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Warning



This book contains graphic sexual content and ethical non-monogamy. Not recommended for readers under 18 or those easily triggered by sexual content. All characters are over 18.


Chapter one
Husbands Behind Bars (Skylar)


"Did you just say you and Nathan were in jail?" I asked, looking over at Michelle, who was staring at the phone with her mouth open.

"Yes," Chris's voice crackled through the static of the collect call. "We're in the Augusta-Richmond County Jail and need you to get us a lawyer and bail us out."

I started to ask what happened, how they ended up there, if they were hurt, but we were driving through the middle of nowhere between St. Simons and Atlanta. The connection wavered and then cut out completely.

"What the fuck just happened?" Michelle's voice pitched higher than I'd ever heard it. "Are our husbands really in jail?"

"It sounds like it." I pulled over to the shoulder, my hands shaking as I fumbled with my phone's GPS. "Augusta-Richmond County Jail," I typed in, watching the blue route appear on the screen. Two hours and fifteen minutes. I pulled back onto the highway, pressing harder on the accelerator.

Michelle was already scrolling through her contacts. "I'm calling Marcus, he's a lawyer. He'll know what to do." Her fingers trembled as she dialed.

I'd never seen Michelle so frantic. Even in high-stress situations, she always maintained some level of composure. Now she was falling apart.

"Marcus? It's Michelle," she said when he picked up. "I need your help. Nathan and our friend, Chris, are in jail in Augusta, and I don't know what to do."

From the passenger seat, I could hear Marcus's calm voice asking questions. Why were they in jail? What were the charges? When did this happen?

"I don't know," Michelle said, her voice breaking. "I don't know anything. We were on a girls' trip and Chris just called collect, saying they need a lawyer and bail."

Alison leaned forward from the backseat, placing a comforting hand on Michelle's shoulder. "Hey, it sounds like they're both okay. Whatever happened, we can deal with it."

Marcus's voice carried through the phone speaker. "Listen, Michelle, calm down. It's probably just a bar fight or some other nonsense. Boys being boys at a golf tournament. I have a friend who practices in Augusta. Let me call him and see what's going on. But I need their full names and addresses as they appear on their driver's licenses."

Michelle rattled off Nathan's information while I provided Chris's details. My mouth felt dry as I spoke his full name, Christopher James Reyes.

"I'll call David, that's my friend, right now and have him look into it and give you a call back."

The line went dead, leaving us in awful silence broken only by the hum of tires on asphalt. The Georgia countryside rolled past.

"This is torture," I said, gripping the steering wheel. "Not knowing what's going on or what we can do to help." The helplessness gnawed at me worse than the worry. I felt completely powerless.

Michelle stared out the window, her usual confidence shattered. "What if it's serious? What if they're in danger? What if—"

"Don't," Alison interrupted gently. "Don't go down that road. We'll know soon enough."

When Michelle's phone finally rang, we all jumped. She answered immediately and put it on speaker.

"This is David Morrison," a deep Southern-accented voice filled the car. "Marcus asked me to help with your situation. I've checked with the jail, and Nathan Larsen and Christopher Reyes are scheduled to be arraigned in about an hour. I'm heading to the courthouse now to represent them."

"Thank you so much," Michelle and I said simultaneously.

"How far out are you ladies?"

"About an hour and a half," I said, checking the GPS.

"Perfect. Come straight to the Richmond County Courthouse on James Brown Boulevard. I'll meet you there after the arraignment."

Before he could hang up, Michelle blurted out, "Can you tell us what they were arrested for?"

There was a long pause. I could hear papers shuffling in the background.

"Well," he said carefully, "it's really not that bad, depending on which judge they get."

Michelle and I exchanged glances. "Just tell us what the charges are," Michelle said.

David coughed. "Public drunkenness, and..." Another long pause. "Public indecency."

Despite everything—the stress, the worry, the complete insanity of the situation—I started laughing. Not the hysterical kind, just a genuine laugh at the absurdity of it all. Michelle joined in, and soon we were both giggling like teenagers.

"I'm sorry," I said to David. "We know this isn't funny. It's just so completely out of character for our husbands."

"I understand," David said, and I could hear the smile in his voice. "I've seen worse charges from golf tournaments, believe me. We'll sort this out. See you at the courthouse."

Michelle clicked the disconnect button, and we sat in the aftermath of nervous laughter and relief that no one was seriously hurt or facing major felonies.

Finally, I said what we were all thinking: "I can't wait to hear the story behind this shit."
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The Richmond County Courthouse loomed before us, its imposing brick facade and white columns screaming government authority. My stomach churned as we climbed the steps, ready to face whatever mess Chris and Nathan had gotten themselves into.

As soon as we pushed through the heavy glass doors, I spotted them. Chris stood near a marble pillar, looking rumpled but unharmed, talking to Nathan and an older gentleman in an expensive suit. Relief flooded through me so powerfully I nearly stumbled.

"Chris!" I called out, my voice echoing in the cavernous entrance hall.

He turned, and despite everything—the jail, the charges, the complete insanity of this situation—his face broke into that comforting smile that had first captured my heart. I rushed into his arms, not caring who was watching or what had happened. He smelled like industrial soap and disinfectant, but I didn't care.

"I'm sorry, baby," he whispered into my hair as he held me tight. "I'm so fucking sorry."

Michelle embraced Nathan with equal fervor, letting out a long, deep sigh. We'd been so afraid, and seeing them standing there, whole and relatively unharmed, was a relief.

Chris pulled back and turned to Alison, his expression sheepish. "Alison, I bet you didn't think the next time you saw me would be busting me out of jail."

Alison laughed, that musical sound echoing off the marble walls. "Honey, absolutely nothing surprises me with the two of you. I'm just happy to see you again."

"Alison," Nathan said, stepping forward with his hand extended, "I'm Nathan. I wish we were meeting under better circumstances."

She shook his hand warmly. "Well, at least it's memorable. And you're both obviously in one piece, that's what matters."

Chris gestured to the older gentleman beside him. "Ladies, I'd like you to meet David Morrison, our attorney. He's been incredibly helpful."

Mr. Morrison was exactly what central casting would order for a distinguished Southern lawyer. His white hair was perfectly styled, not a strand out of place, and his white suit was clearly tailored and expensive. His shoes gleamed like mirrors. There was something refined about his movements, a careful preciseness that reminded me of old-money Southern gentility. Some might call it effeminate, but it was more like he'd been raised in a world where appearance and manners mattered above all else.

He nodded graciously to Michelle and Alison as Chris introduced them. "Mrs. Larsen, Ms. Foster, it's my pleasure, despite the circumstances. It's nice to put faces to the voices on the phone."

When Chris got to me, Mr. Morrison stepped forward and took my hand in both of his. "And this must be the lovely Mrs. Reyes." Instead of shaking my hand, he lifted it to his lips and brushed a gentle kiss across my knuckles.

Heat rose in my cheeks at the unexpected gesture. "Thank you for everything you've done for them, Mr. Morrison."

His eyes lingered on mine as he released my hand, holding my gaze just a beat longer than necessary. "Please, call me David. And it was my absolute pleasure to help."

"So," I said, trying to refocus on the situation, "has the arraignment happened? Did they let you go?"

Chris and Nathan exchanged glances, then both deferred to their lawyer.

"We just finished the arraignment," David said, his accent thick as molasses. "The judge released them on their own recognizance, since neither has ever been arrested before and they're both upstanding citizens with ties to the community." He adjusted his tie, a gesture that seemed more habit than necessity. "I spoke briefly with the prosecutor afterward. Augusta had quite the weekend—lots of drunk and disorderly charges from the tournament crowd. They have their hands full with cases from the last few days."

"That's good news, right?" Michelle asked.

"It is," David nodded. "I have a meeting set up with the prosecutor tomorrow afternoon. Right now, he's swamped with arraignments. I think we'll be able to work something out, but the indecent exposure charge..." He paused, glancing at Chris and Nathan with what might have been amusement. "Well, that needs to be explained in detail."

Throughout his explanation, I noticed his eyes kept returning to mine. Each time our gazes met, he held the contact just a fraction longer than he did with the others. It wasn't leering or inappropriate, just... attentive.

"I'm sure you're all exhausted," Mr. Morrison continued, "and I got pulled out of an important client meeting to handle this, so why don't ya'll get some rest? We'll meet first thing tomorrow morning in the lobby of your hotel." He looked directly at Chris and Nathan. "Just don't break any more laws until tomorrow, okay boys?"

Nathan grinned. "No promises, counselor."

Mr. Morrison shook hands with everyone again, and when he got to me, that lingering eye contact happened again. "Until tomorrow, Mrs. Reyes."

As he walked away, his expensive shoes clicking on the marble floor, Michelle leaned close to my ear. "I think he was smitten with you."

"Dear God, that's the last thing on my mind right now," I whispered back, watching Mr. Morrison's retreating figure. "Didn't you think he came off a little effeminate?"

"A little," Michelle said, "but some rich Southern guys are like that. They were the original metrosexuals, you know." She nudged me with her elbow. "Besides, I know how you like older men."

I felt my cheeks warm again. "He was handsome," I admitted. "And I did notice his lingering gaze."

Nathan stretched, wincing slightly. "I feel filthy. I need to get back to the hotel, shower, shave, and get some rest."

"And to tell us the story of how you ended up in jail," Michelle chimed in, linking her arm through his.

Nathan grinned at Chris. "Of course. And it's one hell of a story." He paused dramatically. "But we need some rest first."

"Oh, come on," I protested. "You can't just leave us hanging like that."

Chris wrapped his arm around my waist, pulling me close. "Trust me, baby, you're going to want us clean and caffeinated when we tell this story. It's..." He searched for the right word.

"Crazy," Nathan finished. "Absolutely fucking crazy."


Chapter two
Late Night Room Service (Skylar)


Three hours later, Michelle, Alison, and I sat at the hotel bar, nursing our second round of drinks and speculating about what could have possibly landed our responsible husbands in jail. The Augusta Marriott's bar was surprisingly busy for a Monday evening, filled with tournament stragglers and business travelers.

"There they are," Michelle said, straightening in her seat as Chris and Nathan approached our table.

Both men looked significantly better than they had at the courthouse. Chris had changed into fresh cargo pants and a navy polo, his hair still damp from his shower. Nathan wore dark jeans and a crisp white button-down, rolled up at the sleeves. They'd both shaved and looked slightly more rested, though I could still see exhaustion around Chris's eyes.

"Well, you two look human again," Michelle commented as they pulled up chairs.

"Thank you for giving us some time to rest and clean up," Chris said, leaning over to kiss my cheek. His skin smelled like the hotel soap and his familiar cologne.

"We understood," I replied, "but we want that story now. We need to know what series of events turned our husbands into degenerate criminals."

Nathan signaled the bartender for two beers before settling into his chair. "That's the thing… we honestly don't know the exact answer to why we found ourselves in this situation. It's a bit of a mystery, actually. Maybe you can help us figure it out."

That got my attention. "This sounds interesting."

"Maybe it would be best to start from the beginning," Nathan said, looking at Chris. "It really starts with you, if you want to explain it."

Chris took a long sip of his beer and began, "When we arrived last week, we checked in and got our badges for the tournament and pre-tournament events at an afternoon gathering sponsored by Nathan's real estate firm. After that, we had dinner in the hotel's restaurant and returned to our room. Nothing exciting."

He paused, running his hand through his hair. "I was tired and wanted to get some rest before the first day of practice rounds, but Nathan was still wide awake, so he went back down to the bar."

Michelle looked at Nathan with raised eyebrows. "Oh boy, what did you do?"

Nathan lifted his arms defensively. "I didn't do anything. This first part is all Chris."

I looked confused. "How much trouble could you have gotten into asleep in the room?"

Nathan grinned. "This is where it gets good."

Chris continued, his expression serious. "I took a shower and went to sleep after taking a sleeping pill." He looked directly at me. "You know how those things knock me out."

"Those pills definitely do something to you," I added. "He can carry on entire conversations and not remember the next day, or think he dreamed it."

"Exactly," Chris said. "So I wake up... or at least feel like I wake up. The room is pitch black, and I feel a nude body pressed against my back, and a hand reaching around, taking hold of my cock."

Michelle slapped Nathan on the shoulder. "You naughty boy!"

Nathan scoffed. "Yeah, right. Like I lured him on this trip to take advantage of him."

Chris continued, his cheeks slightly flushed. "Because of the pill, I think I'm dreaming of Skylar jerking me off. It feels like the same technique, and I reach behind me and begin playing with her wet pussy, and it feels like Skylar's." He glanced at me apologetically. "Then she leans in and starts to nibble on my ear just like you do. Still in a half-dream state, I feel an orgasm coming on, and she begins pressing harder against my back. She starts to moan as if she's having an orgasm too, and right as I start to cum, I call out, 'Fuck, Skylar, I'm cumming.'"

I felt heat rise in my cheeks, both embarrassed and oddly aroused by the description.

"As I cum all over the hand that's stroking me," Chris continued, "I hear a strange woman's voice yell out, 'Who the fuck's Skylar, you asshole?' as her hand pulls away from me and pushes me out of the bed."

Nathan picked up the story. "And as luck would have it, this is the exact moment that I return to the room and flip the lights on. You can imagine my surprise—Chris is lying on the floor, his cock rock hard, and a woman is nude on the bed, shaking cum off her hand."

He took a swig of beer before continuing. "She was probably in her mid to late forties, shoulder-length auburn hair, nice figure, huge breasts—definitely in nice shape. She takes one look at me and begins to scream. I hold up my hands saying, 'Stop, stop... who the fuck are you?'"

"Long story short," Chris said, "thirty minutes later, we're all downstairs in the manager's office. The police are there, along with the woman and her husband. It turns out their last name is Larsen, and the receptionist had given her a key to our room by mistake."

"Oh my God," Alison gasped. "What are the odds?"

"Beth, that's the woman's name, said Nathan, " she had only just arrived in town, and it was usual for her husband, Rick, to be already asleep by that time. It was so dark she couldn't see anything, and Chris's body had felt like her husband's."

"And I explained that I had taken a sleeping pill and thought I was dreaming it," Chris added.

I nodded vigorously. "I believe that completely."

