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Chapter One: The Tent of Temptation

It began with laughter, beer foam, and the subtle thrum of something unspoken.

Oktoberfest was louder than I’d imagined. Louder, brighter, sexier. A river of people flowed past us in every direction—swirling dirndls, swinging steins, flirtatious glances exchanged as if the air itself demanded mischief.

I had clutched Lukas’ hand tighter than I meant to when we first stepped onto the fairgrounds, but the look he gave me in return—steady, amused, and maybe just a little possessive—steadied me. In my dirndl I felt both prim and indecent at once—the tight bodice pushing my breasts up, heavy and proud, my braid swinging like a schoolgirl’s but my hips outlined in the snug skirt, every sway deliberate

He looked good. He always did, but something about seeing him in traditional lederhosen, crisp white shirt rolled at the sleeves, the brass buttons straining over his chest... Tall and broad, his dark hair slicked back neatly, his jaw square and freshly shaved. The leather shorts hugged his thighs, showing off thick muscle, powerful and real. It stirred something low in me. Something carnal. I didn’t say it. I just smiled and let him lead me to the tents.

We were in Munich to lose ourselves. To indulge. We'd left Berlin behind for a weekend of beer and bratwurst—but also, if we were being honest, a weekend without boundaries. Married seven years, Lukas and I weren’t strangers to fantasy. We’d whispered them in bed after wine. Fantasies with strangers. Fantasies where I watched him with another woman. Fantasies where he watched me.

None of it real.

Not yet.

The Hofbräu tent towered over the others. Inside was madness in the best sense. Wooden benches groaned under the weight of hundreds of patrons, the brass band on the platform belting out old Bavarian drinking songs while a thousand voices shouted the lyrics back, out of tune and joyfully unapologetic. It smelled of roasted pork, spilt beer, and cinnamon sugar.

We found space near the center, pressing ourselves into a half-bench already cramped with two giggling students. Lukas motioned for beer, and within seconds a busty waitress slammed two liters in front of us, grinning, red cheeks flushed from hustle and alcohol.

“Prost,” Lukas said, clinking his mug to mine.

“Prost,” I echoed.

The beer was stronger than I expected. Warmth spread down my chest on the first swallow, settling low in my belly. I shifted on the bench, aware of how tightly the bodice of my dirndl hugged my breasts, how the white blouse beneath strained with every breath. Lukas noticed. His hand, resting casually on my thigh, squeezed just once.

A few songs later, a shadow fell across our table.

“Mind if we join you?” the man asked, American accent smooth and slow.

He was tall, tanned, with a three-day stubble and a mischievous grin. His eyes flicked between Lukas and me as though assessing, not just asking.

“Please,” Lukas said, motioning to the remaining space.

They sat across from us. The woman with him was radiant, slimmer than my voluptuous self—curly auburn hair tumbling over her shoulders, full lips painted deep red, her dress a navy blue that clung to every curve. Her dirndl was tied on the left.

Her breasts strained against the low-cut blouse, creamy curves framed by lace, the swell of her cleavage impossible to ignore. The skirt hugged her hips, promising the kind of ass that would fill a man’s palms.

“I’m Jack,” he said, extending a hand. “This is Emma.”

“Lukas,” my husband replied. “And this is Anna.”

Emma’s hand was warm in mine. Her eyes held mine a second too long. Not rude. Just… curious.

Conversation flowed quickly, beer helping loosen laughter. They were from Chicago, celebrating Emma’s birthday with a two-week tour across Europe. Her husband was in finance. She taught yoga. Both of them had that easy American confidence that made everything feel like a party.

I couldn’t help noticing how Jack looked at me when I licked foam from my lip. And I certainly noticed the way Lukas kept sneaking glances at Emma’s chest. I didn’t elbow him for it. In fact, it thrilled me.

By the third stein, the tent had turned from festive to fevered. Music blurred. Bodies pressed tighter. The laughter from our corner of the bench was louder than any other. Emma leaned toward me, her perfume dark and sweet.

“Is it always like this in Germany?” she asked, her mouth close to my ear.

“Only when the beer flows this freely,” I answered, smiling.

Her hand brushed my arm as she laughed. I didn’t pull away. Her skin was soft. She smelled like sandalwood and warm sugar.

Later, Lukas whispered in my ear, "They keep looking at you."

"I know," I said, breath catching just slightly.

He let the silence stretch.

"And you like it."

I didn’t deny it.

Emma and I went to the restroom together, weaving through the mass of drunken, dancing bodies. Once inside, the energy between us shifted. Quieter. Intimate.

We waited at the sinks, her fingers idly playing with the bow of her apron. Up close she was even more distracting—green eyes flecked with gold, lips soft and red, breasts pressing against fabric with every breath. She radiated heat, and I caught myself staring at the curve of her ass in the mirror before she caught me.

“Your husband is hot,” she said plainly, catching my eye in the mirror.

I laughed, though it came out breathier than I meant. “Yours isn’t bad either.”

“Would you let him kiss someone else?” she asked, casually, as though it were a game.

I turned my head, met her gaze. “Would you?”

Her smirk curved sharp. And then, before I could think, she leaned in.

Her mouth crashed into mine—hot, messy, sudden. I gasped, but she swallowed it, her tongue sliding against my lips until I opened for her. The taste of beer, the heat of her breath, the press of her body against mine—it hit me all at once. My hands caught her hips, not to stop her, but to hold myself steady as I kissed her back.

It wasn’t careful. It wasn’t polite. It was raw and fast and real, and when I pulled away, my lipstick was smeared and my chest was heaving like I’d run.

The stall door creaked.

Jack was standing there, frozen, a half-finished beer still dangling from his hand. His eyes locked on my lips, on Emma’s smirk, on the space we hadn’t even closed between us.

Hungry. Stunned. Shaken.

He’d seen it. He’d seen me. And there was no pretending it hadn’t just happened.

That night didn’t end at the beer tent.

We left together, all four of us. The air outside was crisp, and the streets shimmered with carnival lights. Lukas’ arm wrapped around my waist, but my thoughts were wild, tangled.

And when Jack’s fingers brushed mine as we walked—just lightly, just once—I didn’t pull away.

Something had been uncorked. And none of us were planning to stop it.

Chapter Two: Swapped Secrets

The walk from the beer tent was supposed to be simple—just four people weaving their way through the crowded, lantern-lit streets of Munich, still giddy with Oktoberfest energy. But with every step, the space between us narrowed, the energy shifted, and something thick and electric crackled in the night air.

Lukas walked ahead with Emma, and I stayed slightly behind with Jack. The street was alive with festival chaos: couples stumbling out of tents, students singing folk songs, a pair of men kissing passionately against a lamppost as if the world had vanished around them. Nobody cared. Nobody judged. And in that liberated little corner of the world, neither did we.

“I love this city,” Emma said, looping her arm through Lukas’. “People here aren’t afraid of pleasure.”

He glanced down at her, amused. “Neither are you, it seems.”

Her laugh was soft and throaty. “Maybe it’s just not the city.”

Behind them, Jack leaned toward me, his breath warm against my ear. “Do you think they’re flirting?”

I smiled. “I think they’re doing more than that.”

He brushed my hand with his fingers. Not accidental. Not innocent. I didn’t pull away.

“Is that something you like watching?” he asked, voice low, intimate.

I looked up at him. “You have no idea.”

We passed a quieter street lined with food stalls, most closed now, their lights dim. Lukas and Emma paused at a small stone wall overlooking the river. The view was romantic—cobblestones lit by golden lamps, water glinting, couples silhouetted against the rail.

Jack stood behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist. I felt the strength of his body against mine. Solid. Warm. I leaned back without thinking.

Just across from us, Emma leaned into Lukas and kissed his cheek. Slow. Deliberate. A group of drunken students stumbled past, one bumping the stone wall hard enough to jolt us, but Lukas didn’t move. He didn’t pull away. He just glanced at me, as if asking silently if this was still okay. My heart thudded. Then Jack’s lips brushed the back of my neck, and the world snapped back into heat.

“Say something,” he whispered.

“What do you want me to say?”

“That I can touch you here,” he said, sliding a hand up my thigh beneath the folds of my dirndl, fingers warm, insistent. “That your husband doesn’t mind.”

I exhaled slowly, the world tilting around me. “He doesn’t. Not tonight.”

Jack shifted closer, and I could feel the hard press of him against my hip, the undeniable truth of how much he wanted me. His hand climbed higher, grazing lace, and still I didn’t stop him. The thrill of it—the crowd, the cobblestones, the city buzzing with lights and beer and music—made every touch brighter, louder. Munich had swallowed us whole, and we were surrendering willingly.

Emma turned then, catching my eye. Her lips were swollen from kissing, a flush blooming across her cheekbones. She looked down, saw Jack’s hand hidden beneath my skirt, and her mouth curved into a wicked smile.

Then, bold as ever, she caught Lukas’ wrist and tugged his hand to her chest. She placed it there, above the neckline of her blouse, pressing until his fingers spread over the rise of her breast. His knuckles whitened. His breath hitched.

My own caught in my throat.

Jack growled low and turned me, his mouth crashing to mine—deep, hungry, like he’d been waiting since the first beer in the tent, since the very first glance across the table. His hand tangled in my braid, tugging hard enough to loosen it, strands whipping across my cheek in the cool river breeze. I barely noticed. My whole body was already unraveling beneath him.

I kissed him back with everything I had, tasting him, claiming him, hearing Lukas groan faintly from just a few feet away. Emma’s sigh followed, high and breathy, as Lukas’ thumb brushed across her nipple.

We were all watching each other now. No more pretending.

People passed us—tourists laughing, locals carrying fresh steins—but we were inside our own storm. Four people bound by hunger and trust, tangled in stolen glances, stolen breaths, stolen heat. Not yet undressed. But already undone.

We didn’t need a bed for things to begin.

Just permission.

And we’d already given it.

I looked at Lukas, half-expecting a flicker of jealousy in his face. But there wasn’t any. His eyes were steady, dark, hungry—not just for Emma pressed against him, but for me, watching. When Jack kissed me harder, Lukas groaned, not with pain, but with want. Want for her, yes. But also for what it did to me. For what I was letting him see.

And Jack… he didn’t avoid Lukas’ gaze either. More than once, I caught them staring at each other—Jack’s hand buried under my skirt while his eyes locked on my husband’s. It wasn’t territorial. It wasn’t possessive. It was something else entirely. Like he wanted Lukas to watch him want me. Like he wanted us all tangled in this together.

Emma leaned closer into Lukas, her lips parted, her chest lifting as his hand pressed against her blouse. She didn’t pull away. She guided him, bold, like she wanted me to see it. Her eyes flicked to mine, daring, wicked—and I understood. She liked that I was watching. She liked that I was smiling back.

I thought of every whispered fantasy we’d joked about before as a couple, and suddenly none of it seemed like jokes anymore. Emma wanted this. Jack wanted this. Lukas wanted this.

And me?

I wanted all of it.


Chapter Three: Midnight Heat on Cobblestones

Munich’s night air wrapped around us like silk—cool, scented with beer and roasted almonds, tinged with danger. We didn’t walk like two couples anymore. We walked like something else. Tangled. Electrified. On the edge of something primal.

The cobbled streets gleamed under the lamplight as Lukas and Emma drifted slightly ahead of Jack and me, hips brushing, laughter lowered. I didn’t need to hear the words to know they were full of flirtation. Emma’s laugh had changed—breathier, throatier. And my husband? He looked taller. Bolder. That familiar glint in his eyes meant he was flirting back.

Behind them, Jack’s hand found my lower back again. This time, he didn’t pull away.

“You like watching them?” he murmured, his voice dark silk.

I didn’t answer. I didn’t need to. The way I leaned back into his touch was answer enough.

We turned a corner into a quieter lane, the bustle of Oktoberfest giving way to dim shopfronts and shuttered cafes. Lukas stopped beneath a streetlamp. Emma reached up and adjusted his collar like a wife would, but slower, more sensual. Her fingers lingered.

Lukas’s eyes flicked to mine across the space. And held.

“Do you like when I touch your husband?” Emma asked, never looking away from him.

“Yes,” I whispered.

Jack stepped in behind me, lips brushing my ear. “And do you like knowing he’s watching me touch you?”

His hands slid forward around my waist, bold now, fingertips teasing beneath the edge of my blouse. My breath caught. His lips touched the back of my neck.

I watched Lukas' jaw tighten—hungry, but not possessive. He wanted this.

Emma pressed against him more closely now. Her hand ran down his chest, her fingers slipping beneath the hem of his shirt.

“You’re hard,” I overheard her murmur.

He nodded, quick, guilty and proud all at once.
The sight made my stomach clench, my thighs press together.

Jack kissed below my ear. “Are you wet?”

“Yes,” I breathed. “Since the beer tent.”

Jack turned me toward him and kissed me—hot and hungry this time, not gentle like before. The kind of kiss you feel between your thighs. His hands explored my back, my hips, my ass.

I moaned, but my eyes stayed on Lukas.

Emma had her arms around his neck, swaying her hips against him slowly, suggestively. They kissed beneath the streetlamp like teenagers, lost in it—her body molded to his. His hands clutched her waist, then slid down to her thighs.

Jack’s hand dipped beneath my skirt. My legs parted without thought.

“You want him to watch me touch you like this?” Jack growled.

“Yes.”

My voice cracked from how badly I meant it.

Lukas met my gaze again—his lips parted, his hand slipping beneath the back of Emma’s dress.

He wanted me to see him like this.

I wanted to burn it into memory.

Emma’s moans floated through the still night, wet and wicked. Lukas gripped the edge of the stone railing behind him, letting her grind on him in slow circles. It wasn’t just about lust. It was about trust. Exhibition. Permission.

I felt Jack’s fingers slide between my thighs and I gasped, clutching his coat. We could’ve been caught. We could’ve been seen. And that just made it hotter.

We weren’t two couples anymore.

We were each other's.

And when we finally walked up those apartment stairs, we knew we wouldn’t be trading back until morning.

Chapter Four: Whispered Confessions

The hallway to our apartment was dimly lit, scented faintly of clove and clean wood. Emma walked ahead, heels clicking lightly on the floorboards, her hand still looped casually in Lukas’ arm. I followed with Jack, fingers brushing, our breath still heavy from the street.

Inside, the apartment was cozy but stylish—bohemian touches mixed with clean lines. Soft amber lights glowed from sconces on the walls, and the windows were open just enough to let in the night air and the distant hum of the festival.

“Nice place,” Jack said, sliding off his jacket. “Very... German sexy.”

Lukas chuckled. “You haven’t seen the bedroom yet.”

That earned a look from Emma—and from me.

We all knew where this was heading, but no one wanted to rush. The tease was part of the pleasure.

“Come,” I said. “Let us give you the quick tour.”

We led the way—through the small but open kitchen, the curved hallway leading to the bedroom, then back to the lounge. The bedroom door was left half open, on purpose.

Jack lingered near a vintage bar cart and poured two glasses of bourbon.

Lukas slid the balcony door open, letting in the cool breeze. He lit a cigarette with ease, offering one to Jack. The American took it with a smirk.

“I thought Germans were more beer than bourbon,” Jack said.

“We’re flexible,” Lukas replied, exhaling a slow cloud.

They stood near the railing, glasses in hand, smoke curling above their heads.

“She’s sexy,” Jack said, nodding toward the kitchen where Emma and I were laughing over a cheese plate.

Lukas smirked. “Yours too. That dress... the way she walks. She knows exactly what she’s doing.”

“Emma loves attention,” Jack admitted. “Especially when it’s shared.”

Lukas raised a brow. “Meaning?”

Jack took a sip. “Meaning, she likes being watched. Likes me watching her get taken care of. That kind of attention.”

Lukas exhaled, then said it without hesitation. “So do I. When she lets go? God, she drives me insane. And I want to see every second of it.”

Jack looked him over. “You ever watched her with someone else?”

“Not fully,” Lukas said, voice steady. “Not yet. But I want to. I want her to lose herself while I enjoy the view.”

“You’ll get your chance tonight,” Jack said, low and certain.

—-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

In the kitchen, we moved with casual confidence—heels off, skirts still clinging. Emma leaned against the counter, swirling white wine in her glass while I opened a fresh bottle.

“Lukas is... impressive,” Emma said, voice soft but sultry.

I turned my head. “You mean in the tent? Or when I wasn’t looking?”

Emma laughed. “Both.”

I poured the wine. “He’s intense. Always in control. But the right woman can pull it out of him. The need.”

Emma sipped. “He likes watching, doesn’t he?”

I nodded slowly. “He loves knowing someone else finds me irresistible. Especially if it’s real.”

Emma’s gaze lingered on the hallway leading to the bedroom. “Jack’s the same. He’ll act relaxed, but when he sees me getting touched, devoured, claimed? He gets so hard I can feel it through his jeans.”

I laughed now, breathless. “God, that’s so hot.”

Emma moved closer, wineglass in hand. “Tonight’s not just about permission. It’s about performance.”

“Exactly,” I said. “We want them to see what we’re capable of.”

We clinked glasses, eyes locked.

In the other room, I knew the men were watching us through the half-glass pane between kitchen and balcony.

And they were already hard just imagining what came next.

Chapter Five: Games of Glance and Skin

The living room pulsed with quiet tension. Not the awkward kind—no, this was the delicious, slow-burning kind. The kind that heats you from the inside, pooling low and deep. Four glasses sat on the coffee table, half-full with wine and bourbon, condensation beading along the sides like sweat.

We were all seated now. The boys on the couch—Jack at one end, Lukas at the other. Emma and I sat cross-legged on the thick carpet, a bottle of wine between us, our dresses hiked higher than modesty allowed. Lukas’ shirt was unbuttoned halfway. Emma’s bodice had been loosened “to breathe,” she claimed, though no one believed her. We didn’t need to.

The music had changed—low and sultry, jazz guitar humming from the speakers.

“I feel like we’re all trying not to start something,” Emma said, swirling her wine. Her leg brushed mine, bare and warm.

“That’s because it’s more fun to tease,” I replied, grinning.

Jack let out a low chuckle. “You two are trouble.”

Emma tilted her head. “You have no idea.”

“I think we should play something,” Lukas said. He leaned forward, setting his drink down with purpose. “Something... revealing.”

“Like?” I asked, already knowing where this was headed.

“Truth or dare,” Jack said. “But grown-up. No skipping questions. No soft dares.”

