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An Idea

I was curling my lashes when Ben’s reflection slid into the mirror behind me, shirt hanging open, belt still in his hand.

“Zip me?” I asked, turning.

He stepped close, fingers brushing the small of my back as he tugged the zipper up my red blouse. His lips grazed the nape of my neck.

“You’re lethal in that skirt.”

“Goal achieved.”

We were running five minutes late—standard. The plan: dinner with Mike and Jen, Tom and Sarah, then The Vault. Same crew, same ritual, only tonight felt different. I couldn’t name why.

The table at Marcello’s was already loud when we arrived. Sarah waved a breadstick like a conductor’s baton.

“Finally! We started the wine without you.”

I slid in beside Jen. Ben took the end seat, immediately pulled into a debate with Tom about craft IPAs.

The waiter poured Chianti. Plates arrived—gnocchi, osso buco, the usual. Conversation stayed safe: kids, mortgages, the new Marvel trailer.

Jen was mid-sentence about her toddler’s latest tantrum when she stopped, eyes flicking toward the bar.

“Holy shit. Is that Chloe?”

I followed her gaze.

There, leaning against the counter with a glass of something amber, was Chloe from accounting.

The office cardigan was gone. Instead, she wore a black wrap dress that tied at the waist and strained across her chest. Her ginger hair was down, wild curls catching the low light. She laughed at something the bartender said, head thrown back, freckles bright across her nose.

A tall, bearded guy in a linen shirt—Mitch, I assumed—sidled up behind her, hands settling on her hips. He whispered something in her ear. She bit her lip, nodded, and they moved toward the exit—her dress flaring as she walked, thighs pale and dimpled.

Sarah leaned over. “She’s glowing.”

Jen’s voice dropped to a conspiratorial hiss. “Okay, I have to tell you what she told me at work on Thursday.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Go on.”

“We were in the break room. Just us. She’s pouring coffee, totally casual, and I’m trying not to stare because I’d heard the rumors. She catches me, smirks, and goes, ‘Jamaica was life-changing.’ I play dumb—‘Oh, nice beach?’—and she just laughs. Then looks me dead in the eye and says, ‘I know what they’re saying about me, Jen. Let ’em talk. We spent six nights at Hedonism II. Clothing-optional. Full swap. I lost count after the third guy.’”

My fork froze halfway to my mouth.

Jen barreled on. “I must’ve looked like a fish because she just shrugs, leans in, and goes, ‘Truth is, I like sucking dick. Why limit myself to one?’ Then she grabs her mug and walks out like she just told me the copier was fixed.”

Sarah choked on her wine. “Full swap? Like, actual swinging?”

Tom’s jaw dropped. “Chloe? The one who color-codes the snack drawer?”

Mike nodded, grinning. “Mitch confirmed it at the gym. Said Chloe’s the one who books the trips. Themed weeks. Foam parties. Playrooms. The works.”

Jen wasn’t done. “She told Lisa from HR the same thing—got wasted on margaritas and said, ‘Hard to complain when your husband’s got a blonde sitting on his face.’”

The table erupted.

My laugh came out shaky. I pictured it: Chloe—five-foot-two, snickerdoodle-baker, Star Trek evangelist—on her knees in a candlelit suite, mouth full, eyes bright. Mitch beneath a stranger, groaning into wet heat.

The image lodged behind my eyes like a splinter.

Ben’s knee nudged mine under the table. I met his eyes. He was trying not to grin.

The Vault was a cave of purple light and bass. We claimed a high-top near the dance floor. My second espresso martini arrived just as the DJ dropped a remix of “Sweet Dreams.”

Sarah dragged Jen onto the floor. Tom followed, already doing some dad-dance that involved too much hip.

I leaned into Ben. “Think she’s here?”

Before he could answer, Jen reappeared, breathless, fanning herself with a coaster. “She’s here. On the floor. Same dress.”

My head snapped toward the crowd.

There she was.

Chloe’s black dress rode higher as she moved, Mitch’s hands on her hips guiding her in a slow grind. Her eyes were closed, head tipped back, curls bouncing. She looked… free.

I couldn’t look away.

Chloe opened her eyes—caught me staring.

For a second, the music faded. Chloe’s smile was slow, knowing. She lifted one hand, gave a little finger-wiggle wave.

I waved back, cheeks burning.

Back at the table, the group was drunk-loose. Tom had his phone out, scrolling Chloe’s Jamaica photos.

“Look at this one—she’s topless on a float, Mitch is feeding her a shot from his mouth—”

Sarah swatted the phone down. “You’re all animals.”

Jen laughed. “The best part? She’s boring at work. Spreadsheets. Cat memes. Then bam—foam parties and gangbangs.”

My pulse thudded in my throat.

Ben’s voice was low, meant only for me. “You keep picturing it.”

I didn’t deny it.

In the Uber home, my hand was on Ben’s thigh before the car pulled away from the curb.

“You saw her face when she waved,” Ben murmured. “She knew we were talking about her.”

My fingers tightened. “She looked… proud.”

The driver’s eyes flicked to the rearview. I didn’t care.

The door slammed. Shoes kicked off.

I pushed Ben onto the couch, straddled him, skirt riding high. My mouth crashed into his, but the kiss slowed—drunk, messy, searching. I pulled back just enough to breathe.

“Chloe,” I said, the name tasting foreign on my tongue. “Chloe.”

Ben’s hands were on my hips, thumbs pressing into the fabric of my skirt. “I know.”

“How does she do that?” I whispered, more to myself than him. “She’s married. She brings cookies to the potluck. She color-codes the snack drawer. And she just… says it? I lost count after the third guy?”

I laughed, but it cracked in the middle. Ben’s fingers tightened.

