in her voice that hit him differently than pure filth. It felt real.

After a minute, he recorded his own reply, keeping his voice low so he wouldn’t wake Brooke.

“Hey Jasmine… fuck, that message got me. I want to go down on you first. I want to taste how wet you get for me, take my time with my tongue until you’re shaking, then slide inside you slow and deep. Can’t stop thinking about it either.”

He sent it before he could overthink, then sat there for a while with a strange mix of arousal and guilt swirling in his chest. This was really happening. Another woman was thinking about him that way, and he was thinking about her.

The next morning, over coffee on the balcony, he played the voice notes for Brooke. The sun was just warming the city below them, and a light breeze carried the faint smell of distant rain. Brooke listened quietly, holding her mug with both hands. When Jasmine’s voice finished, Brooke didn’t look jealous or upset. Instead, her cheeks had a soft flush and her eyes were dark with curiosity.

“God, she sounds so… genuine,” Brooke said softly, setting her mug down. “Does it turn you on hearing her say that?”

Ethan nodded, reaching across the small table to take her hand. “Yeah. It does. But hearing you talk about it right now turns me on even more.”

That evening, after dinner, they ended up on the couch together. The lights were dimmed, and a half-empty bottle of wine sat on the coffee table. They went through more of the messages — some of Jasmine’s playful teasing, a couple of bolder ones where she described wanting to ride him, and Ethan’s replies. They laughed nervously at the dirtier parts, the kind of awkward, turned-on laughter that came from real people doing something new and thrilling.

At one point Brooke swung her leg over and straddled his lap, facing him. Her hands rested on his shoulders. She was wearing one of his old t-shirts and nothing underneath, and he could already feel the heat of her against him through his thin pants.

“Tell me what you wanted to do to her when you recorded that reply,” she whispered, slowly rocking her hips against him. “Be honest.”

Ethan’s hands slid under the t-shirt to grip her bare waist. “I told her I wanted to taste her first. That I wanted to feel how wet she gets for me before fucking her slow.” His voice was rough. “And right now I’m thinking about both of you.”

Brooke leaned down and kissed him deeply, then pulled back just enough to look into his eyes. “Does that make you feel guilty?” she asked softly.

“A little,” he admitted. “But mostly it makes me want you more.”

They stayed like that for a long time — talking, grinding slowly against each other, sharing every filthy detail from the messages while their bodies grew hotter and more desperate. The conversation kept weaving between arousal and reassurance, between fantasy and the solid reality of each other.

Eventually the words faded into soft moans and the sound of fabric being pulled aside. Brooke sank down onto him right there on the couch, taking him deep in one smooth motion. They moved together unhurriedly, eyes locked, whispering about what the weekend might feel like, what they were scared of, and how much they still chose each other.

When they finally came, it was quiet and intense, bodies trembling against one another. Afterward they stayed connected, foreheads pressed together, breathing each other in.

In that moment, the meaning felt crystal clear: this wild, scary, exciting thing they were doing wasn’t pulling them apart. If anything, it was binding them tighter.

The sharing became their new ritual. Almost every night they would sit or lie together and go through the private chats. Sometimes it led to sex. Sometimes it led to long conversations about how they were feeling—nervous, excited, a little scared it might change things between them.

“I still choose you,” Brooke would say quietly. “This doesn’t change that.”

Ethan would kiss her forehead and agree. The whole process made their marriage feel alive in a way it hadn’t in years.



The first in-person meeting was set for Friday evening at a stylish rooftop bar downtown. Ethan and Brooke arrived a little early, both of them needing that extra buffer of time to settle their nerves. The bar had a relaxed but upscale vibe — string lights overhead, sleek wooden tables, and sweeping views of the Austin skyline glowing soft orange and purple in the late summer sunset. A gentle breeze carried the faint scent of crepe myrtles and distant rain.

Brooke had spent almost forty minutes deciding what to wear. She finally chose a fitted emerald-green dress that fell just above her knees. It wasn’t overly sexy or revealing, but it hugged her waist and hips in a way that made her feel pretty, feminine, and quietly bold. The neckline dipped just enough to show the soft upper curve of her breasts when she moved. She’d paired it with simple strappy heels and left her long brown hair down, letting it fall in loose waves. Standing in front of the mirror earlier, she had felt a flutter of excitement mixed with anxiety. This is really happening.

Ethan looked handsome in a charcoal button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled once and dark jeans. He kept it casual but put-together, the way he knew she liked. They found seats at the bar overlooking the city and ordered drinks — a spicy margarita for Brooke, an old fashioned for Ethan.

For the first ten minutes they barely spoke. Brooke kept twisting the corner of her cocktail napkin between her fingers. Ethan checked his watch every couple of minutes even though he knew exactly what time it was. Their knees touched under the bar, a small point of contact that felt grounding.

“You okay?” Ethan asked quietly, his hand resting on her thigh for a moment.

Brooke gave him a small, nervous smile. “Yeah. Just… really aware that this is about to get real. My stomach is doing flips.”

“Mine too,” he admitted. “But we’ve got each other. That hasn’t changed.”

They sipped their drinks in comfortable silence after that, watching the sky deepen in color. The nervous energy between them felt almost electric.

Marcus and Jasmine arrived right on time. The moment they stepped out onto the rooftop, the entire atmosphere around Ethan and Brooke seemed to shift. Marcus was taller than expected — easily six-three — with broad shoulders that filled out his tailored black button-down nicely. He moved with an easy, confident stride, his dark skin catching the warm glow of the string lights. Jasmine walked beside him with a natural grace, her rich brown skin glowing warmly under the golden string lights. She had a soft, generously curvy figure that her deep burgundy wrap dress accentuated beautifully without trying too hard. Her braids were swept over one shoulder, and her smile was warm and genuine, the kind that immediately put people at ease.

For a second, no one said anything. The four of them just looked at each other, the weight of weeks of messages and fantasies suddenly standing there in real life.

Ethan stood first, offering his hand. “Hey, man. Good to finally meet you.”

Marcus shook it firmly, smiling. “Same. Traffic wasn’t too bad from Dallas.” Then he turned to Brooke.

Brooke rose from her stool, suddenly very aware of her heartbeat. Marcus stepped in for a hug. It wasn’t awkward or overly forward, but it definitely lasted a second or two longer than a normal first-meeting greeting. His large hand settled warmly on her lower back, just above the curve of her ass, the heat of his palm noticeable through the thin fabric of her dress. He smelled faintly of clean soap and something woodsy. Brooke felt the solid warmth of his chest against hers and had to remind herself to breathe normally.

“You look really good,” Marcus said quietly near her ear before pulling back. His voice was deep and calm, but there was an unmistakable edge of appreciation in it.

For a split second, Brooke forgot whatever she had planned to say. Then she smiled, a little breath catching before she found her voice, “Thank you. So do you.”

Jasmine hugged Ethan next. She pressed in close for a moment, her soft, full breasts brushing against his chest as she gave him a quick, friendly squeeze. “It’s so nice to finally meet you both in person,” she said with a soft laugh. “Feels a little surreal, doesn’t it?”

They moved to a corner booth with a perfect view of the skyline. The city lights were just beginning to sparkle against the deepening twilight, and a light breeze drifted across the rooftop, carrying the faint scent of crepe myrtles and grilled food from the kitchen. The booth was curved and intimate, with soft leather seating and low lighting that cast warm shadows across everyone’s faces. They slid in — Ethan and Brooke on one side, Marcus and Jasmine on the other — close enough that knees could accidentally brush under the table.

At first the conversation felt careful and a little stilted, the way first meetings like this often do. They started with safe topics: how the drive from Dallas had been smoother than expected, how brutal the Texas summer heat had been this year, and which restaurants in their cities were worth the hype. Marcus mentioned a barbecue spot in Dallas that he swore by. Jasmine laughed and teased him about being obsessed with brisket. Brooke shared her favorite taco truck in Austin, and Ethan joked about how he always gained five pounds whenever they went there.

Drinks arrived — spicy margaritas for Brooke and Jasmine, cold beers for the men. The first few sips helped loosen things. Laughter came more easily. The tension that had been coiled tight in everyone’s shoulders slowly began to ease, but the undercurrent of awareness never faded. Every glance lingered a second longer than normal. Every smile carried a little extra weight.

Under the table, the real conversation began without words. Marcus’s knee brushed against Brooke’s and stayed there, the solid warmth of his leg pressing gently through the thin fabric of her dress. She didn’t pull away. Instead, after a minute, she let her own hand rest lightly on his knee when no one was looking. The muscle beneath her palm felt firm and warm. Her heart beat faster, but she kept her face calm, nodding along to something Jasmine was saying about graphic design projects.

Across the table, Jasmine kept finding small, natural reasons to touch Ethan’s arm — a light brush when she laughed at one of his stories, her fingers lingering on his forearm for a moment as she made a point. Each touch sent a quiet spark through him. He didn’t move his arm away.

Marcus leaned closer to Brooke at one point, holding up his phone as if showing her a photo of the resort they had booked. Their shoulders touched, and she caught the clean, woodsy scent of his cologne again.

“This feels kind of crazy,” he said quietly, his voice low enough that only she could hear. “Talking online for weeks is one thing. Sitting here next to you, actually smelling your perfume and hearing your laugh… it’s something else entirely.”

Brooke felt heat rise in her cheeks. She turned her head slightly toward him, their faces close. “I know exactly what you mean,” she replied softly. “I’m nervous as hell, but… I’m really glad we’re doing this. It feels more real now.”

He gave her a small, understanding smile and nodded once before straightening up again, slipping the phone back into his pocket.

As the evening went on, the flirting became a little more open, but it stayed grounded and human. No one was delivering perfect dirty lines or trying to sound like characters in a fantasy. They were four real adults who had spent weeks building tension through messages and now had to sit across from each other and feel it in person.

“So… are we all actually going to get any sleep tonight?” Jasmine said with a soft laugh, glancing around the table.

Brooke let out a small breath of nervous laughter. “I’ve been wondering the same thing all day.”

Marcus leaned back slightly, a faint smile on his face. “I’m not making any promises,” he said. “But I feel like we’re all going to be thinking about the same thing.”

Ethan shook his head with a quiet chuckle. “Yeah… hard to pretend this is just a normal weekend.”

Brooke glanced at him, then back at the others. “We did agree we’re keeping things… relaxed though, right? No pressure?”

“Absolutely,” Jasmine said quickly, her tone warm. “Whatever feels right. No expectations.”

Marcus nodded. “Yeah. We’ve got time. That’s kind of the point.”

There was a small pause, not uncomfortable—just charged.

“So… sleeping arrangements,” Ethan said, half-joking, rubbing the back of his neck. “We should probably not overthink that too much either.”

Jasmine smiled. “Agreed. Let’s just see how it feels when we get there.”

Brooke laughed softly, shaking her head. “This is actually happening.”

“Yeah,” Marcus said quietly. “It is.”

The kind of banter that felt exciting and slightly awkward at the same time.

By the time they paid the bill and stepped back into the warm Austin night, everyone was buzzing. The alcohol had softened the edges, but the real high came from anticipation — the heavy, electric knowledge of what they were driving toward tomorrow. Four people who had crossed from fantasy into something very real, hearts beating harder than usual, bodies already humming with nervous desire.



They decided to drive up to the resort together in Ethan’s SUV. Marcus offered to drive the first half. Brooke sat in the back with Jasmine. The moment the doors closed and they pulled away from downtown, the energy inside the car shifted again. The city lights faded behind them as they headed west into the Hill Country. Soft music played. The hills rose dark and quiet around the highway.

For the first forty minutes they talked about normal things.

“So how bad was the traffic getting out of Dallas?” Ethan asked from the passenger seat.

“Not as bad as I expected,” Marcus replied, eyes on the road. “We left early enough to beat most of it.”