Emma raised a brow. “And what happens if someone refuses?”

“Then they lose a piece of clothing,” Lukas answered. His voice was calm, but the fire behind his eyes told a different story.

I looked at Jack. “You in?”

He smirked. “Only if we start with you.”

I laughed. “Of course.”

Emma passed the bottle to me, like it was a sacred torch.

I took a sip, heart racing, then looked directly at her. “Emma. Truth or dare?”

She bit her bottom lip, smiling. “Truth.”

I leaned in. “What’s the dirtiest thing you’ve ever whispered to Jack while in public?”

Emma’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t flinch. “I once told him I wasn’t wearing panties under my dress at a dinner with his boss.”

Jack’s laugh was low and dangerous. “I still think about that night.”

“Your turn,” she said, turning to Jack. “Truth or dare?”

Jack exhaled, slow and confident. “Dare.”

Emma smiled wickedly. “Unzip Anna’s dress halfway. With your teeth.”

The room held its breath.

I looked at Lukas. He raised his glass slightly, giving his silent approval.

Jack moved toward me, hands behind his back like a gentleman. His mouth was at my shoulder now, warm breath sending shivers down my spine. I felt the gentle scrape of his teeth as he caught the zipper pull and dragged it down—inch by slow, hot inch.

The sound of it was obscene in the quiet room.

My dress slipped down just enough to expose the top of my breasts, the swell soft and flushed. I felt eyes on me. All of them.

When Jack sat back, I didn’t pull the fabric up.

No one wanted me to.

Emma’s breathing had changed.

“Lukas,” I said. “Truth or dare?”

He met my gaze with fire. “Dare.”

“Then kiss Emma,” I said. “Like you’ve already fucked her.”

Emma made a soft sound, somewhere between a gasp and a moan.

Lukas stood. Walked slowly. Stopped in front of her.

She looked up at him, lips parted, and then he sank to his knees and pulled her toward him. Their kiss started slow, but quickly burned. Her fingers threaded into his hair. His hands gripped her hips. Her legs parted to straddle his thighs.

Jack was watching. I was watching. And we were both aroused as hell.

The room didn’t feel like a game anymore.

It felt like the prelude to something we couldn’t stop.

And didn’t want to.


Chapter Six: Layers Unwrapped

Emma was still straddling Lukas’ lap, flushed and breathless, her lipstick slightly smudged from the kiss he’d just given her. She didn’t care. None of us did. The air in the room was thick—fragrant with wine, tension, and arousal. No one said a word for a beat too long.

Then Jack leaned forward, resting his forearms on his thighs. “I think it’s your turn, Anna.”

My heart fluttered, a thrill running up my spine. I didn’t break eye contact. “Truth or dare?”

He smirked. “Still playing brave. Dare.”

I tilted my head, pretending to think. “Touch me. Under the dress. But only for ten seconds.”

Jack’s jaw tightened slightly. “You’re going to make me count?”

I nodded.

He moved slowly, crawling closer, not like a man rushing through a dare, but like he wanted to savor every moment of it. His hand slid under the loose fabric of my skirt. I was already warm and slick—there was no hiding it. His fingers grazed the edge of my panties, teasing.

“One…” I whispered.

He dipped one finger beneath the fabric.

“Two…”

The pad of his finger brushed my most sensitive spot, and I gasped.

“Three… Four…”

He circled—once, twice.

“Five… oh God… Six…”

Jack’s other hand came to my waist to steady me.

“Seven…”

His finger dipped lower. A little more pressure.

“Eight…”

I arched into him without meaning to.

“Nine…”

He leaned close, his lips brushing my ear.

“Ten.”

And just like that, he pulled away.

My whole body throbbed.

“Your turn,” I said breathlessly, turning to Emma. “Truth or dare?”

She licked her lips. “Dare.”

Lukas’s hands still rested on her thighs, and he raised an eyebrow, curious.

“Take off your panties,” I said. “And let Lukas hold them until the game ends.”

Emma smiled wickedly. “Gladly.”

She stood slowly, turned so her back was to us, and reached beneath her skirt. Her hips swayed as she worked the fabric down. We all watched. The delicate black lace slid past her thighs and over her knees. She stepped out of them, barefoot and brazen.

Lukas extended his hand.

She dropped them into his palm.

He closed his fingers around the soft fabric like it was a secret.

“You okay holding onto those?” Jack asked with a grin.

Lukas just smiled. “I’ll survive.”

“Emma,” Jack said, sitting back now, his turn. “Truth or dare?”

She walked over to him and placed a knee between his legs. “Dare.”

He looked thoughtful. Then: “Let me taste you. Just a little. While they watch.”

Emma exhaled hard through her nose, then nodded. She didn’t hesitate.

Jack took her hand and guided her gently down, lying her back across the thick carpet. Her skirt bunched up around her hips.

He lowered between her legs, slow and reverent, kissing the inside of her thigh. Then higher. She moaned before he even reached her.

I leaned into Lukas, my dress still gaping open, and whispered, “Are you hard?”

His hand came to my thigh.

“Like iron,” he growled.

Emma gasped. Jack’s tongue had found her now.

My hand slid over Lukas’ lap, feeling him through his pants. Thick. Hot. The hardness made my pulse stutter, made me press down harder just to feel the shape of him.

“This game is wicked,” I whispered, the words trembling against his jaw.

His breath caught, low and rough in my ear. One of his hands tightened on my thigh, anchoring me in place while the other slid just beneath the hem of my dress. The brush of his knuckles against my bare skin made me shiver.

“Then let’s keep playing,” he murmured, his lips grazing the shell of my ear. “Let’s see how far you’ll take it before someone notices.”

The dare in his tone sent heat racing between my legs. I pressed my palm more firmly against him, teasing the length of him through the fabric. He groaned, soft but unmistakable, and the sound made me ache.

I bit my lip, my voice barely audible. “Then don’t stop me.”


Chapter Seven: Permission in Whispers

The air was fever-hot, though the windows stood open wide. Emma’s soft moans filled the room, Jack’s head buried between her thighs, her skirt pushed high enough for all of us to see. Her hand gripped the carpet, her chest heaving, while Lukas’ knuckles whitened around the panties she had given him.

I leaned against him, my body trembling with need. His erection pressed firm against my thigh, straining, demanding release. But still, neither of us moved to end the game. We were holding back—for now.

“You’re watching him eat her,” I whispered into Lukas’ ear. My lips brushed his skin as I spoke. “Do you like that?”

His breath hitched, sharp. “I like watching you watch. I like how wet it makes you.”

I smiled against his jaw. “Touch me, then. Feel how wet I am.”

His hand slid between my thighs, under the loosened fabric of my dress. His fingers pressed against me through the damp lace. I gasped. Jack’s rhythm against Emma grew faster, and her cries filled the space.

“She’s close,” Lukas murmured, voice low and dark. “Do you hear her? He’s making her come right in front of us.”

“Yes,” I panted. “And you’re going to let me do the same.”

His gaze snapped to mine, fire and hunger blazing. “With him?”

“With him,” I said, firm and needy.

For a heartbeat, we just stared at each other. No fear. No hesitation. Only fire.

“Say it, Anna,” Lukas commanded. “Say you want it.”

“I want him to fuck me while you watch,” I whispered. “I want you to see me lose control. And I want to see you take her at the same time.”

A groan tore from Lukas’ chest, deep and raw. His fingers slid beneath the lace, sinking into me, slick and ready. I cried out, clutching his arm.

Emma climaxed then—body arching, thighs squeezing around Jack’s face as she moaned, wild and unashamed. Jack pulled back, lips shining, his grin shameless.

The room fell quiet but for our breathing.

Emma lay sprawled, glowing, her dress tangled around her waist. Jack sat back on his heels, watching us.

Lukas’ mouth was at my ear again. “You have my permission, liebling. Let him have you. Let me watch you fall apart.”

I trembled. “And you’ll take her?”

“Yes. Tonight she’ll be mine, while he makes you his. And we’ll watch each other lose our minds.”

The heat between us was unbearable now. My panties clung to me, drenched. Lukas’ cock strained against his pants, begging to be freed.

Emma sat up slowly, catching Lukas’ eye. Her lips parted in a wicked smile. “I think it’s time we stop teasing.”

Jack looked at me, then at Lukas, then back at me. His voice was steady, rough with desire. “Do we have permission?”

I licked my lips, staring at my husband as I answered.

“Yes,” I breathed. “We all do.”


Chapter Eight: The Last Tease

The four of us hadn’t moved far from our spots, but the air had shifted entirely. Emma’s skin still glowed from her climax, her legs draped lazily across the carpet. Jack’s grin was wicked as he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Lukas’ chest rose and fell steadily, but his grip on the panties in his palm betrayed his hunger. And me—I sat on the edge of the couch, half-zipped dress falling from my shoulders, wet and aching.

We could’ve given in right then. But none of us wanted to. Not yet. The delay was delicious, like holding a piece of chocolate on your tongue without biting. Every second stretched tighter, hotter.

“I think we need one more round,” Emma said suddenly, her voice husky. “One more game before the real thing.”

Lukas smirked. “You want to play?”

“I want to tease,” she corrected.

Jack leaned back, arms spread over the couch. “Then make the rules.”

Emma sat up, smoothing her skirt even though we’d all already seen what was underneath—or not underneath. “Strip dare,” she declared. “Whoever fails the dare loses something. Clothes first. Inhibitions after.”

My heart skipped. The men exchanged a look, and neither of them objected.

Emma turned to me. “Anna, truth or dare?”

I laughed softly. “Dare.”

Her smile was wicked. “Take off your panties and give them to Jack. Do it slow.”

The room spun for a second, heat flooding my cheeks. But I didn’t hesitate. I stood, turned my back to them, and reached under my skirt. The lace slid down my thighs, clinging slightly to the wetness there. One heel caught in the fabric and I wobbled, laughing under my breath as I stepped free.

Then I turned, holding the fabric in one hand. Jack’s eyes darkened as I crossed to him. I leaned forward, set them in his palm, and whispered, “Don’t lose them.”

His fingers closed around them like treasure.

Lukas’ gaze burned into me, but when I looked at him, he nodded. Proud. Possessive. Turned on beyond measure.

“Jack,” Lukas said evenly, his voice low. “Truth or dare?”

Jack’s smirk widened. “Dare.”

“Undress Emma,” Lukas said. “Piece by piece. But let Anna tell you how fast.”

My breath caught. Emma lay back, her chest rising in anticipation. Jack’s hands slid to her bodice, teasing the laces. He looked at me. “How fast?”

“Slow,” I said. “Agonizingly slow.”

He obeyed. The knots loosened, the fabric easing open. Inch by inch, her breasts came into view, soft curves spilling free. Emma sighed, arching into it. I made him pause. “Now her skirt.”

Jack tugged gently, sliding it over her hips, down her thighs, leaving her nearly bare on the carpet. She didn’t cover herself. She spread her legs instead, daring us all to look.

“Beautiful,” Lukas murmured, his voice ragged.

My pulse pounded. The sight of my husband staring at another woman like that should have stung. But it didn’t. It lit me on fire.

Emma laughed breathlessly. “Your turn, Lukas. Truth or dare?”

“Dare.”

“Kiss Anna,” Emma said. “Everywhere but her lips. For thirty seconds.”

Lukas’ eyes locked on mine. My whole body trembled.

He stood, crossing the space slowly, deliberately. When he reached me, he didn’t rush. His mouth brushed my throat. My collarbone. Lower, over the swell of my breasts, exposed by my fallen dress. I shivered as the cool draft from the open window kissed my damp skin just after his lips left it, the contrast almost unbearable. He trailed lower still, across my stomach, each kiss dragging fire through me.

By the time thirty seconds had passed, my body was begging for more.

“Enough games,” Jack growled, his voice thick with lust. “If we wait any longer, I’m going to take her right here.”

The room fell into a heavy silence. Four bodies straining, four hearts racing. The games had done their job—they’d stripped us bare in every way but literal.

It was time.

But first—we lingered one last second in that unbearable, perfect heat.


Chapter Nine: Eyes That Wander

The living room was no longer just a space with furniture and wine glasses—it had become a stage, a place where every breath, every glance, carried the weight of forbidden promise. The air was heavy, warm, charged. None of us wanted to break it. None of us wanted to rush. The tease was sweeter than anything we’d ever known.

Jack moved first, his hand firm at my waist as he pulled me onto his lap. The suddenness of it stole a small gasp from me, but the way he looked at me—hungry, determined—made my pulse stutter. His mouth was on mine before I could think, his kiss deep and intoxicating, his tongue sweeping into me like he was claiming me all over again. His hands spread wide over my hips, sliding up my back, pressing me down harder onto the solid bulge beneath his jeans. I whimpered into him, clutching at his shirt, the familiar taste of him mixing with the sharpness of wine still lingering on our tongues.

But as consuming as it was, my eyes weren’t on Jack. My gaze lifted, drawn irresistibly across the room.

Lukas had Emma pressed against the wall, his broad shoulders caging her in. One hand tangled in her hair, tugging just enough to make her lips part, the other gripping her thigh, hiking her leg higher against his hip. Their mouths crashed together, hot and messy, tongues colliding in kisses that were more need than grace. Emma moaned into him, her fingers fisting his shirt, pulling him closer, desperate. Watching my husband kiss another woman with that kind of raw hunger sent a shiver spiraling through me, even as Jack devoured me.

Jack pulled back just long enough to breathe against my lips. His voice was low, ragged. “You’re watching them, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I whispered, my eyes glued to Lukas’ mouth moving hungrily over Emma’s.

Jack groaned, dragging his teeth down my throat, biting lightly at the curve of my shoulder. “Good,” he growled. “Because I can’t stop watching them either.”

I moaned, my hips shifting against him, grinding slowly on his lap. He kissed me again, deeper, wetter, one hand cupping my breast now, thumb teasing the peak until I gasped. The bodice of my dress slid lower, the fabric loosening, baring me further. I didn’t cover myself. I wanted them to see.

Across the room, Lukas’ kisses trailed from Emma’s lips down to her throat. She tilted her head back, exposing herself, her lips parted in a moan that carried across the room. The sound of it made my body jolt. His hand slid higher up her thigh, just beneath her skirt, and even though nothing more happened, the implication was enough to make my chest ache with heat.

Jack kissed me harder, rougher, but between his kisses I opened my eyes. Lukas was looking back at me now, even as Emma clung to him, his mouth still marking her throat. His eyes locked with mine, burning, hungry. The connection was electric, more intimate than the lips pressed against us.

Emma gasped, pulling back for air, her lips swollen, her eyes glazed. She glanced at me, then at Jack, and then back to Lukas. Her voice came out as a husky whisper, but the word cut through the air like a blade.

“Switch.”

The world seemed to still. My body went rigid in Jack’s arms, my heart thundering in my chest. Lukas froze too, his hands still gripping Emma, his eyes never leaving mine. We all knew this was the moment. The line. The point of no return.

Jack’s hands lingered on my body a moment longer before he eased me off his lap, setting me gently on the cushion beside him. Lukas released Emma slowly, her chest heaving as she smoothed her hair back, her lips parted with anticipation. The room vibrated with silence, the only sound our breathing, ragged and wanting.

I stood, my legs trembling—not with fear, but with anticipation that felt sharp, delicious. Emma moved toward Jack, her smile wicked, her eyes glowing. Lukas crossed the room toward me, slow, steady, each step heavier than the last.

For a heartbeat we just stared at each other—two people who had shared a life, now sharing this unspoken permission. The last barrier shattered silently between us.

Lukas cupped my face with both hands, his palms warm and familiar, but his kiss was not the kiss I knew. It wasn’t soft, wasn’t patient. It was hungry, reckless, deep. His mouth crashed onto mine, his tongue claiming me in a way that stole my breath. My body melted against him instantly, surrendering, clutching at his shirt as if he was the only thing holding me upright. His lips tasted of Emma, of heat, of everything I wasn’t supposed to want—and yet it was everything I craved.

Behind us, Emma’s laugh broke into a moan as Jack pulled her into his lap. The wet sounds of their kiss filled the room, mirroring ours. I could hear the gasp she made when his hand cupped her breast, the soft whimper when he kissed her deeper. And it only made me kiss Lukas harder.

His mouth devoured me, but he slowed it suddenly, pulling back just enough to tease, to brush his lips over mine without giving me more. His breath was hot against my mouth. “Do you like this, Anna?” he whispered.

“Yes,” I gasped. “God, yes.”

“Say it louder.” His thumb traced my jaw, his eyes burning into mine.

“I like kissing you,” I whispered, then bolder, “I love kissing you while he kisses her.”

Lukas groaned low, pulling me back into him, our mouths colliding again. The kiss was slower now, but deeper, our tongues tangling, our bodies pressed flush. My nipples brushed his chest through the thin fabric, and it made me shudder.

On the couch, Jack kissed Emma with the same urgency, his hand tangled in her hair, pulling her head back to kiss down her throat. She moaned loudly, arching into him, her skirt riding high on her thighs. He kissed her like I had always imagined he could kiss another woman—bold, unapologetic, greedy. Watching it while Lukas kissed me made my body hum with impossible need.

The four of us were tangled in our own partners’ arms now—but with every kiss, every gasp, every moan, the heat grew between us. We weren’t just making out with them. We were making out with each other, through them.

Slow. Sensual. Relentless.

And though there was no sex yet, the room felt like it was burning down around us.


Chapter Ten: Slow Burn

The silence after the word switch lingered like smoke, curling through the room and sinking into our skin. My chest rose and fell as if I’d just run miles, though all I’d done was kiss my husband. Kiss him while watching my husband kiss another woman. And now, here I was, standing inches from Jack’s best friend, my husband, my anchor—and about to surrender my lips to someone else.

Lukas’ hands cupped my face again, but this time his touch was slower, reverent. He leaned down, brushing his lips over mine once, then pulling back just enough that I could feel his breath. The tease made me shiver. His eyes searched mine, not for hesitation, but for permission. I gave it with the way I tilted up to him, the way I parted my lips just enough.

Then he kissed me—slow, deep, the kind of kiss that sank right to the marrow. His tongue teased mine, not rushing, but savoring. He kissed like he was learning me for the first time, mapping me, piece by piece. My body melted against his chest, my fingers fisting the front of his shirt. His heat seeped into me until I couldn’t tell where I ended and he began.

