
        
            
                
            
        

    
Unexpected Setup

The annual company holiday party wasn't something I typically looked forward to—forced small talk with people whose names I barely remembered, watered-down drinks, and the same bland catering we'd had for the past three years. But Rachel, my wife of five years, had been unusually insistent that we attend this year.

"You never come to my work events," she'd said that morning, laying out my best button-down shirt and slacks. "Emily's been asking about you for months."

"Emily?" I'd asked, trying to place the name among the various coworkers Rachel had mentioned over dinners.

"My new project manager," Rachel explained, a strange smile playing at her lips. "The one I told you started about six months ago. I think you two would really... get along."

I hadn't thought much of the comment at the time, chalking it up to Rachel's perpetual desire for me to take more interest in her professional life. If I'd been paying closer attention, I might have noticed the gleam in her eye, the subtle emphasis she'd placed on certain words.

The party was being held in a rented event space downtown, more upscale than the company's usual venues. Rachel looked stunning in a tight black dress that hugged her curves, her blonde hair falling in soft waves around her shoulders. As we entered, she squeezed my hand, whispering, "Emily's by the bar in the red dress. Let's say hello."

I followed her gaze to a woman who stood out even in the crowded room. Tall and athletic with dark hair cut in a stylish bob, she exuded confidence as she sipped her martini. The red dress she wore was modest enough for a work function but clung to her body in ways that left little to the imagination.

"Emily!" Rachel called, pulling me toward the bar. "This is my husband, Mark, finally!"

Emily turned, her dark eyes sweeping over me in an unmistakably appreciative way before she extended her hand. "The infamous Mark. Rachel talks about you constantly." Her voice was lower than I'd expected, with a slight rasp that sent an involuntary shiver down my spine.

"All good things, I hope," I replied, suddenly aware of how tightly Rachel was gripping my arm.

"Oh, very good things," Emily confirmed, her gaze lingering on mine a beat too long. "Rachel's been quite... detailed in her descriptions."

I glanced at my wife, who was watching our interaction with undisguised interest. There was something happening here that I wasn't fully grasping.

"I need to say hello to Karen from accounting," Rachel announced suddenly. "Emily, would you mind keeping Mark company for a few minutes? He doesn't know anyone here."

Before either of us could respond, Rachel was gone, disappearing into the crowd with a little wave and what looked suspiciously like a wink directed at Emily.

"Your wife is subtle as a sledgehammer," Emily laughed, taking a sip of her martini.

"I'm sorry?" I asked, confused by the comment.

Emily's eyebrow arched. "You don't know, do you?" When I continued to look perplexed, she leaned closer, her perfume—something spicy and expensive—enveloping me. "Rachel's been talking you up to me for months. At first, I thought she was just a proud wife, but then the conversations got... specific."

"Specific how?" I asked, my mouth suddenly dry.

Emily's lips curved into a knowing smile. "Let's just say I know exactly what you like in the bedroom. And what you look like naked." She took another sip of her drink, eyes never leaving mine. "Rachel and I have become quite close. We share a lot of... interests."

The implication hit me like a truck. Was my wife trying to set me up with her coworker? The thought should have shocked or angered me, but instead, a bolt of pure arousal shot through my body.

"I think we should find Rachel," Emily continued, setting down her empty glass. "So we can clarify exactly what she has in mind for tonight."

We found Rachel by the buffet table, chatting with an older man I assumed was a higher-up in the company. She excused herself when she saw us approach, her eyes bright with anticipation.

"Having a good chat?" she asked innocently.

"Cut the act, Rach," Emily said with a laugh. "I told him what you've been up to. Your husband looks like he's about to have a heart attack."

Rachel had the grace to look slightly embarrassed, her cheeks flushing. "I was going to explain everything properly, but I wanted you two to meet first." She turned to me, taking my hand. "Mark, Emily and I have become good friends over the past few months. Very good friends."

The emphasis she placed on "very" was unmistakable.

"And we've talked about... expanding our friendship to include you," she continued, her voice dropping to ensure no one else could hear. "If you're interested, of course. No pressure."

I looked between the two women—my beautiful wife of five years and this stunning stranger who apparently knew my most intimate secrets—trying to process what was happening.

"You want..." I began, then stopped, unable to articulate the question.

"We want to have some fun," Emily supplied, her hand briefly touching my arm. "All three of us. Tonight."

My heart hammered in my chest. I wasn't a prude by any means, but this was unexpected territory. Rachel and I had discussed fantasies before, including bringing another woman into our bed, but I'd always assumed it was just talk.

"I need a drink," I managed finally. "And maybe a moment to process this."

Rachel nodded, understanding in her eyes. "Take your time. We'll be here."

I made my way to the bar, ordered a whiskey neat, and downed it in one gulp. Through the crowd, I could see Rachel and Emily talking, their heads close together, occasional glances directed my way. Whatever they were discussing, it seemed to involve a lot of laughter and conspiratorial smiles.

As the alcohol warmed my blood, I found the initial shock giving way to curiosity and, if I'm honest, intense arousal. The idea of being with both Rachel and her gorgeous coworker was undeniably appealing. And the fact that my wife had orchestrated this—had wanted it badly enough to plan it for months—was both surprising and incredibly hot.

I ordered another whiskey, sipping it more slowly as I considered my options. Across the room, Emily whispered something in Rachel's ear that made her laugh, then throw a smoldering look in my direction. The decision was making itself.

I made my way back to them, my mind made up. "So," I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt, "what exactly did you ladies have in mind for tonight?"

Rachel's smile was radiant. "I was thinking we could head home early. The party's kind of dull anyway."

"Actually," Emily interjected, her voice dropping to that raspy whisper that sent heat straight to my groin, "I had something more immediate in mind." Her eyes darted toward a hallway leading away from the main event space. "The executive bathroom down that hall is private. Single occupancy. Locks from the inside."

I nearly choked on my drink. "Here? Now?"

"Just to get things started," Emily clarified, her hand brushing against mine in a way that could have seemed accidental to anyone watching. "Consider it a preview of coming attractions."

Rachel was watching us, her pupils dilated with obvious arousal. "Go," she urged quietly. "I'll cover if anyone asks questions."

Emily didn't wait for further discussion. She touched my arm briefly, then turned and walked toward the hallway, her hips swaying hypnotically in that red dress. I glanced at my wife, who made a shooing motion with her hand, her expression a mixture of excitement and anticipation.

Taking a deep breath, I followed Emily down the hallway, past a few offices, to a door marked "Executive Restroom." She opened it, verified it was empty, then gestured for me to follow her inside.

The bathroom was spacious and luxurious by office standards—marble countertops, ambient lighting, even a small seating area beside a full-length mirror. Emily locked the door behind us, then turned to face me, her expression suddenly serious.

"Before we start, I need to know you're okay with this," she said. "That you understand what's happening here. Rachel and I have talked extensively about boundaries and expectations, but this only works if everyone's on the same page."