Jasmine laughed softly from the back. “He was stressing about it all morning though. Kept checking maps like every five minutes.”

“I like to be prepared,” Marcus said, a hint of a smile in his voice.

Brooke leaned her head back against the seat. “I get that. I do the same thing before big client meetings.”

“What kind of projects are you working on right now?” Jasmine asked, turning slightly toward her.

Brooke brightened a little. “Mostly brand campaigns. A lot of digital stuff lately. It’s interesting, but it can get pretty intense.”

Ethan chuckled. “She says that like she doesn’t secretly love the chaos.”

Brooke nudged his seat lightly with her foot. “I do not.”

“You do,” he said, smiling.

They drifted into lighter stories after that—college memories, bad roommates, random travel mishaps. The conversation came easier now, laughter filling the car in short bursts that felt genuine and unforced.



But as the miles passed and the car grew darker, the conversation turned more personal.

Marcus glanced at Brooke in the rearview mirror, catching her eyes for a brief second before looking back at the road. “You still nervous about tomorrow night?” he asked, his tone easy, but a little more deliberate than before.

Brooke let out a small breath, her fingers resting loosely in her lap. “Yeah,” she said honestly. “A lot. My stomach keeps doing flips. I keep thinking about it… then trying not to think about it.” She gave a quiet, self-conscious laugh. “But I’m excited too. I think that’s the weird part.”

Jasmine smiled and reached over, her hand warm as it settled over Brooke’s. “Same,” she said softly. “I swear, I go from ‘this is a terrible idea’ to ‘I can’t wait’ like… every ten minutes.” She squeezed her hand lightly. “It helps knowing we’re all feeling it.”

“Yeah,” Ethan added, glancing back for a moment. “If it felt too easy, it probably wouldn’t mean anything.”

Marcus nodded slightly, one hand steady on the wheel. “Exactly. The nerves are kind of part of it.”

The car fell into a quieter rhythm after that. The music stayed low, just enough to fill the space without interrupting it. Outside, the highway stretched into darkness, broken only by the occasional passing headlights. Inside, everything felt a little closer, a little more contained.

The drive slipped into the second hour without anyone really noticing.

In the back seat, the space between Brooke and Jasmine slowly disappeared. Their shoulders brushed, then stayed that way. Jasmine leaned in slightly when she spoke, her voice dropping just enough that it felt more private, even though everyone could still hear.

At one point, Marcus reached back casually, his hand finding Brooke’s knee as if it were the most natural thing in the world. He left it there, thumb moving in slow, absent circles. It wasn’t overt, not demanding—just steady, warm contact. Brooke stilled for a second, then relaxed into it, her breathing evening out as she let herself get used to the feeling.

No one called attention to it.

Ethan noticed, of course. He glanced in the side mirror, just briefly, catching the outline of Marcus’s hand where it rested. He didn’t say anything. Instead, he shifted slightly in his seat, one hand resting on the center console, his jaw tightening for a moment before relaxing again.

The conversation drifted back in, softer now.

“So…” Jasmine said after a pause, her tone thoughtful. “What part are you thinking about the most?”

Brooke hesitated, then answered honestly. “Just… being there. In the moment. Not being able to overthink it anymore.”

Marcus gave a quiet hum of agreement. “Yeah. Once you’re in it, there’s no rewinding.”

“That’s what scares me,” Brooke admitted, though there was a hint of a smile in her voice.

“And what excites you?” Jasmine asked gently.

Brooke glanced forward, then down, then back up again. “Probably the same thing,” she said.

There was a soft ripple of laughter through the car—nothing loud, just enough to release some of the tension.

Ethan shook his head slightly. “I’ve been distracted all day,” he admitted. “That last voice note you sent? Not helpful for productivity.”

Jasmine laughed under her breath. “Good. I was hoping for that.”

Brooke nudged his seat lightly with her foot. “At least you’re honest about it.”

“I’m trying to be,” he said.

The openness shifted something between them. It made everything feel less hidden, less imagined.

The nerves were still there—but now they were shared.

The rest of the drive passed in that same quiet, charged rhythm. Not constant conversation, not silence either—just a steady back-and-forth of small comments, glances, and the kind of easy closeness that only comes when people are slowly letting their guard down.

By the time the resort lights appeared in the distance, no one needed to say it out loud.

They all knew exactly where this night was heading.



They reached the resort a little after midnight. The property was peaceful and beautiful in the moonlight—stone pathways still warm from the day’s heat, lush gardens smelling faintly of cedar and night-blooming flowers, the lake stretching out dark and glassy in the distance. The air felt cooler here, softer than the city, carrying a quiet stillness broken only by the distant chirp of crickets and the gentle lapping of water against the shore.

Their two king suites were side-by-side on the second floor. Check-in was quick and polite. The clerk smiled, handed over the key cards, and went back to his screen, completely unaware of the tension sitting just beneath the surface between the four of them.

They walked down the quiet hallway together; their footsteps muted against the carpet. The overhead lights cast a warm, low glow, and for a moment no one spoke. The air felt thicker here—quieter, more contained.

At the doors, Marcus turned to the group.

“We still okay with everything?” he asked, voice calm and steady, but quieter now, like the space itself demanded it.

Ethan nodded and pulled Brooke gently against his side. He could feel the warmth of her through the thin fabric of her dress, the slight tension in her body.

“We’re good.”

Brooke added softly, “Yeah… we’re still good,” her voice just above a whisper.

Jasmine gave a small smile, shifting her weight slightly, her bracelet catching the light with a soft metallic glint. “Same here. No pressure, right? Whatever feels right.”

“Exactly,” Ethan said. “We’ll keep it easy.”

There was a small pause—just a second longer than necessary. The kind of pause where everyone became aware of their breathing, of the closeness, of what wasn’t being said.

Jasmine broke it gently. “See you guys in the morning. Try to get some sleep.”

Marcus gave a short nod, his gaze lingering just a fraction too long before he looked away. “Yeah… see you in the morning.”

Brooke smiled, though her chest felt tight. “You too.”

The doors clicked shut, one after the other, the sound sharper than expected in the quiet hallway.



Inside their suite, Brooke and Ethan stood still for a moment, the silence settling around them. The room felt cool, faintly scented with fresh linen and polished wood. The king bed looked large and untouched, the white sheets crisp under the dim bedside lamps. The balcony doors were open, letting in the soft lake breeze and the rhythmic, almost hypnotic sound of water in the distance.

Ethan exhaled slowly, running a hand through his hair. “That just got very real.”

Brooke let out a quiet breath, leaning into him, her cheek brushing against his chest. “Yeah… it did.”

They stayed like that for a few seconds, listening—to the night outside, to each other’s breathing, to the quiet shift in everything.

“You okay?” he asked softly.

She nodded, though it took a second. “I think so. Nervous. Excited. A little… overwhelmed.”

“Same,” he said. “We don’t have to do anything we’re not ready for.”

“I know,” she said, tilting her head up to look at him. The soft light caught in her eyes. “But I want to. That’s the part that’s messing with my head.”

He gave a small, reassuring smile and brushed a loose strand of hair behind her ear, his fingers lingering for a second longer than usual. “We’ll take it one step at a time. Together.”

She nodded, her shoulders easing slightly.

They moved through the room slowly—changing into softer clothes, the faint rustle of fabric, the sound of the bathroom faucet running, toothbrushes tapping lightly against the sink. Small, ordinary sounds that felt grounding.

They slid into bed, the sheets cool against their skin at first, then warming quickly. Brooke shifted closer, fitting naturally against him, her hand resting lightly on his chest.

They didn’t have sex.

They talked instead—voices low in the dark, the ceiling faintly lit by the soft glow from the balcony.

“What are you thinking about the most?” Ethan asked after a while.

Brooke stared upward, tracing invisible patterns with her eyes. “Just… being in it. Not being able to stop and rewind. That it’s actually happening.”

“Does that scare you?”

“A little,” she admitted, her voice softer now. “But it also… excites me. Which feels strange to say.”

“It doesn’t,” he said quietly. “I get it.”

She turned toward him, her hair brushing lightly against his arm. “What about you?”

He paused, listening to the distant water for a second before answering. “I keep thinking about you. How you’re going to feel. And yeah… it gets to me. But not in a bad way.”

Brooke moved closer, resting her forehead lightly against his. “I still choose you.”

“Always,” he murmured, pressing a soft kiss to her hair. “That doesn’t change.”

Eventually, their voices faded. Their breathing slowed. The steady rhythm of the lake and the cool night air pulled them under, and they fell asleep wrapped around each other, the weight of the decision settling into something quieter, something shared.



The next day passed in a pleasant blur of resort life. Morning sunlight spilled across the lake, turning the water a soft gold. The air smelled fresh and clean, touched with dew and greenery.

At breakfast, the clink of cutlery and the low murmur of other guests filled the open dining area.

“Did either of you actually sleep?” Jasmine asked, smiling over the rim of her glass.

Brooke laughed softly, tucking her hair behind her ear. “A little. Not as much as I thought I would.”

Marcus smirked, leaning back slightly in his chair. “Same here.”

Ethan shook his head. “I think I woke up every couple of hours.”

“Good,” Jasmine said lightly. “Means we’re all in the same headspace.”

Later, by the pool, the sun warmed their skin, the faint scent of chlorine mixing with sunscreen and summer air. Water rippled lazily as people drifted in and out.

Brooke leaned closer to Ethan, lowering her voice. “How are you feeling today?”

He shrugged slightly, watching the light reflect off the water. “Better. Still thinking about it. Just trying not to overanalyze everything.”

“Same,” she said. “It keeps coming in waves.”

The flirting continued in small, almost unnoticeable ways—a hand resting briefly at the small of someone’s back, a glance held a beat longer than necessary, quiet comments shared just out of earshot.

Dinner that evening carried a different energy. Candlelight flickered across the table, casting soft shadows, the rich scent of food and wine filling the air. The hum of conversation around them felt distant, like everything else had faded slightly out of focus.

“So,” Marcus said, rolling his glass slowly between his fingers, “big night coming up.”

Jasmine gave him a look, amused. “Subtle.”

He smiled faintly. “Just saying.”

Brooke glanced down at her glass, watching the light move through it. “Hard not to think about it.”

Ethan leaned back slightly, exhaling. “I think we’re all trying to act normal at this point.”

“That’s not going very well,” Jasmine said, smiling softly.

They all laughed, the sound quieter this time, edged with something deeper.



By the time they walked back along the softly lit stone paths, the air felt heavier, warmer against their skin despite the night breeze. The distant sound of the lake seemed louder now, or maybe they were just more aware of it.

Outside their side-by-side doors, they paused.

Marcus looked at Brooke, his expression steady, unreadable for a second. “See you in the morning,” he said.

A brief pause.

Then, quieter, “We’ll… see you guys in a bit.”

Brooke held his gaze for just a moment before nodding. “Yeah… see you in the morning.”

Jasmine smiled at Ethan, softer now. “Try to relax.”

“You too,” he said.

The doors closed.

The sound echoed slightly in the quiet hallway.

The swap was now only hours away.

Inside their separate rooms, neither couple slept much. They lay awake in the quiet darkness, listening to the distant sounds of the lake and the soft breathing beside them, both trying not to think too hard about what tomorrow night would feel like.

But it was impossible not to.

Every time Brooke closed her eyes, she pictured Marcus’s hands on her body. Ethan kept imagining Jasmine’s soft curves and the sound of Brooke moaning somewhere just beyond the wall. The anticipation sat heavy in their chests — part excitement, part nerves, part something deeper neither of them could fully name yet.

And underneath all of it was the same undeniable realization:

This was no longer just fantasy.

They had chosen this together.


Chapter 3: The Night Everything Changed

The message came a little after midnight.