Behind us, Emma’s soft laugh turned into a moan. Jack had her in his lap, her skirt bunched around her thighs, his hands roaming up her back as he kissed her mouth open. I could hear the wet sound of their tongues meeting, the sigh she gave when he dragged his lips down her throat. The sound fanned the fire licking at my skin.

Lukas’ kiss deepened, his tongue sliding slower, his lips pressing firmer. One of his hands left my face and slid down my side, tracing the curve of my waist, resting on my hip. He pulled me closer, pressing me against the hard line of his body. My breath caught, but I didn’t pull away. I wanted to feel him there, wanted him to know how much the kiss was undoing me.

Jack’s groan rolled across the room, deep and rough, followed by Emma’s sharp gasp. My eyes flicked open in time to see him tug her bodice down, her breasts spilling free. Pale, flushed, her nipples were hard peaks already begging for a mouth. Jack bent his head and sucked one between his lips, hard, his tongue circling greedy. Emma cried out, arching into him, clutching his hair, her hips grinding down over the thick ridge of his cock beneath his trousers.

The sight made me whimper against Lukas’ mouth. He growled into the kiss, then dragged his lips to my ear, his breath hot. “You like watching them, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped, trembling. It was shameless.

His hand slid down and gripped my ass, rough, yanking me tighter against the hard bulge between his legs. I felt the thick shape of him pressed exactly where I ached, the heat of it burning through thin fabric. He held me there, made me grind against him like a desperate slut, his voice low and taunting: “Soak me. Rub that pretty pussy on my cock until it’s dripping.”

I obeyed, rolling my hips, my thighs trembling. The friction was sharp, dirty, maddening.

Every kiss, every lick of his tongue against my throat was deliberate torture. Slow. Filthy.

Emma’s moans rose higher, broken little sounds that made me squeeze tighter around Lukas. Jack had her bouncing on his lap now, grinding down hard. Her tits shook with every push of her hips, his mouth devouring one nipple, then the other, wet and obscene.

Then Emma’s eyes opened—and locked on mine. Her lips were swollen, wet, her chest glistening with Jack’s spit. Her smile was wicked, knowing. She wanted me to see it. Wanted me to know my husband’s cock was the one she was grinding herself raw on.

I nearly came just from that.

Lukas’ hand yanked my bodice lower, baring my breasts. He groaned when he saw them, eyes going dark, before latching onto a nipple. He sucked hard, his teeth scraping, making me cry out. My back arched, my clit grinding against the thick ridge in his pants, desperate for more.

“Good girl,” he rasped against my breast, his hand sliding lower—lower—until his fingers slipped under my dress, under my panties. His knuckles pressed against my slick folds, testing, teasing. I gasped, clutching at his hair.

Across the room, Emma was doing the same. She rolled her hips harder, chasing friction, her head thrown back as Jack’s mouth left her tits soaked, her moans breaking as she ground herself on his cock through the fabric. Jack cursed under his breath, his knuckles white on her hips, holding her down, forcing her to feel all of him.

I couldn’t look away. None of us could. We weren’t just kissing, or touching, or grinding—we were fucking each other with our eyes.

It was obscene. Shameless. My pussy throbbed under Lukas’ fingers, slick and needy, his lips biting down on my breast like he owned me.

Still not inside. Still not skin to skin. Still just teasing.

But it was the dirtiest thing I’d ever done.

And I was seconds from breaking.


Chapter Eleven: Slowly Unwrapped

The room pulsed with heat, thick and heavy like we were breathing each other’s sweat. Our lips were swollen, our breaths ragged, every nerve strung tight from too much teasing. Grinding. Kissing. Hands everywhere. But no one had crossed the line.

Not yet.

And the not yet was what made it unbearable.

Jack had Emma straddling him, her tits spilling out of her bodice, his mouth glued to the soft curve of her throat. She rolled her hips against his cock through the fabric, slow, dirty, dragging it out just to make him groan. Her moans filled the air, broken and shameless, her head tipped back so her hair spilled wild down her shoulders.

Lukas had me pinned to the wall, kissing down my neck, biting along my collarbone, holding me like I might run if he let go. My bodice was half-off already, my breasts bared to the cool air, nipples hard and aching for his mouth.

Still it was only kisses. Only touches. Only torment.

Emma broke first. Her voice cracked out between gasps. “Let’s take it further… just a little.”

Jack growled like an animal. “Take it off for me.”

Emma’s hands trembled as she shoved her bodice the rest of the way down. Her tits bounced free, flushed and stiff, nipples peaked tight. Jack groaned, squeezing them in both hands, kneading rough, dragging his mouth over one with a hungry suck that made her scream.

The sight ripped a moan from me. Lukas crushed his mouth to mine, tongue deep, his cock grinding hard into my stomach.

Then he pulled back, eyes black with want. “Do you want me to?”

“Yes,” I panted. “Undress me.”

His hands were mercilessly slow. My sleeves slid off first, then he tugged the bodice down until it pooled useless at my waist, leaving me bare from the waist up. His gaze devoured me before he bent and sucked my nipples one by one, slow, hard pulls that made my knees shake.

Across the room, Emma pushed Jack’s shirt open button by button, her nails raking his chest as she bared him. She licked down his sternum, slow and filthy, until his head dropped back with a guttural groan.

Lukas’ hands slid down, gathering the skirt of my dress. He dragged it inch by inch over my thighs, slow enough to make me whimper. He kissed me, hot and claiming, before ripping it past my hips and down. The fabric crumpled at my feet. I stood in nothing but my panties, trembling and wet.

“Beautiful,” he rasped, his thumb stroking the dip of my hipbone. “So fucking beautiful.”

Jack’s groan cut the air. Emma was on her knees, unbuckling his belt like she was worshipping him, sliding the leather free, then yanking his trousers down inch by inch. She looked up at him with a wicked smile as she bared him to his briefs. His cock strained against the thin fabric, hard and obvious. She smoothed her hands over his thighs before crawling back into his lap, kissing him like she wanted to eat him alive.

Lukas caught my waist. “Your turn,” he muttered. “Undress me.”

My fingers shook as I unbuttoned his shirt. One button. Then another. I peeled it back slowly, savoring every new inch of skin—the carved chest, the hard stomach. When I finally shoved it off his shoulders, he let it drop to the floor. My hands roamed, greedy, testing him. I bent and licked his chest, slow, tasting the salt of his skin, lingering at his heartbeat until he growled and yanked my hair, holding me close.

When I looked up, his eyes were molten.

Emma was almost naked now. Her skirt gone, her panties damp and glistening in the low light. Jack had both hands on her ass, grinding her down onto his lap, kissing her deep and wet while she moaned like she was already halfway gone.

We were all stripped down to bare skin and underwear. Every piece of fabric that fell felt like another wall crashing down. The room reeked of wine, sweat, and raw lust.

It was still only making out. Still only undressing.

But our clothes weren’t the only things gone. The last of the hesitation, the last excuses, the last doubt—we’d stripped that too.

Now we weren’t just playing anymore.

We were giving ourselves up, inch by filthy inch, to be fucked.

Chapter Twelve: Stripped by Another

The air was thick enough to choke on — hot, wet, heavy with spit and sweat and lust. Our clothes were almost gone, our lips swollen, our skin sticky from grinding. We’d dragged it out to the edge, but Emma shattered the silence with a breathless whisper.

“Let’s finish what we started… just not with our own.”

The words hit like a spark in dry tinder. No one flinched. No one argued. We all knew exactly what she meant.

Jack’s eyes locked on me. Lukas’ mouth left mine, wet and swollen, his gaze shifting to Emma. The switch was silent, inevitable.

Jack rose and came to me slow, cock tenting his boxers, eyes black with hunger. “May I?” he asked, voice steady, too steady.

“Yes,” I breathed.

His hands skimmed my hips, then caught the thin band of my panties. He kissed me first, hard, sealing it. Then he sank lower, tugging the fabric down inch by inch. My thighs shook as the cool air hit soaked skin. He knelt between my legs, sliding the panties over my ankles, holding them up like a prize before dropping them on the chair.

I was naked now. Completely bare, trembling, flushed. His mouth found mine again, his cock grinding hard against my stomach through his last layer.

Across the room, Lukas mirrored him. Emma leaned back against the couch, legs spread, her panties already dark with wet. Lukas’ big hands clamped on her thighs, spreading her wider. He kissed the inside of one, then the other, before hooking his fingers in her panties and yanking them down. She gasped, shuddered, bare and glistening for him. He smirked, pocketed the panties like a trophy, then stood and kissed her rough, pinning her to the cushions.

Emma moaned into his mouth, her tits mashed against his chest, his hand already kneading one like he owned it.

Jack groaned into my mouth, the sound rough and guttural, his hands sliding down to grab my ass. He hauled me against him, grinding me flush to the thick outline of his cock. My pussy was soaked, and I felt it smear wet heat through the thin cotton of his briefs.

I slipped my fingers under his waistband, dragging slow, teasing him with every inch. His abs clenched under my touch. When I finally shoved the fabric down, his cock sprang free, thick and heavy, slapping against his stomach. I couldn’t stop staring. The head was flushed dark, slick already. I wrapped my hand around him, squeezed, stroked once… twice… slow enough to make him groan like he was choking on it. His hips jerked into my fist, desperate, his breath hot against my mouth.

Across the room, Emma was on her knees in front of Lukas, shoving his trousers down with both hands. She peeled his boxers away slow, kissing every new strip of skin she revealed. She dragged her mouth along his hipbone, her tongue dipping low, close enough to make him twitch. He groaned, fisting a hand in her hair, but she only smirked up at him, wicked, before yanking his briefs all the way down. His cock sprang out, thick and hard, and she gazed at it like she’d been starving.

For a second I thought she might swallow him right there — but instead she rose, pressing her naked body full-length against his. Her tits crushed against his chest, her pussy grinding slick and bare against his thigh. She moaned shamelessly at the friction, her nails digging into his back as she rubbed herself on him like she couldn’t wait another second.

Now we were all naked. Four bodies glistening in the dim light, swapped and tangled.

Jack kissed me deeper, his tongue fucking my mouth as his cock pressed hot and hard against my belly. My nipples grazed his chest, aching, sensitive. I spread my thighs, dragging myself against him, desperate for more.

Across the room, Lukas had Emma pinned to the couch, grinding his cock against her bare slit. She was already moaning, hips rocking, tits bouncing in his hands as he sucked her neck.

It was filthy. It was raw. It was fucking perfect.

We weren’t inside each other yet. Not quite. But with cocks out and panties gone, there was no more pretending. The teasing had teeth now. Every grind, every gasp, every moan was sharper because we were watching it happen with someone else.

We’d stripped the last barrier away.

And the way Jack’s cock throbbed in my hand, the way Lukas shoved Emma open for him — someone was about to snap. Someone was going to beg.

And when it happened, none of us would stop.

Chapter Thirteen: Mouths That Wander

The room reeked of wine, sweat, and raw want. Skin slick, lips swollen, the four of us sprawled naked and restless. There were no more rules, no more polite pauses—only stares and mouths daring us to go further.

Jack’s kiss still burned on my lips when he pushed me deeper into the couch. His hands locked around my thighs like he was staking a claim, sliding higher, spreading me. The reverence from before was gone—this was hunger, sharp and filthy.

Across the room, Emma ground herself down against Lukas’ stomach, her tits bouncing as she devoured his mouth. She kissed like she wanted to eat the sound right out of him, hips rolling in slow, punishing circles.

Jack pulled back just enough to look me in the eye, his face flushed, his breath ragged. “Can I taste you?”

My throat closed, heat flooding me. I didn’t waste words. I dragged him into another kiss, open and wet, letting him feel the answer on my tongue.

Then his mouth went south—my throat, my chest, my stomach—each mark a brand, each suck a claim. When he reached my hip, he stopped, nose pressed to the curve, inhaling me like he was already drunk on the scent.

“Tell me if you want me to stop,” he rasped.

“I’ll tell you if I want more,” I breathed, shaking.

He grinned into my thigh, wicked and sure. Then his tongue was on me, a hot stripe along the inside, not yet where I ached. My legs jerked. He pinned me down harder, savoring the twitch, the helpless little gasp I couldn’t bite back.

Across from us, Emma was sliding lower, her mouth painting Lukas’ chest in spit and teeth. She circled his nipple, then dragged her tongue down, slow as sin. Lukas’ head tipped back, his groan raw. Her hand crept higher on his thigh, nails raking the inside, teasing.

Jack matched her pace, his lips ghosting closer to my clit, blowing heat across it but not touching. My hips bucked, desperate. He held me still, eyes locked on mine, smug and patient.

Emma kissed Lukas’ hipbone, then let her breath feather over his cock. He twitched hard. She smirked, lifting her eyes to me like we were sharing a filthy secret.

Jack groaned against my skin, finally dragging his tongue lower—so close it hurt. He licked the crease of my thigh, kissed just beside where I wanted him most. My whimper cracked, needy, begging.

The tension in the room coiled tight, hot as wire. Emma’s mouth hovered, Jack’s tongue tormented, both of us trembling under their mouths, under their control.

But no one crossed the line. That unspoken rule still held. They could worship. They could tease. They could ruin us with their tongues. But not take us over the edge. Not yet.

So Jack kept me strung up on raw kisses, licking me cruel, savoring how close I was. Emma blew another hot breath over Lukas’ cock, dragging her tongue close but never on it, laughing when he groaned for more.

It wasn’t release we were chasing—it was power, surrender, the filth of giving your body to someone else’s mouth while your lover watched.

And in that moment—Jack’s tongue wet on my thighs, Emma’s mouth driving Lukas mad—we weren’t just teasing.

We were worshipping. Worshipping with tongues, lips, and teeth. Worshipping the edge.

Chapter Fourteen: Held Hostage by Desire

We should’ve crossed the line already. Our bodies begged for it—aching, dripping, shaking. But the more we denied release, the deeper we spiraled into this exquisite, maddening need. It wasn’t control anymore. It was worship of the ache.

I was flat on the couch, sweat sticking my back to the cushions, lips swollen from Jack’s last brutal kiss. His head hovered between my thighs—not eating, not taking, just being there. Breathing me in. Close enough that every twitch of his nose against my skin felt like a jolt of lightning. His breath turned my clit into a live wire.

Across the room, Emma had Lukas on his back. She straddled his hips, slick and needy, rolling just enough to graze the head of his cock, but not enough to sink down. Her folds glistened against him, smearing him with every cruel rock of her hips. Her hands splayed over his chest, nails dragging across his skin, eyes on mine—wild, taunting, drunk on lust.

Lukas groaned, his voice cracked, hips jerking up into nothing. “You’re dripping on me, Emma. I can feel how much you need it.”

Emma ground down harder, her pussy sliding wet along his length without letting him in. “I’m soaking your cock and you still can’t have it inside. How long before you snap?”

His answer was a guttural sound, muffled as he pulled her chest to his mouth, biting her nipple hard enough to make her cry out. He sucked again, tongue lapping greedily. “I’ll keep you here till your tits are raw before I let you down on me.”

Her moan was broken, head tipping back, hips circling cruelly. “I want you to watch me rub myself on you till you’re covered in me.”

Jack’s voice cut low between my thighs, a growl that vibrated into my skin. “One flick of my tongue and you’ll be shaking all over my face.”

“Then don’t,” I hissed, grinding helplessly against his mouth, thighs straining against his grip. “Keep me open and starving until I beg you to ruin me.”

His fingers dug harder into my legs, holding me spread wide. “You love being teased like this, don’t you? Wet as fuck, aching, and still denied.”

My head fell back against the couch, breath ragged. “I want to ride you till I break,” I moaned. “But not yet. Make me suffer on it.”

Across from me, Emma rocked harder, her folds dragging Lukas’ cock from root to tip, coating him in slick. She pressed her lips to his ear. “You want her to see you spill all over my pussy without even being inside?”

Lukas’ jaw locked, his fists bruising her hips. “Yes. I want her to see me lose it on you.”

Jack pulled me up, sudden, rough, into his lap. His cock pressed between my soaked folds, sliding through me as I straddled him, tits crushed against his chest. He kissed me like he was eating me alive, then tore away, panting into my neck. “You want him to see you bounce on my cock until you scream?”

I moaned into his ear, grinding down harder. “No. I want him to watch me grind on you, dripping, and still not let you fuck me.”

Across the room, Lukas’ eyes burned into me, wild, his chest rising like he couldn’t breathe. His cock shone slick with Emma’s arousal as she circled him, taunting.

Finally, she slid off, thighs shining, pussy dripping. She smirked, wicked and smug. “We’re not done. We’re going to torture each other until someone breaks—and when it happens, none of us will ever come back from it.”

And she was right. I could feel it in my bones.

We weren’t afraid of the moment we gave in.

We were afraid of how much we’d never crawl back from it.


Chapter Fifteen: The First Fall

I was no longer aware of where one body ended and another began. The room swam in golden candlelight, slick skin, and the ragged rhythm of breath. We had played, teased, denied. But now… we let ourselves fall.

Jack lay back on the couch, chest rising hard, his cock straining against his stomach. My knees bracketed his hips as I straddled him, the worn fabric sticking to the back of my thighs. Both of us flushed, trembling. Not from nerves—just the sheer weight of the moment.

His hands dragged up my thighs, slow, deliberate, almost reverent. But there was nothing saintly about the heat in his eyes. Worshipful, but filthy.

“Are you sure?” he rasped, voice shredded.

My whole body clenched at the sound. My nipples ached, my thighs trembled, and the heat between my legs pulsed so hard it was dizzying. I couldn’t think straight anymore; there was only the hunger tearing through me.

“I want this,” I gasped, the words spilling out ragged and raw. My voice broke because it wasn’t enough—I needed to feel him, to have him split me open. “I want you inside me. Now. I can’t wait another fucking second.”

Across the room, Emma and Lukas were already a tangle on the rug. Lukas had Emma’s hair in his fist, pulling her head back so he could suck her neck while his other hand rubbed between her legs. She moaned—raw, shameless. The sound sent a jolt straight through me.

Jack cupped my face, pulling me down into a kiss that stole my breath. His tongue pushed into my mouth, hungry, claiming, and I rocked forward, grinding my wetness over the thick length pressed against me. He groaned into me, hips jerking up.

“Fuck—you’re soaked already,” he growled against my lips.

I kissed him harder, breaking away only long enough to whisper, “I want to feel you stretch me open.”