“She’s proud of it,” he said, voice low. “Did you see her face when she waved?”

I nodded, forehead against his. “Like she owns it.”

My hands slid up his chest, unbuttoning his shirt slow, one button at a time. “How do you even get there? You wake up one day and decide, sure, let’s swap spouses? You don’t… you don’t worry it’ll break everything?”

Ben’s breath hitched as I leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “I don’t know,” he murmured. “But she didn’t look broken.”

I pulled back, searched his face. “You think she’s happy?”

He swallowed. “She looked free.”

The word hung between us. I felt it in my stomach, low and warm.

I kissed him again, slower this time. Deeper. My hips rolled once, testing. He groaned into my mouth.

“What if—” I started, then stopped.

Ben’s hands slid under my blouse, palms hot against my skin. “Say it.”

“What if we were like that?” The words slipped out before I could cage them. “Not… not all the way. But what if we just… talked about it? What if I told you I wanted to know what another man’s mouth felt like? What if you watched?”

His cock twitched beneath me, hard against my thigh.

I laughed, shaky. “God, Ben, you’re hard.”

“You’re the one grinding on me,” he shot back, but his voice was rough.

I kissed him again, teeth scraping his lip. “Tell me you’re not picturing it. Chloe on her knees. Mitch with his face buried. Some stranger’s hands in my hair while you—”

“Fuck,” he groaned, hips bucking up.

I reached between us, fingers fumbling with his belt. The leather gave way. I unzipped him, freed him, wrapped my hand around his shaft. He was already leaking.

“Tell me,” I said, stroking slow. “Tell me what you see.”

“You,” he rasped. “On your knees. Some guy’s cock in your mouth. Me watching. You looking up at me while you choke on him—”

I tightened my grip. His hips jerked.

“Keep going.”

“Another girl,” he said, voice breaking. “Riding my face. Her pussy dripping on my tongue. You watching her cum while you—”

I stopped stroking. He whimpered.

“Say it,” I whispered. “Say you want it.”

“Amy—”

“Say it.”

I leaned down, took him in my mouth—slow, deliberate, tongue swirling around the tip, tasting the salt of him. Pulled off just as his hips started to thrust.

“Say we do it.”

His cock twitched against my lips.

“Say we make the profile.”

I licked a stripe up his shaft, then stopped.

Ben’s head fell back. “Yes. Fuck—yes.”

I wrapped my hand around him again, stroking fast, relentless. His thighs tensed. His breath came in short, desperate gasps.

“Say it again.”

“Yes,” he gasped. “We’ll make the profile. We’ll—”

His hips bucked hard. I felt the first pulse, then the hot spill of his cum across my fingers, his stomach, his shirt. He groaned my name, body shaking.

I kept stroking through it, milking every drop, until he was spent and trembling beneath me.

Only then did I push him flat onto the couch, climb up his body. My skirt was around my waist now, thong soaked. I straddled his face, lowered myself slow.

His tongue found me instantly.

I moaned, grinding down. My hands fumbled for my phone on the coffee table.

“Username,” I panted, fingers shaking as I opened the browser.

Ben groaned into me, the vibration sending sparks up my spine.

“Something that scares us,” he managed between licks.

I typed, thighs trembling.

HotWifeAmy&WillingBen.

I hit send.

Then I dropped the phone, grabbed his hair, and rode his face until I came with Chloe’s name on my lips and the future burning between my legs.


After The Night

Three days later, the wine had worn off, but the heat hadn’t.

I’d been at the gym, then the grocery store. Ben texted he’d be home early—something about a canceled meeting. I walked in expecting leftovers and Netflix, maybe a lazy kiss on the couch.

Instead, I found him on the living room sectional, laptop balanced on his thighs, headphones half-on, one hand frozen mid-stroke.

The screen glowed.

I knew that look. That guilty look.

He slammed the lid shut so fast the table rattled.

“Hey,” he said, too loud. “You’re back early.”

I dropped my keys on the counter. “What were you watching?”

“Nothing. Work stuff.”

“Work stuff that makes you jerk off with headphones?”

His face went red. “Amy—”

“Show me.”

He hesitated, then opened the laptop again, angling it toward me like it might bite.

It was paused on an amateur clip—grainy, real. A wife on her knees, red hair (not unlike Chloe’s), mouth stretched around one cock while her hand worked another. Her husband sat on the couch behind her, legs spread, a brunette between his thighs, head bobbing slow and deep. The wife looked up—eyes locked on her husband—and smiled around the dick in her mouth.

Then the clip resumed.

The redhead stood, bent over the arm of the couch. One guy slid into her from behind, the other fed himself back into her mouth. Spit-roast. The husband groaned as the brunette took him to the root.

I couldn’t breathe.

Ben’s voice was barely a whisper. “I… I couldn’t stop thinking about it. Chloe. You. The way you said—”

I cut him off. “Pause it.”

He did.

I stepped closer, stood between his knees. “You’ve been thinking about this?”

He nodded, throat working.

I reached down, wrapped my hand around his cock through his sweatpants. He was rock hard.

“Show me again.”

He clicked play.

The redhead moaned around the cock in her mouth. The guy behind her slapped her ass, thrust deep. The brunette swallowed the husband whole.

I squeezed.

“You want to watch me like that?” I asked, voice low. “On my knees? Two dicks in my face while some girl sucks you dry?”

Ben’s hips jerked into my hand.

“Say it.”

“Yes,” he rasped. “Fuck—yes.”

I pulled his sweats down, freed him. He was leaking, slick and hot.

I dropped to my knees.

“Then watch me practice.”

I took him in my mouth—slow, deliberate, eyes locked on his. Let him see what I’d do to someone else. Let him imagine.