"Actually, after everything came out," Nathan said, then paused as I interjected with a grin.

"Literally," I said, smiling at Chris.

"Everyone, my wife the comedian," Chris replied, rolling his eyes.

Nathan continued, "Everyone thought it was pretty funny... except."

He paused dramatically, and Chris picked up the thread. "The husband. He was not happy and wanted the police to arrest me."

"What the fuck!" I said.

"Exactly," Chris added, "and the police were unsure of what to do. If anything, Beth had entered the wrong room and molested ME. They asked me if I wanted to press charges, and I said absolutely not. It was just an innocent misunderstanding."

Nathan's expression darkened slightly. "The husband said, 'Misunderstanding my ass.' Chris tried to make nice with the guy, but he wasn't having it. He told the police they were useless and threatened to sue the hotel. He stepped toward Chris like he was going to punch him. I stepped between them, or I think he would have taken a swing."

"Beth had to drag her husband out, and she apologized to me as they exited," Chris said. "Then he turned on her. I started to object to his treatment of her, but one of the officers said it would be better to give him some space and let him calm down."

"We could hear him yelling at her from the elevators, calling her a disgusting slut right in front of everyone," Nathan added, his jaw tight with anger. "I can understand him being upset, but it wasn't like she had done it on purpose. You could tell was a real asshole… on a good day."

We all sat in stunned silence for a moment, processing the story.

"Jesus," Michelle breathed. "That poor woman."

"So that was how our trip started," Nathan concluded, his mood lightening slightly. "How was your first night in St. Simons?"

We laughed, and I felt the tension ease. "A little less eventful. It ended with a naked swim in the ocean and a shared shower with the three of us."

"Fuck," Nathan said, his eyes lighting up. "That sounds like more fun. I guess I was the only one who didn't get off that night."

We all laughed, and Alison leaned forward with a playful smile. "We might have to do something about that. I've heard stories about you."

Michelle grinned. "Look at that, Alison, you made my husband blush. That's hard to do."

"That still doesn't explain the two of you being arrested," I pointed out, bringing us back to the mystery at hand.

Chris nodded, his expression growing serious again. "So the first two days went by just fine," Chris continued, settling back in his chair. "But we kept running into the Larsens at different golf events since they were here for the tournament as well."

"That must have been awkward," Alison added.

Chris nodded. "It wouldn't have been if it weren't for him. Beth was friendly enough—in fact, she winked at me one time when they were standing on the other side of the fairway as Jordan Spieth played through."

I raised my eyebrows. "She winked at you?"

"Just a quick little acknowledgment," Chris said with a slight smile. "Like we shared some secret. Which I guess we did. We hadn't mentioned our shared orgasm when we told our stories to the police and her husband."

Nathan chuckled. "Meanwhile, Rick glared daggers at us every time we crossed paths. You could practically feel the hostility radiating from him."

"Can we get to how you two got arrested?" Michelle interjected, clearly growing impatient with the buildup.

"I'm getting to that," Chris said, holding up his hand. "We were at an afterparty on the third night, and there were these two waitresses in their twenties who started flirting with us."

I leaned forward with a smile. "I was hoping you got more than just a handjob from a stranger on this trip."

"Let me tell the story," Chris laughed, shaking his head.


Chapter three
Tournament Temptations (Chris)


The next few days passed without incident. On Wednesday, the Par 3 Contest afterparty was in full swing at the golf club's rooftop bar, and I found myself caught up in the Masters atmosphere. I nursed my whiskey while Nathan worked on his beer, both of us finally unwinding after a long day of golf watching and corporate schmoozing.

"Another round, gentlemen?"

I looked up to see a young blonde woman with bright blue eyes and a radiant smile. Her name tag read "Megan," and she couldn't have been older than twenty. Her friend, a brunette with striking light brown eyes named "Casey," approached our table carrying a tray of empty glasses.

"I'm good for now," I replied.

"Actually, I'll take another Stella," Nathan said, flashing that charming smile of his.

Megan giggled—in a flirty way. "Coming right up."

They returned a few minutes later with Nathan's beer. "You two having fun at the pre-tournament events?"

"We're having a great time," Nathan replied without missing a beat. "You ladies golf?"

Casey shook her head, flipping her long brown hair over her shoulder. "We play on our college team. That's why we work The Masters. We couldn't afford tickets any other way."

"You must be pretty good to be on your college team," I said, genuinely impressed. "What school do you go to?"

"Augusta University," Megan replied. "We're both in medical school there."

"So you're smart, talented, and beautiful," Nathan said with his trademark grin. "That's a dangerous combination."

Both girls laughed, and I could see them relaxing.

"What are your handicaps?" I asked, leaning forward with interest.

"I'm about a twelve," Casey said, "but Megan's better—she's down to an eight."

"That's impressive," I nodded. "You pick up anything useful watching the pros today?"

"Oh my god, yes," Megan's eyes lit up. "Did you see how Rahm was choking down on his seven iron for that approach shot on sixteen? The way he controlled his distance was incredible."

Casey jumped in, "And Scottie's putting stroke—he keeps his head so still through impact. I've been trying to work on that."

Nathan and I exchanged glances. These weren't just pretty faces serving drinks—they actually knew golf.

"The course management out there is what separates them from everyone else," I added.

As the evening progressed, the girls found increasingly creative excuses to linger at our table. Megan would lean over Nathan's shoulder to point out different groups of people, her breast brushing against his arm in what couldn't possibly be accidental contact. Casey positioned herself next to me, her hand occasionally touching mine when she reached for empty glasses.

"You two seem pretty close," Casey observed, watching Nathan and me trade our usual banter. "Known each other long?"

"Actually, not all that long, but we developed a close friendship rather quickly," Nathan replied, settling back in his chair with the confidence of a man who knew he was being appreciated.

"That's sweet," Megan said, twirling a strand of blonde hair around her finger in a gesture that drew attention to her delicate hands. "We're pretty close too, aren't we, Case?"

Casey nodded, her eyes sparkling with mischief that reminded me of Skylar when she was plotting something particularly wicked. "Very close. We like doing lots of things together… we love to share."

The implications weren't lost on either of us. I felt my cock twitch as Casey leaned in close, her perfume—something floral filling my senses.

"So, where are your wives tonight?" Casey asked, having noticed Nathan's wedding ring.

"St. Simons Island," Nathan explained without any apparent concern about the direction this conversation was heading. "Girls' weekend with another friend of ours."

"Aw, that's nice," Megan cooed, though her tone suggested she found it more convenient than sweet. "Do they know you're out flirting with college girls?"

Nathan chuckled, and I could see him making a decision that I wasn't sure was wise. "They'd probably encourage it. We both have open marriages."

The girls exchanged a meaningful glance that I caught, and I felt my stomach tighten with a mixture of anticipation and concern. Megan raised an eyebrow with the kind of playful innocence that suggested she was anything but. "Open how?"

"Well, we're swingers," Nathan said, clearly warming to the subject despite my warning look, "you might not believe this, but the other woman they're vacationing with is actually someone Chris recently met on a business trip to New York."

Casey's eyes widened with what seemed like genuine surprise. "Seriously? Your wives are okay with that?"

"More than okay," Nathan continued, completely ignoring my subtle head shake. "We've all been together… and our wives have a very special relationship."

"Holy shit," Megan breathed, and the explicit language coming from her young mouth sent another wave of heat through me. "That's like... really hot."

I watched as Megan pulled out her phone, her fingers moving quickly across the screen with the kind of texting speed that only someone her age could manage. A moment later, Casey's phone chimed with an incoming message. Casey glanced at whatever Megan had sent, then smiled at me—a smile that promised trouble and exactly the kind of complications I should probably avoid.

The texting continued for a minute, the girls shooting increasingly bold glances at Nathan and me between messages. I found myself studying Casey's profile as she typed, noting the curve of her neck, her big eyes, and the slight pursing of her lips as she concentrated. She was beautiful in that fresh, uncomplicated way that youth provided.

Finally, Casey leaned closer to me, her voice dropping to a whisper that sent shivers down my spine. "We're about to get off and are wondering..." she began, her hand coming to rest on my thigh with deliberate pressure, "if you two might want to take us back to your hotel room."

Nathan didn't even pause to consider it. "Absolutely."

I looked at my friend, then at the two beautiful young women who were clearly interested in more than conversation. My mind raced through all the reasons this was potentially problematic, but there was something about Casey that really attracted me.

"What the hell," I said, my decision made.

Megan clapped her hands together with genuine delight, while Casey squeezed my thigh in a way that suggested she approved of my choice.
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The drive to the hotel proved more eventful than I'd anticipated. Since I'd nursed my drinks while Nathan had thrown back several beers, I took the wheel. Nathan settled into the back seat with Megan, while Casey claimed the passenger seat beside me. Her presence filled me with both anticipation and fear. So far, every time I had been with another woman, Skylar had been there, even if it was via video, like the time with Alison.

"So," Casey began, settling into her seat with a directness that seemed to characterize her personality, "tell me more about this open marriage thing. Like, have you really fucked Nathan's wife?"

I glanced at her, noting the genuine curiosity in her expression rather than judgment. "Yes, I have. And Nathan's been with Skylar—my wife—as well."

"That's wild," she breathed, then leaned forward. "And you're both okay with that? Like, really okay?"

"We are now," I said, navigating through Augusta's evening traffic. "It took some adjustment, some communication, but we've found it works for us."

Casey nodded thoughtfully, then her next question caught me off guard. "Nathan mentioned before that your wives sleep together as well. Does that bother you?"

I considered how to answer that honestly. "No, I don't mind. I want her to be happy." I paused, feeling heat rise in my cheeks. "I actually love watching her be pleased by other people, both men and women."

"Oh my god, that's so hot," Casey said, her hand coming to rest on my arm. "So you like watching?"

"I do," I admitted, surprised by how easy it was to talk to her about these intimate details.

"What about you and Nathan?" she asked, her voice taking a careful tone. "Do you two ever fool around together?"

"No," I said quickly. "We're just friends. Neither of us swings that way."

Casey made a disappointed sound. "That's a shame. I've always wanted to see two guys together. There's something really hot about it."

I found myself chuckling at her honesty. "Well, if you ever make it to Atlanta, I could introduce you to Tyler and David. They're both bisexual, and I'm sure they'd find you very appealing."

"Oh my god, really?" Her excitement was infectious. "I would so love to do that! Would you—"

She was interrupted by distinct moaning sounds from the back seat. I glanced in the rearview mirror and nearly swerved when I saw Megan with Nathan's cock freed from his pants, her blonde head bobbing as she took him into her mouth. Nathan's hand rested on the back of her head, his eyes closed in obvious pleasure.

"Oh my god," Casey gasped, turning to look back at them. "They got started without us, didn't they?"

"Nathan's always been a bit faster than me when it comes to these things," I said, trying to keep my focus on the road despite the increasingly erotic sounds coming from behind us.

Casey laughed. "Same with Megan and me. I like to get to know someone a bit before fucking, but Megan just likes to jump right in."

Megan must have been listening because she pulled away from Nathan long enough to say, "Hey, stop talking about how much of a slut I am!" before the wet, slurping sounds resumed with even more enthusiasm.

Casey and I both laughed, and she turned back to me with a more serious expression. "Since you mentioned you like to watch, are you going to just watch Megan and me with Nathan? Or will you join in?"

I considered the question as I turned off the highway. "I might start by watching," I said honestly. "But I find you both very attractive, and I don't think I could resist experiencing you. And, I feel a strong connection with you, Casey."

"Awwww," she cooed, her hand moving to rest on my thigh. "I feel the same way about you, Chris."

Before I could respond, her hand moved higher, finding my hardness through my pants. The touch sent a jolt through me, and I had to concentrate to keep the car under control.

"You're so hard," she whispered, her fingers working at my zipper. "Let me help with that."

The cool air hit my freed cock, followed immediately by the warmth of her hand as she began stroking me. Her other hand found the side of my neck, pulling me toward her as she pressed soft kisses along my throat.

The combination of her touch, her lips on my skin, and the sounds of Nathan and Megan in the back seat had me fighting not to cum right there in the car. Every stroke of her hand, every brush of her lips, pushed me closer to the edge.

"Casey," I breathed, my voice strained with the effort of maintaining control.

"Mmm?" she hummed against my neck, her hand never stopping its torturous rhythm.

"I'm about to explode if you keep that up."

She pulled her head back slightly, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Don't worry, I'll get you hard again."

Her hand didn't stop, continuing to stroke me as I pulled into a parking space. The moans from the back seat had reached a crescendo, and I suspected Nathan was close to his own release.

As I turned off the engine, Casey bent forward, wrapping her pouty lips around me as I exploded. She tensed as my hot cum shot into her sweet mouth. I sat there for a moment, breathing heavily, my cock still hard. She squeezed every drop out of it as she licked me clean.

"You cum a lot," she said, as if she hadn't just spent the last ten minutes driving me to the brink of insanity. "Ready to go upstairs?"

I looked at her sweet face, then back at Nathan and Megan, who were finally separating and attempting to make themselves presentable. My heart pounded with anticipation for what was about to happen in our room.

"More than ready," I managed to say, finally tucking myself back into my pants.
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As we entered the room, Megan immediately clapped her hands together. "Okay, boys, Casey and I need to take a shower. We've been working all day and feel absolutely gross."

I pointed toward the bathroom. "It's all yours."

The two women headed for the bathroom, chatting excitedly as they began peeling off their clothes. Through the open doorway, I watched as Megan pulled her polo shirt over her head, revealing a black lace bra that struggled to contain her generous breasts. They had to be at least a D-cup, full and round, with just a hint of natural sag that made them even more appealing. Casey was more petite all over, her smaller frame complemented by perfectly proportioned B-cup breasts that sat high and firm on her chest.

Megan unclasped her bra, letting her heavy breasts spill free. Her nipples were darker, a dusky rose color that stood out against her tanned skin. Casey followed suit, revealing her smaller, perkier breasts topped with the most perfect pink nipples I'd ever seen, small and delicate, like little rosebuds.

They both shimmied out of their shorts and panties, giving us brief glimpses of their bodies before disappearing into the shower. The bathroom door remained wide open, and crucially, they left the shower curtain open as well.

Nathan looked at me and started walking toward the doorway. I instinctively grabbed his arm.