He gripped my hips, guiding me down as I angled myself. My body gave way slowly, inch by inch, the blunt head splitting me until I gasped. The stretch was brutal and perfect, filling me so deep I shook.

“Jesus, Anna,” he hissed, head thrown back. “You’re so fucking tight.”

I sank lower, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt inside me. The stretch made my thighs tremble, my pussy clench around him so hard it almost hurt, but the ache was exquisite. My hand clawed at the couch back for balance, nails digging into the fabric.

Jack’s lips found my breast, open-mouthed and hot, sucking a nipple deep into his mouth until I cried out. His tongue lashed me as he bit down, and the sharpness shot straight between my legs.

“Look at me,” he ordered, voice ragged.

I forced my head up, gasping, and met his gaze. His eyes burned—dark, hungry, wrecked with want.

“You feel incredible,” he groaned, his hips jolting up, shoving deeper. The force of it made me yelp, my body stretching around him all over again.

I started to move—slow at first, circling my hips, grinding down until the thick ridge of him rubbed cruelly against my clit. Each drag sent sparks through me, blurring the room around us. The golden candlelight, the sounds of Emma moaning across the rug, the creak of the couch—it all melted into a haze.

The entire session of teasing, of denial, unraveled with every slick slide. My wetness coated him, spreading between us, making every rise and drop louder, filthier. His cock split me open again and again, and every thrust of my hips felt like tearing down another wall I didn’t even know I’d built.

Across the room, Emma’s moans climbed higher, sharp and broken, each one ripped raw from her throat. Lukas had her down on all fours, but he wasn’t gentle—not my husband when he was this far gone. He was on his knees, hips snapping into her with punishing force, each thrust slamming her forward so hard her hands scrabbled for the rug.

Sweat slicked his chest and shoulders, muscles standing out as he bent over her, taking full control of her body. His arms banded tight around her ribs, squeezing her tits together until they bulged through his grip, bouncing wildly with every pounding stroke. He buried his face against her neck one second, then yanked her head back by the hair the next, making her cry out, his voice rough in her ear—low words I couldn’t hear but knew the sound of.

That was Lukas when he was horny—merciless, dominant, every move meant to claim and overwhelm. And Emma… she wasn’t just taking it. She was thriving on it, moaning louder, arching her back to give him more.

But even as he broke her down, her eyes sought mine. Wild, glassy, burning—begging me to watch what my husband was doing to her, daring me to match her cry with one of my own.

Her cries were shameless, her mouth stretched open on the sound, hair sticking to her flushed face. The wet slap of their bodies echoed against the rug, loud and filthy, a rhythm that left no doubt about what he was doing to her.

But it wasn’t the sound that undid me. It was her eyes. Through the haze, through the frantic rocking of her body, Emma’s gaze locked on mine—dark, glassy, burning. She wanted me to see her like this. To watch her taken apart.

The sight hit me like a punch of heat low in my belly, and I couldn’t stop myself—I ground harder on Jack, shoving down until his cock was buried in me to the hilt. My whole body tightened, slick gushing as a moan tore out of my throat in answer to hers.

That look made something snap inside me. I slammed down harder onto Jack’s cock, burying him to the root, squeezing around him until he cursed, his head snapping back.

“You like her watching you take me?” he growled, fingers bruising my waist as he hauled me down harder.

“Yes,” I gasped, grinding faster, chasing every spark. My clit ground against him cruelly with each drag. “I want her to see me dripping all over your cock. I want her to see me come on it.”

His rhythm turned savage, his hips snapping up, flesh slapping wet and loud. Each thrust rattled through me, my thighs quivering, slick gushing around him. His breath came ragged against my chest, his teeth dragging across my skin as if he wanted to mark me.

Our mouths crashed together, sloppy and desperate. It wasn’t just lust anymore—it was surrender. Permission. A freedom I’d never dared touch until now.

Jack’s body started to shake beneath me, the couch groaning under the force of our movements. “Fuck, Anna—” his voice cracked, guttural. “I’m close. I’m gonna fill you.”

“Don’t stop,” I begged, nails digging so hard into his shoulders he hissed. “Don’t you dare fucking stop. Use me until you cum.”

And he did. His thighs jerked up again and again, pounding into me until the world blurred—Emma’s cries, Lukas’s growls, the slap of skin, the creak of furniture. All of it dissolving into the filthy, beautiful fact that we had finally given in.

We moved until the world dissolved, until the couch creaked beneath us, until Emma’s cries and Lukas’s growls bled into our own. Slick skin, bruised lips, aching muscles—and the certainty that none of us would ever be the same after this night.

Not just because we’d fucked.

But because we’d let go of everything we thought we had to be.


Chapter Sixteen: What We Let Ourselves Become

The room didn’t settle after climax. It smoldered.

My breath was ragged, my limbs heavy and useless across Jack’s chest. One of his hands traced lazy circles over my back, but the other gripped my hip like a brand—possessive, claiming me even in the quiet. His chest rose and fell fast beneath me, sweat cooling, but his eyes weren’t closed.

He was watching them.

Emma lay sprawled out on the rug beside Lukas, skin flushed and glowing, freckles smeared with sweat. One of her legs was hooked carelessly over Lukas’s thigh, her breasts lifting with every slow breath. His hand rested low on her belly, just above her mound, and his mouth was at her ear, whispering filth that made her lips curl into a wicked little smile.

She turned her head toward me, those blue eyes hooded and unashamed. She flicked her gaze down at Jack under me, then back to me—and with a slow roll of her hips, she spread her legs wider, tilting them open like an invitation.

Not subtle. Not coy.
A dare.

I sat up, thighs trembling, pussy still raw from being used. Jack’s hands slid to steady me, but he didn’t stop me. His eyes followed mine, saw what I saw—and when I glanced down, his cock was already hard again, thick and flushed.

He licked his lips. “Do you want to watch?”

I didn’t need to answer. I slid off his lap, our skin peeling apart with a sticky, filthy sound that made us both hiss. He moved toward Emma slow and hungry, and Lukas didn’t flinch—not even when Jack’s hand slid up Emma’s inner thigh, not even when she gasped like she’d been starved for it.

Lukas’s eyes locked on me, heavy and burning. My skin prickled under his stare.

“Reclaiming, huh?” I rasped, my throat raw.
Lukas’s eyes burned as he closed the space between us. “She’s had her turn. Now I’m going to take you.”
Heat shot through me. I didn’t deny him—I couldn’t.

He kissed me like a man unleashed—tongue rough, teeth scraping, claiming. My knees nearly buckled, but his hands caught me, dragging me backward until my back hit the rug beside Emma’s flushed body.

She was already gasping—Jack’s head buried between her thighs, his shoulders straining as he devoured her. Her hand knotted in his hair, dragging him closer, grinding her pussy against his mouth like she’d waited years for it. Her other hand reached blindly outward. I reached back. Our fingers tangled, slick with sweat.

I lay beside her as our men went down on us.

Lukas spread me wide, his big hands clamping my thighs apart, and dipped his head. His tongue dragged slow and wet over my slit, making me sob. He didn’t dive in—he tormented me, circling my clit, blowing hot breath, tasting me in maddening flicks until I was trembling.

Beside me, Emma let out a long, broken moan. Jack was eating her like a man starved—tongue stabbing, then flattening, then sucking her clit so hard she cried out. Her hips jerked against his mouth, shameless, obscene.

The sounds of her filled me. Echoed inside me. Made my cunt ache harder against Lukas’s mouth.

He growled into me, sucking harder, tongue rolling over my clit until my vision blurred. My hips bucked, my hand fisted in his hair, grinding his face deeper into me. He feasted like he wanted to drown in me.

Emma turned her head, our eyes meeting, lips parted, sweat dripping down her flushed neck. “I want to taste you,” she whispered, voice wrecked. “Later.”

The word speared through me, hot and saucy. My whole body jolted, and a shameless whimper ripped from my throat. Lukas groaned into my cunt at the sound, his tongue pressing harder, sucking like he wanted to swallow me whole. The vibration made my hips buck helplessly against his face, my slick smearing across his mouth and chin.

Across from me, Jack lifted his head just long enough to look—his lips and jaw glistening with Emma’s wetness. His tongue flicked out to taste himself, obscene and hungry, before his eyes found mine. Feral. Possessive. Like watching me break under Lukas’s mouth was making him even harder.

Emma came first—shuddering hard, back arching, thighs locking around Jack’s head as she screamed. Her hand crushed mine, nails digging into my palm as her orgasm ripped through her. Jack didn’t stop, tongue pushing deeper, milking every last shake out of her until she sagged back, wrecked and gasping.

And the second she collapsed, Lukas broke me.

My orgasm tore out of me like lightning, violent and raw. I screamed, jerking against his mouth, his tongue never relenting as my pussy flooded his face. My thighs clamped tight around his head, but he held me open, eating me until the world dissolved into white heat.

I fell back beside Emma, our bodies twitching, skin pressed together. Jack kissed the inside of her thigh, slow and wet. Lukas laid his cheek against my stomach, breath hot on my skin.

We were two women undone by each other’s men, sprawled in sweat and slick, our hands still laced together. The men hadn’t touched each other, but the way they looked at us—dark, proud, ruined—it felt like they’d shared something just as deep.

Emma turned her head toward me, lips swollen, voice husky. “Next time, I want your mouth on me.”

I smiled, exhausted and aching, my voice still shaking.
“Then make me beg for it.”


Chapter Seventeen: Her Mouth, Her Rules

The room had quieted, but only on the surface. Beneath the sweat-slick bodies and ragged breaths, hunger still thrummed — slower now, deeper. Like a current pulling us out, ready to drag us under again.

I lay on my back, thighs trembling from Lukas’ tongue, his head still heavy between them like he’d staked his claim. Across from me, Emma curled against Jack’s chest, her legs thrown over his lap. But her eyes weren’t closed.

They were on me.

“Come here,” she said, velvet-voiced. The sound lit a fuse low in my belly.

I glanced at Lukas, at Jack. Both were watching. Neither stopping me. Jack’s hand slid up Emma’s thigh like he was offering her to me.

I crawled toward her on shaky hands and knees, body humming.

Emma sat up, her bare breasts brushing my arm, her mouth so close I could taste her breath before her lips even touched mine. She pushed my hair back from my face, her fingers slow, possessive.

“You’ve never eaten pussy before, have you?” she whispered, eyes burning.

I swallowed hard. Shook my head. “No.”

Her smile curved wicked but patient. “Good. Then you’ll do it exactly the way I tell you.”

Heat flooded me. I nodded.

She kissed me first. Soft, testing, lips brushing lips. Then hungrier, her tongue slipping past mine, claiming me cell by cell. She kissed like she owned me, like she was teaching my mouth what it was about to do. I melted into it, moaning into her lips.

Behind us, the men stayed silent — but the silence was electric. I could feel their eyes. Jack’s breath sharp, Lukas shifting, his knuckles flexing like he was holding his cock back.

Emma broke the kiss and slid down onto the rug. She spread her legs wide, one hand between them, parting herself open for me. Her pussy was glistening — still wet from Jack’s tongue, wet again just from watching.

“Come here,” she repeated, firmer. “Put your mouth where it belongs.”

My breath hitched. I lowered myself between her thighs, the heat of her smell hitting me hard. Musky, sweet, obscene. My hands trembled as I spread her wider.

“Start slow,” she murmured. “Like a kiss.”

So I kissed her. Right on her slit. Tentative, clumsy, but hungry. She moaned, hips lifting, her fingers sinking into my hair. She didn’t shove me down — she let me figure it out.

I licked her, tasted her, followed her breath and the twitch of her thighs. Every gasp was an instruction. Every whimper was a reward. She was teaching me with her body, and I wanted to learn everything.

Above us, Jack groaned low, the sound of a man torturing himself. Lukas’s hand moved across his thigh like he was fighting the urge to fist himself.

Emma’s thighs clamped tight around my shoulders, locking me in place as I got bolder — licking up and down her slit, circling her swollen clit, flattening my tongue against it until she bucked like she was riding my face.

“Fuck — yes — right there — don’t you dare stop — eat me, Anna, fucking eat me—”

Her voice was wrecked, shameless, spilling through the room. I obeyed like I was born for it, burying my face in her cunt, tongue stabbing inside her, lips sucking her clit until my jaw ached. Her taste flooded me, salty, sweet, raw, and I couldn’t get enough.

She arched hard, dragging my hair, grinding herself down onto my mouth until her whole body seized. Her thighs shook around my ears, her cries breaking into sobs as she came, soaking me, smearing slick across my chin and cheeks.

When at last she sagged back, chest heaving, she didn’t release me. Her fist twisted harder in my hair, yanking me up roughly. Her mouth crashed to mine, kissing me messy, wet, desperate — tasting herself on my lips and groaning like it turned her on even more.

She broke the kiss with a bite to my bottom lip, her eyes flashing. Her voice dropped low, but sharp enough to slice through the silence, aimed squarely at both men who hadn’t dared move:

“Now,” she purred, dirty and triumphant, “let’s see how long they can watch before they’re the ones fucking begging.”

Chapter Eighteen: Until They Break

The aftermath of Emma’s orgasm still pulsed through the air like thunder — low, heavy, vibrating in our bones. I lay beside her, flushed, lips wet with her taste, heart pounding like I’d been split open and stuffed full of fire.

Jack and Lukas hadn’t moved.

They sat there, hard as stone, chests heaving, eyes locked on us like starving men watching a feast they weren’t allowed to touch. Their cocks strained, swollen and red, dripping already — and we had them at our mercy.

Emma propped herself up on one elbow, her smile wicked and cruel. Her fingers trailed down my spine, lazy. “Look at them,” she whispered into my ear. “Cocks so hard it must fucking hurt. And not one of them has dared stroke it.”

A shiver ran through me. “Should we let them?” My voice was trembling, needy and mean all at once.

Her laugh was dark, sharp. “Oh, no. They’re going to beg.”

We rose together like queens from a throne, slow and deliberate, drinking in the sight of them. Jack sprawled against the couch, legs open, his cock jutting up hard and leaking. Lukas sat cross-legged, fists clenched white at his sides, his chest gleaming with sweat, his cock twitching against his stomach like it had its own heartbeat.

I crawled toward Jack on all fours, hair falling forward to brush my tits, breasts swaying as I sank between his thighs. I kissed the inside of his knee, soft, teasing.

“You want my mouth again?” I asked sweetly, lips ghosting closer.

His voice cracked. “Yes.”

I smiled. “Too bad.”

Beside me, Emma was already between Lukas’ legs, dragging her tongue across his chest, deliberately avoiding his cock. She looked up at me over his body, eyes shining with mischief.

“Let’s play a game,” she purred.

Jack stiffened. Lukas groaned, low and guttural.

Emma smirked. “No thrusting. No grinding. No grabbing. If you move — even a twitch — we stop.”

“That’s torture,” Lukas growled, his accent thick.

She licked her lips. “No, darling. That’s foreplay.”

And so it began.

We took them apart slowly, cruelly. I dragged my tongue up Jack’s shaft, one long, wet stroke, stopping just shy of the head. I let my breath fan over him, lips swollen and parted, but I didn’t close around him. I left him aching, straining, leaking on his own stomach.

Emma straddled Lukas’ thighs backward, her ass grinding against his abs as she leaned forward and dragged her tongue under his cock — one filthy, devastating lick from base to tip. His whole body bucked, a growl ripping from him, and she pulled back with a laugh.

“You’re shaking already,” I whispered to Jack. “You’re going to break.”

His jaw clenched, sweat running down his temple. “I won’t. I’ll earn it.”

I kissed his thigh again, slow. “Good. Because you taste divine. But you’re not going to come until I hear you beg like a good boy.”

His hips flexed, just a fraction. I pulled away instantly.

“Strike one,” I hissed.

Across from us, Emma lay flat between Lukas’ legs now, her tits pushed up against his thighs, her tongue circling the crown of his cock, just skimming under the head. He arched up helplessly. She pulled back with a wicked grin.

“You boys are hopeless,” she teased. “Can’t even keep still while your cocks drip.”

They were panting now, ruined already, sweat and desperation painted across their faces.

Jack cracked first. “Please.”

I tilted my head. “Please what?”

His groan broke like it was killing him. “Please let me come. Please let me fuck your mouth.”

Emma’s voice purred, sharp as a blade. “Your turn, Lukas.”

He looked straight at me, his voice shredded. “Please. I’ll do anything. Just let her suck me.”

Emma’s eyes met mine. We nodded.

Then we descended.

Mouths on cocks, lips stretching, sucking, finally giving them everything we’d denied. The room turned filthy with sound — wet slurps, hungry moans, the gag when thick cock shoved too deep, the slap of hips jerking against unwilling restraint. Jack’s fists knotted in my hair, shoving me down harder, groaning like he was dying as I swallowed around him. My throat burned, my eyes watered, spit dripping down my chin — and I loved it.

Across from me, Lukas cursed in German, guttural and savage, as Emma swallowed him halfway, her nails raking his thighs until they shuddered. She pulled off just to drag her tongue up his shaft, smeared spit and precum shining, then sank back down, choking herself on him while he howled her name.

They couldn’t hold out. Not after all that.

When they broke, it was brutal — hips bucking, voices shredded, cocks jerking hot and wild against our tongues. They spilled hard, thick spurts of cum hitting the back of my throat, running over my tongue, leaking down my chin when I couldn’t swallow fast enough. Jack held me down on him, groaning like a man undone, and I moaned around his cock, gulping every drop, messy and greedy. Cum smeared across my lips, dripping onto my tits, but I didn’t stop. I wanted him emptied, wrung dry.

Across from me, Emma was no gentler. Lukas came with a guttural shout, German curses spilling from him as thick ropes shot into her mouth. She swallowed what she could, then smeared the rest across his shaft with her tongue, still stroking, still sucking like she couldn’t get enough. He thrashed under her, body jerking as she licked him through the last twitch.

It wasn’t just climax. It was collapse. Their bodies convulsed, muscles locking, every groan ripped from deep in their chests like confessions they couldn’t hold back. Sweat dripped down their temples, cum and spit smeared across our faces and breasts. We kept going anyway — sucking, milking, working their cocks until they were soft and trembling, until every last drop was ours.

Jack sagged back, ruined, his chest heaving. Lukas fell flat on his back, staring at the ceiling like he’d been wrecked by a storm.

I pulled off Jack with a wet pop, cum glistening down my chin, and licked my lips slow, meeting his stunned eyes. Emma did the same, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand before sucking it clean, shameless.