I appreciated her directness. "I'm okay with it," I confirmed. "Surprised, definitely, but not unwilling. Rachel and I have talked about bringing someone else in before, though I never thought she'd actually arrange it."

Emily smiled, stepping closer. "Your wife is full of surprises. She's quite... adventurous when she wants to be."

The implication that they'd been together before I was brought into the picture sent another jolt of arousal through me. "So I'm learning."

"Good," Emily said, closing the distance between us. "Then let's not waste any more time."

Her kiss was nothing like Rachel's—where my wife was soft and yielding, Emily was demanding and intense, her tongue immediately seeking entrance to my mouth. I responded instinctively, pulling her against me, one hand tangling in her short hair.

She broke the kiss, breathing hard, her hands already working at my belt. "Rachel told me you like it when a woman takes control," she murmured, sinking to her knees on the bathroom floor. "That you fantasize about being dominated."

Before I could respond, she had my pants open, her hand wrapping around my already hard cock. "Impressive," she commented, looking up at me through thick lashes. "Rachel wasn't exaggerating."

The sight of this beautiful woman kneeling before me in her elegant red dress, her lipstick slightly smudged from our kiss, was almost too much to process. When she leaned forward and took me into her mouth without preamble, I had to brace myself against the counter to stay upright.

"Fuck," I gasped, watching as she took me deeper than seemed physically possible, her throat relaxing to accommodate my length.

Emily hummed in approval, the vibration sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. Her technique was exquisite—alternating between deep-throating me and focusing on the sensitive head, her hand working what couldn't fit in her mouth.

I lost track of time as she continued her skilled assault, bringing me repeatedly to the edge before backing off, keeping me in a state of desperate arousal. Just when I thought I couldn't take any more, there was a soft knock at the door.

"It's me," Rachel's voice called quietly. "Can I come in?"

Emily released me with a wet pop, looking up at me for confirmation. I nodded, and she rose gracefully to unlock the door, letting my wife slip inside before securing it again.

Rachel took in the scene—me leaning against the counter with my pants around my ankles, Emily wiping saliva from her chin—and smiled wickedly. "Started without me, I see."

"Just warming him up for you," Emily replied, her voice even raspier than before. "Want to take over?"

Rachel moved closer, pressing herself against me for a deep kiss. I could taste the wine she'd been drinking, sweet and tangy on her tongue. "Actually," she said, pulling away slightly, "I was thinking we could give him a show first."

Emily's eyes lit up at the suggestion. "I like how you think."

As I watched in stunned arousal, my wife and her coworker began kissing passionately, their hands exploring each other's bodies with familiar ease. It was obvious this wasn't their first time together—they moved with the synchronicity of experienced lovers, knowing exactly how to please each other.

Rachel's hand slid up Emily's thigh, disappearing beneath the hem of her red dress. Emily gasped into my wife's mouth, her hips bucking forward.

"She's already so wet," Rachel informed me, her fingers clearly working between Emily's legs. "She gets this way when she sucks cock. It turns her on immensely."

The crude language from my usually more reserved wife was shocking and incredibly arousing. I stroked myself slowly, watching as the two women continued their erotic display.

"I think he's enjoying the show," Emily observed, her breathing ragged as Rachel continued to touch her. "But I was in the middle of something important."

She disentangled herself from Rachel and returned to her knees before me, taking me back into her mouth with renewed enthusiasm. Rachel moved behind me, her hands sliding under my shirt to caress my chest while she whispered in my ear.

"She's amazing, isn't she? Almost as good as me," she murmured, her teeth grazing my earlobe. "I've been thinking about this for months—watching her suck your cock while you look at me. Do you like your surprise, baby?"

"Yes," I managed, my voice strained as Emily took me impossibly deep. "Fuck, yes."

"Good," Rachel continued, one hand sliding down to cup my balls while Emily worked my shaft. "Because this is just the beginning. We have plans for you tonight... so many filthy, wonderful plans."

The dual stimulation—Emily's hot mouth and talented tongue, Rachel's nimble fingers and dirty whispers—pushed me rapidly toward climax. "I'm close," I warned, my hips beginning to thrust involuntarily.

"Let him come in your mouth," Rachel instructed Emily. "I want to watch him finish down your throat."

Emily moaned her agreement, increasing her pace and suction. Rachel's hand tightened around my balls, her other hand pinching my nipple sharply through my shirt.

The combined sensations sent me hurtling over the edge. With a strangled groan, I erupted, pumping pulse after pulse of hot cum into Emily's eager mouth. She swallowed everything, her throat working around me as she milked my orgasm for every last drop.

When she finally released me, she looked up with a satisfied smile, licking her lips. "Delicious," she declared, rising to her feet. "Just as promised."

Rachel kissed her deeply, obviously tasting me on Emily's tongue. The sight of them sharing the aftermath of my pleasure was almost enough to make me hard again despite having just climaxed.

"We should get back to the party," Rachel said finally, helping me straighten my clothing. "People will start to notice we're all missing."

"And we need to save something for later," Emily added with a wink, reapplying her lipstick in the mirror.

As I tucked in my shirt and straightened my tie, still slightly dazed from what had just happened, Rachel wrapped her arms around me from behind, meeting my eyes in the mirror.

"Happy?" she asked, a hint of vulnerability showing through her confident facade.

I turned to face her, cupping her cheek in my hand. "Surprised. Extremely turned on. And very, very happy," I assured her. "Though we're definitely going to talk about this communication strategy of yours later."

She laughed, relief evident in her expression. "Fair enough. But first..." She glanced at Emily, who was watching us with an amused smile. "We have plans for the rest of the night. Big plans."

"I can't wait," I replied honestly, opening the bathroom door and checking that the hallway was clear before we slipped out one by one, returning to the party as if nothing had happened.

But as I accepted a fresh drink from the bartender, catching sight of Rachel and Emily across the room, their heads together in conspiratorial conversation, I knew everything had changed. Whatever "big plans" they had in store, I was more than ready to discover them.


The Hotel Room

The elevator ride up to the fifteenth floor was charged with electric tension. Rachel stood between Emily and me, her fingers intertwined with both of ours, occasionally giving a squeeze that conveyed her excitement. The mirrored walls reflected our trio from every angle—Rachel in her tight black dress, Emily's red dress now slightly rumpled from our bathroom encounter, and me, still slightly dazed by the rapid turn of events.

"I booked us the corner suite," Rachel said, breaking the silence. "Best views in the hotel. Not that we'll be doing much sightseeing."

Emily laughed, that raspy sound sending another jolt of desire through me despite having climaxed just twenty minutes earlier. "Always the planner, this wife of yours. She's been orchestrating tonight for weeks."

"Weeks?" I asked, turning to Rachel with raised eyebrows.

She had the decency to look slightly abashed. "Maybe months," she admitted. "I wanted everything to be perfect."