Ethan’s phone lit up softly on the bedside table, the cool blue glow slicing through the darkness of their suite like a quiet signal. Neither of them moved at first. They lay tangled together under the thin sheet, hearts already beating faster than normal. Brooke’s breathing had changed — shallower, quicker — and Ethan could feel the subtle tension running through her body where her thigh pressed against his, warm and slightly damp from the nervous heat radiating off her skin.

Marcus: You guys awake?

Brooke shifted beside him. Her hand slid slowly up his arm, fingers trembling just slightly. “Is that them?” she whispered, her voice barely louder than the lake outside.

Ethan picked up the phone. He stared at the screen for a long moment, throat tight. Those three simple words carried the full weight of weeks of messages, fantasies, late-night talks, and growing desire.

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “It’s Marcus.”

Silence wrapped around them again. Thick, alive, almost sacred. The lake continued its gentle rhythm against the shore, but inside the room everything felt suspended in time.

Brooke pushed herself up slowly, the sheet slipping down to pool at her waist. Moonlight from the open balcony doors painted her fair skin in soft silver, catching on the gentle swell of her breasts and the rapid rise and fall of her chest. Her nipples had already tightened into stiff peaks in the cool night air. She looked at Ethan, eyes wide and shining with nerves and unmistakable want.

“So… this is it,” she breathed.

Ethan sat up beside her, the mattress dipping under their combined weight. He reached out and cupped her face with both hands, thumbs stroking her cheeks. “Yeah,” he said, voice low and rough. “This is it.”

They sat there for what felt like forever, just looking at each other. The cool lake breeze drifted in through the balcony doors, carrying the scent of cedar and night-blooming jasmine. Brooke’s skin prickled with goosebumps, her nipples visibly harder now.

“You still okay?” he asked, searching her eyes.

She nodded, though her fingers twisted tightly in the sheet. “I’m okay. Nervous as hell… my chest feels tight and my heart feels like it’s going to explode. But I want this. I really want to know what it feels like.”

He studied her face — the same woman he had woken up next to for five years, now glowing with something new and electric. It made his chest ache with love, protectiveness, and a deep, throbbing arousal that surprised even him. His cock was already half-hard beneath the sheet just from watching her like this.

“Me too,” he admitted. “More than I thought I would.”

They got out of bed with deliberate slowness. No rush. No frantic energy. Brooke slipped into a loose white robe, tying the belt at her waist with fingers that were steady but not completely calm. Ethan pulled on a gray t-shirt and shorts. Every small movement felt weighted with meaning tonight.

When they finally opened their door, the hallway was hushed and dimly lit by soft wall sconces. Marcus and Jasmine were already standing there, waiting just outside their own suite.

For a long, suspended moment, the four of them simply stood there in the quiet corridor. No one spoke right away. The air felt thick, charged, almost reverent. Eyes met and held. No big smiles. No nervous jokes. Just raw, human acknowledgment of what they were about to do.

Marcus broke the silence first, his deep voice low and respectful. “You guys sure?”

Ethan nodded. “Yeah. We’re sure.”

Brooke glanced at Jasmine, who gave her a small, warm, understanding smile. “Same here,” Jasmine said softly. “No pressure at all.”

Marcus held his door open a little wider.

No countdown. No dramatic words.

Just movement.

Ethan’s hand brushed lightly against Brooke’s one last time. He leaned in close, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to her temple. “We’re good,” he whispered against her skin, breath warm. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” she breathed, eyes bright. “We’re good.”

And then they separated.

Brooke turned and walked the few steps across the hallway toward Marcus’s door. Ethan couldn’t help it — his eyes dropped to the sway of her ass under the thin white robe as she moved. The fabric clung to her curves with every step, outlining the soft, full shape of her backside that he knew so well. The sight sent a sharp jolt of heat straight to his cock. His wife, about to give herself to another man. The thought was overwhelming.

Brooke crossed the short distance and stepped into Marcus’s suite. The door closed behind her with a soft, final click that echoed in her chest.



Inside Suite 212, the air felt different immediately. It smelled of Marcus — warm, woodsy, undeniably masculine, with a faint trace of clean sweat and cologne that wrapped around Brooke like an invisible hand. The king bed was neatly turned down, the crisp white sheets glowing under the low lamp like an open invitation. The balcony doors stood wide open to the same moonlit lake, letting in the cool breeze and the soft sound of water lapping at the shore, but everything in the room carried a new, heavy, electric weight that made her pulse race and her nipples tighten into aching peaks before he had even touched her.

Marcus stood a few feet away, tall and still, watching her with calm, intense hunger. His broad shoulders filled the soft light, the outline of his powerful chest and arms visible beneath his shirt. He didn’t rush. He simply looked at her, eyes dark and appreciative, slowly drinking in every inch of her body as if he had all the time in the world.

Neither of them moved right away.

“So,” he said, voice low and rough, almost a caress in the quiet room.

Brooke let out a nervous little laugh that broke some of the tension. “Yeah. So.”

“Still okay?” He took one slow, careful step closer, his gaze never leaving hers.

“I’m okay,” she whispered. “Nervous… but I want to be here.”

That honesty seemed to settle something in him. He closed the remaining distance gently. His large hands settled on her waist over the robe, thumbs stroking lightly. For a long moment they just breathed each other in, foreheads nearly touching, hearts pounding against each other. Then he kissed her — slow at first, exploring, tasting, then deeper, more confident. His tongue brushed hers and Brooke felt heat bloom low in her belly, spreading fast and hot between her thighs.

His hands slid inside her robe, palms warm and broad as they glided over her bare skin. The robe slipped from her shoulders and pooled at her feet. She stood completely naked in front of him, fair skin glowing in the moonlight. Marcus made a low sound of deep appreciation in his throat as his eyes traveled slowly over her body — lingering on her full breasts, the soft curve of her waist, and the neatly trimmed dark patch of hair above her pussy. The sight of her soft, glistening folds already slick with arousal made his cock twitch visibly in his pants.

His hands followed — slow, reverent, exploring every curve. He cupped her breasts, rolling her stiff nipples between his fingers until she gasped and arched into him. His palms slid down her sides, gripping her hips, then moved lower to squeeze the soft fullness of her ass. When one thick finger finally traced along her trimmed patch and slipped between her slick lips, Brooke trembled hard against him, a soft, needy moan escaping her lips as he found her soaked and ready.

Across the hallway, in Suite 214, Ethan closed the door behind Jasmine. The click sounded louder than it should have.

She leaned back against it for a second, exhaling slowly. “This feels real now,” she whispered, a small, excited smile playing on her lips.

“Yeah,” Ethan replied, voice rough with arousal. “It does.”

She stepped into him. Her body was soft and warm, full curves pressing against his chest. Their first kiss was gentle, then grew hungrier. His hands explored the generous dip of her waist, the heavy softness of her breasts, feeling her nipples harden under his palms. She made a quiet, melodic sound against his mouth that sent blood rushing straight to his cock.

The night unfolded in long, immersive waves.

In Room 212, Marcus took charge naturally, confidently. There was no hesitation in the way he touched her, the way he moved her body exactly where he wanted. He was gentle when she needed it, but firm and dominant when her body begged for more. Brooke responded with a kind of surrender she rarely allowed herself — soft, needy sounds spilling from her lips as he explored her, controlled her, drew pleasure out of her in waves.

He took his time preparing her, kissing down her body, licking her slowly until she was dripping and trembling. When he finally positioned himself between her legs, Brooke’s heart was pounding. She looked down and saw his thick, dark cock, heavy and hard, resting against her pale thigh. The contrast was startling.

Marcus rubbed the thick head along her slick folds, coating himself in her wetness. Then he pressed forward.

The first stretch was intense. Brooke gasped sharply as the wide head of his cock pushed inside her, slowly forcing her open. He was thicker than Ethan, and the feeling of being stretched so wide made her toes curl and her back arch off the bed. A long, shaky moan escaped her lips as inch after inch sank deeper, filling her in a way she had never felt before. The burn was sharp at first, then melted into a deep, throbbing fullness that made her pussy flutter around him.

“Fuck…” she whispered, voice trembling. “You’re so big…”

Marcus groaned low in his throat, holding still for a moment to let her adjust, his dark skin glistening against her pale body. “You’re taking me so well,” he murmured, voice rough with restraint. “So tight and wet for me.”

Then he started moving — deeper, steadier strokes that made her toes curl and soft, surprised moans escape her throat. At times the pleasure was so intense she had to bite her lip to stay quiet. Other times she didn’t bother, letting herself cry out when he hit that perfect spot again and again.

Every time Marcus gripped her hips harder or whispered something low and filthy against her ear, she melted a little more.             

His voice was deep, rough, commanding — the kind that made her pussy clench around him involuntarily. “That’s it, baby… take this black cock like a good slut wife,” he growled softly, lips brushing her ear. The dirty words sent a wicked thrill straight to her core. She was desired in a raw, overwhelming way that made her wetter than she could remember being in a long time. Her body reacted instinctively — back arching, thighs trembling, hips lifting eagerly to meet every thrust, opening for him completely.

And through it all, she could hear them.

From the other room came Ethan’s low, familiar groans mixed with Jasmine’s soft, breathy moans. The sounds of her own husband losing himself in another woman. Instead of jealousy, it sent a sharp, forbidden thrill through Brooke. Knowing Ethan was fucking Jasmine while Marcus was buried so deep inside her created an intoxicating loop of arousal. Every moan from the other side made her clench tighter around Marcus’s thick cock, made her wetter, made her whimper louder.

Marcus noticed. He smiled against her neck and thrust deeper, deliberately. “You like hearing him, don’t you?” he murmured, voice thick with lust.  “Hearing your husband fuck my wife while I’m inside you?”

Brooke moaned helplessly, then surprised even herself by whispering back, voice shaky with pleasure, “And your wife… is such a slut for my husband’s cock…”

Marcus let out a deep, amused chuckle and fucked her harder, pounding into her with long, powerful strokes. “Yeah she is,” he groaned, voice thick, “but you easily outdo her, baby. You’re my favorite slut tonight.”

Brooke let out a breathless laugh that turned into a moan as he drove deep. “And you’re my favorite stud,” she shot back, voice husky and teasing, a playful smile breaking across her flushed face even as she gasped.

Marcus grinned against her neck, clearly enjoying her fire. “Fuck… this pussy is so tight,” he groaned, breathing hard. “Tighter than my wife’s… shit. Your husband needs to fuck you more often, baby.”

He suddenly gripped her hips tighter, pulled almost all the way out, and slammed back in with a hard, deliberate thrust that made her cry out.

“That’s why I’m here,” she breathed back, voice trembling with lust, “to get properly fucked.”

Marcus’s eyes darkened with raw hunger. “Then take it like one,” he growled, voice low and dangerous.

He started fucking her with raw intensity — deep, relentless strokes that made the bed creak loudly beneath them. Each powerful thrust slammed into her, hitting that perfect spot over and over, forcing broken cries from her throat. The wet, obscene sound of his thick cock plunging into her soaked pussy filled the room. Brooke’s legs shook as he drove into her harder, his heavy balls slapping against her with every brutal plunge.

Then he slowed down deliberately.

He began grinding deep and sensual, rolling his hips in slow, filthy circles. The thick head of his cock rubbed against her most sensitive spot inside while his pubic bone ground firmly against her swollen clit with every rotation. The change in rhythm was devastating.

Brooke’s eyes rolled back, a long, broken moan tearing from her lips. The pleasure was almost too much. She reached down desperately, grabbing his firm ass with both hands, pulling him deeper into her. Her nails dug into his skin as she whimpered, voice trembling with need.