It wasn’t just release.

It was surrender.


Chapter Nineteen: All In

The shift happened in a look—Jack’s gaze locking with Lukas’s across the dim-lit room. Jack’s mouth glistened with my slick, his lips swollen from devouring me, and my thighs still trembled where his hands had been gripping me open. The air felt charged, thick with sex and sweat.

Lukas sat back, his chest rising and falling heavy, his body taut as Emma worked him with slow, ruthless strokes. Her fist slid up and down his cock, wet and steady, her mouth hovering close but not yet taking him, like she wanted to draw it out. His jaw clenched, eyes dark, but when Jack’s stare met his, something cracked wide open between them.

It was more than permission. More than curiosity. It was a surrender, a challenge, an invitation.

The teasing was over.

Jack’s mouth trailed up my inner thighs, hot and wet, leaving my skin tingling in his wake. He lingered at the dip of my hip, kissing it like a promise, before pulling back. His chest gleamed with sweat in the low light, muscles tight from holding himself back. His cock stood flushed and angry, thick veins ridging it, the head slick from his own arousal and from me.

I expected him to stay with me—to slide into me, finally. But instead, he rose higher, his eyes never leaving Lukas. And then he did the unthinkable.

He reached out, not for me, but across me—stretching into the space that had always been untouchable. His hand hovered for half a second, trembling, then extended straight toward Lukas.

That line we’d circled for so long, danced around with games and stolen glances—it vanished in an instant.

Emma’s lips parted, glossy with spit, eyes already wild. She leaned back slightly, spreading her legs wider as Lukas pulled her onto his lap. His cock pressed against her folds, sliding through the wet mess she’d made, smearing her slick along his length. She moaned, shameless, hips twitching, grinding down like she couldn’t wait another second.

Something inside me broke loose. I crawled closer, heat spilling through me. Jack followed, kneeling behind, his breath rough on my neck. I reached for Emma first, brushing her hair back before pressing my mouth to hers. Soft at first, then deeper, hungrier. She tasted of Lukas, of salt and sweat, of something forbidden I was already addicted to.

Jack pressed against my back, his cock hot and thick against my ass. One hand grabbed my breast, rough, kneading; the other shoved down between my thighs. This time there was no teasing—his fingers sank straight into me, slick and needy, curling until I cried out into Emma’s mouth.

Lukas groaned at the sight, grabbing Emma’s thighs and spreading her wider. He lifted her, then slammed her down on his cock, burying himself to the base. She gasped, raw and loud, her nails clawing his shoulders as he fucked up into her.

Jack growled against my ear. “You love watching them, don’t you? Watching your husband split her open while I fuck you?”
“Yes,” I gasped. “God, yes.

Emma rocked on Lukas’s lap, her tits bouncing, his hands gripping her ass hard enough to bruise. Their mouths crashed together in a kiss so filthy it was more bite than kiss.

Jack pulled his fingers out of me and licked them clean, groaning. Then he pushed me forward on my hands, lined himself up, and shoved the head of his cock through my folds, smearing himself in my mess. He teased, pressed, stretched—until he finally sank inside me from behind.

“Eyes open,” he growled. “Watch them while I fuck you.”

I did.

The stretch made me cry out, split wide, full to bursting, my cunt clenching tight around Jack’s cock as he buried himself inch by inch. My nails dug into Lukas’s thighs for balance, my forehead pressed to Emma’s shoulder, sweat slicking us together while Jack drove deeper with a growl.

We moved in sync—me grinding back onto Jack’s thickness, Emma rolling her hips down on Lukas’s cock—two pairs fucking to the same filthy rhythm. Skin slapping, wet squelch, the chorus of moans and curses filled the room like music.

Jack’s grip bruised my hips as he pounded up into me, every thrust a jolt of brutal pleasure. Lukas groaned into Emma’s throat, fucking her harder, their mouths fused in a sloppy, desperate kiss. The air stank of sex—sweat, slick, raw hunger.

Then Emma’s hand slid between my thighs, fingers rubbing my clit while Jack split me open from behind. Sparks ripped through me—cock inside me, her touch circling me, Lukas’s eyes locked on mine as I trembled apart under all of them.

We weren’t just swapping anymore.
We were feral. Tangled. One beast with four bodies—mouths biting, hands grabbing, cocks and cunts grinding into each other until there was no separation left.

Lukas leaned in, his mouth crashing onto mine even as he drove into Emma from behind, his thrusts shaking through both of us. Our kiss was wet, teeth knocking, his groan vibrating against my lips while Emma whimpered beneath him.

Jack’s hand slid down between my thighs, rough fingers brushing against Emma’s as if they owned me together. Two sets of hands on my swollen clit, circling, pressing, rubbing harder every time I gasped. And all the while Jack’s cock hammered into me from behind, slick and relentless, each thrust deeper, filthier, his hips smacking against my ass.

I broke first. My orgasm ripped through me like fire, brutal and unstoppable, my cunt clenching around Jack so hard he cursed. Wet poured down my thighs, soaking him, smearing across my skin as I bucked helplessly. My scream strangled against Emma’s mouth as she kissed me through it, my whole body jerking like I’d been electrocuted.

Jack followed me down. He roared, feral, his hips slamming forward one last time as he spilled inside me, hot and thick, pumping me full until it leaked out around his cock, dripping down my legs. His grip on my waist shook, desperate, like he was afraid to let me go.

Across from us, Emma’s body seized next. Her cry was raw, jagged, as she clenched tight around Lukas, her thighs trembling as he slammed her down onto his cock. She rode him wild, hair sticking to her flushed face, until tremors shook her so hard she nearly collapsed.

Lukas didn’t stop—he pinned her, fingers digging bruises into her hips, his roar guttural as he emptied into her with savage thrusts. His whole body arched, sweat raining onto her back, and when his eyes snapped to mine as he came, they burned like he was branding me with the sight.

And then it was over.

We collapsed where we were—wrecked, sticky, smeared with sweat, cum, spit, the air thick with sex and the scent of skin. Our bodies tangled in one heap, limbs heavy, lungs dragging for air. My heart pounded so hard it felt like it might burst, but none of us spoke. None of us moved.

Because nothing needed to be said.

We’d gone all in.

And nothing—nothing—would ever be the same.


Chapter Twenty: The Morning Afterglow

The room reeked of sex and sleep — thick, humid air heavy with musk. Sweat had dried sticky on the sheets, leaving the fabric stiff in patches. The faint tang of cum clung everywhere, soaked into cushions, crusted on skin, sharp in the back of my throat. It mingled with the sour-sweet scent of spit and the salt of our bodies, the whole space marked by what we’d done.

Golden light bled through the curtains in lazy, slanted beams, painting the wreckage in something almost holy. It slid across bare shoulders damp with sweat, traced the arch of a hip streaked with fingerprints, glowed against the soft curve of a breast half-hidden under a rumpled blanket. The couch sagged, blankets twisted and damp, the rug shoved crooked by frantic feet. Everywhere the sunlight touched, it revealed more—stains on fabric, smears on thighs, bruises fading into skin—the undeniable proof of how far we’d gone.

I blinked awake, my body leaden and sore in the best way. My thighs ached when I shifted. My lips were raw, bitten, swollen. My skin was mapped with faded handprints and mouth-shaped bruises, every mark a reminder of how hard, how far, we’d gone.

Jack stirred behind me, still pressed against my back. His arm was heavy over my waist, his chest rising steady against me. His cock, half-hard again, nestled against the curve of my ass. His hand curled lazily over my tit, thumb rolling my nipple like even in sleep he refused to let go.

I turned my head slightly.

Across the room, Lukas and Emma were sprawled on the rug. She was curled against him, thigh hooked over his hip, his cock resting soft against the swell of her ass. His mouth was buried against her shoulder, lips parted against her skin. They were a mess of limbs, sticky, tangled, utterly spent.

I swallowed.

The silence was thick, but not empty. Not guilt. Not shame. Just heavy. Saturated.

Jack’s fingers flexed against me, sliding lower over my belly. His voice rasped at my ear, rough with sleep. “You awake?”

I nodded.

“You okay?”

“I don’t know,” I whispered. “Are you?”

A beat. Then he kissed the back of my neck. “Never been better.”

His hand slipped lower still, parting my thighs. My body betrayed me instantly — wet again, not from need, but from memory. My hips tilted into his fingers before I even thought about it.

Across the room, Emma stirred too. Her hand slid over Lukas’s chest, then down, wrapping lazily around his cock. He groaned, the sound guttural, and my breath stuttered.

Jack’s fingers stroked over my cunt — gentle, unhurried — but I moaned like he’d split me open. It wasn’t last night’s frenzy. This was slower. Cruder. Reverent filth.

I rolled onto my back, eyes finding his. His hair was a mess, sweat-dried and sticking to his forehead. His gaze burned low, no teasing this time. Just raw hunger softened by something like awe.

He kissed me, lips warm, tongue sliding into my mouth. His fingers pushed inside me at the same time, curling slow, and I gasped into him. I could taste myself when he pulled back, then his mouth slid down — sucking my nipple, biting it, leaving me writhing.

Across the room, Lukas had Emma on her back now. He kissed down her stomach, then shoved her thighs wide, burying his face in her cunt like he was starving. She gasped, covering her mouth with her hand, but the sounds still tore out of her — wet, broken, shameless.

Jack shifted down too, replacing his fingers with his mouth. His tongue lapped at me slow, lazy circles, spreading me open, dragging every drop of slick out of me. He wasn’t hungry. He was savoring me. Worshipping me. Making me come apart just to prove he could.

I fisted his hair, moaning, my hips grinding into his face.

Emma’s moans pitched higher, sharper, as Lukas devoured her, his groans vibrating against her skin. Her thighs clamped tight around his head, her body trembling like she couldn’t take it.

None of us said a word. The only language left was moans, gasps, wet sucking sounds, the occasional curse growled out when pleasure cut too deep.

This wasn’t frenzy. This was aftermath — raw, sticky, but no less filthy.

When Jack finally kissed me again, his lips and chin slick with my mess, he fed me my own taste. Emma clawed Lukas’s back, whimpering into his shoulder as he held her down and kept licking.

We were still naked. Still tangled. Still ruined.

And none of us dared say the thing heavy in the room:

What now?


Chapter Twenty-One: Pillowtalk Confessions

The sun had fully risen now, spilling soft light across the wreckage of the night before. Clothes lay like casualties on every surface: bras over chairs, a belt dangling from a curtain rod, Emma's lace panties crumpled near the wine bottle on the floor.

We were still bare. Still tangled in limbs and unspoken aftermaths. But the frantic edge had softened. Now came the stillness. The intimacy that came after the unraveling.

Emma’s cheek was pressed to Lukas’s chest, her hand absently stroking down his stomach, just above where the blanket hid nothing. Her voice was soft, ruined from moaning all night. “Fuck… did we really do all that?”

Lukas’s laugh rumbled under her ear. “You did,” he said, his accent thick, “loud enough for the neighbors.”

She grinned, shameless, then turned toward me. “And you—Anna—you looked like you left the planet.”

I smirked, my throat dry. “I did. Still haven’t come back yet.”

Beside me, Jack dragged his hand down my stomach, fingers teasing my hipbone. “Couldn’t have made that shit up if I tried.”

For a while, no one spoke. Just the sound of breathing, the faint tack of sweaty skin peeling apart when we shifted. Then Emma broke the quiet, her voice low but curious.
“So… how the hell did we end up here? Really?”

Jack let out a breath, eyes on the ceiling like he was confessing to the air. “For me? It started in the beer tent. Watching Anna and Lukas—so close, so fucking bold. Couldn’t stop staring. She’s my type through and through. That ass—fuck. Looked good in the dirndl, looks even better bare. Fat, beautiful German ass.”

Heat rushed up my neck. I blushed, but didn’t pull away from his hand.

Lukas didn’t blink. Just smirked like he’d been waiting. “And Emma’s ass—wiggling all night, American and shameless.”

Emma swatted his chest but grinned, flushed pink. “You noticed?”

“Everyone noticed,” Lukas said, dragging his palm slow over her hip like to prove the point.

I snorted, half-teasing, half-turned on. “You have to cue in, don’t you, husband? Never miss a chance to get your line in.”

The laughter that followed wasn’t polite. It was dirty, warm, sharp at the edges—because we all knew it was true.

Jack’s thumb traced lazy circles over my ribs, each pass dragging sparks across my skin. Goosebumps chased his touch, but his voice was heavier now, like gravel in his chest.

“Then Anna kissed Emma in that bathroom… and I knew I was done pretending. Didn’t matter what it meant. Didn’t matter what line it crossed. I wanted it. I wanted this—all of it.”

Emma pushed herself up on one elbow, hair tangled, tits bare, a dark bite-mark blooming just above her collarbone. She didn’t cover herself. If anything, she seemed to show off more. Her lips curved, wicked.

“I’ve always loved being watched,” she admitted, her voice raw but steady. “Loved teasing strangers, flashing too much thigh, knowing eyes were on me. But when Anna kissed me—in front of all those people—I swear, I nearly came right there. It wasn’t just a kiss. It was like a spotlight hit me, and I fucking loved it.”

Lukas’s gaze snapped to me, sharp and hungry, cutting through the haze. His voice was low, accented, but edged with truth.
“And I’ve always loved watching. When you leaned into Jack that night, Anna—your hand on his arm, the way you looked at him—I thought I wouldn’t be able to take it. But my cock became hard, instantly. It made me want to see everything.”

His words punched straight through me, low and deep. My body clenched, a flush rising hot in my chest. I didn’t bother to hide it.
“Because I wanted it,” I said, my voice shaking but certain. “To be seen. To be spread open. To be fucked while you all watched.”

The room went quiet, except for the thick sound of our breathing. No one laughed. No one looked away.

He touched my knee, his voice steady but rough. “Last night, you let it happen. That wasn’t just fucking. That was truth.”

The silence stretched, hot and sticky, our bodies still glued to the ruined sheets. My chest was tight, waiting for someone to say the next impossible thing.

Instead, Jack ruined it. With a fart. Loud, unapologetic.

Emma whipped her head around, glaring like she might kill him. “Really?”

I snorted, then broke into laughter, clutching my stomach. “Well, that kills the drama.”

Lukas laughed too, low and dirty. “Relax. Jack’s no worse than Anna. You should hear her after beer and bratwurst.”

“Fuck you,” I grinned, shoving his shoulder, but I was laughing too hard to mean it.

Jack smirked, unashamed, tugging Emma closer. “At least mine are honest. Emma’s brand is the opposite—silent but deadly.”

Emma rolled her eyes, swatting him, but even she cracked a reluctant smile. The tension bled out of the room, replaced with something easier, rawer. We were naked, bruised, filthy—and laughing about farts.

It felt right.

I curled into Lukas’s side, my hand dragging across his stomach. “So… do we pretend it didn’t happen?”

Jack shook his head, grin sharp. “Fuck no. That would be the lie.”

The laughter died down, but the hunger didn’t. It just shifted. Emma licked her lips, eyes flicking between us. “So… more wine? Or more honesty?”

We all laughed again—crooked, dirty, unfinished.

Because none of us were finished.

The confessions left the air heavy—not with hesitation, but with permission.
No more teasing. No more games. Just truth, heat, and need.

Jack’s hand stayed warm and heavy on my thigh, fingers creeping higher, like he couldn’t stop himself even now. Across the room, Lukas leaned back against the headboard, Emma pressed into his chest, tits bare, lips smeared with Jack’s precum from earlier. The four of us were quiet, but it wasn’t peace. It was loaded. The kind of silence that throbbed.

Jack’s voice cut through the quiet, low and rough.
“I want to watch you, Anna. I want to see your husband fuck you. Not because I don’t want you—because I do. Because I’ll lose my fucking mind watching it.”

The bluntness made my pussy clench. I turned to him, looking for hesitation. There wasn’t any. Just hunger, plain and sharp.

Emma smirked, hair a mess, tits bare. “I want to see it too. I want to watch Lukas bend her over and stretch her out. Hear her beg for more.”

Lukas’s gaze locked on me, hard, hungry. “Tell me, Anna. You gonna let me fuck you in front of them?”

“Yes,” I breathed, already sliding off the bed, wet between my thighs.

Jack kissed my hand as I left him, but Emma was already tugging him down by his cock, grinning like she owned him.

Lukas met me halfway. His cock was hard and hot between us, slapping my belly as he pulled me in. The second my hand wrapped around him, he smashed his mouth to mine—teeth, tongue, spit—like he wanted to eat me alive. No teasing. No games. Just hunger.

He bent me over the mattress, rough, one hand splayed on my back to hold me down, the other yanking my hips into place. His chest pressed me into the sheets, his breath hot at my ear.

“I’ve wanted this since you kissed him in front of me,” he rasped, grinding the thick length of his cock against my ass. His voice was rough, guttural. “Watching you parade that pussy in front of us, dripping and needy… you’re such a fucking slut for it.”

The words made me shiver, my cunt clenching before he was even inside me. My nails tore at the sheets, but I still twisted my head enough to sneer over my shoulder.
“All talk, yeah?” I panted, breath ragged. Then I twisted my head, eyes flashing, pushing it further.
“What’s the matter, Lukas? Jack fucks me harder than this… you gonna let him outdo you?”

His growl ripped out of him, low and dangerous, his fingers biting bruises into my hips. The blunt head of his cock pressed harder at my slit, slick and swollen.
“Careful, liebling,” he spat, accent thick, voice rough. “You think it’s smart to moan another man’s name when I’m about to split you open? Call for Jack again, and I’ll fuck you so deep you won’t remember your own.”

Then he slammed into me. One brutal thrust—thick, unforgiving—stretching me open until my scream tore the air. My back bowed, nails gouging the sheets, every nerve on fire as he buried himself to the hilt.

“Jesus—fuck!” I cried, choking on it, my pussy clenching around the sheer size of him. He didn’t give me a moment to adjust; his hips ground in, deeper, harder, grinding my clit against his base until wetness slicked down my thighs.

“Ja, that’s it,” Lukas snarled, fucking me full, chest heaving against my back. “Fucking slut, dripping already. Tell me again Jack fucks you harder. Go on. See what happens.”

I moaned shamelessly, every inch of me trembling, stretched and wrecked, my body greedy for more even as he held me down and split me wide.

We didn’t even bother to keep quiet. Let them hear. Let them watch.