"They left it open for a reason," he said with that knowing grin of his.

I followed him into the bathroom, where we positioned ourselves against the sink. Nathan was absolutely right. They were putting on a show for us, their bodies glistening under the warm spray as they began washing each other with deliberate sensuality.

Megan ran her soapy hands over Casey's shoulders and down her arms, then moved to cup her smaller breasts, rolling those perfect pink nipples between her fingers. Casey arched into the touch, her eyes finding mine through the steam. She held my gaze as Megan's hands traveled lower, soaping her flat stomach and the neat triangle of dark hair between her legs.

Casey returned the favor, her petite hands roaming over Megan's more voluptuous curves. She took special care with Megan's larger breasts, lifting and kneading them as soap bubbles slid down their bodies. When Casey leaned in to kiss Megan, soft at first, then with growing passion, I felt my cock strain against my pants.

Their kisses grew more heated as hands wandered lower. Megan's fingers found their way between Casey's legs, causing the smaller woman to gasp against her lips. Casey kept glancing at me over Megan's shoulder, her eyes dark with desire as her friend's fingers worked between her thighs.

"Are you boys enjoying the show?" Megan called out, her voice echoing off the tile walls as she continued fingering Casey.

"Absolutely," Nathan replied, his voice full of arousal.

"Then show us how much," Megan commanded, that dominant streak I'd noticed earlier becoming more pronounced.

Nathan and I looked at each other before beginning to undress. My shirt hit the floor, followed by my pants and boxers. Nathan was quickly naked, his impressive erection standing at attention. My own cock was rock hard, still sensitive from Casey's earlier attention in the car.

"Mmm, very nice," Megan purred, clearly the more assertive of the two women. "Now stroke those beautiful cocks while we finish cleaning each other."

She positioned Casey against the shower wall and dropped to her knees, burying her face between the younger woman's legs. Casey's head fell back as she moaned, water cascading down her small breasts as Megan's tongue worked her clit. Casey's eyes found mine again, and she bit her lip as she watched me stroke myself.

"God, you're so fucking sexy," she whispered, just loud enough for me to hear over the running water.

After a few minutes of this sensual show, Megan stood and turned off the water. "Casey, baby, go take care of our new friends. Show them what that pretty mouth can do."

Casey stepped out of the shower, water dripping from her lithe body as she knelt on the cold tile floor between Nathan and me. She took turns with us. When she wrapped her lips around my cock, her mouth was warm and moist.

Nathan, who was used to being in control, seemed to reach his limit watching Megan direct the action from the shower. His voice cut through the steamy air with clear authority.

"Megan, get out of that shower and join your friend."

Megan hesitated for just a moment, and Nathan's voice became more forceful. "Now."

Something shifted in Megan's demeanor. She immediately stepped out of the shower and dropped to her knees beside Casey, taking Nathan's cock into her mouth without hesitation. I watched this exchange in fascination and, admittedly, some envy. Nathan had this natural ability to command submission that I'd never possessed. The one time I'd truly dominated Skylar had been born of anger and frustration over her betrayal of my trust, not the confident authority that seemed to flow from Nathan so effortlessly. I'd enjoyed dominating Skylar, but it wasn't my true nature.

After several minutes of both women working us over with their mouths, Nathan issued another command. "Move to the bed. Both of you, on your backs with your heads hanging over the edge."

As they stood to comply, Nathan delivered a sharp slap to Megan's ass. She looked back at him with a sultry smile. "So you like it a little rough?"

"You'll find out," he replied darkly.

Megan put a finger to her lips in a gesture that was both playful and submissive.

The women positioned themselves as instructed, their heads hanging upside down off the edge of the bed. I stood back, stroking myself as Nathan approached Megan first. From this angle of their heads, he could slide his full length into their mouths and down their throats. Megan took him easily, clearly experienced with taking large cocks.

When he moved to Casey, she struggled, gagging when he pushed too deep. Each time he pulled out of her mouth, she immediately turned her attention to me, her eyes pleading for me to join in. I could feel myself being pulled toward her sexy little figure, wanting to explore every inch of that youthful body of hers.

Nathan began getting rougher with Megan, fucking her face with increasing intensity. Saliva dripped down her cheeks and into her blonde hair as he took one of her large breasts in his left hand, squeezing and then slapping it with his right. I watched her skin turn pink under his playful abuse.

"Get on all fours," he commanded.

They complied instantly, presenting their asses to Nathan while facing me. He began spanking them alternately, sharp smacks that echoed through the room. Megan buried her face in the sheets, but Casey maintained eye contact with me the entire time, her dark eyes sharing the moment.

"Sixty-nine position," Nathan ordered. "Megan on top."

They arranged themselves as requested and began licking each other's pussies with enthusiasm. Nathan mounted Megan from behind. After several thrusts, he pulled out and guided his cock to Casey's mouth.

"Taste your friend's pussy on my cock," he growled.

"Fuck, you feel so good," Megan moaned as Nathan slid back into her. "Harder, baby. Fill me."

"You like being watched while I fuck you?" Nathan asked, his voice rough with exertion.

"God yes," she gasped. "I love having an audience. Makes me so fucking wet."

Nathan continued alternating between Megan's pussy and Casey's mouth until suddenly he pulled Megan up into his arms. Holding her legs spread wide, he fucked her standing in front of the mirror, both of them watching his cock disappear into her body with each thrust.

I couldn't resist any longer. Walking over to Casey, she lifted her legs high, presenting her neatly trimmed black bush to me. I knelt and buried my face between her thighs, finally tasting her sweetness.

Casey immediately grabbed the back of my head, grinding herself against my face as her juices coated my chin and cheeks.

"Oh fuck, Chris," she moaned. "I love how you lick my pussy, but I need your cock inside me. I can't wait any more."

I positioned myself between her legs and pressed forward. She was so wet that I slid all the way in with the first push. She gasped, her body tensing as she wrapped her arms around me.

She tried to pull me down for a kiss, but I had to stop her. "I'm sorry, but that's the one thing I can't do."

She nodded her understanding as I kissed her neck instead, working my way down to her small, firm breasts. Those perfect pink nipples hard under my tongue as I sucked and nibbled them.

We flipped over so she could ride me, and the sight of her youthful body moving above me was exhilarating. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, her dark hair cascading around her shoulders as she threw her head back in pleasure. She felt incredible—tight and warm and enthusiastic.

"You feel so good inside me," she whispered, her voice breathy. "I've been thinking about this since the moment I saw you."

Casey's moans grew louder and more desperate, her movements becoming erratic as she approached her climax. The sight and sound of her pleasure pushed me over the edge. With one final, deep thrust that lifted her into the air, I erupted inside her. She collapsed onto my chest, then rolled to my side, curling up in my arms.

We lay there catching our breath, watching Nathan and Megan finish their own encounter. He had her bent over the small desk in the corner, pounding into her while spanking her welted red ass. Her screams of pleasure were so loud I worried we might get complaints from neighboring rooms.

"Fuck me harder!" she demanded. "When you're ready, I want you to cum on my face!"

Finally, Nathan pulled out, and Megan dropped to her knees in front of him. He exploded across her face, covering her with his release as she smiled up at him with satisfaction.

I watched them climb into Nathan's bed, their bodies intertwined. The combination of alcohol, physical exhaustion, and sexual satisfaction hit me like a wall, and I drifted off with Casey still curled against my side.

The next thing I knew, sunlight was streaming through the window, waking me from a deep sleep. I turned to look for Casey, but found only empty space beside me. Nathan was passed out naked on his bed, snoring softly. The girls were gone, leaving only the lingering scent of their perfume and the memory of an incredible night.


Chapter four
Tournament Temptations (Skylar)


"Damn, that was hot," Michelle said, fanning herself with her cocktail napkin. "I wish I had been there."

"Me too," Alison chimed in, reaching out to place her hand on Nathan's knee. Her fingers lingered there as she looked him directly in the eyes. "It sounds like the stories about you are true."

Nathan's smile was pure wickedness as he covered her hand with his own. "Well, you'll just have to wait and see for yourself."

Alison's response was a slow, knowing smile.

I rolled my eyes at their flirtation. "Yeah, yeah, yeah. That all sounds great. But it still doesn't answer the question of how the two of you ended up in jail."

Chris placed his hand over mine on the table, his thumb stroking across my knuckles in that familiar, soothing way. "Patience, baby. I'm getting to it, but there's actually a lot more to the story."

"Well, get back to it then," I said, though I couldn't help but smile at his dramatic storytelling. After years of marriage, I knew Chris loved building suspense, whether he was recounting a business deal or apparently describing how he ended up behind bars.
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Chapter five
Sauna Seductions (Chris)


The next few days were a blur. The Masters was incredible—watching Scottie Scheffler dominate the back nine was pure golf poetry—

"Chris," Skylar interrupted, raising an eyebrow. "Nobody cares about golf right now."

Nathan chuckled. "She's got a point, man. Skip the sports commentary."

I grinned sheepishly and continued my story.

We didn't see Megan and Casey again until Saturday afternoon in the lounge, after the play had wrapped up. They were swamped with the tournament crowd, rushing between tables with trays of drinks and appetizers. When they spotted us, they made their way over to us.

"Sorry about the other night," Casey said, giving me a quick peck on the cheek. "We had to rush home and change before our early shifts."

"No worries," I replied, but Nathan leaned forward with that mischievous grin.

"You ladies want to get together again?"

Their faces lit up immediately.

"We can't tonight," Megan said, balancing a tray of martinis. "Another early morning."

"But tomorrow?" Casey's eyes sparkled. "After the tournament ends? That would be perfect."

Nathan and I exchanged glances. Sunday night it was.

So we returned to the hotel for a quick meal at the bar.

I was enjoying a mushroom-and-Swiss burger when Nathan nudged me and nodded toward the entrance.

Rick Larsen walked in with his wife, acting like he owned the place. As they passed our table, we gave polite nods. Beth smiled back, but Rick just glared at us with a snarl on his face.

He didn't like her acknowledging us, so he grabbed her arm and pulled her along to the bar.

That's when I had an idea. I called our waitress over and told her we wanted to buy them a round, as a peace offering.

I should have known better. But Rick refused and waved her away.

She returned to us. "What's the story between you two and that asshole?"

"Too complicated to explain," I told her.

We could see Rick and Beth arguing at the bar. Beth kept shaking her head while Rick gestured angrily in our direction.

I told Nathan we needed to just ignore them and keep our distance. No point in making things worse.

We finished our food and asked for the check, ready to call it a night.

That's when things went sideways. Beth excused herself—probably heading to the restroom—and Rick called the waitress over.

He was questioning her, pointing at us. But then his hand went to her hip.

And then lower.

When she tried to step away, he grabbed her arm and yanked her back toward him. Hard.

Nathan was halfway across the room before I could blink. He pulled her away from Rick, asking, "What's your fucking problem, man?"

The waitress tried to calm the situation. "I'm fine, really," she said, smoothing down her uniform. "It's okay, happens all the time."

But Nathan wasn't buying it. "No, it's not okay. He doesn't get to put their hands on you like that."

Rick stood up from his barstool, all six feet of entitled asshole. He looked Nathan dead in the eye and said, "Mind your own fucking business, pretty boy."

"You made it my business when you laid your hands on her," Nathan shot back.

That's when Rick sucker punched him right in the stomach. Hard.

Nathan doubled over for maybe two seconds, then came up swinging. Caught Rick with a right hook that snapped his head back like a whip.

"Jesus Christ!" the waitress screamed, backing away from the chaos.

Rick stumbled into a table, knocking drinks to the floor, glass shattering everywhere. But he recovered fast and lunged at Nathan. They went down hard, rolling around on the floor, throwing punches.

Two security guards rushed in and pulled them apart. Both guys were breathing hard, shirts torn, Rick bleeding from his mouth.

Rick immediately started yelling. "That maniac attacked me! He's crazy! Call the police!"

"That's not what happened," the waitress said, stepping forward despite her shaking hands. "This man," she pointed at Rick, "grabbed me inappropriately. This other man, pointing to Nathan, defended me."

The lead security guard, a big Black guy with kind eyes, looked between them. "Ma'am, do you want to file a report? We can call the police."

She glanced around nervously. "No, I... I just want him to leave."

"Sir," the guard addressed Rick, "you need to leave the bar area."

"This is bullshit!" Rick snarled as they flanked him. "I'm a guest here! I demand to speak to your manager!"

Beth finally appeared, her face pale with mortification. "Rick, please, let's just go."

"Don't tell me what to do!" he snapped at her.

As they escorted him toward the exit, Rick kept shouting over his shoulder. "This isn't over! You hear me? This isn't fucking over!"

Beth trailed behind them like a beaten dog. "I'm so sorry," she kept saying to everyone they passed. "I'm so sorry about this."

After they disappeared, the waitress turned to Nathan, who was dabbing at a cut on his cheekbone with a bar napkin.

"Thank you," she said quietly. "Most guys would have just looked the other way."

"Most guys are cowards," Nathan replied. "You okay?"

She nodded, a smile breaking through her nervous expression. "I'm fine. It's been a long time since a handsome man stood up for me like that."

Nathan shrugged it off with that easy confidence of his. "No problem at all."

We settled back at our table to finish our meal, but she lingered nearby, clearly not ready to return to her other customers.

Every few minutes, she'd find an excuse to come back to our table—refilling our water glasses, asking about dessert, clearing plates that didn't need clearing.

She was probably in her late twenties, a beautiful young Black woman with curves that filled out her uniform in all the right places. Her backside was particularly impressive, and her generous chest strained against the buttons of her black t-shirt. She had the kind of cute, perky nose that made her whole face light up when she smiled.

And she was smiling a lot at Nathan.

When we finally asked for the check, she hesitated before setting it down.

"I hope I'm not being too forward," she said, fidgeting with her apron strings, "but you're my last table tonight, and my shift's about to end. Could I maybe buy you a drink? Just to say thank you properly?"

The invitation was clearly meant for Nathan, not both of us.

Nathan glanced at me, and I could read the question in his eyes.

"Don't mind me," I said, standing and pulling out my wallet. "I'm beat anyway. Think I'll head up to the room."