His hand went to my hair.

I pulled off, lips wet. “Don’t cum yet.”

I stood, pushed him flat on his back, climbed up his body. My leggings were gone in one motion. I straddled his face, lowered myself slow.

His tongue found me instantly.

I grabbed the laptop, balanced it on the coffee table, hit play again.

The redhead was cumming now—loud, messy, body shaking.

I ground down on Ben’s mouth.

“I’m gonna finish the profile,” I panted. “Now.”

His muffled groan vibrated through me.

I reached for my phone.

HotWifeAmy&WillingBen.

Bio: “Curious. Hungry. Watching.”

I hit submit.

Then I rode his face until I came, the redhead’s moans in my ears, Ben’s tongue buried deep, and the future wide open.

I came hard on Ben’s tongue, thighs shaking, the laptop still looping the redhead’s moans in the background. I rode it out, grinding slow, then lifted off him. His face glistened, eyes wild, cock straining against his sweats.

I stood and smoothed my skirt down like nothing had happened. “Dinner?” I asked, voice light. “I got salmon.”

He blinked, dazed. “Uh… yeah. Sure.”

I turned toward the kitchen.

The next hour was torture for him. I acted normal—seared the salmon, tossed a salad, poured wine. He sat at the counter, shifting every thirty seconds, trying to hide the bulge. I caught him staring at my ass when I bent to grab the olive oil. I pretended not to notice.

We ate. He barely tasted it. I talked about work, the gym, the neighbor’s dog. He nodded, voice tight.

I cleared the plates. “Sofa?”

He followed like a puppy.

I pushed him down, straddled his lap again. Kissed him slow, tasting myself on his lips.

“You’ve been hard all day,” I murmured. “Haven’t you?”

He nodded.

I slid down, knelt between his legs. Pulled his sweats off. His cock sprang free, flushed, leaking.

I wrapped my hand around the base. “You want to cum?”

“God, yes.”

I leaned in, tongue flicking the tip. He jerked.

“Then you’re going to help me finish the profile.”

I opened my phone, pulled up the draft. Three photos: me in the red blouse, tits spilling out. One bent over the bed, ass up. One legs spread on the bathroom counter, pussy glistening.

“Pick,” I said, stroking slow. “Best tits. Best ass. Best pussy.”

He groaned, hips twitching.

I stopped.

“Pick.”

He pointed—tits first, then ass, then pussy. I uploaded each one, cropping tight, teasing.

I leaned down, took him deep. Pulled off with a pop.

“Say it.”

He panted. “Say what?”

“Say we’re doing this. Say yes before I click upload.”

I stroked him once, twice—slow, cruel.

“Amy—”

“Say it.”

I took him to the back of my throat, hummed. Pulled off.

“Yes,” he gasped. “Fuck—yes. Upload it. Do it.”

I clicked.

Profile live.

I wrapped my hand around him again, pumping fast, thumb swiping the head.

He came hard—thick ropes across his stomach, my wrist, the couch. His whole body shook, my name a broken prayer.

I kept going until he twitched, oversensitive, begging.

Then I leaned in, licked a stripe up his shaft, tasted the salt of him.

“Welcome to the lifestyle, baby,” I whispered.

I stood, wiped my hand on his shirt, and walked to the kitchen for water.

He lay sprawled, wrecked, staring at the ceiling.

The profile glowed on my phone.

HotWifeAmy&WillingBen. Status: Online.

I stood in the kitchen doorway, water glass in hand, watching Ben sprawl wrecked across the couch. His cum still glistened on his stomach, the laptop screen dimmed to the swinger site’s confirmation page.

Profile live.

I took a sip. Cold. Real.

Three weeks later, my inbox was a war zone.

I’d refreshed it every morning like a junkie—first out of curiosity, then habit, then hunger. Ben pretended not to notice, but I caught him checking over my shoulder, breath held.

Most messages were garbage. Dick pics. One-word intros. Creeps who hadn’t read past my tits.

Then Jordan appeared.

His profile pic was simple: him in a charcoal suit, arms crossed, leaning against a brick wall. No shirtless mirror selfie. No gym flex. Just quiet power.

His first message came at 2:17 a.m.—I was half-asleep, phone glowing under the covers.

Jordan: “Red blouse, black skirt, red stilettos. I’ll know you when I see you. You wrote you want someone who listens. I read every word. You want someone who doesn’t flinch when you say ‘watch.’ I won’t. You want someone who makes the first move feel like the only move. I will. Friday. 7:30. The Oak Room at the Grand. Wear the red. I’ll be the one already hard.”

I stared at the screen until my eyes burned. Ben stirred beside me, murmured something sleepy. I didn’t answer.

Jordan followed up the next morning—9:03 a.m., while I was brushing my teeth.

Jordan’s second message sat unanswered for six minutes. I stared at it in the kitchen, toothbrush dripping in my hand.

Jordan: “Still thinking about it? Good. I’ll bring a whiskey neat. You bring the wink. P.S. Your husband’s invited to watch from the bar. Tell him the corner table has the best view.”

Ben read it over my shoulder, coffee forgotten. “You gonna answer?”

I wiped my mouth, typed fast.

Me: “7:30. Oak Room. Red blouse. He’ll take the corner. Don’t be late.”

Sent.

Jordan’s reply came in under ten seconds.

Jordan: “Wouldn’t dream of it. See you soon, Amy.”

I forwarded the thread to Ben without comment. He looked up at me, eyes dark.

We booked the hotel restaurant. I’d meet Jordan alone first. Ben would be nearby, watching from the corner table. A test run. Safety in public.