Across the room, Jack groaned like he’d been gutted, the sound rough and helpless. I twisted my head and caught the sight—Emma on her knees between his thighs, spit running down her chin, her lips stretched wide around his cock. She was a mess, throat working, gagging softly as she forced him deeper, her fist pumping the slick length she couldn’t swallow. Her other hand was jammed between her legs, grinding at her clit fast and sloppy, desperate as she moaned around his cock.

Jack’s head tipped back, lips parted, sweat glistening at his throat. He looked wrecked already, chest heaving. But his eyes weren’t on her.

They were on me.

Watching Lukas hammer into me, watching me take it, every ragged sound I made spilling into him like fuel.

Lukas’s thrusts started slow, then hammered harder, deeper, his balls smacking my clit with every brutal slap of his hips. The sound was obscene—wet, raw, relentless. I shoved back into him, greedy, grinding for more, my cunt sucking him in like it had been waiting all night for this.

Emma pulled off Jack’s cock with a filthy pop, spit and precum stringing between her lips and his tip. “God, look at her,” she moaned, stroking Jack with her fist. “She’s dripping all over him. Fuck, Lukas, pound her.”

My moan cracked into a sob as Lukas yanked my hair, hauling me upright, not cruel but owning me. His chest was a wall of heat against my back, his breath ragged in my ear.

“You like your lover watching you get split wide open?” he growled, voice rough as his cock drove even deeper.

“Yes,” I whimpered, shameless.

Across the room, Jack groaned, low and guttural, like it was torn out of him. His eyes were locked on me—on where Lukas was buried inside me—while Emma pumped his cock slick and messy.

Lukas’s grip tightened, his voice a snarl. “You like Jack seeing me tear this pussy apart?”

I shattered, shaking, my voice wrecked and begging. “Yes—fuck—yes, yes!”

Jack’s answer was another groan, louder this time, his hips bucking into Emma’s hand, his stare burning me alive.

My husband angled his hips just right, grinding against the spot that made my vision white out. My nails shredded the sheets. My whole body screamed for release.

Across from me, Jack lost control—fists tangled in Emma’s hair, groaning like he was going to come down her throat. Emma moaned too, touching herself furiously, her tits bouncing as she swallowed him deeper.

I came first—loud, sharp, the cry ripping out of me as my pussy clenched down on Lukas’s cock. He drove through it, pounding harder, relentless, until the spasms had me clawing the sheets, my whole body jerking against him. I didn’t try to hide it. I wanted them all to hear me fall apart, to know he was wrecking me.

Lukas lost it right after—his thrusts turning savage, hips slamming once, twice, before he snarled my name like it burned his throat. Heat poured into me, thick and hot, spilling deep. He pinned me there, chest crushing my back, his cock pulsing as we shook together, locked tight until neither of us could breathe.

I twisted my head just in time to see Jack break. His eyes rolled back, his jaw slack, his whole body stiff as Emma gagged around his cock. He came hard, spurting down her throat, and she swallowed like she’d been starving for it. Spit and cum slicked her lips, running down her chin, but she moaned around him, messy and shameless, still stroking his shaft with her fist while her other fingers were buried in her pussy, working herself in frantic, sloppy circles.

Jack’s groan was raw, ragged, torn from his chest as Emma gulped every drop, stroking him until he sagged back against the cushions, spent and ruined.

When it was over, we collapsed in a wreck of sweat, cum, and spit. No one spoke. No one dared.

We were ruined. Stripped. Spent.

But there was no shame. Only the brutal, reverent truth: we’d just given each other something no one else ever could.

The room was quiet, nothing but our breathing and the faint squeak of the couch when someone shifted. My skin still buzzed, slick between my thighs, the smell of sweat and sex clinging like a second skin.

I turned to Jack, lips brushing his damp shoulder. “You hungry?”

His eyes were still glassy, pupils wide. “Hungry?”

“For food,” I grinned, watching the corner of his mouth twitch.

He let out a hoarse laugh. “Yeah. I could eat.”

On the rug, Lukas didn’t even lift his head from Emma’s tits. “So could I,” he muttered, voice rough, kissing the swell of her breast like it was the most natural thing.

Emma stretched, lazy and smug. “There’s a beer fest in the square today. Bratwursts, pretzels, beer—enough to keep us standing.”

Jack groaned. “Actual clothes?”

I rolled my eyes, still sprawled across him. “Loose shirts. Sundresses. We’ll fake being civilized.”

We all laughed, and for once it wasn’t sharp with tension. It was easy. Warm.

None of us hurried. We stayed tangled—skin to skin, the air thick with the musk of what we’d done. Jack kissed my wrist. Lukas pressed his mouth to Emma’s hair. Emma dragged her nails lazily over his chest.

Not tension.
Not restraint.
Just knowing.

We’d fallen. Together. Safely.

Eventually, I pushed up from the couch, grabbing a linen wrap that did nothing to hide the sticky mess between my thighs. Jack didn’t even try for pants—he wandered naked into the kitchen, cock still heavy, grabbing a bottle of water like it was normal.

And it was.

We moved around each other like people with nothing left to hide. Naked, easy. Snatching kisses as we passed, laughing when someone bumped hips. We ate the last of the grapes and cheese straight off a cutting board, fingers sticky, licking them clean. Lukas bit into a peach and dripped juice down Emma’s tits, and she just laughed, smearing it with her palm before sucking her fingers slow and filthy. Jack poured coffee still bare-assed, like he owned the room.

When the light outside shifted orange, we finally pulled clothes back on—thin cotton, loose skirts, open buttons. Nothing that erased the marks on our skin, the bruises, the bites. Nothing that erased what we were now.

The evening air outside smelled of hops and grilled sausage, sweet nuts roasting, spilled beer drying on cobblestones. The square pulsed with voices and music, but for a moment we lingered in the doorway, shoes half on, stealing one last messy kiss before stepping out.

We weren’t done. Just pausing.
And no one out there had any idea what we’d become.
But we did.


Chapter Twenty-Two Tension on Tap

The beer fest was a blur of sun and sound—sweaty bodies crammed into long tables, the stink of hops and grease in the air, bratwursts spitting on the grill, nuts roasting sweet and heavy. Beer foam spilled over steins, kids darted between legs, music cracked from the accordion band.

It should’ve felt ordinary.
But it didn’t.
Not after what we’d done.

We moved through the crowd like a secret—our skin still buzzing, eyes still hungry, every brush of fingers a reminder. The heat of last night hadn’t burned out. It had just gone undercover.

We split without speaking, and of course the pairs weren’t the ones we arrived with.

Jack and Emma went first, her hand shoved into his back pocket, ass grinding against his hip with every step. She whispered filth into his ear, and he laughed low, ears red, his hand fisting her hip like he wanted to drag her into the nearest alley.

Lukas trailed with me. His hand never left the small of my back, dipping lower every few steps until his fingers brushed the curve of my ass. I should’ve swatted him off. I didn’t.

We found a bench tucked under Bavarian flags, and the four of us folded in like we belonged there.

Emma was practically on Jack’s lap, sipping their shared beer. I slid in beside Lukas. Too close. His thigh pressed mine, his arm slung casual across the backrest, but his fingers traced slow circles high on my thigh, just under the hem of my dress.

I raised my stein, tried to drink, but the bubbles just hissed through me like his touch.

Then his hand slid lower. Under the table. Testing, teasing, fingers brushing closer to where I was already soaked.

Across from me, Emma giggled, but her hand had vanished under the table. Jack’s jaw gave her away—tight, twitching. She wasn’t on his knee.

My thighs parted. Lukas’s fingers slid along the inside, knuckle brushing my panties.

My breath hitched.

The band struck up a faster song, people clapping, stomping. Nobody saw. Nobody knew.

“You’re wet already, aren’t you?” Lukas breathed against my ear, his accent thick.

I nodded, shameless.

“Good.” His knuckle pressed harder.

“Careful,” I whispered, even as my hips tipped, giving him more.

Across from me, Jack cleared his throat too sharp, too quick—but his grin was tight. Emma’s mouth was at his ear, her fist working under the table, and from the way his leg jerked, she was stroking him hard.

The sight made me squirm.

And then—

“Anna?”

Ice in my veins. That voice.

I turned.

Mia.

Stein in hand. My college roommate. My ex. Smirking like she’d caught us red-handed.

Her eyes skimmed Lukas’s hand on my thigh, then darted across the table to Emma practically jerking my husband off in broad daylight.

“Well,” she said, licking the foam from her lip. “This is… cozy.”

“Hi.” My smile cracked. “Didn’t know you were in town.”

“I wasn’t. Until now.” She tilted her head, gaze sharp. “Nice to see you’ve… broadened your tastes.”

Emma smoothed her skirt like that would hide anything. Lukas’s hand froze.

But I didn’t move.
Neither did Jack.

I stared Mia dead in the eye, my pulse hammering. “Want to join us?”

The silence hit hard. Then her smirk spread, wide and sharp.

“Sure. Why not?”

She dragged a chair in tight, right between Lukas and Jack. Her thigh brushed both, her eyes glittering. “I do love a good mix.”

Jack’s jaw flexed, his hand clenching around his beer. Emma sipped slow, lips curling. Lukas pressed his palm hard against my thigh under the table, not gentle this time.

And me?

I couldn’t breathe. My skin was buzzing, nerves sparking, heat rushing low in my belly.

This wasn’t just play anymore.
This was exposure.
And I was drenched for it.


Chapter Twenty-Three: Beneath the Surface

Emma stood suddenly, smoothing her skirt. “Bathroom,” she said, too casual.

Before Jack or I could answer, Lukas pushed his stein aside and stood as well. “I’ll come.”

Mia’s brows shot up, smirk curling her lips. “Chivalry in Munich?” she teased, voice dripping.

I forced a laugh, trying to keep it light. “He just doesn’t like women wandering beer tents alone.”

“Mm.” Mia tilted her stein, eyes glittering. “I’m sure that’s all it is.”

The seconds dragged. Too many. Long enough that even the accordion music couldn’t cover the absence. I tried to make conversation, but Mia just kept watching me with that knowing look, every tick of silence louder than words.

When Emma and Lukas finally came back, they didn’t need to say a thing. Emma’s cheeks were flushed, her hair loose around her shoulders. Lukas’s collar was damp, his grin half-hidden behind his beer.

Mia chuckled, low and sharp. “Took a while for just a piss, didn’t it?”

Emma ignored her, sliding onto the bench and took a sip of beer. Lukas sat close beside her, his hand possessive on her thigh.

I didn’t look away. Couldn’t. My pulse was thudding in my ears.

And Mia? She leaned back, eyes flicking between the four of us like she was reading a story no one else dared to say out loud.

Jack slid in beside me, casual as ever, but his hand dropped under the table. Fingers warm, spreading across my knee before drifting higher. He leaned toward Mia, of all people, grinning. “So, Mia, how do you know Anna again?”

“College,” she purred, eyes sharp. “We were… close.”

His fingers brushed higher. I swallowed beer too fast, coughing as I tried to keep my voice steady. “Yeah—we, uh, shared a dorm for a year.”

Jack chuckled at something Mia said, leaning in like he was hanging on her every word. But under the table, his hand was all mine. Two fingers slipped beneath the hem of my dress, brushing the soaked crotch of my panties. The lightest graze, enough to make me twitch in my seat and grip the edge of the bench.

Mia’s eyes flicked to me immediately. Sharp. Predatory. She didn’t miss a thing.

“So,” she purred, lifting her stein like she had all the time in the world, “this little… arrangement. Seems very tight.”

Jack didn’t even glance my way. His grin stayed locked on Mia, smooth and charming, like she was the only woman at the table. But under the table? His fingers shoved the flimsy barrier of my panties aside, rubbing right against my bare slit. Not teasing anymore—rubbing slow, firm circles over my clit until my thighs trembled against the bench.

“We get along pretty well,” he said easily, as if he weren’t finger-fucking me in broad daylight. Like he was talking about the weather or a football score.

A laugh tore out of me, thin and strangled, nowhere close to natural. My hips betrayed me, grinding against his hand. My cunt was already wet, slicking his fingers, and I had to bite my lip hard just to choke down the sound clawing up my throat.

Mia’s eyes snapped to me. She saw everything. Of course she did. Her smile sharpened, mean and amused all at once, her stein lifted in a mocking little toast.

“I bet you do,” she said, slow and cutting, her eyes locked on the way I squirmed.

Jack curled his fingers, pressing harder, and I gasped—too loud, too obvious. Mia’s gaze dragged down me like she was peeling me open, her smirk widening as she caught the twitch of my hips, the way Jack’s knuckles moved under the table, working me.

She didn’t need to spell a damn thing out. She knew I was being fingered like a slut two feet away from her, and I couldn’t hide it

Then, with a smirk that made my skin prickle, she stood. “Well. I’ll let you four… enjoy yourselves.”

She walked off slow, hips swaying, leaving the stink of implication behind her.

The moment Mia melted back into the crowd, Jack didn’t wait. He shoved two fingers straight into me, slick and greedy, curling them deep like he owned my cunt. I slapped a hand over my mouth, smothering the cry that burst up, my thighs snapping shut around his wrist.

Across the table, Emma burst into giggles, shameless, her hand already back in Lukas’s lap. He didn’t laugh. He leaned forward instead, eyes locked on me, his voice a low growl that vibrated straight through my chest.

“You’re dripping through your panties, liebling. Look at you, letting him finger you like a slut while I watch.”

My whole body clenched around Jack’s fingers. Because it was true—I was wet, messy, soaking his hand, and all three of them could see it in the twitch of my body, the ragged way I sucked in air.

Jack twisted his wrist, knuckles grinding against my clit, and my head tipped back, muffled moans breaking past my palm.

Lukas’s jaw locked, the muscle jumping hard, nostrils flared like a bull about to charge. His fist clenched tight against the table, the wood creaking under his knuckles, every inch of him straining to haul me off Jack’s hand and split me open himself.

Emma slid closer, her nails dragging over his thigh before her hand settled on the thick bulge straining his pants. She stroked him through the fabric, slow at first, then harder, her palm pressing down on the outline of his cock. His hips twitched, the denim darkening where her rubbing spread the leak of pre-cum.

“Shhh,” she whispered against his ear, her grin wicked. “Let her get finger-fucked like a good slut. You’ll get your turn.”

He groaned low in his chest, the sound guttural, animal, his eyes never leaving me while his wife worked his cock under the table—teasing him, restraining him, winding him tighter while I squirmed around Jack’s fingers.

.

That was when we all broke—laughter spilling out, loud, manic, the kind of laughter that comes when you’re caught and don’t care anymore.

But me? I wasn’t just laughing. I was panting, flushed, my whole body shaking as I ground down hard on Jack’s hand. His finger curled deep inside me, dragging over that spot until my thighs quivered under the table. I couldn’t stop it—my hips rolled, shameless, fucking his hand like I needed it more than air.

The laughter turned ragged in my throat, breaking into a cry I smothered against my fist. Heat ripped through me, sharp and filthy, and I came right there on the bench, clenching around his fingers, soaking my panties, my cunt spilling over his hand.

Jack bit down on his grin, eyes glittering as he shoved deeper, milking me while I writhed against him. Emma’s giggle turned into a moan, Lukas growled something harsh in German, and still I came, grinding on Jack’s fingers like a slut too far gone to care who saw.


Chapter Twenty-Four: Dancing on the Edge

The music was everywhere—bright brass, the stomp of drums, the rush of fiddles carrying through the beer tent and out into the square. People were swaying, spinning, spilling beer down their arms, laughter echoing like bells.

We folded into it easily, the four of us, shoulders brushing as we were swept into the rhythm. Lukas caught my hand first, spinning me clumsily on the wooden floor until my braid slapped across my cheek and I stumbled laughing against his chest. Emma grabbed Jack and twirled him with a boldness that made half the tent cheer, her skirt flaring high enough to tease.

Soon it was a blur—partners trading, arms around waists, sweaty faces pressed close as we all gave in to the music. Jack’s palm lingered too long at the small of my back. Lukas bent his head too close to Emma’s ear, and she leaned into it, laughing, her eyes wicked. It didn’t feel wrong. It felt inevitable.

When we collapsed at a long table after, the four of us devoured bratwursts and pretzels still hot enough to sting our fingers, mustard smeared careless at the corners of our mouths. Lukas ordered another round, Emma stole Jack’s stein, and I licked the foam from my lip slow enough to feel Jack watching.

Conversation blurred into touches—Emma tugging Lukas’s sleeve to taste his sausage, Jack feeding me a torn piece of pretzel from his own hand. Under the table, knees pressed, thighs brushed, a secret current no amount of beer could disguise.

By the time the band hit its last triumphant note and the crowd roared, we were already leaning into each other, eyes dark, bodies restless. The night air outside was cool, sharp with roasted nuts and spilled lager. But our blood was hot, humming.

No one said let’s go. We didn’t need to. The pull was obvious, magnetic. My hand slipped into Jack’s pocket. Emma’s arm looped around Lukas. We moved through the crowd together like we had in the beginning—charged, knowing, carrying our secret hunger with us.

By the time we reached the edge of the square, my thighs were already trembling with want. Home wasn’t far. And tonight, nothing could stop us.

We spilled out of the tent into the night, the air cooler now, sharp with hops and smoke. The cobblestones glistened under lantern light, but I barely noticed—I was too busy trying to walk straight with Jack’s hand shoved up the back of my dress, his fingers squeezing my bare ass like he owned it.

Emma clung to Lukas’s arm, but she wasn’t coy—she slid her hand straight down the front of his trousers as we walked, her laugh low and wicked every time he hissed in German. His chest was flushed, his stride jerky, and she just smirked like she’d won something.

We weren’t even pretending anymore.

Jack bent to murmur filth into my ear, his breath hot, his cock grinding against my hip with every step. “You’re soaked, aren’t you? Been dripping since that bratwurst. Don’t lie.”

I bit back a whimper. “Feel for yourself.”

His fingers didn’t hesitate—sliding under the hem, over my thigh, finding the wet patch between my legs. I gasped, almost stumbling, clutching his arm. “Fuck, Anna,” he growled, shoving two fingers against my cunt through the soaked lace. “You’re walking home like this? Slut.”

Across from us, Emma shoved Lukas against a wall, kissing him sloppy, her skirt riding high as his hand disappeared under it. She moaned into his mouth, loud, shameless. A passing couple laughed and looked away. No one stopped us. No one cared.