The elevator doors opened directly into the suite's private foyer—a perk of the corner rooms on the upper floors. Rachel produced the key card from her clutch, sliding it into the slot with practiced ease. The door swung open to reveal a spacious suite decorated in muted golds and blues, floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the city lights below.

"Jesus, Rach," I muttered, taking in the luxury accommodations. "What did this set us back?"

"Worth every penny," she replied confidently, slipping off her heels and padding across the plush carpet to a silver ice bucket where a bottle of champagne waited. "Besides, the company is covering part of it as a holiday accommodation for out-of-town employees. I just... upgraded a bit."

Emily moved to the windows, gazing out at the glittering cityscape. The lights played across her features, highlighting her sharp cheekbones and the curve of her lips. "Beautiful view," she commented, though her eyes were on Rachel, not the scenery.

"Why don't you pour us some drinks, Mark?" Rachel suggested, moving to join Emily by the window. "We'll get comfortable."

I busied myself with the champagne, managing to open it with a satisfying pop rather than the embarrassing fumble I'd half-expected given my slightly trembling hands. When I turned with three filled flutes, my breath caught in my throat.

Rachel had unzipped Emily's red dress, which now hung open in the back, revealing a smooth expanse of skin and the black lace of her bra. The two women were kissing again, more passionately than in the bathroom, Rachel's hands sliding inside the loosened dress to caress Emily's back.

"Started without me again?" I asked, my voice rougher than intended.

They broke apart, both turning to me with matching smiles of anticipation. "Just warming up," Rachel replied, taking two glasses from my hands and passing one to Emily. "To new experiences," she toasted, raising her flute.

"And to wishes fulfilled," Emily added, clinking her glass against Rachel's, then mine.

We drank, the cold, crisp champagne a stark contrast to the heat building in the room. Rachel set her glass down on a nearby table, then moved toward me, her intentions clear in her eyes.

"I think it's time we got more comfortable," she murmured, beginning to unbutton my shirt with practiced fingers. "Don't you agree, Em?"

Emily nodded, stepping out of her loosened dress, letting it pool at her feet. Beneath, she wore matching black lace underwear, the bra pushing her breasts up enticingly, the panties high-cut to showcase long, toned legs. My cock, which had begun to stir during the elevator ride, hardened fully at the sight.

Rachel finished with my buttons, pushing the shirt off my shoulders before working at my belt. "I think someone's recovered from the bathroom," she observed, cupping my erection through my pants.

"You have that effect," I replied, capturing her mouth in a heated kiss while my hands found the zipper of her dress, sliding it down slowly.

Rachel stepped back, allowing her black dress to fall away, revealing she'd been wearing nothing underneath all evening. The realization that she'd been bare beneath her dress during the entire party, planning this encounter, sent a fresh surge of blood to my already aching cock.

"Fuck, Rachel," I breathed, taking in her naked form—the curves I knew so well yet never tired of seeing.

"That's the general idea," she replied with a wicked smile, backing toward the king-sized bed that dominated one side of the suite. "But tonight, I want to watch first."

She settled against the headboard, her legs spread slightly, making her intentions clear. "I want to see you fuck Emily while I watch. I've been fantasizing about it for months."

Emily moved to help me out of my remaining clothes, her hands sure and confident as she pushed my pants and boxers down my legs. "Your wife has told me exactly what you like," she said, her hands running up my chest as she pressed her still partially-clothed body against my naked one. "How you like to be touched, tasted... fucked."

The crude word on her lips made my cock twitch against her stomach. She noticed, smiling against my mouth as she kissed me deeply. "I like an enthusiastic partner."

From the bed, Rachel watched us with hooded eyes, one hand already between her legs, slowly circling her clit. "I've wanted to share you for so long," she said, her voice thick with arousal. "Ever since we first talked about fantasies three years ago, and you mentioned wanting two women at once."

I hadn't realized she'd taken that fantasy so seriously—it had been a tipsy confession during a game of "Truth or Dare" early in our marriage. The fact that she'd remembered, planned, and orchestrated this scenario was both touching and incredibly erotic.

"Why Emily?" I asked, genuinely curious as the woman in question unhooked her bra, revealing perfect breasts with small, hard nipples.

"Because she's gorgeous, obviously," Rachel replied, her fingers moving faster between her legs. "And because we clicked immediately when she joined the company. There was this... chemistry between us from day one."

"Rachel couldn't stop talking about you," Emily added, stepping out of her panties to stand gloriously naked before me. "At first, it was just normal colleague chat—my husband this, my husband that. But then one night after work drinks, she showed me your picture, and things got... specific."

"How specific?" I asked, my hands settling on Emily's waist, drawing her closer.

"She told me how big your cock is," Emily said bluntly, wrapping her fingers around my length as if to verify the claim. "How you like it when she takes control sometimes. How you'd fantasized about having two women at once." She stroked me slowly, maintaining eye contact. "And then she asked if I'd be interested in making that fantasy come true."

"And you said yes," I supplied, my breath catching as her thumb circled the sensitive head of my cock.

"Eventually," Emily corrected, glancing at Rachel with a smile. "First, I wanted to get to know her better. Make sure this wasn't just drunk talk." Her hand continued its maddening rhythm on my shaft. "Turns out, your wife is very persuasive."

"You have no idea," I agreed, watching as Rachel's fingers moved more frantically between her legs, her breathing becoming heavier as she watched us.

"Enough talking," Rachel called from the bed. "I want to see you fuck her, Mark. I've been dreaming about it for months."

Emily didn't need further encouragement. She led me to the bed, pushing me to sit on the edge before straddling my lap, her wet pussy hovering just above my straining cock.

"Condom?" I managed to ask, my hands gripping her hips.

"We're covered," Rachel assured me from her position against the headboard. "Emily's on birth control, and we've both been tested recently. I wanted you to feel everything."

The implication that they'd planned this down to the last detail, including sexual health precautions, was somehow both incredibly responsible and unbelievably hot.

Emily positioned my cock at her entrance, her eyes holding mine as she slowly sank down, taking me inch by inch until I was fully sheathed inside her tight heat. We both groaned at the sensation, her inner walls clenching around me as she adjusted to my size.

"Fuck, he feels amazing," she gasped, her words directed at Rachel even as her eyes remained locked with mine. "Just like you said he would."

"I told you," Rachel replied, her voice strained with her own building pleasure. "Now ride him. Let me see his cock disappear inside you."

Emily began to move, rising until just the head remained inside before slamming back down. Her breasts bounced enticingly with each movement, her short hair becoming disheveled as she established a rhythm that had us both gasping.

Rachel watched us intently, her fingers working her clit in time with Emily's movements. "I've wanted this for so long," she admitted, her free hand pinching her nipple. "Watching my husband fuck another woman while I get myself off. It's been my secret fantasy for years."

"Why didn't you tell me?" I asked, my hands guiding Emily's hips as she continued to ride me.

"I wasn't sure how you'd react," Rachel confessed, her cheeks flushed with arousal and perhaps a hint of embarrassment. "It's one thing to fantasize about a threesome, but another to want to watch your husband with someone else."