I spent an hour in front of the mirror that morning, same red blouse, same black skirt, same red stilettos. The fabric felt different now. Like it knew.

Ben kissed me at the door. “Text if you need me.”

I nodded. My pulse was already racing.


The Buzz

The restaurant hummed with the soft clink of silverware and murmured conversations under warm, amber lights. I perched at the bar, my wine glass untouched, fingers tracing the stem as I scanned every face that passed. Ben sat tucked in the far corner, swirling a whiskey he barely sipped, his menu a flimsy shield. Each time our eyes met, his lifted—quiet, steady, a silent promise that he was right there.

Then a voice cut through the low din, deep and smooth.

“Amy?”

I looked up from my phone, heart stuttering. “Jordan, I take it?”

The words came out shakier than I wanted, a betraying quiver I hoped the dim light hid. I forced a playful wink, curved my lips into what I prayed looked like effortless charm. It felt wooden, rehearsed. Rising, I stepped into his space, letting him pull me into a hug. He was a wall of muscle and heat, his cologne wrapping around me—cedar and smoke, something dangerously masculine. My knees softened; I locked them hard. Get a grip, Amy.

He held me a second longer than polite, then eased back, grin widening. “Thank God. I was starting to sweat. Thought I’d picked the wrong red blouse.”

I followed his nod across the room and burst out laughing before I could stop myself.

He’d mistaken me for a heavyset woman in her fifties, demolishing a tower of barbecue wings with religious fervor. Sauce glistened on her chin as she sucked each finger clean—slow, deliberate, to the second knuckle—before yanking it free with a wet pop that somehow carried over the jazz trio. Her husband stared at his phone, oblivious. Red blouse, black skirt, red pumps. The outfit was uncanny.

I turned back, cheeks aching from the grin. “Okay, I see the mix-up. She’s… committed to those wings.”

Jordan’s laugh rumbled low, eyes dancing as he gave me a slow, appreciative once-over. “Red blouse, black skirt, red shoes—close enough to give a man heart palpitations.”

“Stilettos,” I corrected, arching a brow. “There’s a difference.”

His gaze lingered on my legs, then flicked back up, wicked. “Noted. So, if this is the right Amy… where’s Ben?”

This time it was my turn to tip my head toward the far corner. Jordan followed the motion, brow creasing as he scanned the tables.

“Which one?” he asked, clearly not spotting anyone alone.

“The blond at the bar,” I said, voice low. Ben sat on a stool, back to us, blond hair catching the light, nursing a whiskey like he belonged there. He’d insisted on coming—watching from a distance, close enough to step in, far enough to let me breathe.

Jordan’s eyes narrowed, then flicked back to me, a slow smile spreading. I used the moment to drink him in: rich mahogany skin, sharp jaw shadowed just right, shoulders filling out his shirt in a way that made my pulse skip. My gaze dipped—couldn’t help it—and damn. I snapped back up just as his eyes locked on mine, dark and amused.

He extended a hand, palm up. “Please.” Old-school. I liked it. I slid into the booth; he followed, the leather sighing under his weight. The waiter materialized. I ordered a glass of the house red. Jordan asked for whiskey, neat.

The waiter vanished. Jordan leaned in, elbows on the table, voice like velvet. “I thought I was meeting both of you.”

“It’s… a long story,” I said, tracing the rim of my glass. “Want the short version or the one that explains why Ben’s pretending to study the craft beer list right now?”

He chuckled, low and warm. “I’ve got all night.”

I drew a breath, tasting cedar and nerves. “Okay. Ben and I—after that night with the profile, the porn, the… everything—we decided to actually try. Posted ads for couples first. Got a ton of messages. Video chats. A few looked perfect on paper. But always something off. One of us clicked, the other didn’t. We refused to settle.”

Jordan’s smirk was slow, appreciative. “Neither of you wanted to take one for the team.”

“Exactly.” I laughed, surprised at how easy it felt. “Shallow, maybe, but honest. We weren’t hunting random bodies. We wanted friends. Lovers. The whole package.”

I paused as the waiter glided over with our drinks, setting my red wine in front of me with a practiced flourish and Jordan’s whiskey neat beside it. He cleared his throat softly. “Have we had a chance to look at the menus?”

I glanced at Jordan. His gaze was already on me—slow, deliberate, tracing the line of my neck, the dip of my blouse, the curve where skirt met thigh. Heat pooled low in my belly.

Jordan’s expression shifted to something almost solemn. “Yes, I have,” he said, voice dropping an octave, “and I can see I’m going to need a lot more time.”

The waiter’s lips twitched. “Of course, sir. I’ll circle back in a few.”

Jordan leaned in just enough for the waiter to catch it. “No rush. I like to savor.”

The man nodded and melted away. Jordan’s wink hit me like a spark. This guy is dangerous, I thought, and a ribbon of anticipation unfurled inside me. I couldn’t stop the smile that followed.

I risked a glance toward the bar. Ben sat with his back half-turned, blond hair catching the amber light, whiskey glass tilted in lazy circles. He must have felt my eyes—he looked up, met my gaze, and gave me a small, private smile followed by a wink that said I’m good, keep going. My chest loosened.

Jordan followed the exchange, then turned back to me. “So—what happened next?”

I lifted my wine, letting the glass brush my lower lip before I sipped. The cabernet was bold, black-cherry and smoke. I rolled it across my tongue, swallowed slow, and let a soft sigh slip out. Jordan’s eyes tracked every motion, his own glass hovering near his mouth.

“Every morning,” I said, setting the stem down, “I open the inbox. Over a hundred messages now.”

His brows lifted, genuinely impressed. “Really.”

I nodded. “First pass: delete every dick pic. Second pass: block the one-word wonders. Third: anyone who clearly didn’t read past the photos.” I leaned in, voice dropping to match his. “That left two. You were the first to reply.”