Jack pulled me close and kissed me hard, tongue filthy in my mouth. When he broke away, my lips were swollen, wet, and he smeared my lipstick with his thumb. “Can’t wait to fuck you raw on that couch again,” he muttered.

“Then hurry the fuck up,” I shot back, though my knees were already weak, my body clenching around nothing.

Lukas’s hand landed on my shoulder as we regrouped, his voice rough. “Liebling, if you keep teasing Jack like that, I’ll take you right here and let the whole square watch.” His eyes were glassy, wild, and Emma clung to him, grinning like a devil, still stroking the hard line in his pants.

The four of us stumbled through the square like sinners, groping, kissing, laughing too loud. Every corner was another stolen touch—Jack’s fingers inside me for a second too long, Lukas kissing Emma against a lamppost, Emma grabbing my tit and biting my neck just to make me moan in public.

By the time our building came into sight, my thighs were wet, my panties useless, my body begging. Jack had me pinned against the door before we even made it up the stairs, and Lukas was already pulling Emma’s straps down her shoulders.

Home wasn’t far. But the way we were clawing at each other, it might as well have been the longest walk of my life.


Chapter Twenty-Five: Bound to Be Broken

We barely made it up the steps. Jack had me pinned against the door before I even fumbled for the key, his mouth devouring mine, his knee between my thighs, grinding me up against the wood like he wanted to fuck me standing right there. My dress was rucked up, panties already shoved aside from his wandering fingers on the way home.

“Open it, fuck,” Lukas barked, his voice a growl. He had Emma bent forward on the landing rail, one hand up her skirt, fingering her so rough her knees knocked together. She moaned, shameless, her tits spilling out of her sundress as he worked her.

My hands shook on the lock, Jack’s tongue still in my mouth, his cock hard and hot against my ass. Finally, the door gave way, and we all tumbled inside like animals.

Jack shoved me face-first onto the couch cushions, my ass high, dress bunched around my waist. His fingers spread me open, wetness dripping down my thighs. “Christ, you’re soaked. Begging for cock, aren’t you?”

“Yes—fuck, yes,” I cried, grinding back, shameless.

Across the room, Emma was already on her knees, yanking Lukas’s cock out, stroking him sloppy while he tore her dress down and squeezed her tits in both hands. She gagged around him, drool running down her chin, but kept sucking, hungry like she hadn’t been fed in days.

Jack pushed into me in one brutal thrust, thick and deep, making me scream into the couch. My nails clawed the cushions as he fucked me hard, balls slapping, hips snapping relentless. “That’s it, slut. Take it. Let them watch me wreck you.”

I lifted my head, gasping, just in time to see Emma spit on Lukas’s cock before swallowing him again, her eyes rolling back. Lukas’s gaze was on me, sharp and savage, watching Jack split me open while Emma gagged on his cock. His jaw was clenched, his hands bruising her tits, but his eyes never left my cunt stretched wide.

Jack grabbed my hair, yanking me up so my back arched, his breath hot at my ear. “You like this? Your husband watching me fuck you raw? You dripping on my cock while he strokes himself?”

“Yes—fuck, harder, Jack, harder!”

He growled, hips snapping faster, slamming me into the couch so hard it creaked. Emma moaned around Lukas’s cock, sloppy and wet, while Lukas snarled something guttural in German and grabbed her throat, forcing her head down to take him deeper. She gagged, spit pouring, but she never stopped.

The room stank of sweat, sex, filth. Our moans tangled, raw and shameless, no restraint left. Four bodies, all need, no pretense.

And me? I was gone, fucked open, owned, screaming Jack’s name while Lukas watched, Emma choking, everyone too far gone to care about anything but more.

Jack hammered me into the couch, balls smacking my clit with every thrust, until Lukas finally snapped. I heard the snarl in his throat before I felt his shadow fall over me.

“Get up,” he barked, voice sharp, thick with his accent. He hauled Jack off me by the shoulder, cock still wet and shiny from Emma’s mouth. “My turn.”

I barely had time to whimper before Lukas shoved inside me, harder, deeper, thicker. My scream tore through the room, half pain, all pleasure, my pussy stretched wide, dripping, milking him as he bottomed out in one brutal thrust.

Behind me, Jack was already flat on the rug, Emma climbing onto him like she owned him, her cunt dripping down onto his cock as she sank onto him slow, filthy, her head thrown back. “Fuck yes—been waiting for this,” she moaned, riding him like she’d been starving for it.

Jack grabbed her hips, slammed her down hard. His eyes locked on me even as Emma bounced on him, tits spilling, ass slapping. “You see that, Anna? Your man’s cock splitting you while I fuck his wife raw?”

“Yes—oh god, yes!” I choked, voice breaking as Lukas pounded me, his hips crashing into mine like he wanted to bruise me from the inside out. He grabbed my wrists, pinned them behind my back, shoved me face-down into the cushions, and used me, grunting in German, filthy and possessive.

Emma leaned back on Jack’s cock, her hands squeezing her own tits, moaning loud just so we’d all hear it. “Look at her—Lukas is wrecking her. Jack, harder—fuck me harder while she gets split in two!”

The room shook with it—slap of skin, the wet suck of holes being filled, guttural groans and ragged moans overlapping.

Lukas bent low, his chest crushing my back, his teeth scraping my shoulder. “You’re mine now, liebling. Say it. Say whose cock is inside you.”

“Yours!” I sobbed, shaking, pushed into the couch with each savage thrust. “Fuck—Lukas, yours—”

But my eyes stayed on Jack, watching his cock vanish inside Emma again and again, his face twisted with lust, his gaze never leaving me even while she rode him to a frenzy.

Four of us, no boundaries left. Just cock and cunt, spit and sweat, the whole room thick with it.

And me? I wasn’t just fucked. I was claimed, shared, ruined—and begging for more.

Lukas fucked me until I was shaking, face buried in the cushions, drooling, my pussy stretched and slick around him. But then Jack’s growl cut through the room.

“My turn again.”

Lukas pulled out with a wet slap, my cunt clenching on nothing, dripping down my thighs. He shoved me forward, and Jack was already there, cock slick, grabbing my hips and slamming into me in the same breath. I screamed, body jerking, back arching as he split me open, driving me hard, greedy.

Across the room, Emma didn’t wait—she dragged Lukas down by the hair and straddled him, sinking onto his cock with a filthy moan. “God, yes—fuck me, Lukas—stretch me,” she cried, bouncing shamelessly, tits spilling in her hands, his hands gripping her ass as he drove up into her.

Jack bent low over me, his breath hot at my ear, fucking me with punishing thrusts. “You feel how soaked you are? You’re dripping from him, and now I get to take it. I get to fuck you full, Anna.”

“Yes—fuck—yes, harder,” I sobbed, clawing at the rug, grinding back on him even as my pussy burned from being used back-to-back.

Emma’s voice broke on a scream as Lukas slammed her down hard. “He’s deeper—deeper than Jack ever is—oh fuck, yes, split me!” she moaned, her head rolling back, sweat flying off her skin.

Jack yanked my hair, forcing my face up so I had to watch them. “See her? See your husband tearing her open while I ruin you? Say it, Anna. Say you love it.”

“I love it,” I cried, shameless, voice hoarse. “I love being fucked by you while he destroys her.”

The room was chaos again—skin slapping, wet holes sucking, moans spilling like music. Lukas groaned in German under Emma, holding her down and pounding up into her like he’d never stop. Jack used me like I was nothing but cunt and wet heat, cock slamming deeper every time he forced me back onto him.

And I wanted it—every filthy second.

Jack fucked me like a man starved, hips hammering, his cock pistoning deep, wet slaps echoing through the room. My nails tore the rug, my screams raw as he split me open, every thrust slicker, louder, filthier.

Across the room, Emma was a mess on Lukas’s cock, riding him hard, her tits bouncing, sweat dripping down her chest as he drove up into her like he owned her. Her hair stuck to her face, mouth open, moaning his name like a prayer. Lukas’s voice was guttural, German curses spilling out as he slammed her down onto him, lost in her pussy.

Jack yanked me back by my hair, bending me in half, his cock punching deeper, harder. “You’re mine now,” he snarled into my ear, balls smacking my clit with every brutal thrust. “Say it.”

“I’m yours,” I screamed, shaking, my pussy gripping him, milking him. “Fuck—I’m your slut, Jack!”

That broke him. His rhythm turned savage, animal, driving me into the floor until stars exploded behind my eyes. I came with a ragged cry, pussy clenching, squirting slick down his cock and thighs. He groaned, jerking deeper, and I felt him flood me—hot, thick, pouring inside until it dripped down my ass.

At the same time, Emma shattered across the room, shrieking, grinding on Lukas’s cock as he held her down. He roared, shoving up hard, burying himself deep as he came, spilling inside her while she shook and milked him, her juices running down his balls.

The four of us collapsed in sound and mess—panting, soaked, bodies shaking. Cum, sweat, spit everywhere, the room stinking of sex. Jack’s cock slid out of me with a wet slap, my thighs trembling, pussy leaking his cum down to the rug. Emma sagged forward on Lukas’s chest, her mouth open, drooling, his cock still twitching inside her.

No one spoke. Just gasps, the thud of our hearts, the wet slide of bodies against each other.

We’d swapped, we’d broken every line, and now we lay there ruined, sticky, fucked raw—too far gone to ever go back.

Jack collapsed on top of me, cock still buried, cum leaking out around his shaft. I could feel it running down my ass, hot and sticky, and I moaned into the rug. He didn’t pull out right away—he ground in deeper, like he needed to leave every drop inside me.

Across the room, Lukas was still holding Emma down, his cock twitching inside her as she trembled. She whined when he finally pulled out, cum spilling out of her in thick streams, sliding down her thighs, dripping onto the rug between them.

I lifted my head, dizzy, hair plastered to my face. Emma’s eyes found mine. Wild. Glazed. Hungry. She crawled toward me on shaky arms, Lukas’s cum still sliding out of her.

Then her mouth was on mine, hot, sloppy, wet. She kissed me hard, tongue shoving in, and I tasted Lukas on her lips, salt and slick. I moaned into it, my own mess smearing as Jack shoved his cum out of me with two fingers, then forced them between my lips. I sucked, greedy, choking on the mix of him and me while Emma licked at the corner of my mouth.

Lukas watched with a snarl, his cock still half-hard, slick with Emma’s wetness. “Fucking whores,” he growled, but his hand was stroking himself already. It was natural for Lukas to go on a name-calling spree when he was horny.

Jack pulled me upright, still dripping, and shoved me toward Emma until our tits pressed together, slippery with sweat. Our mouths crashed again, cum smearing across our chins. She moaned into me, one hand buried between my legs, spreading me wider, scooping more of Jack’s cum out just to shove it higher, rub it against my clit.

We were a mess—cum, spit, sweat smeared everywhere, kissing, grinding, sharing each other like none of it belonged to us anymore.

The men watched, panting, stroking their cocks raw again, unable to look away.

Emma shoved me flat on my back, hair sticking to my cheeks, thighs spread wide and slick. She crawled down between my legs, messy and hungry, and the second her mouth latched onto my clit I cried out, arching hard.

“Fuck—Emma—” My voice cracked, shameless. Her tongue circled rough, her lips sucking greedy, and I could hear her moan into my cunt like she couldn’t get enough.

Jack groaned from beside me, voice ragged. “Jesus Christ—watch her eat you, Anna. She’s fucking devouring you.”

Lukas’s voice was darker, edged. “Lap it up, liebling. You like seeing your wife get eaten out like a filthy slut?”

I couldn’t even answer—just moaned, thighs trembling, grinding into Emma’s face. She didn’t stop, didn’t soften. She licked me raw, tongue stabbing inside, lips sucking my clit until I was dripping down her chin.

I grabbed her hair, yanked her up, kissed her filthy mouth, tasted myself all over her lips. Then I shoved her back, flipped us, and pushed her thighs open. Her pussy glistened, swollen, wet from her own fingers and Lukas’s cum still leaking out.

“You want it back?” I taunted, staring at Lukas while I lowered my face. “You want to watch me lick your cum out of her?”

He swore, low and guttural, fist working his cock harder.

Then my tongue was on Emma, sliding through her folds, lapping up everything. Salty, sweet, dirty. I sucked her clit until she screamed, bucking against my mouth, nails clawing at the rug.

Jack’s hand tangled in my hair, holding me down, forcing me to eat her harder. “Make her cum, Anna. Make her fucking gush while we watch.”

Emma’s legs clamped tight around my head, her cunt grinding against my face. Her voice was wrecked, begging and filthy: “Don’t stop—lick me, eat me, oh god—yes, yes—”

Her whole body shook, back arching, and she came hard on my mouth, squirting hot across my chin, dripping down my neck. I swallowed, choking and moaning into her until she finally collapsed, wrecked and trembling.

When I looked up, both men were on the edge—cocks in fists, eyes locked on us, muttering filth under their breaths.

And Emma? She dragged me up into another kiss, sloppy and wet, licking her own taste off my lips while the men watched, throbbing, desperate.

Emma collapsed beside me, both of us breathless, hair sticking to sweat and spit. She giggled first, a little wild, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. I couldn’t help but laugh too, chest heaving, the taste of her still raw in my mouth.

Across from us, Lukas just shook his head, smiling, like he couldn’t believe how far we’d gone. Jack leaned back on his elbows, grinning crooked, eyes glassy with that post-release haze.

I reached for my bag, shaky fingers finding a cigarette. Jack sat up, offering me his lighter with a smirk, then fished one out for himself. We sat there naked, side by side, trading smoke like it was nothing. The sharp burn in my throat made me sigh, loose and lazy.

Emma curled into Lukas’s side, still giggling. “God, did you see her face when I squirted? Priceless.”
“Wicked little brat,” Lukas murmured, kissing the top of her head, but he was smiling.

Jack blew out a stream of smoke, then muttered low enough for me only: “You’re a fucking handful, you know that?” His voice was wrecked but fond.

That’s when I glanced down. Both men were soft now, cocks slick and spent, resting heavy against their thighs. Lukas’s still twitched occasionally, but Jack’s had gone slack completely, glistening in the golden light. I smirked around my cigarette, nudged his hip with mine.

“Hmm,” I teased, voice rough. “Not so hard anymore, are you?”

Jack chuckled, smoke curling from his lips. “Give me five minutes, and you’ll eat those words.”

I laughed, long and dirty, leaning back into the mess of sheets. Emma joined in, covering her mouth, and even Lukas’s smile widened.

The four of us—naked, wrecked, laughing in the stink of sex and smoke. No hiding anymore.

Emma stretched, hair mussed, still giggling. Then she wrinkled her nose. “Shit, I need to piss.”

“Me too,” I admitted, legs sticky, bladder aching after everything.

We staggered toward the bathroom together, bare skin brushing, laughing at how wrecked we were. The door had barely clicked shut when it opened again. Lukas leaned on the frame, eyes dark, cock hanging soft but already twitching back to life. Jack was right behind him, arms folded, smirk lazy.

“You two really think you’re pissing alone after all that?” Jack drawled.

Emma shot me a look, wicked and daring. I grinned back. “Fine then. Watch.”

We crouched over the toilet together, shoulder to shoulder, giggling like schoolgirls as the men crowded in. The sound of piss hitting the water filled the room, loud and shameless. Emma moaned dramatically, tossing her head back. “Fuck, that feels good.”

I laughed, then spread my thighs wider, letting them see everything. The stream hissed out of me, hot and heavy. Lukas groaned low in his throat.

“Look at them,” Jack muttered, hand already stroking himself, his cock swelling fast.

Emma leaned forward, piss splashing louder, her voice breathless. “Bet you like this, don’t you? Watching us empty out the same holes you just stuffed full.”

I smirked, rocking my hips a little, still pissing. “Filthy bastards. Getting hard over this?”

And they were. Both of them. Thickening right there in front of us, cocks jerking to life as they stared. Lukas’s fist clenched like he was holding himself back, but Jack was shameless, stroking his length slow and rough, eyes locked on my pussy.

Emma finished first, shaking her thighs, grinning as she spread herself open deliberately for them. “There. Clean slate,” she teased.

I dripped the last of it, sighing, and then wiped slow with a wad of tissue, tossing it in the bowl. When I looked up, they were both rock hard, chests rising, hungry.

Emma and I glanced at each other, laughter bubbling up again—dirty, conspiratorial. We’d turned a piss into a show, and it had them undone all over again.

I leaned against the doorframe, watching Lukas and Emma tangle their mouths together like they couldn’t get enough. His hand slid down, grabbing a handful of her ass, making her squeal and giggle before he hauled her down the hall with him.

That left me with Jack.

He lingered, eyes dark, lips swollen. We smirked at each other, and then we were kissing too — hard, sloppy, tongues pushing, teeth catching. My back hit the cool tile, his body pressing close.

He pulled back just enough to murmur, voice low and rough: “Fuck, I gotta piss.”

I nodded toward the toilet. “Go on.”

But he didn’t move. Not yet. His gaze cut into mine, a lazy grin spreading. “Wanna watch?”

My heart kicked hard. Heat pooled low in my belly. I swallowed, then smiled slow. “You want me to hold it?”

His breath caught. “Would you?”

I didn’t answer. Not with words. I just slid my hand down, wrapped my fingers around his cock. Heavy. Warm. Already thickening in my palm even before he let go.

And then it started.

The stream hissed out of him, hot and steady, splashing into the bowl. I held him firm, guiding him, feeling every twitch and pulse through his length as he pissed. My cunt clenched. I’d never even done this with Lukas. And here I was, gripping another man’s cock while he emptied himself for me.

The sound was obscene. The smell, the heat, the sight of it spraying from the tip I’d had in my mouth — it all twisted inside me, filthy and raw.

“Jesus,” Jack groaned, head falling back as he pissed, letting me control him.

I bit my lip, staring, stroking him lightly with my thumb as the last dribbles came. My cheeks burned, not with shame but with hunger. When he shook, I leaned closer, whispering, “All done?”

He looked down at me, eyes wrecked. “Yeah.”

I reached over and flushed, still holding him in my hand a beat too long before I let go. The roar of the water filled the room, covering the sound of my breathing — shallow, fast, dirty.

And then we were just standing there, his cock softening in my hand, the taste of him still on my tongue, my whole body flushed from the filth of what I’d just done.