“Don’t stop…” she begged breathlessly, hips rolling up to meet his slow grinds. “Please don’t stop… just like that…”

Marcus groaned at her words, pressing even harder against her clit while continuing those deep, sensual circles. The filthy exchange, combined with the distant sounds of Ethan and Jasmine fucking in the other room, pushed her even closer to the edge.

She came hard the first time — violently, her whole body shaking as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. Her walls clamped down around him like a vice, pulsing and squeezing as she cried out, nails digging deeper into his ass. Marcus didn’t stop. He kept grinding through her orgasm with steady, powerful circles, dragging out every wave of pleasure until she was gasping and whimpering.

Then, without giving her any real time to recover, he pushed her straight into another one — even stronger than the first.

In Ethan’s room, Jasmine’s softness completely enveloped him.

She felt incredibly warm and giving, her rich, deep brown skin hot and slightly damp with sweat as she straddled him. Her full, heavy breasts pressed against his chest, the dark cocoa-colored nipples stiff and surrounded by big, soft areolas that brushed his skin with every movement. She sank down onto his cock slowly, letting out a long, shaky breath as he filled her. The heat and wetness of her shaved pussy surprised him — smooth, silky, and so slick that she took him easily, her juices already coating his shaft.

“Ethan…” she whispered against his ear, her voice soft and breathy. “You feel really good.”

She started moving in slow, lazy circles, rolling her hips like she was savoring every inch. But what truly caught him was the way she kissed him. She leaned down and kissed him deeply, beautifully — not rushed, not performative, but slow and sensual, like she was pouring all her pleasure into the kiss. Her lips were full and warm, her tongue sliding against his in unhurried strokes, tasting him, exploring him, moaning softly into his mouth as she continued riding him. The kiss felt intimate and hungry at the same time, her braids falling around them like a curtain, her full breasts pressing heavily against his chest as she moved.

She was incredibly vocal, letting out soft, melodic moans and little gasps every time she took him deeper. She wasn’t trying to be quiet or polite — she just let herself enjoy it openly. Her hands roamed over his shoulders and chest, sometimes gripping him tighter when the pleasure hit just right. She felt different from Brooke — warmer inside, smoother with her shaved pussy, softer and fuller everywhere.

When she came the first time, she trembled hard on top of him, letting out a long, broken moan as her pussy squeezed and fluttered around his cock. Her whole body shook for several seconds, but she didn’t stop. She kept moving, slower now, grinding deeply, clearly wanting more.

“You’re making me feel so full,” she murmured with a small, pleased smile, her eyes heavy-lidded. She leaned down and kissed him again, even deeper this time, her tongue slow and sensual, her full lips sucking gently on his as she continued riding him with quiet hunger.

Even as they moved together, they could both hear the sounds coming from the other room — Brooke’s breathless moans and Marcus’s low, deep groans. The rhythmic creak of the bed and occasional laughter made it obvious they were still going strong. Jasmine smiled against Ethan’s mouth and whispered, “Sounds like they’re really enjoying themselves over there.”

The awareness only made everything hotter. Jasmine started moving a little faster, her moans growing louder, almost like she was matching the energy next door. Her shaved pussy felt even wetter now, the slick heat gripping him tightly as she rode him with open hunger.

Later, she turned around on all fours and pushed her ass back toward him. She looked over her shoulder with a shy but eager smile. “Can you lick me?” she asked softly.

Ethan moved behind her and ran his tongue over her shaved pussy and then up to her tight little asshole.

Jasmine’s shaved pussy was smooth and plump, the outer lips a rich, deep brown that glistened with her arousal. Her inner folds were a softer, pinkish-brown, slick and swollen, tasting sweet and slightly tangy as he licked her slowly. He dragged his tongue from her dripping entrance all the way up, circling her tight little chocolate-colored asshole. It was small, puckered, and surprisingly soft, with a warm, musky flavor that was earthier and more intimate than her pussy. The contrast was intoxicating — the smooth, wet silkiness of her shaved cunt versus the tight, velvety ring of her ass.

Jasmine moaned quietly, pushing back against his mouth, clearly loving every second. She shivered when his tongue pressed inside her asshole, a soft, pleased whimper escaping her as she arched her back deeper. “Yes… lick my ass,” she breathed, voice thick with pleasure. Her big round brown ass jiggled slightly as she ground back on his face, completely uninhibited.

When he finally slid his cock back inside her from behind, the difference hit him hard. Jasmine’s pussy felt warmer and wetter than Brooke’s, her smooth shaved lips gripping him like velvet, sucking him in with every thrust. Brooke’s was tighter and more delicate, with a soft patch of hair and a different texture. Jasmine’s asshole, still slick from his tongue, looked so inviting — tight, dark, and slightly twitching as he fucked her pussy. The visual alone made his cock throb inside her.

She felt so warm and wet, her body welcoming him again and again. She came once more, trembling and moaning into the pillow, her shaved pussy clenching and fluttering around him in strong waves. But she still kept going, pushing back against him like she didn’t want the night to end.

Ethan was struck by how open and uninhibited she was. There was no shyness, no holding back — just pure, honest pleasure. It turned him on deeply, in a way that felt both exciting and a little overwhelming. He found himself gripping her soft, wide hips, lost in the new sensations: the slick heat of her shaved pussy, the musky taste of her asshole still on his tongue, the beautiful way she kissed him earlier, and the honest, needy sounds she made — all while the distant moans and creaks from Brooke and Marcus continued through the wall.

It was new. It was real. And it left him completely breathless.

The bed in the other room was rocking steadily against the wall, a slow but powerful rhythm that carried clearly through the thin hotel plaster. Brooke was on all fours, her knees pressed into the mattress, back arched as Marcus moved behind her in deep, unhurried doggy style. Every thrust pushed a soft, breathy sound from her throat—half moan, half sigh—like she was still surprised by how good it felt.

Marcus kept one hand on her hip, the other sliding appreciatively over the curve of her ass. He groaned low, clearly enjoying the view. “Damn, Brooke… you’ve got a whore’s ass,” he murmured, voice rough but warm. “So round and soft. The way it moves when I fuck you like this… fuck, it’s perfect.” He gave her a gentle squeeze, then a light slap that made her cheek jiggle. “This ass was made to be admired. So thick and pretty. I could watch it bounce on me all night.”

Brooke let out a shaky laugh that melted into a moan as he sank deep again. “Marcus…” she breathed, pushing back against him slowly, matching his pace. She wasn’t rushing. It felt intimate, almost tender in its intensity—two adults lost in each other’s bodies.

He kept praising her between strokes, voice low and genuine. “That’s it… look at you. Such a beautiful ass. So full and smooth in my hands. You’re taking me so well, baby.” His rhythm stayed steady and deep, the wet sounds of their bodies meeting quiet but constant. Brooke’s moans grew longer and needier, her fingers twisting in the sheets as pleasure built slowly, warmly.

Next door, Ethan lay on his back, eyes half-closed, listening. The sounds from Brooke and Marcus drifted through the wall—impossible to ignore. Her voice came in soft, breathy bursts, happy and a little dazed, like she was discovering something new about herself. Marcus’s low chuckles and deep groans mixed in, along with the steady creak of their bed and the occasional slap of skin.

Jasmine was straddling Ethan again, her warm, slick heat enveloping him as she moved slowly. Her thighs pressed comfortably against his hips, and her full breasts swayed gently with each roll of her body. The faint, intimate scent of her skin and arousal wrapped around them both. He tried to stay focused on her—the way she felt, the softness of her, the warmth—but his attention kept drifting back to the wall.

She noticed right away. Jasmine smiled down at him, eyes soft and half-lidded, then planted her hands on his chest for balance. She began rolling her hips in slow, lazy circles, grinding gently so her clit brushed against him with every turn. The motion dragged her slick walls along his length in a smooth, squeezing glide that made his breath catch.

“They’re still going,” Jasmine whispered, leaning down so her full breasts brushed warmly against his chest. Her breath tickled his neck. “Your wife sounds like she’s really enjoying herself over there.”

As if on cue, Brooke let out a shaky little cry that turned into a breathless laugh. The bed next door creaked louder as they shifted positions. The sounds grew thicker, more intimate — the unmistakable wet slap of skin, Brooke’s needy whimpers, Marcus’s low, satisfied groans.

Jasmine kept moving in those unhurried circles, her body warm and relaxed on top of him. She rolled her hips slowly, deliberately, letting him feel every inch as she sank down and ground against him, her shaved pussy slick and hot around his cock.

“Mmm, you’re so hard,” she murmured, voice low and affectionate, a little teasing. “And you’ve got me… all wet for you.”

She smiled softly, her eyes half-lidded with pleasure.

“I love this position. I can feel every bit of you so deep inside me… oh fuck…”

Her skin was flushed and lightly damp with sweat, glowing warmly in the low light. When she leaned in to kiss him, her lips tasted faintly sweet from the wine they’d shared earlier. The kiss was slow and deep, her tongue sliding lazily against his as she continued those sensual rolls of her hips, her full breasts brushing against his chest with every movement.

“Yeah,” Ethan breathed, his hands finding the fullness of her ass. He thrust up gently to meet her, their bodies meeting with quiet, natural slaps that blended with the distant rhythm from the other room.

Jasmine leaned down close, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, “Your wife is getting fucked so bad right now…” A soft, breathy laugh escaped her, turning into a low moan as she rolled her hips deeper, taking him even further inside her slick heat. She pulled back just enough to look at his face, her eyes sparkling with playful mischief.

She could see it clearly — the map of lust and jealousy written all over his expression. His cheeks were flushed, his jaw tight, eyes dark with a potent mix of arousal and possessive hunger every time Brooke’s moans drifted through the wall. The sight made Jasmine smile wider, a wicked little thrill running through her.

“Does that turn you on?” she whispered, voice husky and teasing, still grinding slowly on him. “Hearing how much she’s loving Marcus’s cock?”

Ethan’s breath hitched sharply. His fingers dug harder into the soft flesh of her ass as a fresh wave of heat and jealousy surged through him. His cock throbbed visibly inside her, twitching hard at her words. For a second he couldn’t speak — his mind was flooded with the image of Brooke on the other side of the wall, moaning for Marcus, taking him deep. The mix of arousal, possessiveness, and raw lust made his face burn.

Jasmine grinned softly against his mouth, then pulled back just enough to watch his face while she continued those hypnotic rolls of her hips. She studied him with dark, amused eyes, clearly enjoying the storm of emotions playing across his features — the flushed cheeks, the clenched jaw, the way his pupils had blown wide with desire.

“Fuck…” Ethan finally breathed, voice rough and strained. “Yeah… it does.”

Jasmine’s smile widened, satisfied. She rolled her hips a little slower, deeper, letting him feel every inch as she clenched around him.

“Hear that? Marcus is really giving it to her.”

Another slow grind, then gradually a little faster, her breasts moving beautifully with the motion.

“Doesn’t that make you want to fuck me even better?” Jasmine whispered, her voice husky and wicked as she rolled her hips in a slow, teasing circle. “Show me what you’ve got while he’s busy with her.”

The words hit Ethan like gasoline on fire. Jealousy and raw lust surged through him in equal measure. He could hear it all through the wall—Brooke’s breathless, high-pitched moans, Marcus’s deep, confident groans, the relentless thump of their bedframe. His wife was getting fucked senseless by another man, and the sound of it made something primal snap inside him.

He gripped Jasmine’s hips hard, fingers sinking into the soft, generous flesh of her ass. With a low growl, he flipped them over in one smooth motion, pinning her beneath him. Jasmine let out a surprised laugh that melted into a throaty moan as he thrust back inside her—deep, possessive, and powerful.

He fucked her like he was trying to compete.

Each stroke was harder and deeper than the last, driven by the filthy soundtrack coming from the next room. He wanted Jasmine to scream louder than Brooke. He wanted Marcus to hear exactly what he was doing to her.