He tilted his head, curiosity sharpening. “But your message said I’d be meeting you and your husband tonight.”

“Well, you will, provided we have some sort of connection. We discussed it and we kind of think it’s important to see if I have a connection with the guy, without Ben being right there, just in case him being there makes me tense or something.”

Jordan took another slow sip of his whiskey, the ice settling with a soft clink as he leaned back, the booth’s leather creaking under his weight. The amber glow painted shadows across his face, and I caught myself staring at the way his lips curved around the glass. He set it down, eyes locked on mine, calm but curious.

“I guess that makes sense,” he said, voice smooth as the liquor. “So you and Ben have been circling this lifestyle for a while?”

I traced the stem of my wine glass, the cool glass grounding me. The truth felt like a live wire—dangerous, thrilling. I glanced toward the bar; Ben sat with his back half-turned, blond hair catching the light, whiskey untouched. He was close enough to hear every word if he strained, far enough to give me space.

“Not exactly,” I admitted, a nervous laugh slipping out. “It’s… brand-new.”

Jordan’s brow arched, inviting more.

I took a breath, tasting cedar and anticipation. “It started a few weeks ago. With Chloe.”

He tilted his head. “Chloe.”

“Coworker. Short, ginger, curves that don’t quit. The one who bakes snickerdoodles for office birthdays and color-codes the snack drawer.” I gestured vaguely at my chest, then dropped my hand. “Total sweetheart. Zero filter.”

I sipped my wine, the black-cherry bite sharp on my tongue. “I’m in the break room with her one morning. She’s pouring coffee, totally casual, and just drops it. ‘Jamaica was life-changing.’ I ask about the beach. She laughs—laughs—and goes, ‘Six nights at Hedonism II. Clothing-optional. Full swap. Lost count after the third guy.’ Then shrugs, ‘I like sucking dick, Amy. Why limit myself to one?’ Walks out like she’s talking about the copier.”

Jordan let out a low, appreciative whistle. “She owns it.”

“Yeah.” I exhaled, the memory still sparking under my skin. A few nights later, we’re out with friends—dinner, then a bar—and Chloe walks in with Mitch. Black dress, glowing, his hands all over her. The rumors weren’t rumors anymore. That night, Ben and I got drunk and couldn’t stop talking about it. What it would feel like. To watch. To be watched. To want it and not hide it.

Jordan’s eyes flicked to the bar, then back to me, a slow smile spreading. “Sounds like Chloe lit the fuse. So what’s the plan tonight? Test the waters?”

I felt the heat crawl up my neck. “Something like that.” I glanced at Ben again; he was watching us openly now, whiskey forgotten, the corner of his mouth lifted in that half-smirk that meant go for it. I turned back to Jordan. “Actually… Ben’s right there. The blond at the bar.”

Jordan’s gaze followed mine, recognition instant. “Got it.” His smile turned wicked. “So he’s been watching the whole time.”

“Yeah.” I lifted a hand, gave Ben a small, deliberate wave. He slid off the stool, drink in hand, and started toward us—slow, unhurried, like he was savoring the walk. My pulse kicked harder with every step.

He reached the booth and slid in beside me, the leather sighing as our thighs pressed together. Jordan extended a hand across the table.

“Jordan.”

“Ben.” They shook—firm, brief, eyes locked. No posturing. Just two men measuring each other in the space of a heartbeat.

Ben settled back, arm draping along the booth behind me, fingers brushing my shoulder. “So,” he said, voice low, “you’re the one who made Amy’s inbox explode.”

Jordan’s laugh rumbled. “Guilty. Though I hear I had competition.”

Ben’s fingers tightened on my shoulder, possessive but gentle. “We’re picky.”

I felt the air shift—thicker, charged. Jordan leaned in, elbows on the table. “Then let’s not waste time. Amy’s told me the origin story. Chloe. The break-room bomb. The bar. The profile.” His gaze slid to me, dark and deliberate. “Now I want to know what happens next.”

Ben’s thumb traced a slow circle on my skin. “We start slow,” he said. “Dinner. Conversation. See if the spark’s real.”

Jordan’s eyes never left mine. “And if it is?”

I swallowed. “Then we take it upstairs.”

The waiter reappeared, oblivious to the tension. “Ready to order?”

Jordan didn’t look away. “Give us ten more minutes.”

The waiter vanished. Ben’s hand slid down my arm, fingers lacing with mine under the table. Jordan watched the motion, then smiled—slow, hungry.

“Ten minutes,” he said. “Plenty of time to decide if we’re all in.”

I squeezed Ben’s hand. My pulse thundered in my ears.

The night had just begun.

Jordan’s smile lingered, slow and deliberate, as the waiter vanished into the dim glow of the restaurant. The air between us thickened—three bodies in a booth, the hum of jazz and clinking glasses suddenly distant. Ten minutes. It felt like a dare.

Ben’s thumb kept tracing lazy circles on my bare shoulder, grounding me. Jordan leaned forward, forearms on the table, whiskey glass cradled loosely in one large hand. His gaze flicked between us, assessing, inviting.

“So,” Jordan said, voice low enough that I felt it in my chest, “ten minutes to decide if we’re all in. Let’s not waste them.”

I swallowed, the wine suddenly warm on my tongue. “What do you want to know?”

He tilted his head. “Everything you’re afraid to say out loud.”

Ben’s fingers tightened on my shoulder—not possessive, but present. A silent I’m here. I drew a breath.

“I want to feel wanted,” I said, the words slipping out raw. “Not just by Ben. By someone who sees me and hungers. I want to watch him lose control because of it. And I want…” I glanced at Ben, then back to Jordan. “I want him to watch me lose control too.”