I dropped enough cash to cover our bill and a generous tip, then clapped Nathan on the shoulder.
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I headed back up to the room, actually looking forward to some peace and quiet for once. Don't get me wrong, I love Nathan like a brother, but we'd been joined at the hip for almost a week now. A guy needs some space to decompress, you know?

I kicked off my shoes, loosened my belt, and flopped onto the bed with the remote. Nothing like some mind-numbing comfort TV to chill out. Found a Law and Order rerun on TNT—one where Jerry Orbach was still alive and being witty. Perfect.

About an hour into Detective Briscoe working his magic, my phone buzzed with a text from Nathan.

Hey man, would you mind if Jasmine and I used the room for a bit? Hour or so?

I stared at the message. Blasted... Oh well. I guess the hero deserved his reward after that display of chivalry downstairs.

No problem. I'll hit the gym for a workout. Just text when you're done.

A smiley face came back immediately.

I changed into shorts and a Nike t-shirt, grabbed my earbuds, and made my way down to the hotel fitness center. The hallways were quiet except for the distant hum of the ice machine and someone's muffled TV.

The gym was completely empty when I walked in—not surprising given it was past eleven on a Saturday night. I put my earbuds in, cranked up some Metallica, and hopped onto the treadmill. "Master of Puppets" filled my ears as I settled into a steady pace.

Nothing like some aggressive guitar riffs to burn off the day's stress. I was getting into a good rhythm, sweat starting to build, when I caught movement in my peripheral vision.

I looked over and nearly face-planted right off the treadmill.

Beth Larsen stood in the doorway, and damn if she didn't look incredible. She'd changed into black yoga pants that hugged every curve of her ass and thighs like a second skin. A loose gray pullover hung off one shoulder, revealing the strap of what looked like a tank top underneath. Her grey-streaked auburn hair was pulled back in a messy bun with little wisps framing her face.

She moved with that confident grace some women just have—the kind that makes you forget to breathe for a second.

I yanked out my earbuds as she approached.

"I hope I'm not disturbing you," she said, setting her water bottle on the counter. "Looks like we had the same idea."

"I can leave if my presence makes you uncomfortable," I offered, slowing the treadmill to a walk.

"No, please don't. It's fine, really." She shook her head, and something vulnerable flickered across her face. "None of this is your fault. I'm sorry my husband was acting so horribly earlier. That's actually why I'm here. I simply couldn't take his ranting and raving anymore tonight."

I glanced toward the door. "He's not going to come down here and make another scene, is he?"

"Zero chance," she said with a bitter laugh. "He hates working out, and he's glued to some baseball game upstairs. Plus, I'm not exactly his favorite person right now."

She pulled her sweater over her head, revealing a tiny white tank top that barely contained her voluptuous breasts. The fabric was so thin I could see the shape of her breasts, and when she raised her arms, a strip of toned stomach showed above her yoga pants.

Beth took the treadmill next to mine and started a light jog. I tried to focus on CNN playing on the mounted TV, but my eyes kept drifting sideways. Her breasts bounced with each step, and I was pretty sure she knew I was sneaking peeks.

She reached for her water bottle, tilted her head back to drink, and somehow managed to spill some down her chest. The white fabric went translucent where the water hit, clearly outlining her nipples underneath.

That definitely wasn't an accident.

"I wanted to thank you," she said, not missing a stride, "for not mentioning our orgasms when you told your story to the manager and police the other night. That would have definitely sent Rick over the edge."

I cleared my throat. "That aspect wasn't relevant to the story. No one's business."

"I agree." She paused, glancing over at me with deep blue eyes. "You know, I should have realized you weren't my husband."

Heat rushed to my face. I knew I should change the subject, but curiosity got the better of me. "How so?"

"My husband hasn't been able to bring me to orgasm in five years," she said matter-of-factly. "So the fact that you managed it in just a few minutes should have been a dead giveaway."

I nearly choked. "I'm sorry to hear that."

"You make these decisions when you're young, you know?" Beth's voice carried a weight of resignation. "You're a cheerleader, he's the star wide receiver. You see his flaws, but you think love conquers all and everything will work out. Then it just... doesn't. Before you know it, you have two kids and no job skills, and then he starts cheating on you."

I had absolutely no idea how to respond to that level of honesty from a near-stranger.

"Sorry if I'm making you nervous," she said, noticing my silence. "I saw your wedding ring. Are you going to tell your wife what happened?"

"I will," I said.

"Will she be upset?" She asked.

"No, it won't be an issue. We have a special relationship. These things don't bother us."

Beth pressed the stop button on her treadmill and turned to face me fully. Sweat glistened on her collarbone and along the curve of her neck. "Really? So you two are okay with having sex with other people?"

"Yeah, with a few rules."

"Goddamn, that sounds amazing." Her eyes lit up for the first time since I'd known her. "Maybe Rick and I could be happier if we could share each other like that."

"You should bring it up to him. Maybe it could change your dynamic."

She laughed, but there was no humor in it. "Oh no, he'd never share me. He's way too jealous and possessive. Maybe I could suggest bringing in another woman. He might go for that. Have you two ever done that?"

"We have."

"God, that would be wonderful." She sighed wistfully. "I want to try the sauna. Want to join me?"

Every rational part of my brain screamed that I should politely decline and get the hell out of there. But Nathan was still occupied upstairs with Jasmine, and honestly, I was curious about where this conversation was heading.

"Sure," I heard myself say.

We went to our respective changing rooms. I grabbed a hotel towel from the stack and wrapped it around my waist, leaving my chest bare. When I emerged, Beth was already waiting by the sauna door in her own towel, her hair now completely down and flowing over her shoulders.

Her eyes traveled slowly down my torso, lingering on my abs. "Your wife is one lucky woman."

"I'm the lucky one," I said, "but I do work hard at staying fit."

We stepped into the sauna, and immediately the dry heat enveloped us like a blanket. The small cedar-lined room felt intimate. Beth moved to the stones in the corner and ladled water over them, sending a hiss of steam into the air that made the temperature spike even higher.

"Perfect," she murmured, settling onto the wooden bench across from me so we could face each other.

I took my seat on the opposite side, our knees just a few feet apart in the compact space. Sweat already beaded on my forehead as the heat penetrated deep into my muscles. Beth closed her eyes and tilted her head back, letting the steam wash over her.

"This feels incredible," she said softly. "I haven't been this relaxed in years. I feel so comfortable with you."

We sat in silence for a few minutes, just absorbing the heat and letting our bodies adjust. The only sounds were our breathing and the occasional drip of condensation from the ceiling.

Beth opened her eyes and looked directly at me. Without breaking eye contact, she slowly pulled her towel down to her waist, exposing her sweat-covered breasts. They were even more beautiful than I'd remembered from our brief encounter the other night—full and perfectly shaped, with pink nipples that hardened in the heat.

My body responded instantly, my cock growing hard beneath my towel. The fabric tented obviously, and there was no way to hide it in the small space.

"I can see you what you're looking at," she said with a smile, her eyes dropping to my lap. "I've been thinking about the other night constantly. How much I enjoyed stroking you." Her voice dropped to a whisper. "I keep imagining what it would feel like in my mouth."

My breath caught in my throat as she let her towel drop completely, leaving her naked on the wooden bench. Her hand drifted between her legs, and she began touching herself slowly, her fingers tracing delicate circles.

The heat was becoming overwhelming, but I couldn't look away. I found myself removing my own towel as I leaned back. My hard cock jutted out proudly as I wrapped my hand around it and began stroking myself.

We sat there for what felt like eternity, just looking into each other's eyes as we pleasured ourselves. Her breathing grew heavier, matching my own, and the air between us crackled. Sweat dripped down both our bodies, mixing with the steam from the stones.

Beth's eyes suddenly darted down to her pussy, then back up to meet mine—a clear invitation. I slowly moved between her legs, my heart pounding as she spread herself open for me, exposing her swollen clit.

I leaned forward and touched my tongue to that sensitive bud for the first time. She immediately put her arms down by her sides and lifted herself slightly from the wooden bench.

"Oh God, that feels so good," she moaned, her voice echoing off the cedar walls.

I looked up at her as I continued my attentions, and saw her looking down at me with what might have been tears in her eyes—though it could have been sweat from the intense heat.

"Put a finger inside me," she whispered.

I slipped one finger into her wet heat, and she gasped with pleasure.

"Another," she breathed, touching her breasts.

"And another."

I worked three fingers in and out of her as I continued licking her clit, and it didn't take long before her body tensed and she cried out with her first orgasm.

"Stand," she commanded.

I rose to my feet, my cock rock hard and pointing straight at her. She reached under it and gently played with my balls before taking me into her warm mouth. I was already so close to the edge that I had to fight to hold back.

She was incredibly sexy, and I desperately wanted to fuck her. She began stroking me while playing with the head of my penis with her tongue, then leaned back and positioned my cock between her sweaty breasts, moving up and down as I thrust between those soft mounds of flesh.

"Fuck, fuck," I groaned. "Stop or I'm going to cum."

She immediately stopped, looking up at me with desire burning in her eyes. "I want you to fuck me."

"I need just a minute," I panted, "but yes, I want that too."

She patted the bench beside her, and I lay down. She began delicately and lovingly kissing my chest, taking her time to explore every inch of my body. For the next few minutes, she methodically placed small kisses everywhere—my shoulders, my arms, my stomach, even my thighs. No woman had ever explored my body so thoroughly.

It was as if she were worshiping my form the way I often worshiped women's bodies. She finally made her way up to my head and leaned in to kiss me, but I gently stopped her.

"That's one of the few rules my wife and I have," I explained softly.

Understanding flickered in her eyes, and she instead kissed everywhere on my face except my lips—my forehead, my cheeks, my jaw, the bridge of my nose.

My cock had softened slightly but was still firm. She ran her tongue from my neck down to it and began sucking me again until I was fully hard. She climbed on top of me and began to ride me while I massaged her breasts.

She looked at me like I was the greatest lay of her life. Maybe I was. At least, I wanted to be.

"You're so beautiful," I told her, watching her as she moved above me. "Your face is absolutely gorgeous, and your body is perfect."

I could see the effect my words had on her—her eyes lit up and her movements became more urgent. I continued complimenting her while she was grinding on top of me. I felt her pussy constrict around my manhood as she called out, "Yes, Yes… Fuck, you're cock is amazing."

She repositioned herself to lie in front of me on the bench with her ass pressed against my cock. I entered her from behind, spooning her in the steamy heat of the sauna. She moaned in delight at every thrust.

Part of me wanted to fuck her harder, but something told me it would be wrong. It felt like she needed me to be gentle, so I was—taking my time, being tender and caring.

"I was so excited when I walked into the gym and saw you there," she whispered. "This is what I always dreamed sex should feel like."

"I was glad when you walked in, too," I admitted, kissing the back of her neck. "I enjoyed your touch the other night, and how your body responded to mine in the dark."

I reached around and took her breasts in my hands, feeling their weight as I began thrusting slightly harder. She responded by pushing back against me, and we both came together in perfect synchronization.

I pulled out, and she immediately turned around. "I want to taste your cum," she said, taking me into her mouth again and squeezing the last remnants from my cock.

We sat back up, and she cuddled against me. I put my arms around her, both of us still breathing heavily.

"Thank you," she said quietly against my chest.

"No need to thank me," I replied. "That was wonderful."

"It was," she agreed, then looked up at me with a new determination in her eyes. "You helped me make up my mind about something."

"What's that?"

"I'm going to get a divorce." Her voice was steady, resolved. "That's how a real man makes a woman feel, and Rick will never be capable of that."

I held her closer, understanding the weight of what she'd just decided. In this steamy sanctuary, she'd found something she'd been missing for years, and it had changed everything for her.


Chapter six
Sauna Seductions (Skylar)


"Well, the two of you had quite the night, didn't you?" I said, leaning back against Chris's shoulder.

Chris smiled and wrapped his arm around me. "It was pretty memorable." He paused, his eyes twinkling. "I bet you and the girls had your own share of experiences in St. Simons."

A sharp pang of guilt shot through my chest at his words. Here he was, telling us how he'd refused to kiss two different women, keeping our rules even in the heat of passion, while I had broken that exact same rule with Connor. The weight of my secret pressed down on me, making it hard to breathe.

But sitting here beside him, feeling the warmth of his body against mine, those experiences with Connor were already starting to feel like something from a dream. Distant and hazy, like they'd happened to someone else. I wasn't going to jeopardize our marriage by adhering to some policy of truth, not after seeing how my confession about Nathan had nearly destroyed us. I'd learned my lesson. I would never, ever break his trust again. There was no need to tell him something that might damage what we'd worked so hard to rebuild.

Michelle jumped in, saving me from having to respond immediately. "We had our own college student experience in St. Simons," she said with a grin. "And Alison had an intense relationship with an older boat captain."

Alison blushed slightly, a dreamy smile crossing her face at the mention of Captain Rex.

Nathan raised his eyebrows. "Okay, glad to hear it. Sounds like we all had a full week."

Michelle turned her attention to Nathan, her eyes sparkling with curiosity. "Speaking of full weeks, how did your little sexcapade with Jasmine go?"

Nathan straightened up, putting on an air of mock dignity. "Oh, a gentleman never tells."

Chris immediately burst out laughing. "Oh, fuck him. He told me every detail the moment I got back to the room."

We all erupted in laughter, the tension I'd been feeling finally starting to ease. This was what I'd missed—this easy camaraderie, the playful banter between all of us. The guilt was still there, gnawing at the edges of my consciousness, but I pushed it down.

"But Damn it," I said, poking Chris in the ribs. "You still keep avoiding how you two ended up in jail."

Chris grinned, clearly enjoying dragging out the suspense. He'd always been a natural storyteller, knowing exactly how to build anticipation. "Okay, we're almost there. Only one more story to go."

"Chris," I warned, my voice taking on that tone wives use when their patience is wearing thin.

"I promise, baby. One more story and then you'll get the full picture of our epic downfall."
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Chapter seven
Foursome of Deception (Chris)


The final day at Augusta National dawned clear and crisp, perfect weather for the conclusion of the Masters Tournament. I woke up feeling excited, but completely drained from my encounter with Beth the night before. My body ached from our passionate time in the sauna. I'm getting too old for sex on hard benches.

What a weekend it had been. What a life I was living.