"Cuckquean," Emily supplied, slowing her movements to grind against me more deliberately. "That's the term. A woman who gets off on watching her partner with others."

The word sent a jolt of electricity through me. I'd heard the term before but never connected it to my wife's desires. "You should have told me," I said to Rachel, reaching out to caress her leg as Emily continued to move on my cock.

"I'm telling you now," Rachel replied, her fingers never stopping their movement between her legs. "And showing you. I want to share you, Mark. I want to watch you pleasure other women, knowing you're coming home to me after."

The confession was incredibly intimate—Rachel revealing a part of herself she'd kept hidden throughout our marriage. Far from feeling jealous or inadequate, I felt honored by her trust, aroused by her desire.

"Change of position," Emily suggested, lifting off my cock with a wet sound that made Rachel moan from her position on the bed. "I want you to fuck me from behind while I eat your wife's pussy."

The suggestion sent a surge of pre-cum leaking from the tip of my cock. Emily arranged herself on all fours between Rachel's spread legs, looking back at me over her shoulder with an inviting smile. "Don't keep us waiting."

I knelt behind her, guiding my cock back to her entrance, sliding in with one smooth thrust that made her gasp against Rachel's thigh. From this angle, I could go deeper, hitting spots that had Emily moaning in appreciation.

"Now take care of my wife," I instructed, gripping Emily's hips as I established a steady rhythm.

Emily lowered her head, her tongue darting out to taste Rachel's arousal. My wife's back arched off the bed, a strangled cry escaping her lips as another woman's mouth found her most intimate places.

"Oh fuck, that feels amazing," Rachel gasped, her hands threading through Emily's short hair, guiding her movements. "She's so good at this, Mark. Almost as good as you."

The compliment, coupled with the visual of Emily's tongue working my wife's pussy while I pounded into her from behind, pushed me dangerously close to the edge. I slowed my thrusts, determined to make this last.

"How long have you two been sleeping together?" I asked, genuinely curious about the extent of their relationship.

Rachel, her voice strained with pleasure, managed to answer between moans. "Three months. Since the Chicago conference. We were drunk, sharing a hotel room, and I showed her your picture again. Told her how much I wanted to see her with you. One thing led to another..."

The image of Rachel and Emily together, pleasuring each other while fantasizing about including me, was incredibly arousing. I increased my pace, my balls slapping against Emily's clit with each thrust.

"I've wanted to share you since our second anniversary," Rachel continued, her words becoming more disjointed as Emily's tongue worked its magic. "Remember that night we role-played, pretending we were strangers meeting in a bar? I kept imagining another woman there, watching us, joining us."

I remembered the night vividly—it had been one of our more adventurous bedroom scenarios, both of us stepping out of our comfort zones. To know Rachel had been harboring these deeper fantasies even then was a revelation.

"You should have told me," I repeated, my hands gripping Emily's ass harder, leaving marks that would linger tomorrow.

"I'm telling you now," Rachel gasped, her hips beginning to buck against Emily's mouth. "And I'm showing you. Fuck, I'm going to come. Make her come too, Mark. I want to feel her moan against my pussy when she climaxes."

I reached around Emily's body, finding her clit with my fingers, circling the hard nub in time with my thrusts. She groaned against Rachel's center, the vibration apparently pushing my wife over the edge.

Rachel came with a sharp cry, her body arching off the bed, hands gripping Emily's hair almost painfully as waves of pleasure washed over her. The sight of my wife's orgasm, triggered by another woman's mouth while I watched, was the most erotic thing I'd ever witnessed.

Emily was close behind, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my cock as my fingers continued their relentless assault on her clit. "Fuck, I'm coming," she gasped, momentarily abandoning Rachel's pussy to cry out her pleasure. Her entire body tensed, then shuddered as her orgasm crashed through her, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my shaft.

The dual stimulation—the visual of both women climaxing and the physical sensation of Emily's tight heat milking my cock—pushed me past the point of no return. "I'm going to come," I warned, my rhythm faltering.

"Inside her," Rachel commanded, her eyes locked on mine as she recovered from her own orgasm. "I want to see your cum dripping out of her pussy when you're done."

The crude instruction from my normally more reserved wife was the final push I needed. With a guttural groan, I buried myself to the hilt in Emily's willing body, erupting deep inside her. Pulse after pulse of hot cum filled her as I rode out my climax, gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises.

When I finally stilled, all three of us were breathing heavily, covered in a light sheen of sweat. I carefully withdrew from Emily, watching with fascination as a trickle of my release leaked from her well-used pussy.

Rachel, seemingly recovered, moved to investigate the sight for herself. To my surprise and renewed arousal, she lowered her head between Emily's legs, her tongue darting out to taste the mixture of our combined fluids.

"Jesus, Rach," I breathed, watching as my wife cleaned another woman's pussy with obvious enjoyment.

Emily moaned softly at the additional stimulation, her body still sensitive from her recent orgasm. "Your wife is full of surprises," she informed me with a lazy smile. "You have no idea what she's capable of."

"I'm starting to get the picture," I replied, collapsing onto the bed beside them, my body temporarily spent but my mind racing with the possibilities this new dimension to our relationship presented.

Rachel eventually joined me, curling against my side while Emily disappeared into the bathroom to freshen up. "Are you angry with me?" my wife asked softly, a hint of vulnerability in her voice. "For not telling you about my fantasies sooner?"

I pulled her closer, kissing the top of her head. "Not angry. Surprised, definitely. But mostly I'm grateful you trust me enough to share this part of yourself now."

"So you're okay with it? With sharing me with Emily sometimes, and me sharing you?"

I considered the question seriously, examining my feelings about what had just transpired. Far from jealousy or discomfort, I felt a deep connection to Rachel, a new level of intimacy born from her willingness to reveal her most private desires.

"More than okay," I assured her. "Though we should probably establish some ground rules, talk about boundaries."

Rachel nodded against my chest. "Already ahead of you. Emily and I have discussed it extensively. We have a whole document."

I laughed, unsurprised by my wife's thoroughness. "Of course you do."

Emily returned from the bathroom, still gloriously naked, carrying three fresh glasses of champagne. "Round one complete," she announced, distributing the drinks. "But the night is still young, and your wife has many more fantasies we haven't explored yet."

I raised my glass in a toast, looking between these two beautiful, complex women who had just expanded my understanding of desire and relationship dynamics in ways I never expected.

"To fantasies fulfilled," I offered, "and new adventures beginning."

Rachel's smile was radiant as she clinked her glass against mine, then Emily's. "And to honest communication," she added with a wink. "Better late than never."

As Emily settled on my other side, her hand already beginning to trace patterns on my chest that were reigniting my desire, I silently thanked whatever twist of fate had brought us to this moment. The night was indeed young, and judging by the look Rachel and Emily exchanged over my body, they had many more surprises in store.