Jasmine’s shaved pussy was slick, hot, and impossibly tight, gripping him with every brutal plunge. The wet, obscene slap of skin on skin filled the room, louder than the distant rhythm of his wife getting railed.

“Yes—fuck, just like that!” Jasmine gasped, her full breasts bouncing wildly beneath him, dark nipples stiff and begging. She wrapped her legs high around his waist, pulling him even deeper, her nails raking down his back hard enough to sting. “God, you’re really going for it, aren’t you? Trying to out-fuck my husband? Can you?”

Ethan answered with a punishing thrust that made her cry out. She laughed breathlessly, the sound turning into a shameless moan as he ground against her clit with every stroke. He was relentless—deep, urgent, almost angry fucking—chasing the sounds of his wife’s pleasure and determined to drown them out with Jasmine’s.

Her body responded beautifully. She arched up to meet him, rolling her hips like she was made for this, her soaked pussy fluttering and clenching around his cock.

“Harder, baby,” she moaned, voice breaking. “Make me loud. Let them hear how good you’re giving it to me.”

He obliged.

The bed creaked violently beneath them. Sweat slicked their skin. Jasmine’s moans grew louder, filthier, completely unrestrained. She laughed again when he hit a perfect angle, then immediately moaned like a pornstar, shameless and wild. Her thighs trembled. Her nails dug deeper.

She came —hard.

Her whole body suddenly seized beneath him, every muscle going rigid as her climax crashed through her. Her shaved pussy clamped down around his cock in strong, greedy pulses, rippling and squeezing with rhythmic intensity that milked him relentlessly. A loud, shaking cry tore from her throat before she could stop it. She buried her face desperately into his shoulder, trying to muffle the sound, but it still spilled out—raw, broken, and shamelessly loud.

“Fuck—Ethan!” she gasped against his skin, her voice trembling.

Her thighs locked tight around his waist, heels digging into his lower back as she shook and fluttered beneath him. Warm, slick wetness flooded around his cock. Her inner walls kept contracting in long, powerful waves, pulling him deeper with every spasm. Jasmine’s nails raked down his back hard enough to leave marks, her full breasts pressed flushed and heaving against his chest. For several glorious seconds she was completely lost—moaning, trembling, and grinding up against him like she couldn’t get enough.

Ethan kept thrusting through it, deep and steady, savoring every tight flutter and desperate squeeze of her pussy. The feeling of her coming so violently because of him—while his own wife moaned for another man in the next room—pushed him right to the edge.

Only then did he let go.

With a guttural, almost animalistic groan, he buried himself to the hilt inside her. Pleasure slammed into him like a breaking wave. His hips jerked hard as thick, heavy pulses filled the condom, each one sending sparks of raw ecstasy up his spine. Every muscle in his body tightened, then slowly melted as the orgasm rolled through him in long, satisfying waves. He stayed pressed deep inside her, grinding lazily through the last few pulses, unwilling to pull out just yet.

They stayed locked together like that for a long, breathless moment—bodies slick with sweat, hearts hammering against each other, the air thick with the scent of sex. Jasmine’s fingers eventually traced lazy, soothing patterns down his back. A lazy, thoroughly satisfied smile curved her lips as she nuzzled into his neck.

“God… that was intense,” she whispered, voice husky and warm.

She finally eased herself off him with a soft, wet sound. Carefully, she slipped the condom off his softening cock, tied it neatly, and padded quietly to the bathroom. Ethan lay there listening as the toilet flushed, followed by the brief rush of the sink.

Ethan’s cock half-hard and slick from their own sex, twitched again as he listened intently to the sounds from the other room. Brooke sounded different with Marcus — freer, almost surprised by her own pleasure. Every moan sent a sharp, jealous thrill through him, mixed with a deep, aching arousal that made his pulse throb in his ears.

The image flashed in his mind — Brooke’s fair skin flushed pink, her neatly trimmed patch glistening, her legs wrapped around Marcus’s powerful body as he fucked her deep and slow, then hard and fast. He could almost hear the wet sounds of her pussy taking him, the way she must be dripping down his thick cock.

The moans continued. Brooke let out a long, shaky cry that turned into a breathless laugh, followed by Marcus’s deep, satisfied groan. The bed creaked louder now, steady and rhythmic, like they had found a new position, maybe doggy; and were chasing another peak.

When Jasmine returned, she smelled faintly of warm water and hotel soap, but her skin was still flushed and a little sticky. She crawled back into bed and curled against his side, one leg draped casually over his thigh, her hand resting warmly on his softening cock.

“God, she sounds so fucking good,” Jasmine whispered, clearly turned on by the sounds too. “You like hearing her like this, don’t you?”

Ethan didn’t answer right away. He just breathed through the intense mix of emotions — love, arousal, a touch of possessive jealousy, and a strange, powerful pride. His wife was on the other side of that wall, getting fucked senseless by another man… and she was loving it.

Another long, broken moan drifted through the wall from Brooke, followed by Marcus’s low, satisfied groan.

“Yeah, typical Marcus voice,” Jasmine whispered with a soft smile, her fingers tracing lazy circles on Ethan’s chest. “I think he is cumming inside your wife right now… that’s his signature voice when he cums deep in a woman. You can hear how hard he’s shooting it into her.”

Jasmine said with a soft, amused laugh, her fingers giving Ethan a lazy, affectionate stroke. “Sounds like Brooke’s loving every minute of it.” She rolled her hips slowly against his leg, letting him feel the warm, damp press of her pussy against his skin. “You okay?”

Ethan swallowed, his cock already beginning to twitch back to life under her touch, stirred again by the distant sounds. “Yeah… it’s just a lot. Hearing her like that.”

Jasmine smiled and nuzzled closer, pressing a soft kiss to his chest. “Want to go again?” she asked, voice low and inviting. “We’ve got all the time we need. And honestly… I really like the idea of you fucking me while they’re still at it. Maybe loud enough that he hears us too.”

Ethan pulled her closer, already imagining sliding back inside her warmth—deep, steady, and real—while his wife’s pleasure continued to drift through the wall. The whole situation felt raw, electric, and strangely intimate. Right now, he didn’t want it to end.

Even after Jasmine and Ethan finished the second time, the sounds from the other room showed no signs of slowing. If anything, they only grew more intense. Brooke’s voice climbed higher and needier with every minute, each moan longer and more desperate, until she finally cried out — a sharp, trembling orgasm that echoed clearly through the wall. The sound hit Ethan deep in his stomach, making his spent cock twitch helplessly.

Marcus’s low, guttural growl followed moments later — deep, primal, and satisfied. There was no mistaking it: he was cumming inside her.

Yet even after that, the night refused to end. Soft laughter drifted through the wall, followed by quiet murmurs and the rustle of bodies shifting on the bed. They weren’t done. Not even close.

The hours blurred together. Three o’clock. Three-forty. Four-fifteen. The sky outside the window slowly began to lighten with the first faint hints of dawn. The sounds continued without pause — Brooke’s voice growing hoarse but still eager, Marcus’s low chuckles and occasional filthy praise, the steady creak of the bed, and the constant slap of skin against skin. Breaths turned ragged. Sweat-slick bodies moved together in the dark.

Even as Ethan lay curled against Jasmine’s warm, sleeping body, the sounds from the other suite kept drifting in. Brooke’s soft, broken moans. Marcus’s deep, contented laughter. The quiet, rhythmic creak of their mattress. It wrapped around Ethan like a warm, teasing haze, keeping him half-hard and strangely peaceful as sleep finally pulled him under.


Chapter 4 : The Glow

By the time the sun had fully risen over the lake, Jasmine and Ethan were already seated at a shaded table on the lakeside terrace. It was a little after 10:15 a.m. The morning light was warm and golden, filtering through the cedar trees and dancing on the calm water. A gentle breeze carried the fresh scent of dew on leaves, blooming flowers, and the rich aroma of fresh coffee.

Jasmine looked radiant. Her braids were loosely tied back, a few strands framing her face in a soft, messy way that made her look even more beautiful. Her skin had that unmistakable post-sex glow — warm, slightly flushed, still carrying a light sheen of sweat that hadn’t completely faded. She sat close to Ethan, one bare foot casually brushing his leg under the table as she sipped her coffee. Her hand rested on his thigh, fingers tracing lazy, absent circles — the kind of casual, intimate touch that comes naturally after hours of skin-on-skin connection.

Ethan leaned back in his chair, relaxed but quietly buzzing. His hair was still messy from the night, and there was a satisfied looseness in his shoulders. He occasionally glanced at Jasmine with a small, private smile, his hand covering hers on his thigh, thumb stroking her skin. They spoke in low, comfortable voices — little jokes about the night, gentle teasing, the easy affection of two people who had just shared something intense and were still floating in the afterglow.

Jasmine leaned in, resting her chin on his shoulder for a moment, her breath warm against his neck.

“You were really good,” she murmured, voice soft and sincere. “I didn’t expect you to be so attentive… the way you touched me, the way you kissed me. It felt really nice.”

Ethan chuckled softly, turning his head to kiss her temple.

“You made it easy. You’re incredibly responsive. The way you moved, the sounds you made… it was hard to hold back.”

They stayed like that for nearly thirty minutes — sipping coffee, sharing fresh fruit and warm pastries, touching casually, laughing quietly. Jasmine’s foot kept brushing his leg under the table. At one point she rested her hand higher on his thigh, fingers lightly stroking, a small reminder of the night they had shared. The distant sounds of birds and the lake created a peaceful backdrop, but the air between them still hummed with the memory of skin on skin, moans, and shared pleasure.

Then, a little after 10:45, Marcus and Brooke appeared on the stone path leading to the terrace.

Brooke walked with a noticeable languid grace, her steps slow and sensual, hips rolling just a little more than usual, like her body was still remembering every thrust and touch. She wore a simple white sundress that clung softly to her curves, but it was impossible to miss the post-sex glow radiating from her. Her cheeks were flushed a soft, persistent pink. Her long brown hair was tousled and messy, like she hadn’t bothered to brush it properly. Her lips looked slightly swollen, and there was a faint hickey just visible near her collarbone. Her eyes had a dreamy, heavy-lidded quality, and she carried herself with a quiet, newfound confidence — like a woman who had been thoroughly, deliciously satisfied.

Marcus walked beside her, tall and relaxed, one hand resting lightly on her lower back in a casually possessive way. He too looked satisfied — calm, grounded, with that quiet, masculine afterglow.

Ethan noticed immediately. His breath caught for a second. That look on his wife’s face — the flushed skin, the messy hair, the way she moved like her body was still humming with pleasure — was unmistakable. The realization sent a hot, complicated wave through him: arousal, love, a touch of possessive heat, and a strange pride.

Jasmine grinned widely as they approached.

“Oh my god, look at you two,” she chirped, eyes dancing with delight. “Brooke, honey, you are glowing. That fresh-fucked radiance is next level. Marcus, damn… you really put in work.”

Brooke laughed softly, cheeks flushing deeper as she sat down right next to Ethan.

“Stop,” she murmured, but there was no real embarrassment — only warm, shy pleasure.

She leaned into her husband immediately, resting her head against his shoulder for a moment, her hand finding his under the table and squeezing it gently.

Marcus chuckled as he took the seat beside Jasmine.

“She’s not wrong,” he said, glancing at Brooke with quiet appreciation. “You looked incredible last night.”

Ethan slipped his arm around Brooke’s waist, pulling her closer. He could feel the subtle warmth still radiating from her skin. When she looked up at him, their eyes locked. The connection between them felt electric — love, shared secret, quiet heat, and a new depth that hadn’t been there before.

“You okay?” he asked softly, only for her.

Brooke nodded, pressing a light kiss to his jaw.

“More than okay,” she whispered. “I’ll tell you everything later. Promise.”