I hoped Beth would follow through on her decision to leave Rick. She deserved so much better than that controlling asshole. The way she'd lit up when I'd actually listened to her, treated her like she mattered. It broke my heart to think about how starved for affection she had been. Such a beautiful, intelligent woman trapped in a passionless marriage.

Nathan was already up when I emerged from the bathroom, checking his phone and grinning.

"Good morning, sunshine," he said without looking up. "Sleep well after your little adventure?"

"Like the dead," I admitted, running a hand through my hair. "You?"

"Jasmine wore me the fuck out, but in the best possible way." He finally looked up at me. "Ready for the final day?"

I nodded, my thoughts already turning to tonight. Casey and Megan had promised to see us again, and I found myself genuinely excited about spending more time with them—especially Casey. There was something so refreshing about her enthusiasm, her genuine sweetness. She reminded me a bit of Skylar when we'd first met—that same perkiness and spark of curiosity about life.

God, I missed my wife. I hoped she was having an amazing time in St. Simons with Michelle and Alison. Knowing Skylar, she was probably already planning her next novel based on whatever adventures they were having. The thought made me chuckle as Nathan and I headed downstairs for breakfast.

"What's so funny?" Nathan asked as we walked through the hotel lobby.

"Just thinking about Skylar. Wondering what kind of trouble she's getting into with the girls."

Nathan grinned. "Oh, I'm sure Michelle's corrupting her as we speak. Those two are dangerous together."

I felt a surge of gratitude for everything—for Nathan's friendship, for Skylar's trust in our marriage, for this incredible life we'd built together. Not every man gets to have experiences like this, gets to explore and grow while maintaining such a solid foundation at home. I was lucky as hell.

The final round was thrilling. The crowd's energy, the tension of the leaderboard, the pristine condition of Augusta National—it all combined into something magical. Nathan and I spent the day following different groups, meeting up periodically to compare notes and share our observations.

Walking those pristine fairways, I couldn't help but think about what golf had always meant to me. The sport had been my sanctuary growing up, the one place where I could escape the relentless teasing of my two older brothers. At home, I was just the annoying little brother who got picked on, pushed around, and generally treated like I didn't matter. But on the golf course? That was MY domain.

Dad had introduced all three of us boys to the game when I was eight, taking us to the local municipal course every Saturday morning. It was supposed to be our bonding time, our chance to be men together. And for the first few months, it followed the usual family dynamic—my brothers excelled while I struggled to keep up.

Then something clicked. Maybe it was my natural swing, or perhaps I just had better hand-eye coordination, but suddenly I was outdriving both of them. By the time I turned twelve, I was beating them consistently. The look on their faces when their little brother would sink a twenty-foot putt to win the match never got old.

For the first time in my life, they respected me. Dad would beam with pride as I'd walk off the eighteenth green victorious, and my brothers had to grudgingly admit I had talent. Golf became my refuge, the one place where birth order didn't matter, where skill trumped everything else.

The memory made me smile as I watched a player line up his approach shot to the fifteenth green. Golf had given me confidence, taught me that I could excel at something that mattered to the men in my family.

But my favorite golf memory wasn't with my father or brothers—it was with Skylar.

I'd taken her out to Piedmont Driving Club about a few weeks after we'd started dating. She'd mentioned wanting to learn, though she was quick to point out that tennis was more her speed. She wasn't wrong—Skylar could destroy me on a tennis court without breaking a sweat. But on the golf course, while she was competent enough to keep things interesting, I won with little effort.

We were having a perfectly pleasant round until the ninth hole, when she casually mentioned that after we finished, she had a "nineteenth hole" she wanted me to try out.

That comment changed everything. Suddenly, I couldn't focus on anything but that mischievous promise. She seemed to sense my distraction and decided to torture me with it.

On the eleventh tee, she bent over to place her ball, letting her short golf skirt ride up just enough to reveal she wasn't wearing any panties. I shanked my drive so badly that my ball ended up in the water hazard.

"Having trouble concentrating?" she'd asked innocently, a wicked smile playing on her lips.

The golf cart rides between holes became exercises in self-control. Skylar would casually rest her hand on my thigh, then gradually work her way higher until she was stroking me through my pants. By the fifteenth tee, I was so hard I could barely walk properly, let alone swing a golf club with any accuracy.

I shanked another ball on sixteen, this time into the rough, after she'd whispered something deliciously obscene about what she planned to do to me later.

The moment we finished the round, I was practically dragging her to my car. We barely made it back to my house before I was pushing her against my front door, both of us fumbling with clothes and desperate to get our hands on each other.

That was the first time we'd made love. Right there in my entryway, too impatient to make it to the bedroom. Afterward, as we lay tangled together on my living room floor, Skylar had laughed and said she'd never seen anyone play such terrible golf in the second half of a round.

I'd told her she was a formidable distraction.

"Good," she'd whispered against my ear. "And I plan to always be."

By the time the final putt dropped and the champion was crowned, we were both exhausted. The ceremony was beautiful, steeped in tradition and reverence for the game. As we watched the green jacket presentation, I felt that familiar Masters magic—the sense that we'd witnessed something truly historic.

The after-party at the country club was in full swing when we arrived. Members and guests mingled on the terrace overlooking the course, champagne flowing freely as everyone celebrated another successful tournament. Nathan and I made our way through the crowd, looking for Casey and Megan.

We found them near the bar, both in their staff uniforms, looking polished and professional as they served drinks and chatted with guests. Casey spotted us first, her face lighting up with that gorgeous smile.

"There you are!" she called out, making her way over. Megan followed close behind.

"How was the final round?" Megan asked, though something in her tone seemed slightly off. More reserved than she'd been the previous nights.

"Incredible," Nathan replied. "You two looked busy out there today."

Casey nodded, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "It's been non-stop since dawn. But we're almost done." She glanced around, then leaned in closer. "Wait for us after the party winds down? We should be able to get out of here in about an hour."

"Absolutely," I said, though I couldn't shake the feeling that I detected some apprehension in her voice. Maybe they were just tired. It had been a long week for everyone.

As the party continued around us, I noticed Rick Larsen enter the club, his usual scowl firmly in place as he scanned the room. Notably, Beth wasn't with him. I hoped that meant she'd already started the process of leaving him.

"Let's head out to the deck," I suggested to Nathan, nodding toward Rick. "I don't want to be anywhere near that asshole."

Nathan followed my gaze and immediately understood. "Good call. Some fresh air sounds perfect."

We made our way outside to the deck overlooking the course. The evening air was cool and pleasant, carrying the scent of freshly cut grass and azaleas. In the distance, Augusta National lay peaceful under the soft glow of landscape lighting.

"Hell of a week," Nathan said, raising his beer bottle in a mock toast.

I agreed, clinking my bottle against his.

We sat in comfortable silence for a while, both lost in our thoughts about the experiences we'd had. The golf had been incredible, but the personal connections we'd made had been even more meaningful. Beth, Casey, Megan, Jasmine—each had brought something unique to our trip.

About forty-five minutes later, Casey and Megan appeared on the deck, both looking utterly exhausted as they collapsed into the chairs across from us. Casey had changed out of her uniform into jeans and a simple t-shirt, her hair pulled back in a messy ponytail. Megan wore a sundress, her makeup slightly smudged from the long day.

"Oh my God," Casey groaned, stretching her legs out in front of her. "I thought this day would never end."

"Tell me about it," Megan added, letting her head fall back against the chair. "My cheeks are killing me, and I think I've smiled at more people this week than in the entire rest of my life combined."

I leaned forward, genuinely concerned. "You two look wiped out. Are you sure you want to hang out tonight? We'd understand if you just wanted to go home and crash."

Casey lifted her head to look at me, and for a moment, that sweet smile returned. "Are you kidding? We can sleep all day tomorrow. And the day after that. But we're not going to miss our last night with you guys."

"There's an after-party in the lounge," Megan said, sitting up straighter as if talking about it was giving her a second wind. "Dancing, music… should be fun."

"That sounds great," Nathan said. "But first, you two must be starving. When's the last time you ate?"

"Breakfast," Casey admitted. "We've been running on coffee and adrenaline all day."

"Then dinner's on us," I said, standing up. "Whatever you want. You've more than earned it."

We headed over to Berckmans Place along the 5th fairway, where the real after-party was already getting started. The exclusive restaurant buzzed with energy as Masters patrons celebrated the end of another legendary tournament. String lights twinkled overhead, and the sounds of laughter and clinking glasses filled the warm evening air.

A hostess seated us at a prime table with a perfect view of the fairway, still illuminated by soft lighting that made Augusta National look even more magical than usual. Casey and Megan picked up their menus, and I watched their expressions change as they scanned the prices.

"Jesus Christ. It's way more expensive here than the lounge where we work," Casey whispered, her eyes widening. "Forty-eight dollars for a steak?"

Megan was doing the math in her head, I could tell. "The chicken is thirty-two. Even the salads are twenty-something."

"Ladies," I said, leaning forward with a smile. "Pick whatever you want. Don't even look at the prices. You've worked your asses off all week, and this is our treat."

They exchanged an uneasy glance, something passing between them that I couldn't quite read. Casey bit her lower lip, while Megan fidgeted with her napkin. I assumed they were just uncomfortable with our generosity—most college students would be overwhelmed by someone offering to pay for such an expensive meal.

"Are you sure?" Casey asked. "Because this is really—"

"I'm sure," I interrupted gently. "Order whatever looks good."

After another moment of hesitation, they both seemed to relax. Casey ordered the filet mignon with lobster tail, while Megan chose the rack of lamb with truffle risotto. Nathan and I went with steaks, and I ordered a bottle of wine to share.

When our waitress—a woman in her thirties with perfectly styled hair and a forced smile—came to take our order, I noticed immediate recognition in her eyes when she saw Casey and Megan.

"Well, well," she said, her tone dripping with false sweetness. "Look who's dining in style tonight. A little underdressed, aren't we?"

Casey's cheeks flushed pink. "Hi, Jennifer. We didn't know we would be coming here."

"Enjoying the good life, I see," Jennifer continued, her pen poised over her notepad. She took our orders with exaggerated professionalism, but I could feel the tension radiating from her towards our guests.

As she walked away, I caught her muttering under her breath: "Devious little bitches..."

The comment hit me like a slap. I turned to look at Casey and Megan, both of whom had clearly heard it too. Their faces had gone pale, and I could see hurt in their eyes.

"Don't listen to her," Megan said quietly, reaching across to squeeze Casey's hand. "She's just jealous that two of the hottest men at the tournament hit on us instead of her."

I almost corrected them—really, they had approached us first at the rooftop bar—but something stopped me from correcting her. It was our last night together, and I was determined to give them something special to remember. They'd brightened our trip. The least I could do was make sure they felt appreciated and valued.

Little did I realize that we were the ones about to get a night to remember.

[image: ]

After dinner, we made our way to the tournament's official after-party. The hotel had transformed one of their ballrooms into a proper club, complete with a DJ spinning everything from classic rock to current hits, colored lights flashing across the dance floor, and a full bar serving premium liquor. The atmosphere was electric—Masters patrons, golf industry insiders, and tournament staff all celebrating the end of another legendary week at Augusta National.

Casey and Megan transformed the moment we stepped inside. Where they'd been tired and subdued at dinner, now they came alive with infectious energy. The music seemed to pulse through their bodies as they pulled Nathan and me onto the dance floor.

"Come on, you can't just stand there like statues," Megan laughed, grabbing Nathan's hands and placing them on her hips. "Move with the music."

I have to admit, contemporary dance music isn't really my scene. Give me classic rock or jazz any day. But when Casey spun around and pressed her back against me, grinding her firm ass against my crotch while moving to the heavy bass beat, I found it hard to complain.

"You're getting the hang of it," she called over the music, reaching back to run her fingers through my hair as she continued her assault on my self-control.

Nathan looked equally mesmerized by Megan, who had wrapped her arms around his neck and was moving against him with abandon. Her sundress rode up her thighs as she moved, and I could see she was enjoying the effect she was having on him.

The night blurred together in a haze of dancing, drinking, and increasing sexual tension. Casey would disappear to the bar with Megan, then return to press herself against me even more boldly than before. At one point, she turned in my arms and tried to kiss me, but I pulled back.

"Sorry," she said, looking embarrassed. "I forgot about your rule."

"It's not that I don't want to," I assured her, loud enough to be heard over the music. "It's just—"

"I understand," she said, pressing her forehead against my chest.

Around eleven-thirty, I needed another drink and fought my way through the crowd to the bar. I was waiting for the bartender when a familiar voice made my blood run cold.

"Well, well. Look who found himself a couple of sluts to play with."

I turned to see Rick Larsen sitting on a barstool next to where I stood, nursing what looked like whiskey neat. His eyes were bloodshot, but his voice was steady. Controlled. Somehow that made him more intimidating than if he'd been obviously drunk.

"We don't want any more problems with you," I said, keeping my voice level. "After tonight, we never have to see each other again."

I expected anger, maybe another threat. Instead, Rick just smiled—a cold, calculating expression that made my skin crawl.

"True enough," he said, raising his glass in a mock toast. "Enjoy your little whores."

The bartender handed me our drinks, and I walked away without another word. Something about Rick's demeanor bothered me, but I pushed the feeling aside. In a few hours, Nathan and I would be heading home, and Rick Larsen would be nothing but an unpleasant memory.

Back on the dance floor, the DJ had switched to something slower, and Casey immediately wrapped her arms around my neck. We swayed together, her body pressed against mine, her head resting on my chest. For a moment, the chaos of the party faded away, and it was just us moving together to the music.

"I've really enjoyed meeting you," she whispered against my shirt. "I mean that."

"I've enjoyed meeting you as well. I'll miss you," I replied, meaning every word.

When the song ended, Megan appeared with Nathan in tow, her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright with mischief.

"I think it's time to blow this joint," she announced.

"Definitely," Casey agreed, though she seemed reluctant.

"Want to come back to our room?" I asked, assuming that was where this was heading.

Casey and Megan exchanged a look—one of those wordless communications that close friends share. There was conspiracy in their eyes, excitement, and something else I couldn't quite identify.

"Actually," Megan said, grabbing Nathan's hand while Casey took mine, "we have another idea. Something we've always wanted to do, and we know the perfect place for it."