Jordan’s eyes darkened, unblinking. “And you, Ben?”

Ben’s voice was steady, but I heard the edge. “I want to see her lit up. I want to know she’s choosing this—choosing us—and still come home with me. I want the jealousy to burn… and then turn into something else.”

Jordan nodded slowly, like he was tasting the words. “Good. Honesty’s the only way this works.” He leaned closer, elbows sliding forward. “Amy, when you pictured tonight—what did you see?”

My pulse thudded in my throat. “You touching me. Ben watching. Me wanting both of you to see how much I want it.”

Ben’s hand slid down my arm, fingers lacing with mine under the table. Jordan’s gaze dropped to the motion, then lifted back to my face.

“And you, Ben?” Jordan asked. “What do you see when you picture her with me?”

Ben exhaled, slow. “Her on her knees. Your hands in her hair. Her looking up at me while she—” He stopped, jaw tight. “While she takes what she wants.”

The air crackled. I felt it in my spine, my thighs, the sudden ache between them.

Jordan’s voice dropped to a murmur. “Safe word?”

“Red,” Ben and I said in unison.

Jordan’s smile was slow, approving. “Good. Limits?”

“No pain,” I said. “No marks where work can see. Condoms. Always.”

Ben added, “No anal tonight. And if either of us says stop—”

“—everything stops,” Jordan finished. “No questions.”

Silence settled, heavy and electric. Jordan lifted his glass, took a sip, then set it down with a soft clink.

“Eight minutes left,” he said. “Anything else?”

I glanced at Ben. His eyes were on me, steady, hungry. I turned back to Jordan.

“Kiss me,” I said. “Right now. So we know.”

Jordan didn’t hesitate. He slid around the booth, closing the distance. His hand cupped my jaw—firm, warm—and his mouth found mine. Not gentle. Not rushed. A promise. His tongue swept against mine, tasting whiskey and want. I leaned into it, a soft sound escaping my throat.

Ben’s hand tightened on mine under the table.

Jordan pulled back just enough to speak against my lips. “That spark?”

“Lit,” I whispered.

Jordan’s eyes flicked to the bill, then to me, dark and decisive. “Let’s skip dinner.”

The words landed like a match on dry tinder. My pulse spiked. He pulled a sleek money clip from his pocket, peeled off a hundred-dollar bill, and set it on the table without looking away from me. The gesture was smooth, final—no room for second-guessing.

He stood, towering, and extended a hand. His palm was warm, calloused in just the right places. I took it, letting him pull me to my feet. My legs felt unsteady, but his grip steadied me.

I glanced toward the bar. Ben was already gone—only his empty glass and a faint swirl of whiskey remained. A shiver ran through me, equal parts nerves and thrill. He’d slipped out first, the way we’d planned: he’d secure the room, set the mood, wait for us.

Jordan’s thumb brushed my knuckles. “Ready?”

I swallowed, nodded. “Ready.”

He didn’t let go of my hand as we wove through the restaurant, past clinking glasses and murmured conversations that felt miles away. The air grew cooler near the lobby, then warmer again as we stepped into the elevator. Jordan pressed the button for the twelfth floor, his shoulder brushing mine. The doors slid shut, sealing us in silence broken only by the soft hum of the lift.

I felt his gaze on me. “Nervous?” he asked, voice low.

“Terrified,” I admitted, a shaky laugh escaping. “In the best way.”

He smiled, slow and dangerous. “Good.”

The elevator dinged. The doors opened onto a hushed hallway, plush carpet swallowing our footsteps. Room 1218 waited at the end—door already ajar, a sliver of candlelight spilling out.

Jordan pushed it open. I stepped inside, heart hammering.

Ben stood by the window, city lights glittering behind him. Candles flickered on every surface—vanilla, spiced rum, his cologne. The bed was turned down, burgundy sheets gleaming. Three champagne flutes waited on the dresser.

He turned, eyes locking on mine, then Jordan’s. No words. Just a nod.

Jordan released my hand, but his fingers trailed up my arm, a promise. “Looks like your husband’s been busy.”

I exhaled, the tension in my chest loosening into something molten. “He always is.”

Ben’s smile was small, fierce. “Welcome to the room, Jordan.”

The door clicked shut behind us.


Entering

I pushed open the door to our suite and stopped dead, breath catching in my throat. Candlelight flickered everywhere—dozens of them, low and golden, turning the room into something alive. Roses spilled from vases on the dresser, the nightstands, even the windowsill, their scent weaving through vanilla and spiced rum and the unmistakable trace of Ben’s cologne. A few hours ago, this space had felt sterile—luxury without soul. Now it wrapped around me like a lover’s arms after a brutal day.

Jordan’s heat pressed against my back before I registered his nearness. His lips brushed the shell of my ear, breath warm and deliberate.

“Somebody went all out,” he murmured, voice rumbling straight into my spine.

Gooseflesh raced across my skin. His scent—cedar, smoke, something darker—mingled with the room’s sweetness until I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. The weight of it all crashed over me: Ben in front of me, Jordan behind, and the fragile line we were about to cross.

Everything could shift tonight. The open marriage we’d preached for years, the one we’d only ever flirted with in fantasies and drunken confessions, was suddenly real. Tangible. Terrifying. What if jealousy finally won? What if the thing we’d built—solid, safe, ours—cracked under the strain? We’d sworn we’d never trade it. Yet here I stood, pulse hammering, body already leaning toward the unknown.

Was it worth the risk?