Jasmine, still in a playful mood, kept the conversation light but teasing.

“I barely slept. Kept hearing things through the wall,” she said with a wink at Brooke. “Sounded like someone was having the time of her life.”

Brooke hid her face against Ethan’s shoulder again, laughing.

“We thought you guys were still in your room,” she admitted, voice a little husky. “I’m starving now.”

Marcus poured coffee for everyone, completely at ease, his movements slow and relaxed like a man who had just had an extremely satisfying night. The rich aroma of fresh coffee rose between them, mingling with the scent of warm pastries, ripe fruit, and the faint cedar from the surrounding trees. He filled Brooke’s cup first, glancing at her with a small, private smile that lingered just a second longer than necessary. She returned it with a soft, shy look, her cheeks still carrying that persistent post-sex flush.

Breakfast stretched on lazily, the four of them settling into a comfortable rhythm under the shaded terrace. The morning sun filtered through the leaves, casting dappled golden patterns across the table. Birds called softly in the background, and the lake sparkled peacefully beyond the railing.

On the surface, the conversation was light and ordinary — comments about how beautiful the morning was, how smooth the drive back to Austin should be, favorite spots they had seen during their short stay. Jasmine mentioned a hiking trail she wanted to try next time. Marcus talked about the coffee being surprisingly good for a resort. Ethan shared a quiet joke about the overly fancy pastries.

But beneath every word, every glance, every small touch, layers of meaning hummed in the air.

Jasmine’s bare foot occasionally brushed Ethan’s leg under the table, a slow, deliberate stroke that sent a quiet spark up his thigh. She would smile innocently while taking a sip of coffee, but her eyes held a knowing glint whenever they met his. Marcus’s hand rested casually on Brooke’s thigh for a moment when he reached for the sugar, his fingers giving a light, possessive squeeze before pulling away. Brooke didn’t flinch — instead, she leaned slightly into the touch, her body still carrying that languid, satisfied looseness.

Brooke looked radiant in the morning light. Her long brown hair was messy in the most beautiful way, a few strands sticking to her neck from the residual heat of the night. Her cheeks held a soft, persistent pink glow, and her eyes had a dreamy, heavy-lidded quality that made it obvious she had been thoroughly pleasured. Every time she shifted in her chair, there was a subtle wince of pleasant soreness, a small reminder of how deeply Marcus had taken her. She kept stealing glances at her husband, her hand finding his under the table and squeezing it gently, as if silently reassuring him — and herself — that everything was still okay between them.

The four of them felt strangely bonded, closer than they had been when they arrived. There was no awkwardness, no regret hanging in the air. Instead, there was a quiet, warm understanding — a shared secret that had deepened their connection rather than breaking it. Jasmine would catch Brooke’s eye and give her a small, conspiratorial smile. Marcus would look at Ethan with quiet respect, almost like two men who had both experienced something profound. The touches under the table, the lingering glances, the soft laughter when someone made a light joke — everything carried an undercurrent of heat and intimacy.

At one point, Jasmine leaned over and whispered something teasing in Ethan’s ear, her breath warm, making him smile and shake his head. Brooke noticed and raised an eyebrow playfully, her own hand sliding higher on Ethan’s thigh under the table in a silent claim. Marcus watched the exchange with a small, satisfied grin, clearly enjoying the charged atmosphere they had all created together.

Breakfast stretched on for nearly an hour, lazy and unhurried, like none of them wanted the bubble of this weekend to burst just yet. The coffee cooled in their cups. The pastries were slowly finished. But the connection between the four of them — the subtle touches, the shared glances, the quiet understanding of what had happened in those two rooms the night before — only grew stronger.

The four of them felt strangely bonded, closer than they had been when they arrived.

The drive back to Austin was comfortable but thick with unspoken thoughts.

The SUV hummed steadily along the highway as the Hill Country rolled past in shades of green and golden brown. Soft music played low through the speakers, but no one was really listening. The air inside the car felt heavy with everything that had happened the night before — memories, sensations, and emotions still fresh and raw.

Brooke sat in the back seat with Ethan. She had leaned her head on his shoulder almost immediately after they started driving, seeking the familiar comfort of his body. Their fingers were laced tightly together on his lap, thumbs occasionally stroking each other in silent reassurance. Every so often she would shift in her seat, trying to find a more comfortable position, and a small, subtle wince would cross her face.

Ethan could feel the faint soreness in her body through the way she moved — the way her thighs pressed together, the slight hitch in her breath. It sent another low, warm throb through him, a complicated mix of arousal, tenderness, and quiet possessiveness. His wife had been thoroughly used the night before, and the evidence was still written in the way her body carried itself.

In the rearview mirror, Brooke occasionally caught Marcus’s eyes. Each time their gazes met, he gave her a small, private smile — slow, knowing, and full of quiet appreciation. That look alone made heat pool low in her belly again, a fresh wave of warmth spreading between her thighs. She could still feel the ghost of his hands on her hips, the deep stretch of him inside her, the way he had made her moan without shame.

She squeezed Ethan’s hand a little tighter, grounding herself in the man she loved while her body remembered the stranger who had taken her so completely.

Ethan noticed the silent exchanges in the mirror. He didn’t say anything, but his thumb brushed over the back of Brooke’s hand in slow, soothing strokes. The mixture of emotions inside him was complex — love, pride, a touch of jealousy, and a deep, lingering arousal that refused to fade.

The drive passed in comfortable silence broken only by occasional light comments about the scenery or the music. No one brought up the night before. Not yet. The tension was there, but it wasn’t uncomfortable. It felt charged, alive, like all four of them were still carrying pieces of the previous night with them.

When they finally reached the drop-off point in Austin and pulled into the parking lot, the goodbye felt heavier than expected. The hugs lingered with genuine warmth and the memory of shared pleasure.

Marcus pulled Brooke into his arms first. He held her for a long moment, one large hand resting on her lower back, his chin brushing the top of her head.

“Thank you,” he murmured near her ear, voice low enough for only her to hear. “For trusting me. Last night was… incredible.”

Brooke hugged him back tightly, breathing in his scent one last time.

“Thank you too,” she whispered. “I won’t forget it.”

Jasmine hugged Ethan next, pressing her soft body against him in a warm, lingering embrace.

“You were wonderful,” she said softly, kissing his cheek.

Then she turned to Brooke and pulled her into a tight, sisterly hug.

“We’ll talk soon, okay?”

“Yeah,” Brooke replied, smiling. “We will.”

The four of them stood there for a few extra seconds, the air between them thick with everything unsaid. Then Marcus and Jasmine got back into the SUV and drove off toward Dallas, leaving Ethan and Brooke standing alone in the parking lot with their suitcases.

The late afternoon sun felt warm on their skin. Ethan turned to his wife, searching her face. Brooke looked up at him, eyes bright and a little dazed, still carrying that unmistakable post-sex glow.

The drive back from the Hill Country felt like crossing from one world into another. By the time Ethan and Brooke stepped into their Austin condo late Sunday afternoon, the weekend already seemed half-dream, half-memory. The suitcases were unpacked in silence. They showered together without speaking much, the water washing away the last traces of the lake and the faint scent of someone else’s skin. They fell into bed early, holding each other close, but neither of them could sleep deeply. The images and sounds from the two suites kept resurfacing in the dark.

Monday morning arrived like a cold splash of reality.

Brooke sat at her desk in the open-plan marketing office, staring at the same spreadsheet she had been pretending to read for twenty minutes. Her body still carried echoes of the weekend — a pleasant soreness between her thighs, a faint bruise on her hip where Marcus’s fingers had gripped her, the memory of being stretched and filled in ways that made her shift in her chair. Every time she crossed her legs, she felt it again. Guilt twisted in her stomach, sharp and hot, but so did arousal. She kept checking her phone under the desk, heart skipping when a new message from Marcus appeared.

Marcus: Morning. Still thinking about how good you felt. How are you holding up today?

She bit her lip, thumbs hovering. The office was loud with keyboards and conversations, but all she could hear was the memory of his low groan in her ear.

Brooke: I’m okay. A little sore. A lot distracted. You?

Marcus: Same. Can’t stop replaying the way you moaned when I was deep. You okay with that?

She squeezed her thighs together under the desk, heat flooding her face. The guilt was real — she was at work, married, thinking about another man’s cock — but the arousal was stronger. She typed back quickly.

Brooke: I’m okay with it. I can’t stop thinking about it either.

Across town, Ethan sat in a glass-walled conference room during a client call, trying to focus on quarterly projections. His mind kept drifting. He remembered the way Jasmine had moaned his name, the way her full breasts had moved as she rode him, the way her shaved pussy had clenched around him when she came. His cock stirred in his slacks, half-hard under the table. He shifted uncomfortably, forcing himself to nod at something the client said.

During a break he stepped into the empty stairwell and pulled out his phone. A message from Jasmine was waiting.

Jasmine: Hey… just wanted to say thank you for the weekend. I keep smiling every time I think about how you licked me. You okay?

Ethan leaned against the wall, blood rushing south again.

Ethan: I’m okay. More than okay. Can’t stop thinking about how wet you were… and how you kept going even after you came.

Jasmine: Good. Because I can’t stop thinking about it either. Let me know when you want to talk more.

The week dragged on like that — a constant push-pull between guilt and arousal.

Tuesday evening, Brooke stood in the shower at home, hot water cascading over her body. Ethan was still at the office finishing a report. She closed her eyes and let her hand slide between her legs. Her fingers found her clit, already swollen at the memory of Marcus’s thick cock stretching her open. She bit her lip, remembering how he had ground against her clit while buried deep inside her. A soft moan escaped her as she rubbed faster, the guilt only making the pleasure sharper.

Wednesday afternoon, Ethan sat at his desk during a quiet moment between meetings. His phone buzzed with a new message from Jasmine — a simple photo of her lips wrapped around a straw, captioned “Thinking about you.” His cock hardened instantly. He locked his office door for five minutes, hand slipping into his slacks, stroking himself slowly while remembering the way her pussy had fluttered around him when she came.

Thursday night, they sat across from each other at the dinner table. The food was simple — grilled chicken and salad — but the atmosphere was heavy. Brooke kept stealing glances at Ethan, wondering if he could tell how often she had touched herself thinking of Marcus. Ethan kept remembering Jasmine’s moans and the way Brooke’s voice had sounded through the wall.

“You’ve been quiet,” Ethan said finally, poking at his salad.

Brooke looked up, fork paused mid-air. “So have you.”

A long silence stretched between them.

“I keep thinking about it,” Brooke admitted softly. “About the weekend.”

“Me too,” Ethan said. His voice was low. “A lot.”

They almost talked about it then. The words hovered in the air — the sounds, the feelings, the guilt, the arousal. But neither of them pushed. Not yet. They finished dinner in charged silence, cleared the table, and went to bed without making love, holding each other instead.

Friday dragged.

Work felt endless, like time had slowed to a crawl just to torture them. Brooke sat in a long strategy meeting, nodding along while her boss droned about Q3 targets, but her mind was somewhere else entirely. Every time she shifted in her chair, she felt the faint, pleasant ache between her legs — a reminder of how deeply Marcus had taken her, how thoroughly he had used her. The memory made her cheeks warm. She squeezed her thighs together under the conference table, trying to ignore the fresh wave of heat pooling low in her belly.

Her phone buzzed silently in her lap. She glanced down.

Marcus: Can’t stop thinking about how you begged me not to stop. You okay?

The words hit her like a spark. She squeezed her thighs tighter, heat flooding her face. Under the table, her free hand pressed lightly against her skirt, right over her core, as if trying to soothe the sudden throb.

Brooke: I’m okay. Still sore in the best way. You?

Marcus: Same. Can’t wait to hear what you thought when you finally talk to Ethan.