They pulled us toward the exit, their urgency infectious. The cool night air hit us as we stepped outside, a welcome relief after the heat and noise of the party.

"Where exactly are we going?" Nathan asked as they led us away from the building.

"You'll see," Casey said over her shoulder, practically bouncing with anticipation.

They guided us down a cart path that led onto the course itself. Augusta National at night was a different creature entirely—almost otherworldly in the moonlight. The perfectly manicured fairways stretched out like dark rivers between the towering pines, and the silence was broken only by the distant sound of the party and our footsteps on the path.

"Are you sure we should be out here?" I asked, though I was already caught up in their infectious excitement.

"Trust us," Megan said. "We know this course better than anyone. We've been working here for years."

They led us down the fairway until the noise from the party was barely audible, then through a row of towering pine trees that seemed to swallow us in their shadows. On the other side was a green surrounded on three sides by dense vegetation—a natural amphitheater hidden from view.

"This is the most private green on the course," Casey announced proudly. "Nobody can see us here."

Before I could process what that meant, Megan had pulled Nathan onto the perfectly manicured putting surface and pushed him down onto his back. She straddled him, her sundress riding up her thighs, and kissed him deeply before having him lie flat.

"I've fantasized about this for years," she said, standing up and reaching under her dress. She pulled off her panties in one smooth motion and tossed them aside, then lowered herself onto Nathan's face.

Nathan's hands immediately found their way under her dress, and I could hear Megan's sharp intake of breath as he began working his magic with his tongue.

Casey wasted no time pulling me down beside them. Her hands went immediately to my belt, fingers working to free my cock. The moment it sprang free, her warm mouth enveloped me, and I groaned at the unexpected intensity of the situation.

"Fuck," I breathed, watching this beautiful college girl take me deep into her throat while her friend rode my best friend's face not three feet away.

The surreal nature of the situation wasn't lost on me—here we were, on one of the most famous golf courses in the world, in the middle of the night, engaged in acts that would probably get us banned from the sport forever. But as Casey's tongue worked magic on my shaft, those concerns seemed remarkably unimportant.

"Switch," Megan called out after several minutes. "I want to taste Chris."

Casey reluctantly released me, her lips making a soft popping sound as she pulled away. We rearranged ourselves, and suddenly Megan was kneeling between my legs while Casey positioned herself over Nathan's eager mouth.

I should have been thrilled. Megan was gorgeous—all curves and enthusiasm, her technique flawless as she took me in her mouth. But as I watched Nathan pull Casey's pants and panties off and begin fucking her doggy style, I felt an unexpected pang of something that might have been jealousy.

Casey looked incredible in that position—her firm ass raised high, her back arched perfectly as Nathan gripped her hips and drove into her. The sounds she made were different with him, more primal, and I found myself wishing it was me making her cry out like that.

Megan must have noticed my distraction because she pulled away and positioned herself on hands and knees facing Casey. "Fuck me from behind," she commanded.

I moved behind her, grateful for the change in position. As I slid into her wet, velvety pussy, she leaned forward to capture Casey's lips in a passionate kiss. The sight was undeniably erotic—two beautiful women kissing while Nathan and I fucked them from behind under the stars.

Nathan caught my eye and grinned. "This is definitely going in the memory bank," he said.

I had to agree. Fucking on a golf green was probably every male golfer's fantasy, and we were living it out on Augusta National itself.

"I want Nathan in my mouth," Megan announced after several minutes. "While you keep fucking me."

He made no objection, moving around to position himself in front of her. I watched as she took his considerable length between her lips while I continued thrusting into her from behind.

The visual was beyond hot—watching her mouth open wide to accommodate Nathan's size while her body moved with each of my thrusts. Casey, freed from fucking Nathan, made her way behind me and began kissing my neck while her hand reached between my legs to play with my balls.

"God, that feels amazing," I groaned, the sensations threatening to overwhelm me.

"I want Nathan's huge cock inside me," Megan announced, pulling away from both of us. "I need to feel him stretch me."

As she and Nathan repositioned themselves, Casey wasted no time pulling me down to the ground and climbing on top of me in reverse cowgirl position.

The view was spectacular. Casey's firm, youthful ass bounced as she rode me with athletic precision, leaning forward in a way that spread her cheeks and gave me a perfect view of her tight little asshole as my cock disappeared into her wet pussy with each thrust.

Acting on impulse, I licked my finger and began rubbing around the tight circle of muscles. Casey looked back at me with a smile that was pure sin.

"Put it in," she said.

I pushed gently, feeling the resistance give way as my finger slowly slipped into her ass. The moan she released was pure pleasure.

"That feels so good," she gasped. "Deeper."

I obliged, pushing my finger in further and holding it there as she moved forward and back. The sensation of my cock in her pussy and my finger in her ass, both moving in rhythm, was incredible. After several minutes, she spun around, facing me now so we could pinch and play with each other's nipples.

"I love how you touch me," she whispered, leaning down to kiss my neck.

Finally, she climbed off and lay down on her back beside Megan, who had assumed the same position after her intense session with Nathan. Both women raised their legs invitingly, and Nathan and I moved into position simultaneously.

"Fuck us good, boys," Casey commanded as I placed her legs over my shoulders.

There was something incredibly erotic about synchronized fucking that most people never get to experience. Nathan and I found a matching rhythm, pounding into the two gorgeous women as they called out encouragement.

"I'm cumming," Casey cried. "Fill my little pussy with your cum."

"Yes," Megan echoed. "Give it to us."

The dirty talk pushed both Nathan and me over the edge. We came together, our groans mixing with their cries of pleasure as we emptied ourselves into their eager bodies.

Afterward, we collapsed beside them, completely satiated, all four of us looking up at the canopy of stars visible through the pine branches. The night was perfect—just our breathing gradually returning to normal, to the rising and falling chorus of cicadas.

"That was absolutely perfect," Casey murmured, curling against my side.

"Better than perfect," Megan agreed, her head on Nathan's chest.

We lay there for several more minutes, nobody wanting to break the spell. It felt like we were the only four people in the world, hidden away in our own private paradise.

[image: ]

Eventually, Megan stirred against Nathan's side. "I need to pee," she announced, sitting up and stretching.

Casey said nothing and made no immediate move to separate herself from my chest.

"Come with me," Megan insisted, reaching for Casey's hand. "I'm not going alone in the dark woods."

Casey seemed perfectly content where she was. "Can't you just go by yourself? There's nothing out there."

"Please," Megan said, her voice taking on an almost desperate edge. "I don't want to go alone."

Something about Casey's reluctance struck me as odd. Women often accompany one another in such situations. Casey seemed to be resisting for some reason, but I was too relaxed and satisfied to think much about it. Nathan seemed equally unconcerned.

"Fine," Casey finally relented with an exaggerated sigh.

"Those girls are incredible," Nathan said as we listened to them enter the woods.

"No kidding. I can't believe we just fucked on Augusta National."

We could hear them rustling around in the woods—branches snapping and leaves crunching under their feet. Occasional giggles carrying through the night air.

"Think they're having trouble finding a good spot?" Nathan asked after a few minutes.

"Something tells me they've pissed in the woods before."

We lay there looking up at the canopy of stars, feeling completely at peace. The night air was perfect—cool but not cold, with just enough breeze to keep the humidity at bay.

After several minutes had passed, I had an ominous feeling pass through me.

"How long does it take to pee?" Nathan wondered aloud.

I sat up, straining to hear anything from the direction they'd gone. The cicadas had stopped singing—nothing but the sound of a distant owl.

"Maybe they got lost?"

"On a golf course? It's not exactly the forest."

The complete silence became deafening. No giggles, no rustling, no voices calling out.

"This is weird," Nathan said, finally sitting up. "They've been gone way too long."

A cold knot was forming in my stomach. "Casey?" I called out toward the trees. "Megan?"

No response.

We both stood up, suddenly feeling very exposed in our nakedness. "We should get dressed," I said, looking around for our clothes.

That's when the panic set in.

Our clothes were nowhere to be found. Not our shirts, not our pants, not our underwear or shoes. Nothing but our wallets and phone on the bare ground where we'd hastily thrown everything earlier.

"What the fuck?!" Nathan said, spinning in circles, as if our clothes might materialize if he looked hard enough.

"They planned this," I said. "This whole night was a setup. I knew they were acting strange."

"But why?" Nathan asked. "And why leave our wallets and phones?"

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I said, pacing in circles, my hands running through my hair.

"Those bitches," Nathan said, the realization hitting us both simultaneously. "We're completely fucked."

The magnitude of our situation was starting to sink in. We were naked on the most famous golf course in the world, trespassing in the middle of the night, with no way to cover ourselves.

"If security finds us here," I said slowly, "and the club finds out what we did on their green..."

"We'd be banned for life," Nathan finished. "Jesus Christ, Chris. I hadn't even thought of that."

The Masters was Nathan's favorite event. He'd been coming for fifteen years, had connections that got him the best badges, the inside access. Being banned from Augusta National would devastate him.

"We need to get off the property," I said. "Right now."

"Naked?"

"You got a better idea?"

We grabbed our phones and wallets—at least the girls had left us those—and started making our way toward what we hoped was an exit. The golf course was massive, and in the dark, everything looked the same.

We stuck to the cart paths, trying to move quietly while also moving quickly. Every shadow looked like a security guard, every sound made us freeze.

After what felt like hours but was probably twenty minutes, we found the perimeter fence. It was about eight feet tall with barbed wire along the top—not something we could climb even if we weren't naked.

"There has to be a gate somewhere," Nathan whispered.

We followed the fence line, crouching low and trying to stay in the shadows. Finally, we spotted a guard shack with a small exit gate beside it. It appeared to be a vendor or employee entrance.

Yellow light spilled from the shack's window, and we could see a uniformed security guard sitting just outside the door, reading.

"Shit," Nathan breathed.

We crouched behind some bushes about twenty yards away, trying to figure out what to do. The guard looked settled in for the night.

That's when I noticed the phone number printed on the door of the guard shack.

"I've got an idea," I whispered to Nathan, pulling out my phone.

"What are you doing?"

"Trust me."

I dialed the number. Sure enough, a phone started ringing inside the guard shack. The guard looked up from his reading, glanced around confused, then got up to answer it.

The moment he disappeared inside the shack, we sprinted for the gate. We slipped through and onto the street just as I heard the guard saying "Hello?" into the phone.

We didn't stop running until we were several blocks away from the gate, our bare feet slapping against the asphalt.

"That was brilliant," Nathan panted.

"Now what?"

We were standing on a residential street in Augusta at probably two in the morning, completely naked except for our phones and wallets.

"We need to find somewhere to get clothes," I said.

We walked for what felt like miles, ducking behind cars or into shadows whenever we saw headlights. Finally, we spotted the glow of a convenience store about a quarter mile ahead.

"Please tell me they have clothes," Nathan muttered.

As we got closer, we could see it was one of those typical gas station convenience stores. Through the windows, it looked empty except for a single clerk behind the counter.

"Okay," I said. "We go in, we explain what happened, we offer to pay whatever they want for any clothes they've got."

"What if they don't have clothes?"

"Then we're fucked."

We approached the entrance cautiously, using our hands to cover ourselves as much as possible. The automatic doors slid open, and we stepped inside.

The clerk was a thin Indian man in his fifties, sitting behind bulletproof glass. He looked up from his magazine, and his eyes went wide.

"Hey man," I called out, raising one hand while keeping the other strategically positioned. "We know how this looks, but we're not here to cause any trouble."

The man just stared, his mouth hanging open.

"We got robbed," Nathan explained. "Some girls took all our clothes. We're not trying to hurt anybody, we just need help."

I pulled out my wallet and held it up. "Look, we've got money. We just need something to wear. Anything. Do you have any clothes here? T-shirts? Anything?"

The clerk's eyes darted between us and something under his counter. I pulled out a credit card and slid it through the slot in the bulletproof glass.

"Please, man. We'll pay whatever you want."

That's when I heard the sirens.

The sound was faint at first, but it got rapidly louder. We later found out that the clerk had triggered a silent alarm the moment we walked in.

"Shit," Nathan said, hearing them too.

We thought about running, but it was too late. The first patrol car pulled into the parking lot with its lights flashing, followed immediately by two more.

"On the ground! Now!" came the amplified voice through a speaker.

We raised our hands and dropped to our knees as officers poured through the entrance. Within seconds, we were face down on the dirty linoleum with our hands cuffed behind our backs.

"Please," I tried to explain. "We weren't robbing the place. We got our clothes stolen, and we just needed help."

"Save it for the judge," one of the officers said, hauling me to my feet.

They didn't want to hear our story. They didn't care that we had money and were trying to pay for clothes.

The worst part was the parade of officers who came to look at us as we were loaded into the patrol cars. Word had apparently spread quickly through the department about the naked guys, because it seemed like every cop in Augusta showed up.

"Well, well," one female officer said, shining her flashlight on us as we sat cuffed in the back of the patrol car. "What do we have here?"

Her partner, a younger male officer, was barely containing his laughter. "Looks like Dumb and Dumber to me."

They took pictures. Not for evidence—for their own entertainment. We could hear them sharing the photos with other officers, everyone having a good laugh at our expense.

At the jail, it got worse. Every officer, male and female, found an excuse to walk by our holding cell to get a look at the idiots who got arrested naked.

"You boys forget something when you left the house?" one female sergeant asked, causing eruptions of laughter from the other officers.

"What's the matter, couldn't afford clothes?" another one chimed in.

They threw us into a holding cell with concrete benches and a steel toilet. No blankets, no additional clothing, just the paper gowns that kept riding up every time we moved.

"When do we get to make a phone call?" Nathan asked the guard.

"When I say you can," came the response.

We spent the entire night shivering on those concrete benches, listening to other prisoners in nearby cells who'd heard about the naked guys and wanted to offer their commentary.

"Y'all some kinky motherfuckers," one guy called out.

"Bet your wives are gonna love hearing about this," another added.

It wasn't until morning—after what felt like the longest night of my life—that they finally let me make a phone call.