The Office After Hours

Two weeks after our hotel encounter, Rachel casually mentioned that her company was holding a product launch event at their downtown office. The invitation had come with a plus-one, and she'd immediately thought of me.

"Emily will be there," she added with studied nonchalance, though the gleam in her eye gave away her true intentions. "She's been asking about you."

Since that night in the hotel room, we'd established some ground rules for our new arrangement—open communication, safe sex practices with any additional partners, and regular check-ins to ensure everyone remained comfortable with the situation. So far, it had only enhanced our relationship, bringing a new level of honesty and excitement to our marriage.

"I'm sure she has," I replied, unable to suppress a grin. The memory of Emily's body, her skillful mouth, and the way Rachel had watched us together still featured prominently in my late-night thoughts. "What time should I be ready?"

The product launch was held in the open-concept main floor of Rachel's office building—a modern glass and steel structure that housed several tech companies. Cocktail waiters circulated with trays of champagne and hors d'oeuvres, while company executives gave rehearsed speeches about innovation and market disruption.

I spotted Emily across the room, deep in conversation with an older man who seemed enthralled by whatever she was saying. She wore a sleek navy pantsuit that somehow managed to look both professional and incredibly sexy, the jacket cut to emphasize her narrow waist, the trousers hugging her ass in a way that drew my eye immediately.

"She looks good, doesn't she?" Rachel murmured in my ear, following my gaze. "That's the CEO she's talking to. She's probably securing her next promotion."

"Smart and sexy," I observed. "Dangerous combination."

Rachel squeezed my arm. "You have no idea. She's been texting me all week about tonight." She pulled out her phone, scrolling quickly before showing me a message: Tell Mark I haven't stopped thinking about his cock since the hotel. Can't wait to feel him inside me again.

My body responded instantly to the crude message, blood rushing to my groin. "Jesus, Rach. You couldn't have shown me that somewhere more private?"

She laughed, tucking the phone away. "Where's the fun in that? Besides, no one can see your hard-on under that jacket."

Across the room, Emily glanced our way, a knowing smile crossing her lips when she caught us watching her. She excused herself from the CEO and made her way over, her confident stride drawing appreciative glances from several colleagues.

"The famous couple," she greeted us, air-kissing Rachel before turning to me. "Mark. Good to see you again." Her emphasis on "again" was subtle enough that any eavesdroppers would miss it, but the heat in her eyes left no doubt about her meaning.

"Likewise," I replied, struggling to maintain a casual demeanor despite the memory of her naked body writhing beneath mine.

Emily turned to Rachel. "Have you told him about the conference room yet?"

Rachel's cheeks flushed slightly—a rare display of embarrassment from my typically composed wife. "I was getting to that."

"Getting to what?" I asked, curiosity piqued by Rachel's reaction.

Emily glanced around to ensure no one was within earshot before leaning closer. "Your wife has a thing for office sex. Specifically, fucking in the executive conference room." Her voice dropped even lower. "She's been fantasizing about watching us fuck on the conference table while she sits in the CEO's chair."

The bluntness of her statement sent another surge of blood to my already semi-hard cock. I looked at Rachel, who was biting her lower lip in that way she did when particularly aroused.

"Is that true?" I asked, though her expression was answer enough.

Rachel nodded. "The building's mostly empty tonight except for this floor. Security's focused down here. The executive floor is... accessible."

"And you've already scouted it out, I assume?" I said, knowing my wife's thorough approach to planning.

"Last week," Emily confirmed. "We know exactly which cameras to avoid and which security guards are stationed where." She checked her watch. "In fact, if we time it right, we'll have about forty minutes before the next patrol of the upper floors."

The realization that they had been planning this particular scenario—fucking in Rachel's workplace with the risk of discovery—sent a thrill of both arousal and apprehension through me. The risk was considerable; if caught, Rachel could lose her job, and we could all face embarrassing consequences.

"It's entirely up to you," Rachel said, reading my hesitation. "We can always go back to our place after. But..." she glanced around the crowded room, "I've never been so wet just thinking about something."

Her admission, coupled with the hungry look in Emily's eyes, made the decision for me. "Lead the way."

Emily smiled, that predatory expression I was coming to recognize. "I need to make a quick appearance in the product demo room first. Meet me by the service elevator in ten minutes. Rachel knows which floor."

As she walked away, Rachel squeezed my arm again, excitement evident in her flushed cheeks and bright eyes. "Thank you," she whispered. "You have no idea how long I've fantasized about this."

Ten minutes of excruciating small talk later, Rachel and I made our excuses and headed toward the back of the office space where a service elevator was located in a corridor away from the main event. Emily was already waiting, her jacket now unbuttoned to reveal she wore nothing beneath it—just smooth skin and the hint of a black lace bra.

"Ready for an adventure?" she asked, pushing the elevator call button.

The ride to the executive floor was tense with anticipation, Emily standing between Rachel and me, her hands busy with both our bodies—one sliding inside Rachel's blouse to cup her breast, the other rubbing my hardening cock through my trousers.

"I can't believe we're doing this," Rachel whispered, her eyes closed as Emily pinched her nipple.

"Believe it," Emily replied, increasing the pressure on my cock. "I've wanted to fuck in this building since my first day. The fact that I get to do it with both of you just makes it better."

The elevator doors opened onto a darkened floor, only security lighting illuminating the sleek corridors. Emily led us confidently through the space, clearly familiar with the layout despite working on a different floor.

"Executive suite is this way," she murmured, guiding us down a hallway lined with impressive artworks and closed office doors bearing nameplate titles like "CFO" and "VP of Operations."

At the end of the corridor stood an imposing set of double doors. Emily produced a keycard from her pocket, swiping it through the reader with practiced ease.

"Where did you get that?" I asked, impressed and slightly concerned by her level of access.

"Executive assistant owed me a favor," she replied with a wink. "Don't worry, it's untraceable."

The conference room beyond was impressive—a massive oak table dominated the center, surrounded by high-backed leather chairs. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a panoramic view of the city skyline, the lights of surrounding buildings twinkling in the darkness.

"The glass is one-way," Rachel assured me, noting my glance toward the windows. "No one can see in, but we can see everything out there."

Emily locked the door behind us, then immediately began stripping, her pantsuit falling to the floor to reveal she wore only the black lace bra—no panties. Her pussy was already visibly wet in the dim lighting, a fact she emphasized by running a finger through her folds and bringing it to her lips.

"Your turn," she said to Rachel, who needed no further encouragement to begin removing her own clothes.

I watched, transfixed, as my wife undressed with unusual urgency, her typical grace abandoned in her haste to be naked. When she stood before me in nothing but her heels, she gestured to the chair at the head of the table.

"CEO's chair," she explained, moving to sit in it. "From here, I can see everything."

Emily approached me, her hands already working at my belt. "Let's give her a show, shall we?"

Within moments, she had me naked from the waist down, my cock standing fully erect between us. She dropped to her knees on the plush carpet, taking me into her mouth without preamble, her eyes locked on Rachel as she sucked me with obvious enthusiasm.