The question burned, but my body had already answered. A shiver rippled through me—nerves tangled with raw, electric want. Every sense sharpened: the flicker of flame on burgundy sheets, the low throb of music from the hidden speaker, the heat radiating from Jordan’s chest against my shoulder blades. Anticipation settled over me like a velvet cloak, heavy and impossible to shrug off.

I took a step forward. Then another. The candlelit path pulled me deeper into the suite, and Jordan matched me, so close I felt the brush of his shirt, the solid wall of him at my back. The fire inside me answered his, rising to meet it.

Ben stood by the window, city lights glittering behind him like scattered diamonds. He’d shed his jacket; the white shirt stretched across his shoulders, sleeves rolled to reveal forearms I knew by heart. His eyes found mine—steady, hungry, a flicker of nerves mirroring my own.

Jordan’s hand settled at the small of my back, a gentle pressure that sent sparks skittering up my spine. “Looks like your husband’s ready,” he said, voice low enough that only I could hear.

I exhaled, the sound shaky. “He always is.”

Ben’s smile was small, fierce. “Welcome to the room, Jordan.”

The door clicked shut behind us, sealing the three of us in candlelight and possibility.

I noticed the room had been rearranged—furniture shifted, the coffee table pushed aside—and the thought hit me like a jolt: How did Ben find time for this? He sat in an oversized leather chair he’d dragged to face the love seat, silk robe loosely tied, the fabric catching the candlelight. A bottle of champagne sweated in an ice bucket, three long-stemmed glasses glinting beside it. Three. The number punched the air from my lungs.

Ben’s smile was soft, almost shy, but his eyes burned. He leaned forward to pour, and the robe slipped—just enough. His arousal was unmistakable, straining against the silk. My own body answered with a sharp, traitorous throb. He glanced past me and gave Jordan a small nod.

I turned.

Jordan’s mouth was on mine before I could breathe. Heat, whiskey, want. My lips parted on instinct, matching his hunger. The kiss wasn’t gentle—it was a claim, a question, a dare. My hands fisted in his shirt, anchoring me as the world tilted.

This is it. The thought slammed into me, equal parts terror and thrill. We’d talked about this for weeks—fantasized, argued, laughed it off, circled back. But now it was real. Jordan’s tongue swept against mine, and doubt crashed in: What if Ben hates this? What if I ruin us? What if I love it too much?

Jordan’s arms slid under me. Weightless. He lifted me like I was nothing, lips never breaking from mine, and carried me deeper into the room—across the invisible line we’d drawn in fantasy and were now stepping over in flesh and fire.

My heart hammered so hard I felt it in my throat. Arousal pooled low and urgent, but fear clung to it like static: I’m cheating. I’m not. I’m choosing. I’m terrified. Ben’s gaze tracked us, unblinking. I couldn’t read him—pride? panic?—and the uncertainty twisted deliciously with the need.

Jordan lowered me onto the love seat, knees bracketing my hips. His mouth moved to my neck, teeth grazing the pulse point. I gasped, head falling back, and caught Ben’s eyes again. He hadn’t moved, but his hand had slipped inside the robe, slow strokes matching the rhythm of Jordan’s tongue on my skin.

He’s watching. He’s hard. He’s here. The realization detonated inside me—fear, doubt, arousal fusing into something molten. I was trembling, but I didn’t want to stop.

Jordan lowered me onto the love seat with a gentleness that belied the storm in his eyes. The leather was cool against my thighs, a sharp contrast to the furnace of his body hovering above me. His lips found my neck—soft at first, a graze of heat that sent a shiver racing down my spine. I tilted my head, giving him more, needing more, even as a voice in my head screamed slow down.

His fingers moved to my blouse, fumbling with the buttons. Each one gave way with a soft pop, and my heart lurched in time. One. Two. Three. The fabric parted, and my breasts—small, but heavy with want—spilled free into the flickering candlelight. The air kissed my skin, then his mouth followed, searing and deliberate. He closed over my right nipple, sucking hard, and the pull shot straight to my core. I gasped, back arching, fingers digging into the leather.

Too fast. The thought flickered, but my body didn’t care. It was already his.

His hands slid to my hips, gathering the hem of my skirt. The fabric bunched, inch by torturous inch, until it was around my waist. I felt the cool air, then the heat of his finger as he hooked my thong and tugged it aside. A single, deliberate stroke along my slickness, and I jolted, a whimper escaping before I could cage it.

Oh God, this is happening.

I forced my eyes open, searching for Ben. He sat on the edge of the leather chair, champagne glass in one hand, the other moving slow and steady beneath his robe. His gaze locked on mine—dark, intense, unreadable. A grin spread across his face, wide and reassuring, but I saw the tremor in his fingers, the way his chest rose too fast. He’s here. He’s okay. The thought steadied me, even as Jordan’s tongue circled my clit and my hips tried to chase it.

Jordan’s hands pinned me down, strong and unyielding, keeping me still. His mouth was relentless—suction tightening, tongue flicking in slow, maddening patterns. My back bowed, a cry catching in my throat. I refused to close my eyes. I needed Ben to see me—all of me—teetering on the edge of something I couldn’t name.

What if this breaks us? The fear clawed up, sharp and cold, even as heat coiled tighter in my belly. What if I cum and he hates me for it? What if I love it too much? My body didn’t care about the questions. It was already unraveling, slick and desperate, betraying every doubt with every shudder.

Ben leaned forward, champagne forgotten. His lips moved, silent but clear: I love you.

The words hit like a lifeline. My eyes burned, but I held his gaze, letting him see the storm inside me—fear, love, raw, aching want. Jordan’s tongue flicked again, and I was so close, so close, teetering on the brink of surrender.

I didn’t look away.

I mouthed back, “I love you too.”