Chapter eight
Naked Revenge (Skylar)


I felt terrible for Chris and Nathan, but I couldn't help the laugh that escaped when I pictured them wandering around Augusta completely naked. The mental image was almost too ridiculous to believe. But then reality hit—this was no laughing matter. What if they ended up on a sex offender registry or something? For fuck's sake, our entire lives could be affected by this.

"What a couple of bitches," I said, shaking my head.

Michelle's face had gone from amused to furious. "I want to find them and rip their hair out," she snarled, her hands clenching into fists.

"We should all calm down," I said, though I was feeling pretty heated myself. "But if we could reach them and they could verify Chris and Nathan's story, maybe it would make a difference to the prosecutor in charge of the case."

Chris and Nathan exchanged a look.

"Do you have their phone numbers?" I asked.

"No," Nathan admitted.

"Do you know where they live?"

"No," Chris said. "We just saw them at the golf club, and then I drove them here to the hotel."

I rolled my eyes. Leave it to them to get no information at all about who they were fucking.

"Okay, what about a last name?"

They looked at each other with completely blank expressions.

"Oh my god, seriously?" I couldn't keep the exasperation out of my voice.

Then Chris's face lit up.

"Wait," he said. "In the lounge on Wednesday, when I was talking to Casey, the lounge manager came over and said, 'Mrs. Wallace, you need to get back to work.'"

"Okay, that's something," I said, pulling out my phone. I started doing searches on Facebook and Instagram for Casey Wallace Augusta. Within five minutes, I had an Instagram profile. I showed it to Chris.

"Yes, that's her," he confirmed. "And the girl in the photo with her is Megan."

I clicked on the tagged account. "The name attached to this account is Megan Hardy."

Chris hugged and kissed me, "You're such a genius."

"It's a good thing," I said dryly, "since my husband and his best friend are such dumbasses."

A few more minutes on Instagram and I struck gold. I found pictures of them moving into a new apartment together six months ago. They had posted pictures of themselves in front of the apartment complex, showing the sign with the name clearly visible, AND pictures of themselves in front of their door—4G.

"You missed your true calling in life," Nathan said with admiration. "You should have been a private investigator."

I put the name of the apartment complex into my GPS. "It's only ten minutes away."

"Let's go," Chris said immediately.

"Hold on," I said. "They might be intimidated having two guys they screwed over the night before show up at their door. They might not even answer."

"Yeah," Michelle said, her anger still simmering but now focused on action. "Skylar and I should go."

Ten minutes later, we stood outside apartment 4G. My hand was literally shaking as I raised it to knock.

"Follow my lead," I whispered to Michelle. "And remember, we need their help, so don't attack them."

I heard a cautious voice say, "Who is it?"

"I'm your neighbor from the next building over," I called out, "and my car got broken into last night. I'm going around asking if anyone saw anything."

I heard a chain slide, and the door opened to reveal a very cute girl with black hair and brown eyes. I held out my hand.

"I'm Skylar," I said with what I hoped was a friendly smile.

She shook my hand. "I'm Casey, and I'm really sorry, but I didn't see or hear anything. My car got broken into about a month ago, so I totally feel for you."

"I'm sorry," I said, putting my foot against her door, "but actually, I'm Chris's wife, and this is Michelle, Nathan's wife."

I half expected her to look angry or defensive and try to slam the door in our faces. Instead, her eyes went wide with concern.

"Oh my god, how are they?"

I probably looked confused. "They're not doing great. They got arrested last night."

Her hand flew to her mouth. "Oh my god, that's horrible."

She stepped aside and invited us in, repeating how sorry she was. She called out, "Megan, come here!"

Moments later, a blonde walked into the living room. Casey told her who we were.

"Oh my god, where did they go?" Megan said immediately. "We felt so bad that once we got back to the clubhouse, we got a golf cart and went back out there, but they were gone."

"So you were just playing a joke on them?" Michelle asked, her voice tight with controlled anger.

They looked nervously at each other.

"Well, not exactly," Casey said. "We were paid. We didn't want to do it..."

"PAID?" I interrupted, raising my voice. "Paid by who?"

Megan took over the explanation as Casey's eyes welled up with tears and she began to sob.

"During the day, yesterday, a man approached us," Megan said. "He said he'd seen us with Nathan and Chris and asked if we had plans to see them again. We said we were supposed to spend time with them that evening."

She paused, looking uncomfortable. "He offered us fifteen hundred each to do what we did."

My jaw dropped.

"Casey didn't want to do it," Megan continued, "but it was more than we'd made working hard all week, and Casey's car window needed fixing, and I'm short on tuition for next year."

Through her sobs, Casey managed to say, "We were supposed to take everything, but we left them their wallets and phones. By the time we got back to the clubhouse, we both felt so bad that we tried to go back to get them. We drove around for like an hour looking for them."

I sat down heavily and asked for a glass of water. I mulled over what they'd said. I felt like I should be angrier than I was, but fifteen hundred dollars to girls living on the edge like they clearly were would have been hard to turn down. And they had tried to make it right. If Chris and Nathan had just stuck around a few more minutes, none of this would have happened.

"Is there anything we can do?" Casey asked, wiping her eyes. "We really liked Chris and Nathan. You're such lucky women to be married to men like them."

This softened Michelle up just a little, though I could tell she was still pretty pissed.

"We're meeting with our lawyer in the morning at the hotel," I said. "Could you join us and tell him your story?"

"Of course we will," they both said.

"But I need to know," I continued, "who paid you to do this? What did he look like?"

Megan and Casey exchanged another look.

"Older guy," Megan said. "Maybe late forties? Stocky build."

"Did he give you a name?"

"No," Casey said. "But I think I heard someone earlier in the week call him Rick?"

The pieces were falling into place. This wasn't just a prank gone wrong—this was revenge.


Chapter nine
Liberation (Skylar)


Mr. Morrison arrived precisely on time, his briefcase in hand with that same polished look from yesterday. He listened intently as Chris and Nathan recounted their story, occasionally jotting notes. When they finished, he turned to Casey and Megan.

"Ladies, I need you to tell me exactly what happened."

Casey's voice shook as she explained about the man approaching them, the fifteen hundred dollars each, and their failed attempt to return with the clothes. Megan corroborated every detail, emphasizing how guilty they'd felt afterward.

Mr. Morrison's eyebrows shot up. "So you're telling me this entire incident was orchestrated by a third party as an act of revenge?"

"That's exactly what we're telling you," I said.

He shook his head, a slow smile spreading across his face. "This changes everything. Gentlemen, it shows that what you experienced wasn't just poor judgment—it was a deliberate and malicious trap."

"I have a meeting with the prosecutor at 2 PM," he continued, checking his watch. "Would you ladies be willing to accompany me? Your testimony could make all the difference."

Casey and Megan agreed, eager to make amends.

By 3 PM, my phone rang. I put Mr. Morrison on speaker phone.

"All charges dropped," he announced. "The prosecutor was appalled when he heard the full story. There's even talk of investigating this Rick character for his role in orchestrating the whole thing."

We erupted in celebration right there in the hotel bar. Chris grabbed me in a bear hug while Nathan high-fived Michelle and Alison.

"You know what?" Mr. Morrison said. "This calls for a proper celebration. I'd like to invite you all to my home for dinner this evening. But please, call me David."

"That sounds wonderful… David," I replied, feeling grateful for everything he'd done.

We were still celebrating when Chris suddenly stood up. "Excuse me a second—I see Beth getting off the elevator."

He disappeared briefly, returning with an elegant woman I recognized from his descriptions. Her auburn hair was pulled back, and she carried herself with quiet dignity.

"Everyone, I'd like you to meet Beth," Chris said. "Beth, these are my friends—and my wife, Skylar."

I stood to greet her. "Beth, I have to ask—did you know about your husband's revenge attempt?"

Confusion clouded her features. "What revenge attempt?"

I explained Rick's scheme—paying Casey and Megan, the theft of their clothes, everything. With each detail, Beth's face grew paler.

"I asked him for a separation Sunday morning," she said in a low voice. "We haven't spoken since then. He left for New York on business yesterday. I had no idea..." She trailed off.

"I'm so sorry," she continued, looking directly at Chris and Nathan. "I can't believe he would do something so vindictive. Please, let me reimburse your legal expenses. It's the least I can do."

"That's not necessary," Chris began, but Beth held up her hand.

"It absolutely is. This is all because of my asshole husband."

I was sure David would not mind one more for dinner, especially if that person was going to pay his bill. "Beth, we're invited to our lawyer's house for dinner tonight. Would you care to join us?"

She smiled for the first time since arriving. "I'd like that very much."

As we made plans for the evening, I marveled at how this bizarre situation had brought together such an unlikely group. Sometimes the worst moments led to the most unexpected connections.


Chapter ten
Southern Hospitality (Skylar)


The drive to Mount Vintage took us away from the city, through winding country roads that gradually transformed to rolling hills dotted with ancient oaks. As we approached the gated entrance, I marveled at the pristine landscaping and the discreet bronze plaques announcing the community's amenities. Nathan whistled low as we passed the first cluster of homes.

"Would you look at these places," he said, craning his neck to see a massive colonial with a wraparound porch.

The houses were nothing short of spectacular—each one seemed to occupy at least an acre, with manicured lawns that looked like they belonged on magazine covers. We passed a Tudor-style mansion with ivy climbing its walls, then a modern glass structure that seemed to float above the landscape. Every driveway was perfectly paved, every garden meticulously maintained.

David's house sat near the back of the development, close to what looked like stables in the distance. As we pulled into his circular driveway, I wondered what these homes must go for. The house was a stunning blend of traditional Southern architecture—white columns supporting a grand entrance, with floor-to-ceiling windows.

"I hope you found it okay," David said as he greeted us in the driveway.

He kissed my hand again in that old-fashioned way that made my stomach flutter, then did the same for each of the other women. His white hair was perfect, as usual, not a strand out of place, and his expensive suit had been replaced by well-tailored linen slacks and a crisp white shirt that emphasized his lean frame.

"Welcome to my humble abode," he said as he ushered us inside.

The foyer alone was huge, with marble floors that gleamed under a crystal chandelier.

"Holy shit," Megan said, "this is bigger than our whole apartment."

"Nathan and Chris, did you notice the golf course on your way in?" David asked as he continued the tour of the house.

"It's incredible. Who designed it?"

"Arnold Palmer himself designed the championship course. We also have a nine-hole executive course designed by Tom Fazio for those who prefer a quicker round." David's chest puffed with obvious pride. "You and Chris will have to come back up and play with me sometime. I've got a standing foursome every Saturday morning."

"We'd love that," Chris replied, and I could hear the genuine excitement in his voice.

David turned to Michelle and me. "Do you ladies play?"

"We do, but we prefer tennis," Michelle answered.

"Perfect! We have a wonderful tennis center with six courts—four hard court and two clay. There's also an Olympic-sized pool where you can relax while we boys chase our little white balls around."

I laughed at his description. "That sounds ideal."

"Do any of you ride?" David asked as we stepped onto an enormous deck at the back of the house.

"Ride what?" I replied, genuinely confused.

He chuckled, the sound warm and rich. "Horses, silly. We have a full equestrian center here, and I keep my mare, Magnolia, there. She's a Tennessee Walker—beautiful temperament, smooth gait. Perfect for trail rides around the property. We also have a few quarter horses for those who prefer Western riding."

His eyes lit up as he described the horses, and I found myself drawn in by his passion. As he continued showing us around, I noticed his attention seemed to focus more on Beth and me than on the others. Even with Casey and Megan's youthful beauty beside us, his gaze kept returning to us, making me feel he valued experience over youth.

"Please excuse the dinner," David said as we settled onto the deck. "This was thrown together at the last moment. My assistant didn't have time to arrange a proper caterer, so she had to collect food from various local restaurants."

I looked at the spread before us and nearly laughed at his definition of "thrown together." There were silver platters of what looked like prime rib, delicate crab cakes that screamed upscale seafood restaurant, and—in a delightful contrast—heaping platters of pulled pork and ribs that could only have come from some local BBQ joint. Southern vegetables filled silver bowls. The combination was perfect, somehow both elegant and down home.

"This is incredible," I said.

The deck itself was a marvel—easily large enough to host fifty people, with multiple seating areas and a full outdoor kitchen. But the real star was the view. The lake stretched before us like a private mirror, reflecting the last rays of sunlight and the beginning stars. Oaks with Spanish moss draped around the water's edge.

After we'd eaten our fill, the group naturally broke apart. Some wandered down to the lake, others drifted inside to explore David's game room, where the click of pool balls soon echoed through the open doors.

I was admiring the view when Beth approached me, a glass of wine in her hand.

"Skylar, it's so nice to be able to talk to you," she said, her voice carrying that soft Southern accent. "I have to tell you, I'm quite a fan of your husband."

My eyebrows rose slightly.

"He was such a gentleman during our... encounter," she continued, her cheeks pinking slightly. "He tried so hard not to make me feel guilty about my mistake that first night. And of course, my husband was anything but a gentleman about the whole thing."

"That's one of the things I love about him," I replied.

Beth hesitated, then said, "I don't know if you know this, but he told me about your open marriage."

"He told me the whole sauna story," I assured her. "I know you two were together, so you don't need to feel uncomfortable about that with me."

Relief washed over her features. "The whole idea is so new to me. I have so many questions, if you don't mind..."

For the next several minutes, I found myself explaining the basics of our lifestyle—the importance of communication, establishing boundaries, and how jealousy and love weren't mutually exclusive. Beth listened with the intensity of someone discovering an entirely new world.

She nodded toward David, who stood alone at the corner of the deck, looking out over the water. "He's quite handsome, isn't he?"

"I agree," I said, studying his profile in the gathering dusk.

"We should go talk to him."

We made our way across the deck, our heels clicking softly against the wood.

"So you're the one whose husband started this whole mess," David said to Beth with a smile that took any sting out of the words.

Beth blushed deeply. "I am, and I'm so sorry for all the problems he caused."

"All's well that ends well," David waved dismissively. "And it certainly wasn't your fault. And I must admit… this has been one of the most entertaining cases I've ever handled."

He paused, then continued with a slight grin, "Though I have to say, all the sex that seemed to be happening was a bit... scandalous."

"I hope we haven't offended you," I said quickly.

"On the contrary," David replied, his eyes brightening. "I found it all very exciting and refreshing to be around people who are so open sexually. I've never been adventurous at all—couldn't even imagine having such experiences as you've described."