"Fuck, that looks hot," Rachel commented from her seat, already touching herself as she watched another woman service her husband. "Put him on the table, Em. I want to see everything."

Emily released my cock with a wet pop, rising to her feet. "You heard the boss," she said with a grin, guiding me backward until my ass hit the edge of the conference table. "Lie back."

I complied, the polished wood cool against my bare skin as I reclined. Emily climbed onto the table, straddling my face. "Eat my pussy while your wife watches," she commanded, lowering herself until her wet heat hovered inches from my mouth.

I grasped her thighs, pulling her down onto my eager tongue. She tasted different from Rachel—tangier, with hints of an expensive perfume that had been applied to more than just her neck. From my position, I could see Rachel leaning forward in the CEO's chair, two fingers buried in her pussy as she watched me devour her coworker.

"He's good, isn't he?" Rachel called to Emily, her voice already strained with arousal. "His tongue is magic."

"Fuck yes," Emily agreed, grinding against my face as I focused my attention on her swollen clit. "No wonder you keep him around."

I redoubled my efforts, circling her clit with my tongue before sucking it between my lips, drawing a sharp gasp from above me. My cock lay neglected against my stomach, but I was too focused on giving pleasure to care about my own at the moment.

Emily's thighs began to tremble as she approached climax, her movements becoming more erratic against my face. "I'm going to come," she warned, hands gripping the edge of the table for support.

"Look at me when you come," Rachel instructed from her chair, her own fingers working frantically between her legs. "I want to see your face."

Emily turned toward Rachel, and though I couldn't see her expression from my position, the sharp cry and sudden flood of wetness against my tongue told me she'd reached her peak. Her inner walls pulsated against my probing tongue as I helped her ride out her orgasm.

When she finally lifted herself from my face, my chin was slick with her arousal. "My turn to pleasure you," she said, moving down my body until she was positioned between my legs.

Instead of taking me in her mouth again, she straddled my hips, positioning my cock at her entrance. "I want to ride you while your wife watches," she explained, slowly sinking down until I was fully sheathed inside her tight heat.

"Fuck," I groaned, the sensation of her pussy squeezing my cock almost overwhelming after the prolonged foreplay.

"How does he feel?" Rachel called from her chair, her fingers never stopping their movement between her legs.

"So fucking good," Emily replied, beginning to move in a rhythm that had us both gasping. "His cock fills me perfectly."

The sight of Emily riding me on the conference table while my wife masturbated in the CEO's chair was surreal and incredibly arousing. Emily's breasts bounced with each movement, her head thrown back in pleasure as she used my body for her satisfaction.

"Touch her tits," Rachel instructed, her voice tight with approaching orgasm. "Pinch her nipples the way she likes."

I complied, reaching up to cup Emily's breasts, pinching her nipples between my fingers with increasing pressure. Each squeeze made her pussy clench around my cock, drawing groans from both of us.

"Harder," Emily demanded, increasing her pace. "I like it rough."

I gripped her nipples firmly, twisting slightly in a way that made her cry out—not in pain but in heightened pleasure. Her movements became more frantic, the sound of our flesh meeting echoing in the large room.

"I'm close again," she gasped, one hand moving to circle her clit as she continued to ride me.

"Wait," Rachel commanded, rising from her chair to approach the table. "I want to help."

She climbed onto the table, positioning herself behind Emily, her breasts pressing against the other woman's back. Reaching around, she replaced Emily's fingers on her clit with her own, rubbing in tight circles while her other hand joined mine on Emily's breast.

"Come for us," Rachel whispered in Emily's ear, loud enough for me to hear. "Come on my husband's cock while I touch you."

The dual stimulation and dirty talk pushed Emily over the edge. She came with a strangled cry, her entire body tensing as waves of pleasure crashed through her. The feeling of her pussy spasming around my cock had me dangerously close to my own climax.

"Don't come yet," Rachel instructed, seeming to sense my approaching orgasm. "I want you inside me when you do."

Emily lifted herself off my cock, which stood glistening with her juices, harder than I could ever remember being. She moved to the side, allowing Rachel to take her place.

"I want you to fuck me from behind," Rachel told me, positioning herself on all fours on the conference table. "Emily, lie beneath me. I want to taste you while my husband fucks me."

The configuration was quickly arranged—Emily on her back, her legs spread wide; Rachel on hands and knees above her, head lowered to Emily's pussy; and me kneeling behind Rachel, my cock poised at her entrance.

I thrust into my wife in one smooth movement, drawing a moan from her that vibrated against Emily's clit. The position allowed me to go incredibly deep, hitting spots that had Rachel pushing back against me demandingly.

"Harder," she urged, momentarily lifting her mouth from Emily's pussy. "Fuck me like you mean it."

I gripped her hips, pounding into her with increasing force. The conference table creaked beneath us, but held steady as our rhythm intensified. Below Rachel, Emily was moaning continuously as my wife's tongue worked her still-sensitive pussy.

The knowledge that we were fucking in Rachel's workplace, on the executive conference table where serious business was normally conducted, added an extra layer of forbidden excitement to the already intense encounter. Each thrust drove me closer to the edge, my balls tightening with approaching release.

"I'm going to come," I warned, my rhythm faltering.

"Inside me," Rachel demanded, lifting her head again. "Fill me up."

Her words were the final push I needed. With a guttural groan, I buried myself to the hilt in my wife's willing body, erupting in pulse after pulse of hot cum. The sensation of my release triggered Rachel's own climax, her pussy clenching around me as she came, her cries muffled against Emily's thigh.

We collapsed in a tangle of limbs on the conference table, sweaty and satisfied. For several minutes, none of us spoke, content to lie in the afterglow of our intense encounter.

Finally, Emily broke the silence, checking her watch. "Security will be doing their rounds in about ten minutes. We should get dressed."

Reality intruded on our post-coital haze, reminding us of the risk we'd taken. We quickly reassembled our clothing, Rachel and I straightening each other's outfits while Emily used her phone's camera to check her makeup.

"We should wipe down the table," Rachel suggested, practical even in the aftermath of uninhibited sex. "Leave no trace."

Emily produced wet wipes from her purse—prepared as always—and we quickly cleaned any evidence of our activities from the polished surface of the conference table.

"Same way out?" I asked as we finished our hasty cleanup.

Emily nodded, leading us back toward the service elevator. "Different timing for the security cameras, though. Follow my lead."

We made it back to the product launch without incident, rejoining the now-thinning crowd as if we'd never left. The CEO spotted us, making his way over with a drink in hand.

"Rachel, there you are," he said jovially. "I was just telling Emily earlier how impressed I am with the marketing campaign for this launch. Your team has outdone themselves."

"Thank you, sir," Rachel replied, her professional demeanor firmly in place despite having been bent over a conference table minutes earlier. "We worked hard on it."

"It shows," he assured her, turning to include me in the conversation. "And you must be the husband I've heard so much about. Mark, is it?"