I still had him in my hand when the flush faded. His cock twitched against my palm, soft but thick, heavy, like it knew what I wanted from it. I stroked slow, deliberate, watching the blood rush back, watching it swell again in my grip.

Jack groaned low, eyes half-lidded. “Fuck, Anna… you’re gonna make me hard right after I pissed?”

I smirked, thumb rolling over the head, already slick with the first bead of his want. “You think I’d hold it and not play with it?”

His laugh broke into a grunt when I squeezed tighter. “Jesus. You’re filthy.”

“Yeah,” I whispered, leaning close to kiss the corner of his mouth, “but so are you.”

In seconds, he was stiff again, thick in my fist. I gave him one last stroke, let him throb against my belly, then pulled away with a wicked grin. “Now you’re ready.”

We straightened up, half-giddy, half-wrecked, and pushed out of the bathroom—

—and froze.

The living room was alive with the sound of skin slapping skin, Emma’s moans sharp and shameless.

Lukas had her bent over the couch, holding her by the hips, pounding into her from behind like he’d been starved. His balls smacked against her with every thrust, her tits bouncing as she clawed the cushions, hair sticking to her sweaty back.

My husband didn’t even look away when we stepped in. He just drove harder, snarling in German that made Emma cry out louder.

Jack’s cock jerked in my hand again. My breath caught in my throat.

We were caught, all of us—but none of us cared anymore.

Jack didn’t wait. He grabbed me by the waist, spun me, and shoved me toward the bed where Lukas already had Emma spread out, her ass in the air, her face mashed into the mattress as he drove into her hard and deep.

“On your knees,” Jack rasped, his cock heavy and wet against my thigh as he pushed me down.

I obeyed, palms flat on the sheets, ass high, already dripping. My husband’s grunts filled the room, Emma’s moans sharp and broken, and the sight of it made my cunt clench before Jack was even inside me.

He didn’t tease. He shoved in one brutal stroke, splitting me wide, making me cry out into the mattress.

“Fuck—Jack!”

“Yeah, you take it,” he snarled, fists tight on my hips, dragging me back onto him. His balls slapped my clit with every thrust, obscene and wet.

I lifted my head just enough to see Emma beside me, her hair sticking to her face, drool on her chin, her ass bouncing as Lukas pounded her. Her eyes rolled toward me, wild, meeting mine. We moaned together, broken, needy, our sounds blending as the men used us in perfect rhythm.

Jack bent low, teeth catching my ear. “You like seeing your husband ruin her while I wreck you?”

“Yes,” I gasped, shameless. “God, yes. Harder.”

He obliged, slamming into me, hips bruising my ass. Lukas snarled across the bed, one hand yanking Emma’s hair, the other smacking her ass red. She screamed into the sheets, begging for more, while I clawed the mattress, desperate and greedy.

We were side by side, two women on our knees, fucked raw, dripping and loud while our men growled above us.

Emma’s hand found mine across the bed, fingers clutching tight, knuckles white as we shook together under the pounding.

I turned my head, cheek pressed to the sheets, watching Lukas’s cock disappear into her as Jack split me open just inches away. The sight made me whimper, made me shove back against Jack harder, greedy for every inch.

Sweat, moans, skin slapping skin—it was chaos, filthy and perfect.

And we didn’t hold back. Not anymore.

Jack was relentless, his cock hammering into me so deep my whole body jolted forward with each thrust. The sheets tore under my nails, my ass stinging where he smacked it just to hear me yelp. Beside us, Lukas was a savage rhythm of flesh on flesh, Emma’s ass bouncing, her tits swinging with every brutal slap of his hips.

Emma screamed, hoarse and guttural, her face twisted into the sheets, spit smeared on her chin. Lukas yanked her head back by the hair, making her cry out louder, his chest slick with sweat as he snarled something in German, rough and filthy.

Jack bent over me, grinding his teeth, voice shredded in my ear. “You’re mine right now, Anna. My slut. You feel that cock? Tell him how good I fuck you.”

I twisted my head, forcing my eyes open to look at Lukas while Jack pounded me, my voice broken but loud. “He’s splitting me wide, Lukas—fucking me better than you.”

That set Jack off—he roared, slamming me into the mattress so hard the bedframe cracked. My pussy gushed, slick dripping down my thighs, clinging to his cock as he rammed into me like a man unhinged.

Across from me, Emma locked eyes with me, wild and glassy, her mouth open as she sobbed through her moans. She reached blindly, our hands tangling again, fingers clutching hard like lifelines.

We shook together, side by side, two sluts on our knees, the men splitting us open.

“Come for me,” Jack growled, hips brutal, cock spearing me. “Now, Anna. Make a fucking mess.”

I broke. My scream tore out raw, my cunt clamping around him, spasms wracking me until my vision blurred. I gushed hard, dripping down his balls, soaking the sheets, sobbing as the climax ripped me apart.

Emma came with me, howling into the mattress, her body jerking under Lukas’s hold. He cursed loud, vicious, as her pussy clenched around him, his hips stuttering.

Jack followed, grinding deep, cock jerking inside me as he spilled hot, thick ropes that flooded me until it leaked down my thighs. Lukas slammed into Emma once more with a guttural groan, spilling inside her, grabbing her hips so hard he’d leave bruises.

The four of us collapsed together, messy and spent. Sweat, cum, spit—everywhere. The room stank of it. Our skin slick, our bodies trembling, our breaths ragged.

I lay cheek to cheek with Emma, both of us wrecked, cum leaking from our swollen pussies as the men groaned above us.

It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t sweet.

It was filthy, brutal, and perfect.

We collapsed in a tangle, the four of us sticky and gasping. The sheets stank of sex, slick with sweat and cum. My thighs were shaking, Jack still half-hard inside me, his chest heaving against my back. Beside us, Lukas was sprawled over Emma, both of them drenched, his cum dripping out of her onto the mattress.

For a moment, it was just panting. Groans. The sound of bodies settling into the mess we’d made.

Then Emma giggled, muffled against the sheets. “Holy fuck… I don’t think I can walk.”

Lukas chuckled dark, still breathless. “Good. Means I did my job.”

That was when it happened. A sudden, sharp little fart slipped out of Emma, loud enough to echo against the mattress.

The room went dead silent for half a beat.

Then we lost it.

I rolled onto my back, laughing so hard tears streamed down my face. Jack snorted, clutching his stomach. Even Lukas cracked, his head dropping to Emma’s shoulder as he shook with laughter.

Emma groaned into her hands, red-faced but laughing too. “Fuck off, all of you. You made me so full of cock, it just—slipped.”

I wheezed through my laughter, still clutching my belly. “That’s one way to mark the territory.”

Jack grinned down at me, hair plastered to his forehead with sweat. “Christ, Anna… we’re a mess.”

“We’re the mess,” I corrected, still giggling, sliding a hand over Emma’s sticky thigh.

Lukas smirked, wiping sweat from his brow. “Better than any beer tent.”

We all broke into laughter again, the kind that leaves you boneless, sprawled naked in filth and not giving a damn.

The laughter still hadn’t died down when Emma sprawled wider on the sheets, cum leaking down her thighs, her grin wicked through her flushed face. “Well,” she said, still breathless, “since you’re all laughing at me, someone better fucking clean this mess.”

Lukas groaned, falling onto his back. “Not me. I’ve got nothing left.”

Jack’s eyes glinted. He shifted, dragging himself across the sheets until he was between Emma’s legs, hair falling into his sweaty face. “Guess that makes it my job.”

Emma squealed, half laughing, half moaning, when he pushed her thighs open and lowered his mouth to the sticky mess. His tongue worked shamelessly, lapping up Lukas’s cum as if it were dessert, sucking it out of her, slurping loud enough to make my toes curl. Emma threw her head back, her laugh turning to a broken cry. “Jesus—Jack—fuck!”

I stared, heat flooding me all over again. My husband’s cum, on Jack’s tongue, Emma writhing. The sight wrecked me.

Then Jack lifted his head, his chin slick, eyes feral as he turned toward me. “Your turn.”

Before I could answer, he shoved me onto my back, pried my thighs open, and buried his mouth between them. I gasped, hips jerking, as his tongue slid through my folds, greedy, sucking out the cum Lukas had spilled in me. The filth of it—the slurp, the taste of another man on his lips when he kissed me after—set me shaking.

“God, Jack,” I sobbed, clawing at his hair. “Don’t stop. Fucking eat it out of me.”

He did. Rough, messy, licking every drop, groaning into my pussy like he couldn’t get enough.

Beside me, Emma was still giggling breathlessly, her hand trailing lazily over Lukas’s chest. “Looks like Jack’s the real cleanup crew.”

And me? I was thrashing under his mouth, drowning in the filthy pleasure of being devoured, knowing we were all too far gone to ever call this anything but what it was—pure, shameless depravity.

Jack didn’t give me a chance to breathe. His mouth was on me like he’d been starving for it, his tongue spearing into me, then flattening, then sucking my clit so hard I jolted. Cum and spit smeared everywhere, dripping down my ass, but he didn’t give a fuck—he licked it all, groaning into my cunt like he was drunk on the taste.

“Fuck, Jack—fuck—” I sobbed, nails raking his scalp. My thighs clamped around his head, but he only forced them wider, fingers bruising into my flesh while he shoved his tongue deeper, slurping, noisy, obscene.

Emma giggled beside us, her voice lazy and filthy. “God, look at her—he’s sucking Lukas’s load right out of her pussy.”

Lukas’s voice was a growl, rough and proud. “Eat it all, Junge. Don’t waste a drop.”

Jack moaned at the command, the vibration tearing me apart. My hips bucked against his face, riding him shamelessly, grinding on his mouth like he was nothing but a toy for me to use. He let me. He wanted it.

“Tell him,” Emma panted, still playing with her clit as she watched, “tell him what a slut you are, Anna.”

“I’m a slut—fuck, I’m your filthy slut—” My words broke into cries as his tongue flicked hard against my clit, his lips sucking it into his mouth, pulling me right to the edge. My back arched, my cunt clenched, and I shattered—screaming, squirting wet across his chin and cheeks as he drank me down like it was nothing but more to swallow.

Jack held me there, sucking me through it, moaning against me until my whole body spasmed and shook, the sheets soaked, my thighs sticky against his face.

When he finally pulled back, his mouth was wrecked—chin dripping, lips swollen. He dragged himself up over me and kissed me messy, shoving the taste of myself and Lukas’s cum into my mouth.

Emma cackled, breathless. “Good girl—share it with her.”

And I kissed him back, filthy, sloppy, hungry for every drop.

Jack was still kissing me, his face shiny with my cum and Lukas’s seed, when Lukas’s voice cut in—low, guttural, full of command.

“Emma. Crawl.”

Emma froze for a half-second, then obeyed—already panting, her knees squeaking against the sheets as she scrambled over, eyes blown wide, tits swaying. Lukas’s hand tangled in her hair, yanking her face up close to Jack’s ruined mouth.

“Lick him clean,” Lukas growled, his accent thick, dirty. “Taste your little friend. Taste your husband on her cunt.”

Emma moaned before she even touched him, then opened her mouth and slotted her lips over Jack’s chin. She licked long and sloppy, tongue dragging up his jaw, sucking at the wet mess until he groaned. Her moans mixed with his, obscene and desperate, as she smeared it across her lips and swallowed.

“Scheiße,” Lukas muttered, his cock hard against her hip, his fist tightening in her hair. “That’s it, slut. Clean him like a dog.”

Jack bucked against me, groaning, his cock dragging along my stomach as Emma sucked his mouth, her tongue tangling with his, trading the taste of me back and forth. I gasped, watching, hips still twitching from my orgasm, cunt clenching on nothing.

Lukas shoved Emma harder into Jack’s face, grinding his cock against her ass while she licked. “Don’t stop till you’ve got every drop, girl. I want to see your tongue dripping.”

She pulled back with a filthy gasp, strings of spit and cum clinging to her lips, her chin smeared. She looked wrecked, eyes glassy, moaning like she was the one being fucked.

Jack’s voice was hoarse, shredded. “Jesus Christ.”

And me? I grabbed his cock, slick and swollen between us, stroking him hard, greedy. “Don’t you dare stop,” I snarled, my own voice cracked and filthy. “I want to see her eat it off your cock next.”

Lukas laughed low, dangerous. “Oh, she will. She’ll do it all.”

Emma obeyed like she couldn’t help it. Lukas shoved her down between us, his fist still twisted in her hair, and her mouth found Jack’s cock.

It was filthy—slick with spit, smeared with my mess, his shaft throbbing red. She moaned like a slut as soon as her lips wrapped around it, tongue dragging up the length, sucking hard, greedy. Strings of spit hung from her chin as she bobbed, her hand pumping the base while her other hand rubbed herself like she was starved.

Jack’s head hit the pillow with a groan, his eyes wild, watching her swallow him. “Fuck—Jesus, she’s—” His words cut off in a gasp when Emma gagged and took him deeper, messy and loud, spit bubbling down her throat.

Lukas was right there behind her, grinning like the devil. He yanked her hips up, shoved her knees apart, and slammed into her with one brutal thrust. Emma choked on Jack’s cock, her muffled moan vibrating around him, and Jack almost lost it right there.

“Take it, slut,” Lukas growled, pounding her hard, his balls slapping wet against her. “Mouth full, cunt full—you’ll choke and love it.”

I couldn’t just watch. I crawled up Jack’s body, straddling his chest, rubbing my soaked pussy against his stomach until his hands flew to my hips. “Fuck me too,” I hissed, leaning down to kiss him hard, tasting spit and Emma on his mouth.

“Turn around,” he rasped, gripping me. I did, spinning to face Emma, and dropped onto his cock in one slick slide. We both moaned—me as he split me wide, her with his cock dragged out of her throat and shoved back in again. I rode him hard, our thighs slapping, his hands bruising my ass.

Lukas’s pace behind Emma was savage, his chest pressed to her back as he bent over her, snarling filth in German while he slammed into her. Her tits bounced against Jack’s thighs, spit and cum dripping down her chin as she tried to keep sucking, tried to swallow him even as she was split open.

The sounds were obscene—wet slaps, gagging, moaning, all of us falling apart.

Jack’s cock twitched inside me. He was close. So was I. So was Emma, her moans wrecked, high-pitched, vibrating against him every time she gagged. Lukas was snarling, fucking her raw, his thrusts short and brutal now.

It all went at once.

I screamed as I came, pussy clenching tight around Jack’s cock, soaking him. He roared, shoving up into me, spilling hot and thick inside while my nails raked his chest. Emma broke too, muffled around his shaft, choking and sobbing as her cunt clamped around Lukas. He cursed in German, slammed deep, and emptied himself into her with a growl.

We collapsed, tangled bodies slick and shaking. Sweat, cum, spit—everything clung, smeared, soaking sheets and skin. The room stank of sex and ruin.

Nobody spoke for a while. Just panting, the twitch of muscles, the slow sag of spent bodies.

Then Jack chuckled hoarsely, stroking my hip. “So… beer fest tomorrow?”

Emma laughed, voice wrecked. Lukas grinned against her neck. And me? I just groaned, rolling onto my back, knowing we were all too far gone to ever go back.

Epilogue

The house was too quiet without them.
Too clean. Too still.

Two days, and already the creak of the floorboards felt heavier, like the place itself missed the weight of four bodies tangled together, sweating, fucking, laughing.

Now it was just Lukas and me. Naked, skin still buzzing from everything we’d done. I sprawled across his chest, his arm lazy around me, one of his ties looped loose around my wrists. Not tight. Just there. Just a reminder.

I dragged a nail across his stomach. He hummed. I was about to slide down his body when my phone buzzed.

FaceTime: Jack ✈️

Lukas smirked. “Answer it.”

I tapped accept.

The screen lit up with Jack and Emma, cramped together in a plane seat. Blue cabin glow, thin airline blanket pulled high. Emma was curled on his lap, hair messy, lips pink and swollen. Jack’s grin was sloppy, eyes glassy, a drink in his hand.

“Miss us yet?” Emma’s voice was all tease.

Jack lifted his glass. “Couldn’t wait for Chicago. Had to call now.”

Lukas leaned up behind me, arm across my chest. He tugged the tie on my wrists, just enough to make me squirm. He didn’t say a word. He didn’t have to.

“What are you two doing?” I asked, my voice already low.

Emma giggled. Her hand slid under the blanket. Jack’s jaw flexed, his breath catching.

“She’s got her fist around me,” he muttered, voice wrecked.

My cunt clenched. I didn’t even try to hide the sound that slipped out.

Emma pouted for the camera, lips glossy. “I told him I miss your mouth, Anna. He got hard the second I said it.”

“Fuck,” Jack hissed.

I leaned closer, licking my lips slow. “Tell him I want his cock in my throat the second you’re back.”

Jack groaned, head thudding back against the seat.

Emma’s grin turned wicked. “He says he wants to come all over your face while Lukas holds you open.”

Lukas growled in my ear, his cock stiff against my ass, his teeth grazing my neck.

I laughed, breath shaking. “Then tell him I’ll ride him raw while you sit on my face, Emma.”

Jack swore—loud, broken. Emma ducked down, the camera wobbling until it showed her head under the blanket, Jack’s hand fisting her hair.

His voice was strangled. “Jesus Christ, you’re gonna make me blow before we even hit Ohio.”

“Promise?” I whispered.

Emma’s muffled laugh came through, then she peeked up, lips shiny, chin wet. “This is just a taste. We’re not done. Not even close.”

Jack’s voice was thick, his eyes burning. “Stay ready for us.”

“Always,” I whispered.

Lukas growled something in my ear, German rough and filthy: “Ich will Emmas furzende Arsch ficken.”

Emma blinked. “Wait—what did he just say?”

I smirked at her through the screen. “He said he wants to fuck your farting ass.”

Jack nearly choked on his drink, and Emma’s laugh turned wild, half-shocked, half-thrilled. “Jesus, Lukas!” she giggled, covering her mouth. “You’re disgusting. And I kind of love it.”

Jack shook his head, still laughing. “We’ll call when we’re back in Chicago. Don’t get too innocent without us.”

Emma blew a kiss to the camera, still giggling. “Behave… or don’t

The screen went black.

Lukas rolled me onto my stomach, the tie still biting at my wrists. His cock pressed against me, hard, unyielding.

“What now?” I asked, breathless.

He bent, teeth at my ear. “Now I fuck you until they come back.”

And he did.

------------------------------------- The End------------------------------------------------
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