She bit her lip, heart racing. The guilt was sharp — she was married, sitting in a professional meeting, getting wet thinking about another man’s cock — but the arousal was stronger. She crossed her legs again, trying to focus on the presentation while her mind replayed the feeling of Marcus grinding deep inside her.

Across town, Ethan sat in his glass-walled office during a client call, trying to sound professional while his mind kept drifting. He remembered the way Jasmine had moaned his name, the way her full breasts had bounced as she rode him, the way her shaved pussy had clenched around him when she came. His cock stirred in his slacks, half-hard under the desk. He shifted uncomfortably, forcing himself to nod at something the client said on the screen.

During a break he stepped into the empty stairwell and pulled out his phone. A message from Jasmine was waiting.

Jasmine: Still smiling when I remember how hard you came inside me. Hope you’re doing okay this week.

Ethan leaned against the wall, blood rushing south again. His cock thickened instantly in his pants.

Ethan: I’m okay. More than okay. Can’t stop thinking about how wet you were… and how you kept going even after you came.

Jasmine: Good. Because I can’t stop thinking about it either. Let me know when you want to talk more.

The week had been like this for both of them — stolen moments of guilt crashing into constant, distracting arousal.

Tuesday evening, Brooke stood in the shower at home, hot water cascading over her body. Ethan was still at the office finishing a report. She closed her eyes and let her hand slide between her legs. Her fingers found her clit, already swollen at the memory of Marcus’s thick cock stretching her open. She bit her lip, remembering how he had ground against her clit while buried deep inside her. A soft moan escaped her as she rubbed faster, the guilt only making the pleasure sharper. She came quietly, biting her arm to stay silent, legs shaking as the water ran down her body.

Wednesday afternoon, Ethan sat at his desk during a quiet moment between meetings. His phone buzzed with a new message from Jasmine — a simple photo of her lips wrapped around a straw, captioned “Thinking about you.” His cock hardened instantly. He locked his office door for five minutes, hand slipping into his slacks, stroking himself slowly while remembering the way her pussy had fluttered around him when she came.

Thursday night, they sat across from each other at the dinner table. The food was simple — grilled chicken and salad — but the atmosphere was heavy. Brooke kept stealing glances at Ethan, wondering if he could tell how often she had touched herself thinking of Marcus. Ethan kept remembering Jasmine’s moans and the way Brooke’s voice had sounded through the wall.

“You’ve been quiet,” Ethan said finally, poking at his salad.

Brooke looked up, fork paused mid-air. “So have you.”

A long silence stretched between them.

“I keep thinking about it,” Brooke admitted softly. “About the weekend.”

“Me too,” Ethan said. His voice was low. “A lot.”

They almost talked about it then. The words hovered in the air — the sounds, the feelings, the guilt, the arousal. But neither of them pushed. Not yet. They finished dinner in charged silence, cleared the table, and went to bed without making love, holding each other instead.

Friday dragged. Work felt endless. Brooke received another text from Marcus during a meeting. Ethan received a similar message from Jasmine while he was on a call. Both of them had to excuse themselves at different points, hearts racing, bodies responding.

That evening, the two Whatsapp exchanges finally appeared.

Ethan sent the first one while Brooke was brushing her teeth:

Ethan: We will talk about this on Saturday.

Brooke read it in the mirror, heart pounding. She typed back immediately.

Brooke: Ok!

The week had been draconian — long hours, constant distraction, guilt crashing into arousal at the most inconvenient moments. But it had also been charged, alive, electric.

Saturday finally arrived.

The conversation they had been waiting for all week was about to begin.


Chapter 5: Saturday Midnight Confessions

The condo was quiet, the kind of deep silence that only comes after midnight. The sun had set hours ago. Ethan and Brooke lay naked side by side in their bed, the sheet pushed down to their waists. A soft green lamp bathed the room in a dreamy, intimate glow. It was just past 12:30 a.m.

Neither had spoken for several minutes. Their hands rested close on the mattress, fingers occasionally brushing. Brooke’s nipples had tightened in the cool air, and a faint flush still lingered on her chest and cheeks. Ethan’s chest rose and fell steadily, but his eyes kept drifting over her body.

“So…” Ethan finally said, his voice low and warm.

Brooke turned her head, a small nervous smile playing on her lips. “So…”

“You feeling okay?” he asked.

“Yeah. Relaxed. You?”

“Same.” He paused. “Still can’t believe we actually did it.”

“Me neither,” she whispered. “It feels like a dream now.”

Another comfortable silence settled between them. Then Ethan asked softly, “How was it for you?”

Brooke let out a slow breath, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on her stomach. “Different… in the best way. Intense.” She glanced at him. “You?”

“Really satisfying.” His hand slid under the sheet, resting on his half-hard cock. “Jasmine is exactly my type—curvy, warm, those big soft breasts. Big brown ass. But I kept thinking about you the whole time.”

Brooke smiled and slipped her own hand between her thighs, lightly touching herself. “I thought about you too. Especially when I could hear you through the wall.”

Ethan’s breath caught. “You were loud, baby.”

She laughed softly, embarrassed. “God, I know. I tried to hold back at first…”

“Don’t lie,” he teased, starting to stroke himself slowly. “Those long moans toward the end… fuck, it turned me on so much.”

Brooke bit her lip, her fingers circling gently. “Marcus is intense. The way he holds you, the way he talks… He fucked me like he couldn’t get enough.”

“Tell me more,” Ethan murmured, his hand moving a little faster.

She gave him a playful look. “Hey… slow down. You’re already stroking yourself.”

“Can’t help it,” he said with a grin. “Keep going.”

Brooke shook her head, smiling, but continued. “We did everything. Doggy, sixty-nine, me on top, him on top, reverse cowgirl… He even took me standing up against the table. He’s so strong. When he took me from behind, that made me forget everything. I believe I was really loud, right?”

“Yes,” Ethan said, voice thick. “Didn’t you notice?”

“I did. At first, I was conscious about it, but later I just didn’t care.” She laughed softly. “Anyway… what did you like most about the whole thing?”

“The fact that my wife can be such a slut with a stranger,” Ethan admitted, his hand still moving under the sheet. “It’s making all my blood rush to one place. That we could just be ourselves.”

They both laughed—soft, nervous, but full of affection. The heat between them kept rising.

“Which position did you enjoy most with Jasmine?” Brooke asked, her fingers still between her legs.

“When she was on top, grinding slow. I loved the way her breasts moved, the way she looked at me while taking me deep.”

Brooke bit her lip, a playful little smile spreading across her face.

“I know you well,” Brooke said with a naughty smile. “You licked her ass, didn’t you… naughty boy?”

“Yeah,” Ethan admitted, his voice low.

Brooke’s fingers moved lazily between her slick folds as she looked at him with playful curiosity.

“Tell me everything…” she murmured, her voice low and teasing now, thick with arousal. “How did her asshole look? What did it feel like on your tongue? How did it taste?”

A slow smile curled across her lips as her fingertips slipped lower between her thighs.

“And by the way…” she added softly, eyes glinting with mischief, “when was the last time you really looked at mine, mister?”

He let out a quiet laugh, shaking his head before looking at her with a sly, filthy grin.

“Yours is softer…” he said slowly, like he was savoring every word. “That beautiful rose-brown color with those pretty pink edges.” His eyes drifted down her body instinctively. “I love how yours reacts when I lick it. The way you tense up first… then start trembling once you relax.”

His voice dropped even lower.

“It’s tighter than hers too. You squeeze and flutter around my tongue so much more.”

Brooke’s breathing deepened slightly as she listened.

“And that tiny little skin tag on the side…” he continued with a crooked smile, “I actually really fucking like it. Makes it feel more like you. Like I’d recognize your body anywhere.”

Brooke smiled instantly, a warm blush spreading across her cheeks at the sincerity hidden beneath the filth.

“Marcus said so too,” she admitted softly, almost shy for a moment. “I was actually a little conscious about my asshole before…” She bit her lip gently. “But he didn’t seem to mind at all.”

Her eyes sparkled with playful heat again as she slowly traced circles over herself.

“By the way…” she whispered, holding his gaze now, “there’s someone who knows my butthole almost as well as you do now…”

A teasing pause.

“Maybe even better.”

She glanced down and saw Ethan’s hand moving more deliberately on his cock. “Hey… stop touching the head like that. You’re going to make yourself cum too fast.”

Ethan chuckled. “You’re one to talk. I can hear how wet you are.”

She gave him a loving glare and kept rubbing slow circles over her clit. “So how was Jasmine’s pussy? Hairy or shaved?”

“Shaved. Smooth.”

“I see,” she said quietly.

A few silent moments passed. Their free hands found each other under the sheet, fingers intertwining while their other hands kept moving.

“How many times did you guys cum?” Ethan asked, voice thick with arousal.

Brooke let out a soft, embarrassed laugh. “I have no idea. I lost count. Marcus came in me when he was on top, then from behind, and again when I was riding him. What about you?”

Ethan’s hand moved faster. “Once with her on top, then again with her legs around my waist. I also went down on her, pussy and asshole both, you know… I am really turned on by how he licked your butthole.”

Brooke moaned softly, her fingers circling her clit.

“You have no idea… he was completely addicted. He had me on all fours, spread my ass wide open with both hands, and buried his face between my cheeks. He kept licking me everywhere — long, slow, greedy strokes from my pussy all the way up to my asshole… then he pushed his tongue deep inside my ass, fucking me with it, swirling and sucking like he couldn’t get enough.”

She let out a shy, embarrassed laugh, her cheeks burning.

“I got so lost in it that I could actually feel a fart building right when his tongue was buried deep inside me. I was clenching so hard, mortified… but he didn’t stop at all. He just growled into my ass and pushed his tongue even deeper.”

She laughed shyly, cheeks burning with embarrassment.

“I held it in the entire time. I was clenching so hard, completely mortified. But later, when we were fucking, I finally let it out.”

She shook her head, smiling helplessly.

“And honestly? I could tell he didn’t care at all. He was that horny for me. He just roared — if that’s the right way to put it — grabbed my hips harder, and kept fucking me even deeper like nothing in the world was going to stop him.”

“Fuck…” Ethan groaned, stroking himself harder beneath the sheet. “That’s insanely hot.”

Brooke smiled, caught somewhere between humiliation and arousal.

“Yeah… it was honestly such a task trying to hold it in while he was devouring me like that.” She let out another soft laugh. “I can only tell something like this to you.”

Her eyes drifted downward instinctively.

Ethan’s hand was moving faster now, his jaw tight, breathing heavier as he stared at her with a look that mixed disbelief, jealousy, and raw hunger.

Brooke bit back a smile.

“But the crazy part is…” she admitted quietly, warmth flooding her cheeks again, “it honestly turned me on even more.”

“Hey,” Brooke said suddenly, half laughing, half scolding as she noticed his frantic pace. “Slow down. You’re jerking off too fast again.”

“You’re touching yourself just as much,” he teased back, leaning over to kiss her bare shoulder softly. “And I love seeing you like this.”



The conversation kept flowing, growing filthier and more honest with every passing minute. Their voices were soft, breathy whispers in the green glow. Brooke reached out to stroke Ethan’s cock in long, lazy pulls while his fingers slowly circled her clit. She was soaking wet.

Ethan exhaled shakily.

“You know what’s been driving me crazy lately?” he murmured. “Thinking about what it would be like if you stayed with Marcus for a whole week… and I stayed with Jasmine for that same week.”

Brooke’s breath caught. Her hand tightened around his cock as she stroked him slowly, clearly turned on by the idea.

“God… a whole week with him?” she whispered, her voice low and thick with arousal. “Waking up in his bed every morning… falling asleep with his body wrapped around mine every night… letting him fuck me whenever he wanted?”

She leaned in until her lips brushed his ear, her breath warm and trembling.