"That's right," I confirmed, shaking his hand and hoping mine wasn't still scented with the arousal of the two women flanking me.

"I understand you're in finance?" he inquired politely.

"Investment analysis," I clarified, falling into the safe pattern of small talk while still riding the high of our risky encounter.

As the CEO chatted about market trends, I caught Emily's eye over his shoulder. She winked at me, a small smile playing at the corners of her mouth. On my other side, Rachel's hand found mine, squeezing gently in a gesture that conveyed both affection and shared secret.

Later that night, as Rachel and I lay in bed discussing the evening's adventures, she propped herself up on one elbow, her expression suddenly serious.

"Thank you," she said, tracing patterns on my chest. "For being open to all this. For embracing my fantasies instead of judging them."

I pulled her closer, kissing the top of her head. "I should be thanking you. How many men get to live out their fantasies with their wife's full participation and encouragement?"

She laughed softly, her hand sliding lower down my body. "Emily mentioned she has a friend visiting next month. A dancer from New York. Apparently very flexible."

My cock stirred at the implication. "Is that so?"

Rachel's smile was wicked in the dim light of our bedroom. "Mmm-hmm. And I've always wondered what it would be like to watch you with two women at once."

As her hand wrapped around my rapidly hardening length, I marveled at the unexpected turn our marriage had taken. From conventional to adventurous in the span of a month, with promises of even more exploration to come.

"I love you," I told her, meaning it more deeply than ever before.

"Enough to fuck my friends while I watch?" she teased, though the question held genuine vulnerability.

"Enough to share every fantasy, fulfill every desire, and still come home to you at the end of each adventure," I assured her, pulling her in for a kiss that promised much more to come—both tonight and in our newly expanded future together.

The Weekend Getaway

Emily's friend from New York arrived on a Friday afternoon. Jasmine was everything Emily had described—tall, athletic, with the lean, toned body of a professional dancer. Her dark skin contrasted beautifully with her white crop top and tight jeans as she stepped off the train, drawing appreciative glances from passersby.

"There she is," Rachel murmured, nudging me as we stood on the platform. "Even more gorgeous in person, isn't she?"

I couldn't deny it. Jasmine moved with the fluid grace of someone completely at home in her body, each step precisely controlled in a way that hinted at her training. When she spotted Emily waving, her face lit up with a dazzling smile that revealed perfect white teeth against her full lips.

The women embraced warmly, Emily introducing Rachel and me with a casualness that belied the weekend we had planned. If Jasmine was surprised to be met by a married couple along with her friend, she didn't show it, greeting us both with the same warm hug she'd given Emily.

"Emily's told me all about you two," she said as we walked toward the parking lot, her New York accent adding another layer of exoticism to her already captivating presence. "I've been looking forward to this weekend."

The emphasis she placed on "looking forward" left little doubt that she knew exactly what kind of weekend was planned. Emily had apparently been forthright in her invitation, explaining our arrangement and what it might entail if Jasmine was interested.

Judging by the appraising look she gave me as we loaded her suitcase into the trunk, she was very interested indeed.

We'd rented a lake house for the weekend—a modernist structure of glass and wood perched on the edge of a secluded cove, offering both stunning views and complete privacy. The drive took just over an hour, during which Jasmine regaled us with stories of the New York dance scene and her recent tour through Europe.

"I've always had a thing for married men," she admitted casually as we neared our destination, the conversation having naturally progressed toward relationships. "Something about the forbidden nature of it, I guess. But this—" she gestured to include all of us, "—is new. Having the wife's permission, encouragement even. It's intriguing."

"It's relatively new for us too," Rachel replied, reaching back from the passenger seat to squeeze Jasmine's knee. "But we're finding it... liberating."

The look Jasmine gave my wife held more than casual interest. "And you really get off on watching?"

Rachel nodded, a flush creeping up her neck. "More than I ever imagined possible. There's something incredibly powerful about choosing to share your partner, about watching them pleasure someone else while knowing they're coming home to you."

From the driver's seat, I glanced in the rearview mirror, catching Emily's eye. She smiled, clearly pleased with how the dynamics were developing. Her hand rested casually on Jasmine's thigh, higher than would be appropriate for mere friendship.

The lake house was even more impressive in person than in the listing photos. Floor-to-ceiling windows dominated the lakeside wall, offering panoramic views of the water. A spacious deck wrapped around the structure, complete with a hot tub positioned for optimal sunset viewing.

Inside, the open floor plan featured a large living area that flowed into a gourmet kitchen. A spiral staircase led to the second floor, where the master suite and two additional bedrooms were located.

"This is gorgeous," Jasmine exclaimed, moving immediately to the windows. "The perfect setting for a... creative weekend."

Emily joined her at the windows, standing close enough that their arms touched. "Wait until you see the master bathroom. The shower could fit all four of us, easily."

The implication wasn't lost on any of us. Rachel caught my eye, her expression a mixture of anticipation and arousal. We'd discussed the possibilities for this weekend extensively—what might happen, what we were all comfortable with, what boundaries needed to be respected.

"Drinks?" I suggested, heading for the kitchen where we'd arranged for the rental company to stock the refrigerator ahead of our arrival.

Soon we were settled on the deck with glasses of wine, watching the sun begin its descent toward the treeline across the lake. The conversation flowed easily, helped along by the alcohol and the simmering attraction that permeated the group.

As twilight deepened, Emily suggested the hot tub. "I didn't pack a swimsuit," Jasmine commented with a sly smile. "Though I'm guessing that won't be a problem?"

"Definitely not a problem," Rachel confirmed, already rising from her chair. "Swimsuits are entirely optional this weekend."

We retreated to our respective rooms to change—or in Jasmine's case, to undress entirely. When I emerged onto the deck in swim trunks, I found all three women already in the hot tub, completely naked. The underwater lights illuminated their bodies, creating an otherworldly glow that emphasized curves and planes in the most enticing ways.

"You're overdressed," Emily called, gesturing to my trunks. "House rules—no fabric in the hot tub."

I hesitated only briefly before shedding the swim trunks, aware of three pairs of eyes following my movements. My cock was already half-hard from the visual feast before me, and being watched so openly only accelerated my arousal.

As I slipped into the warm water, Jasmine made an appreciative noise. "Emily wasn't exaggerating," she commented, her eyes fixed on my now fully erect cock before it disappeared beneath the bubbling surface. "You're a lucky woman, Rachel."

"I know," my wife replied, her eyes dark with desire as she watched the interaction. "And even luckier to share."

The hot tub was spacious but not so large that we could avoid contact. As I settled opposite the three women, our legs inevitably tangled underwater. Jasmine's foot found my thigh, tracing patterns that moved steadily higher with each pass.

"So how does this usually work?" she asked, addressing Rachel rather than me. "Do you just watch, or do you participate too?"

"It depends on the situation," Rachel replied, sipping her wine. "Sometimes I just watch. Sometimes I join in. It's fluid."