I glanced at Beth. "This is all quite new to Beth as well."

Beth straightened slightly. "Actually, I have something I wanted to discuss with you. Two things, really."

"I'm listening."

"First, could you suggest a good divorce attorney?"

"My law partner happens to be one of the best divorce attorneys in Georgia. I'd be happy to introduce you. And the second thing?"

"I want to cover the legal expenses for Nathan and Chris, since it was my husband who caused all this trouble to begin with."

David looked at her for a long moment, then smiled. "You know what? I had so much fun with this case—hearing all your stories, meeting all of you—that I'm not even going to charge for it."

"That's incredibly generous," I said.

He waved his arm toward the lake and his magnificent home. "I think I'll survive without my fee just this once." He winked at us both.

Something in that wink made my pulse quicken. Before I could second-guess myself, I leaned in to give him a hug. As our bodies pressed together, I felt the unmistakable beginning of an erection against my hip.

He pulled back quickly, his face flushing. "Oh dear, I'm sorry about that."

"It's not a problem," I said, my voice dropping to a lower register. "Perhaps there's another way we could thank you for your services."

Beth stepped closer to him, her eyes bright with something I hadn't seen there before. "I'd like to thank you as well."

Now David's face turned genuinely red. "Ladies, I... I don't know what to say."

"You're used to talking for a living," I said, moving even closer, "but perhaps this might be a time to be quiet and not make any argument… unless they're of an oral nature."

His eyebrows lifted, and he pressed his lips together as if he understood exactly what I meant.

I leaned in and kissed the side of his neck, my lips finding the warm skin just below his ear. At the same moment, Beth mirrored my movement on his other side. The soft gasp that escaped him sent a euphoric thrill through my body.

Beth's hands found his chest, massaging through the expensive fabric of his shirt while my own hands began their journey south. I felt him tense initially, then gradually relax as pleasure overtook his natural reserve. Through his slacks, I could feel him growing harder.

My fingers found his belt, and I began to undo it. His hand shot down as if to stop me, and he glanced around nervously.

"Just go with it," I whispered against his ear. "No one here will care."

After a moment's hesitation, he pulled his hand back, surrendering to the moment. I finished with his belt and moved to his zipper. Soon, I had freed him completely, and I dropped to my knees, taking him into my mouth.

Beth had unbuttoned his shirt and was lavishing attention on his chest, her tongue finding his nipples as soft moans escaped his throat.

I pulled Beth down to join me, and we began taking turns, our lips and tongues working in harmony. David's hands tangled in our hair as he watched in apparent disbelief.

"I can't believe I'm doing this," Beth whispered to me. "I've only been with three men my whole life, and never in a situation like this."

I pulled her closer and kissed her, tasting David on her lips and feeling something awakening in her—a hunger that had been suppressed for too long. She kissed me back with desperate intensity, as if she'd been starving for this kind of connection.

While we kissed, our hands continued stroking David, and I could only imagine the thoughts racing through his mind as he watched two women pleasure each other while pleasuring him.

Beth returned her attention to David's cock, and I positioned myself beneath her dress, pulling her panties to the side. Her full, dark bush was beautiful, and I buried my face in it eagerly. She was already wet, and it didn't take long before her first orgasm crashed over her, her muffled cries vibrating against David's shaft.

I moved from under her and helped her to the deck railing. "Lean against this," I instructed, pulling her dress up over her ass and sliding her panties completely off.

"Do you want David to fuck you?" I asked, though I already knew the answer from the desperate way she was grinding against my hand.

"Most definitely yes," she breathed.

I watched as David positioned himself behind her, his long but not overly thick cock sliding into her wet pussy with ease. The moan that escaped her was pure pleasure, echoing across the water. His length was perfect for watching—I could see every inch as he slid in and out of her, her wetness coating him with each stroke.

A glance around the deck confirmed what I'd expected. The others had taken our lead and were now engaged in their own pleasures. Alison was spread across the pool table with Nathan between her legs, his head buried between her thighs. Chris was with Casey—and I felt a moment's amusement rather than jealousy at his predictable choice, though at least she was a brunette instead of his usual blonde preference.

The most surprising pairing was Megan and Michelle. Michelle stood beside the pool table while Megan knelt before her, her face pressed between Michelle's legs as my friend's head fell back in obvious pleasure.

Given my well-documented preference for older men and David's distinguished silver hair, I decided to stay exactly where I was. I stripped off my pants and positioned myself next to Beth against the railing.

David pulled out of her and entered me, his cock sliding easily into my wetness. Beth's hands found my breasts, squeezing and teasing my nipples as we kissed.

David's hands gripped my hips as he thrust, his earlier nervousness completely forgotten in the heat of passion.

This was precisely what I'd needed—something spontaneous and wild, surrounded by friends who understood that pleasure was meant to be shared, not hoarded.

David's rhythm grew more urgent as he thrust into me, his hands gripping my hips with surprising strength for a man his age. Beth's fingers worked my clit expertly while her other hand squeezed my breast, and I could feel myself building toward something explosive.

"Oh fuck, David," I moaned, pushing back against him. "You feel incredible inside me."

"I never imagined…," he panted, his Southern accent thickening with arousal. "Never dreamed I'd be doing something like this."

I turned my head to capture Beth's lips in another kiss, tasting wine and desire on her tongue. The combination of David's cock stretching me and Beth's skilled fingers had me teetering on the edge.

"I'm going to cum," I gasped against Beth's mouth. "Fuck me hard, David."

"Do it," David said, his voice taking on an authority I hadn't expected. "Cum all over my cock while Beth watches."

The orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, my pussy clenching around David's shaft as pleasure crashed through my body. My knees nearly buckled, but Beth and David held me steady as I rode out the intense waves.

"Fuck yes," Beth breathed, watching my face contort with pleasure. "You're so beautiful when you cum."

Before I could fully recover, David pulled out and guided Beth to bend over the table. "Your turn again," he said, sliding back into her waiting pussy.

I dropped to my knees and positioned myself under Beth, my tongue finding her swollen clit as David fucked her from behind. I tasted her arousal as she trembled above me.

"Oh God, oh God," Beth chanted, her hands gripping the side of the table so tightly her knuckles were white. "I can't... I'm going to..."

I could sense David reaching his peak. I felt Beth's thighs trembling against my cheeks, her pussy contracting as another orgasm built within her.

"I'm cumming," David groaned, his voice thick with Southern drawl.

Beth cried out above me, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over her. I felt her wetness on my tongue as she climaxed, her hands gripping the table desperately. David's cock pulled out, his release triggering another shuddering moan from Beth, as his cum dripped from her pussy onto my waiting lips.

"I want to taste him," Beth said, dropping to her knees, squeezing his last drops of cum into her mouth.

Both of them collapsed onto a loveseat, breathless and spent, their bodies glistening with sweat.

I stood and turned toward the rest of our group, curious to see what was happening. Alison lay on the pool table, her legs wrapped around Nathan's waist as he drove into her with powerful strokes. Her moans were getting stronger.

"That's it," Nathan growled. "Take every inch of my cock. Tell everyone how much you love being fucked."

"Yes, yes, harder!" Alison cried, her fingernails clawing at his back. "Make me cum on your big cock!"

Meanwhile, Chris had Casey on her back on one of the outdoor couches, her legs over his shoulders as he pounded into her young pussy. The sight sent a familiar thrill through me—watching my husband fucking another woman never got old.

"Your wife is watching us," Casey panted, looking directly at me with lust-glazed eyes. "Do you like watching him fuck my tight little cunt?"

"I love it," I replied.

"She loves knowing I can make other women scream with pleasure," Chris added.

Michelle and Megan were on another couch with Megan riding Michelle's face, grinding her pussy against my friend's eager tongue.

"Eat my pussy," Megan commanded.

I felt Beth's hands on my waist. "I want more of you," she said, his voice full of desire.

We moved to another couch, our bodies intertwining as we explored each other with hands and mouths. Her skin was softer than silk, her full breasts heavy and warm in my palms. When I took one of her dusky nipples into my mouth, she arched against me with a sharp gasp.

"I always wanted to know what it would be like with another woman," she whispered, her hands roaming over my body. "So soft, so different from a man's touch."

She kissed her way down my body, pausing to lavish attention on my neatly trimmed bush before parting my folds with her tongue. I was still swollen and sensitive from David's attention, and it didn't take long before I was writhing beneath her.

"Skylar, you taste so good," she said. "I love your pussy."

We moved into the sixty-nine position.

"I want your fingers... inside me... while you lick my clit."

I obliged eagerly, sliding two fingers into her wet heat while my tongue circled her sensitive bundle of nerves. The sounds she made were pure poetry—soft whimpers and gasps that spoke of a woman discovering her own capacity for pleasure.

David moved to a chair opposite us, his cock hard again as he watched our intimate display and stroked himself.

I gasped as Beth's fingers slid deep inside me, her touch tentative at first, then growing bolder as she found her rhythm. We moved together in perfect synchronization, our mouths working each other's swollen clits while our fingers explored each other's wet, eager depths.

"That's it," I moaned against her pussy, feeling her walls flutter around my fingers as I curved them to hit her sweet spot.

Her technique improved with each passing moment, her tongue finding just the right pressure and speed to drive me wild. We each added a third finger, stretching each other wide.

"I'm going to cum," she whimpered, her hips grinding against my face.

"Me too," I gasped, feeling the familiar tightening in my core.

We climaxed together, our bodies shaking as waves of pleasure crashed over us, our cries muffled against each other's wetness. As we came, I heard a moan come from David and looked over to see him with cum dripping down his hand as he watched us.

Around us, the sounds of pleasure were reaching a crescendo. Nathan's voice carried across the deck as he announced his approaching orgasm.

"Fuck yeah, I'm going to fill your sweet pussy with my cum," he groaned.

"Yes!" Alison screamed. "Cum inside me! Fill me up!"

Their synchronized cries of release echoed as Nathan emptied himself into Alison. Her chest heaved as aftershocks rippled through her.

Chris wasn't far behind. I could see the familiar tension in his shoulders that meant he was close.

"Where do you want me to cum?" he asked Casey, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

"On my tits," she panted. "Cover my tiny tits with your hot cum."

Chris pulled out and stroked himself frantically, his release painting Casey's small breasts with thick white ropes. She rubbed it into her skin, her eyes locked on mine the whole time, her body tense with unfulfilled need. I moved to the couch and positioned myself between her legs while Chris continued massaging his cum into her breasts.

"Let me help you finish," I said, my tongue finding her swollen clit.

Casey's hips bucked against my mouth as I worked her with steady strokes of my tongue. Chris pinched and rolled her nipples, his hands slick with his own release.

"Oh fuck, yes!" Casey cried, her thighs trembling against my mouth. "Don't stop, please don't stop!"

Her pussy pulsed against my tongue as she finally reached her peak, her back arching off the couch in pure ecstasy.

Across the deck, Michelle and Megan reached their climaxes together, their cries intertwining as they found mutual release. The deck fell quiet except for the sound of heavy breathing and the gentle lapping of water against the shore.

As we all caught our breath, David looked around at his deck full of satisfied, naked bodies with something approaching wonder.

"I have to say," he drawled, his Southern accent thick with satisfaction, "this has been the most successful dinner party I've ever hosted."

I laughed, still catching my breath. "We should definitely do this again sometime."

"I'm already looking forward to it," Beth said, her voice carrying a confidence I was glad to hear.
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We spent the next hour having drinks on David's deck, all of us naked, basking in the moonlight. We lounged in various configurations across the outdoor furniture, while David poured bourbon from an expensive bottle, the amber liquid catching the light from the deck lanterns.

"I wonder if any of my neighbors heard us," David mused, gesturing toward the sprawling properties that bordered his estate.

"If they did, they'll be clamoring for an invite next time," I said, taking a sip of the smooth whiskey.

David's laughter was rich and genuine, his white teeth flashing in the dim light. "Well, I suppose I should prepare for some interesting conversations at the country club."

Nathan stretched lazily in his chair, completely comfortable in his nakedness. "Hell, David, you might single-handedly revolutionize Augusta society."

"One dinner party at a time," Michelle added with a grin, curled up against Nathan's side, his huge cock resting partially on her leg.

The conversation flowed as easily as the bourbon, everyone relaxed and satisfied. Chris sat stuffed between me and Casey, his hands resting on our bare thighs. The intimacy we'd all shared had created a bubble of warmth and connection that none of us seemed eager to break.

But eventually, reality began to creep back in. Nathan mentioned the drive ahead, and Chris started collecting scattered clothing from around the deck. I watched the easy camaraderie with a touch of melancholy, knowing these perfect moments were always fleeting.

As we gathered our things and prepared to leave, I found myself holding the door to our SUV open for Beth, who was lingering in conversation with David near his front entrance. They stood close together, her hand resting lightly on his arm as they talked in low voices.

She finally made her way over to the car, but instead of climbing in, she turned to face me.

"Actually, I'm going to stay here and spend the evening with David."

"Oh my god, that's great!" I exclaimed, perhaps a bit too enthusiastically. "You two are great together—"

Beth held up a hand, cutting me off with a gentle smile. "Don't get too excited. I'm not even divorced yet." She glanced back toward David, who was watching us with obvious interest. "But yeah, I like him. And he seems open to experimenting like I want to."

The newfound confidence in her voice warmed my heart. This was a woman who had spent years in a loveless, controlling marriage, and now she was taking charge of her own desires.

"Well, good luck to both of you," I said, reaching out to squeeze her hand. "And hopefully we'll all see each other again very soon."

"Count on it," she said with a wink before turning back toward David.

As Chris pulled away from the circular drive, I watched through the rear window as David took Beth's hand and led her back inside. There was something beautiful about seeing her choose what she wanted, even if it was just for one night.

"Think they'll be good together?" Chris asked, catching my eye in the rearview mirror.

"I think they'll be perfect together," I replied.

As we drove through the Georgia countryside, I couldn't believe just over a week had passed since we'd left on our separate vacations—Michelle, Alison, and I to St. Simons Island, Chris and Nathan here to Augusta. It felt like a lifetime ago.

And I couldn't wait to get home.

The End
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Check out my profiles on Substack or Smashwords.
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