“I’d come back to you after seven days completely used… sore, marked, my pussy still feeling the shape of him.”

There was a heavy, electric silence. Brooke let out a soft, shaky breath, almost hesitant, as if the fantasy had suddenly pulled her back to a real memory.

“Marcus kept telling me I was too tight,” she said, almost shyly. “Right in the middle of it, he groaned and said I was too tight for him. So I looked at him and told him, ‘That’s why I’m here.’ I still can’t believe I actually said that.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. His cock throbbed in her hand. “You really said that to him?”

“Yeah…” Brooke smiled, a mix of embarrassment and arousal. “It turned him on so much. After that he started calling me his whore. He’d grab my ass and say, ‘You’ve got a whore’s ass, Brooke.’ Every time he said it, I got even wetter. And I kept answering him… I told him ‘I’m your whore’ while he was deep inside me.”

“Fuck…” Ethan groaned, his fingers pressing harder against her.

“Hey,” Brooke whispered, half-laughing as she gave his cock a gentle squeeze. “Slow down. You’re getting too excited again.”

“You’re the one telling me you called him your whore,” he teased, kissing her collarbone. “How am I supposed to stay calm?”

She gave a soft, nervous laugh and kept stroking him slowly. “There’s something else… I kind of have a little crush on him. Not love or anything serious — just this intense physical pull. The way he carried himself, the confidence, the way he took control without even trying too hard… it got under my skin a little.”

Her eyes searched his carefully.

“Is it okay that I’m telling you this?”

Ethan stayed quiet for a moment, breathing heavier now, before leaning in to kiss her forehead gently.

“Yeah,” he murmured. “It’s okay. Honestly… hearing you talk about him like that does something to me. Maybe a little jealousy too, but mostly it just turns me on. Keep going.”

Brooke relaxed against him, her hand moving slower, softer now.

“When he pulled me close and whispered in my ear,” she said quietly, her cheeks warming at the memory, “the way he spoke to me… the way he completely took over the moment… I just melted into it. I remember him calling me his whore in that low voice, and instead of pulling away from it, I completely gave in. I was so overwhelmed, so wanted, that I stopped thinking entirely and just let myself feel everything.”

She lifted her eyes to Ethan carefully, almost searching his face for permission before continuing.

She paused, then added softly, “I think I want to see him again. Soon. Maybe message him in a few days. Is that alright with you? You can meet Jasmine anytime — I have no problem with that. But I might want to meet Marcus again, just once or twice.”

Ethan let out a slow breath, processing her words while her hand kept stroking him. He kissed her neck gently. “Yeah… it’s okay. It makes me a little crazy, but I like the honesty. As long as we keep doing this — coming back to each other, talking like this, no secrets — I’m good with it.”

Brooke turned and kissed him deeply, slow and full of love. “Thank you,” she whispered against his lips. “I love you so much for this. For letting me feel all of it and still be yours.”

“I love you too,” he murmured, sliding a finger inside her. “Even when you’re admitting you have a crush on the guy who called you his whore.”

Brooke let out a soft gasp, then narrowed her eyes at him with playful defiance.

“Yes,” she teased quietly, biting back a smile. “Is that a problem?”

She moaned softly as his hand moved again and gave him a playful glare.

“Hey… slow down with your fingers.”

Ethan leaned in and kissed her shoulder slowly, his breathing still uneven. Brooke’s fingers softened around him while his hand rested warmly against her thigh beneath the sheet. For a few quiet seconds neither of them said anything. They just lay there tangled together in the soft green glow, smiling a little every time their eyes met.

The intensity between them hadn’t disappeared.

If anything, it had changed shape — less frantic now, warmer, more intimate.

Then Brooke laughed softly under her breath and shook her head.

“I still can’t believe we’re actually talking like this.”

Ethan smiled lazily beside her. “Honestly? I don’t think I want us to stop.”

They both chuckled softly, the tension between them no longer awkward but warm, addictive, alive.

Brooke bit her lip before speaking again.

“Can I tell you something honestly?”

Ethan smiled faintly. “That’s kind of the point of tonight, isn’t it?”

She laughed quietly, then hesitated for a moment.

“I think I actually like Marcus as a person.”

Ethan’s eyes stayed on her face.

“He’s younger than us, but weirdly mature,” she continued softly. “Confident without trying too hard. Funny too. Like… after sex we just talked for a while and it didn’t feel awkward at all.”

She smiled to herself at the memory.

“Honestly? I could see why Jasmine likes him so much.”

Ethan exhaled slowly through his nose, listening carefully while his fingers kept moving against her skin.

Brooke watched his reaction cautiously.

“Is that weird to say?”

“No,” he admitted quietly. “A little dangerous maybe. But not weird.”

She nodded slowly.

“I’m not saying I’m in love with him or anything crazy. It’s just…”

She searched for the words.

“It would actually be fun to spend time with him again. Not only sex. Like drinks, flirting, teasing each other…”

Her cheeks flushed deeper.

“Maybe even a real date.”

Ethan’s jaw tightened slightly at the word date, but he kept listening.

Brooke noticed immediately. She moved closer and kissed him softly.

“Hey. Talk to me.”

He gave a quiet laugh.

“You really know how to push every button in my brain at once.”

“That bad?”

“No,” he admitted honestly. “It’s turning me on more than it should.”

Her eyes softened.

As she spoke, Brooke continued stroking his cock with long, lazy pulls, her grip warm and confident. Her thumb swirled slowly over the sensitive head on every stroke, coating him with the precum that was steadily leaking from him.

“I think part of it,” Ethan continued, voice growing rougher, “is that you’re so open about it. You’re lying here naked telling me another guy impressed you… and somehow it makes me feel even closer to you.”

Brooke smiled slowly, her grip tightening just a fraction as she worked him steadily.

“I think Jasmine would honestly be okay with it too,” she whispered. “They seem really open with each other. She even joked about us all hanging out again sometime.”

Ethan raised an eyebrow.

“All four of us?”

“Maybe.”

Brooke laughed softly, twisting her hand around him.

“Or maybe just me seeing him sometimes.”

Her fingers kept their rhythm.

“And I really mean it when I say I have no problem with you seeing Jasmine again either. If you want to fuck her again, you should.”

The bluntness made Ethan inhale sharply, his cock throbbing in her palm.

Brooke smiled at the reaction.

“See? That look right there.”

“You can’t say things like that so casually,” he muttered.

“Why not?” she teased gently, still stroking him slow and loving. “It’s true.”

Brooke moved even closer until her lips brushed his ear.

“I liked hearing about her too, you know… the way you described her body.”

She smiled faintly.

“I could tell how attracted you were to her.”

“I was.”

“I know.”

Her hand kept its steady rhythm.

“And weirdly… I liked that.”

She kept confessing softly, her voice warm against his skin, while her fingers stroked him faster, slicker. Ethan’s breathing grew heavier, hips twitching into her fist as the conversation pushed deeper.

Then Brooke gave a shy little smile.

“Can I admit one more thing?”

“You’re definitely going to anyway.”

She laughed.

“Probably.”

He brushed her hair back.

“Tell me.”

Her cheeks flushed.

“I loved how Marcus looked at me,” she said quietly, almost smiling at the memory. “Like I was something special. Like he was completely caught up in me. It made me feel so wanted… in a way I haven’t felt in a long time. Really intense.”

She swallowed.

“And I miss that feeling already.”

Ethan groaned quietly, his cock pulsing hard in her hand.

“You know what’s crazy?” he murmured, voice strained.

“What?”

“Hearing you say all this should probably scare me… but instead it just makes me want you more.”

Brooke smiled against his lips as they kissed, deep and hungry. Her hand never slowed.

A little later she whispered against his mouth,

“I was thinking… maybe sometime you could book that room again. Just me and Marcus.”

Her fingers squeezed him tighter.

“Only if you’re really okay with it.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. The image of dropping her off, knowing what was about to happen, pushed him right to the edge.

“And if I said yes?” he rasped. “If I drove you there… knowing he was going to fuck you?”

Brooke’s eyes darkened with heat. She pressed her forehead to his, her hand moving faster.

“Yeah… I’d go upstairs to him,” she breathed. “I’d let him take me the whole night.”

Her voice dropped even lower, filthy and intimate.

“And maybe… we could do a whole week. Just me and Marcus.” She stroked him faster, lips brushing his ear.

“I’d be his, the entire time. No sneaking out, no excuses. Seven days of waking up naked next to him, letting him fuck me whenever he wanted… I’d only text you on WhatsApp once in a while. The rest of the time I’d be completely his.”

That was it.

Ethan groaned low and deep, his whole body suddenly tensing. He came hard in her palm, thick, pulsing ropes spilling over her fingers as she kept stroking him slowly, lovingly, milking every last drop. His hips jerked uncontrollably against her hand while he gasped against her lips, completely overwhelmed.

Brooke kissed him softly through it, whispering,

“That’s it… good boy,”

her voice full of affection and heat.

They stayed like that for a long moment, foreheads pressed together, her cum-slick hand still loosely wrapped around him as his breathing slowly calmed.

Ethan’s eyes grew heavy, the exhaustion and intensity of the night finally catching up. He pulled her closer, kissed her once more, and drifted off with a contented sigh, arm draped over her waist.

Brooke lay there awake for a while, heart still beating fast, skin warm against his. The green glow of the lamp painted soft shadows across the room.

She carefully slipped her hand from under the sheet, wiped it on a tissue from the nightstand, then reached for her phone on the bedside table.

The screen lit up.

One new message.

Marcus: You awake?

Brooke glanced beside her.

Ethan had already drifted off, breathing slow and heavy against the pillow.

A small smile touched her lips as she typed back.

Brooke: Yeah. You?

Marcus: Still awake.

Brooke looked at Ethan again before typing:

Brooke: Ethan just passed out.

A second later she added:

Brooke: Gave him a handjob 😇

The typing bubble appeared instantly.

Marcus: And Jasmine stole your share of load inside her.

Brooke covered her mouth to stop herself from laughing out loud.

Brooke: Lucky girl.

Marcus: She likes a little extra protein before bed.

Brooke replied with a laughing emoji.

Brooke: I think I need to increase my intake too.

There was a short pause before his next message came through.

Marcus: Honestly… it is not going down.

Brooke stared at the words for a moment, warmth spreading through her chest.

Then she smiled slowly and typed back:

Brooke: Since I’m not there, maybe you should do something about that.

A few seconds passed.

Marcus: You mean self-service?

Brooke bit her lip, grinning now.

Brooke: Do you have a choice?

Marcus:  My dick is a cum dispenser. But I guess I will save it.

Brooke smiled and then after hesitating for a second wrote:

Brooke: Would you actually want to meet again? Like… outside the resort?

The typing dots appeared immediately.

Marcus: I was hoping you’d ask that.

Another message followed.

Marcus: There’s a rooftop hotel downtown I think you’d love. Good drinks, live music downstairs… and the rooms upstairs are kind of incredible.

Brooke’s pulse picked up.

Marcus: Big windows. Mirrors everywhere. Really soft beds. Been there with Jasmine once.

She shook her head softly, smiling into the darkness.

Brooke: That sounds very specific.

Marcus: I pay attention to details.

A warmth spread low through her stomach again.

Marcus:  Will suit you. Us.

Brooke stared at the screen for a long second before finally typing:

Brooke: You don’t book it.

Marcus: No?

Her fingers moved before she could overthink it.

Brooke: I will. Just us.

The three typing dots appeared again—

—but Brooke locked the phone before the reply came through.

She placed it quietly back on the nightstand and curled against Ethan’s sleeping body.

His arm shifted instinctively around her waist.

Brooke closed her eyes slowly, her heart still racing beneath the silence of the room.

And somewhere in the dark, without fully admitting it to herself yet—

she already knew she was going to book the room.
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