"And what about tonight?" Jasmine pressed, her foot now resting directly against my cock underwater. "What are you in the mood for?"

Rachel considered the question, her eyes moving between Emily and Jasmine before settling on me. "Tonight, I think I want to watch. At least to start." She set her wine glass on the edge of the tub. "In fact, I think I'd like to watch Jasmine suck my husband's cock while Emily eats her pussy. How does that sound to everyone?"

The bluntness of her suggestion sent a jolt of pure arousal through me. Jasmine's smile widened, her foot pressing more firmly against my erection. "I think that sounds perfect," she purred. "I've been wondering how he tastes since Emily first mentioned this possibility."

"He tastes delicious," Emily assured her, already moving to position herself between Jasmine's legs as the dancer shifted toward me. "Almost as good as you're going to taste."

What followed was one of the most intensely erotic experiences of my life. Jasmine knelt in the hot tub before me, water sluicing down her perfect body as she took my cock between her full lips. Emily positioned herself behind Jasmine, spreading her ass cheeks to access her pussy from behind.

Rachel remained seated across from us, one hand between her legs as she watched another woman pleasure her husband while being pleasured herself. The look of raw desire on my wife's face only heightened my arousal.

Jasmine's technique was different from both Rachel's and Emily's—she used her whole body to enhance the experience, her dancer's training evident in the precise control she maintained even while Emily's tongue drove her closer to the edge. She took me deeper than I thought possible, her throat relaxing to accommodate my full length while maintaining eye contact with Rachel the entire time.

"Fuck, that's hot," Rachel commented, her fingers moving faster between her legs. "Do you like sucking my husband's cock, Jasmine? Do you like the way he fills your mouth while Emily eats your pussy?"

Jasmine moaned around my cock, the vibration sending waves of pleasure through me. The combination of physical sensation and visual stimulation—my wife masturbating while watching us, Emily's face buried between Jasmine's legs, Jasmine's lips stretched around my shaft—pushed me rapidly toward climax.

"I'm close," I warned, my hands threading through Jasmine's hair.

"Come in her mouth," Rachel instructed, her own breathing becoming erratic as she approached her peak. "I want to watch her swallow your cum."

The crude command from my typically more reserved wife pushed me over the edge. With a guttural groan, I erupted, pumping pulse after pulse of hot cum into Jasmine's eager mouth. She swallowed continuously, not spilling a drop, her eyes still locked with Rachel's.

The sight apparently triggered Rachel's own orgasm. She came with a sharp cry, her body tensing then shuddering as waves of pleasure washed over her. Meanwhile, Emily had increased her efforts between Jasmine's legs, adding fingers to her oral assault.

Jasmine released my softening cock, turning her attention to her own approaching climax. "Fuck, I'm going to come," she gasped, grinding back against Emily's face. "Right there, don't stop!"

Her orgasm was spectacular to witness—her entire body tensed, back arching, a cry escaping her lips that echoed across the lake. For several moments she trembled in the aftermath, eventually collapsing against the edge of the hot tub, breathing heavily.

"Jesus Christ," she muttered, accepting a glass of wine from Rachel with shaky hands. "That was quite the welcome."

We all laughed, the tension broken but the anticipation for the rest of the weekend very much intact. As we relaxed in the hot tub, conversation flowed easily once more, though now interspersed with casual touches and appreciative glances that promised much more to come.

Later that night, after we'd moved the party indoors and opened another bottle of wine, Jasmine approached Rachel where she sat on the couch. "I know you said you wanted to watch tonight," she began, her voice dropping to that seductive register that seemed to bypass the brain and connect directly to more primal regions. "But I was wondering if you might make an exception."

Rachel raised an eyebrow. "What did you have in mind?"

"I'd like to taste you," Jasmine replied simply. "While your husband fucks me from behind and Emily watches. A little role reversal."

The suggestion sent a fresh surge of blood to my cock, which had recovered admirably from our hot tub activities. Rachel glanced at me, a silent question in her eyes. I nodded, my body already responding to the prospect.

"I'd like that," Rachel admitted, setting aside her wine. "I've been curious about you since Emily first mentioned you were visiting."

What followed was even more intense than our encounter in the hot tub. Jasmine laid Rachel out on the plush rug before the fireplace, taking her time to explore my wife's body with hands and mouth while I positioned myself behind Jasmine, my cock sliding easily into her still-wet pussy.

Emily settled onto the couch, naked and luxuriating in her role as voyeur, occasionally offering directions or encouragement as the three of us moved together in an increasingly urgent rhythm.

"Fuck her harder," Emily instructed me as Jasmine's tongue brought Rachel to the brink of orgasm. "She likes it rough."

I complied, gripping Jasmine's hips with bruising force as I pounded into her from behind. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by moans and gasps of pleasure.

Rachel came first, her back arching off the rug, hands gripping Jasmine's hair as waves of pleasure crashed through her. The sight of my wife's orgasm, triggered by another woman's mouth, pushed me closer to my own release.

"Where do you want me to come?" I asked Jasmine, my rhythm faltering as I approached the edge.

"Inside me," she gasped, momentarily lifting her mouth from Rachel's pussy. "Fill me up."

The permission was all I needed. With a few more powerful thrusts, I buried myself to the hilt in Jasmine's willing body, emptying myself deep inside her with a guttural groan. The sensation of my release triggered Jasmine's own climax, her entire body shuddering between Rachel and me.

As we collapsed in a tangle of limbs on the rug, Emily applauded softly from the couch. "Beautiful performance," she commented, rising to join us. "But don't get too comfortable. The night is young, and I haven't had my turn yet."

Indeed, the night was just beginning. Over the next several hours, we explored various combinations and scenarios, each more intense than the last. Jasmine's dancer's flexibility allowed for positions I'd only seen in pornography, while Emily's creativity in directing our activities revealed new depths to her dominant personality.

By the time we finally retreated to the master bedroom—all four of us crowding into the king-sized bed—my body was pleasantly exhausted, my mind still reeling from the experiences we'd shared.

As I drifted toward sleep, Rachel's head on my chest, Emily and Jasmine curled together on my other side, I marveled at the unexpected turn my life had taken. From conventional husband to shared partner in a relationship configuration I'd never imagined possible, all because my wife had been brave enough to reveal her deepest desires.

"Thank you," I whispered to Rachel, unsure if she was still awake.

She stirred slightly, pressing a kiss to my chest. "For what?"

"For everything. For trusting me with your fantasies. For expanding our world."

She smiled against my skin, her hand finding mine in the darkness. "Just wait until tomorrow," she murmured, sleep already creeping into her voice. "Jasmine has some ideas involving ropes and that balcony railing."

As I closed my eyes, surrounded by the warmth of three beautiful women, I couldn't help but smile at the prospect of what the remainder of our weekend might bring. Whatever it was, I knew one thing with absolute certainty—our relationship had been forever transformed, enriched by the honesty and trust that had allowed us to explore these new dimensions of desire together.

And I wouldn't have it any other way.
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