Jordan’s mouth was relentless, a slow, searing worship that unraveled me thread by thread. Every caress of his tongue, every pull of his lips, every soft kiss against my slick heat dragged me deeper into the fire. I ground against him, shameless, chasing the pressure that built like a storm behind my ribs. His tongue flicked—quick, precise—and my nerves lit up, sparks racing under my skin.

Don’t stop. Please don’t stop. The plea echoed in my head, tangled with fear. What if this is too much? What if Ben sees me fall apart and can’t look at me the same? But the doubt drowned under the tide of want. Jordan’s hands gripped my hips, holding me open, and his mouth pressed harder, suction tightening until my breath fractured.

I was close—so close my vision blurred at the edges. My back arched off the love seat, thighs trembling. I locked eyes with Ben again, his hand moving faster now, champagne forgotten. His gaze was fierce, possessive, proud. It anchored me even as I spun.

Jordan’s tongue circled once more, then flattened, dragging slow and firm. The world narrowed to that single point of contact. My body seized—then shattered.

The orgasm hit like a wave breaking over stone. I cried out, hips bucking against his mouth, every muscle clenching in white-hot release. Pleasure rolled through me in relentless pulses, stealing my breath, my thoughts, my name. Jordan didn’t let up—he licked me through it, gentle now, drawing out every aftershock until I was limp, gasping, tears pricking the corners of my eyes.

He pulled back slowly, lips glistening, eyes dark with satisfaction. I reached for him, trembling fingers brushing his jaw. My voice was a wreck. “Jordan…”

He kissed my inner thigh, soft, reverent. “That was just the beginning.”

Ben’s low groan cut through the haze. I looked over—his robe open, hand still moving, eyes locked on me like I was the only thing in the universe. The love in his stare was raw, unshaken.

Jordan shifted, leaning back on his heels. His shirt was half-unbuttoned, abs flexing as he breathed hard. He started on his belt, the clink of metal loud in the quiet.

I was still shaking, but the fear had burned away. Only hunger remained.

I flicked my gaze back to Ben, needing that last tether of reassurance. His grin was boyish, wild—like he’d just won the biggest prize at the fair as his hand slid slowly up and down his long hard cock—and the sight of him so obviously enjoying himself steadied me. Jordan’s belt buckle clattered to the floor, the sound sharp in the candlelit hush. His shadow slid over me, broad and dark, and then his breath was at my ear, warm and deliberate.

“Amy,” he murmured, “you ready?”

“Yeah,” I managed, the word barely a whisper, eyes still locked on Ben.

Jordan’s hand moved between us. I let my own fingers drift down, circling my clit in slow, desperate strokes, chasing the heat that hadn’t fully faded. His tip brushed my slickness—once, twice—teasing, testing. My breath hitched. He pressed forward, the blunt head nudging my entrance, and pressure bloomed, thick and unyielding.

Oh fuck.

He wasn’t longer than Ben—Ben’s almost seven inches had always been my measure—but Jordan was thicker, the dark purple head stretching me in a way that felt entirely new. My body resisted for a heartbeat, then gave, opening around him with a slow, burning slide. A low moan tore from my throat, half surprise, half hunger. This is different. This is going to wreck me.

Jordan stilled, giving me a moment to adjust. The stretch was intense, almost too much, but the ache melted into something electric. I refocused on the sensation—full, heavy, alive. My fingers kept moving, circling faster, heat radiating outward in waves.

Ben’s eyes burned into mine, his hand working himself in time with my breaths. The sight of him—watching, wanting—pushed me closer to the edge I’d just tumbled over.

Jordan eased back, then pressed forward again, deeper this time. My walls clamped around him, greedy, and the friction sent sparks skittering up my spine. I’d lost a little ground, but it wouldn’t take much. Not now. Not with Ben’s gaze anchoring me and Jordan’s thickness filling every inch of space inside me.

With my eyes still locked on Ben’s, I rolled my hips, pushing back into Jordan with a slow, deliberate grind. The stretch was immediate—thick, unyielding, filling me in a way that made my breath catch. He slid deeper, and the pressure built, intense and overwhelming, until I felt him bottom out.

“Holy shit!” The words burst out of me, raw and startled. My hands flew to Jordan’s hips, fingers digging in as I shoved back with everything I had, halting him. My body clenched, a sharp pang of too much slicing through the haze.

Jordan pulled out instantly, voice tight with worry. “Shit, Amy—you okay?”

Ben was beside me in a heartbeat, champagne glass abandoned, his hand warm on my shoulder. His eyes searched mine, fear flickering behind the arousal.

I exhaled, shaky, trying to steady my voice. “It’s okay,” I managed, reassuring them both even as my pulse hammered. “I mean—holy shit, I wasn’t expecting that. Fuck, you’re thick.”

Jordan eased back, giving me space as I sat up, thighs trembling. The candlelight caught the sheen of sweat on his chest, the concern in his dark eyes softening something in me.

“Did I hurt you?” he asked, voice low, genuine.

“A little,” I admitted, rubbing my palms over my knees. “Not terrible—just… startled me. I thought I might rip for a second.”

He winced, running a hand over his jaw. “I’m sorry. I should’ve gone slower, worked you up more. You were so wet, and when you pushed back, I thought—” He stopped, shaking his head. “I got ahead of myself.”

Ben pressed a cool glass of champagne into my hand. I took it gratefully, the bubbles sharp on my tongue as I sipped. The fizz grounded me, pulling me back from the edge of panic.

“No,” I said, meeting Jordan’s eyes, then Ben’s. “We’re good. Just… give me a minute to reset. I wasn’t ready for that.”

Jordan rose to his feet, and I finally saw it—really saw it. The thing that had just pushed me to the edge of panic. It wasn’t longer than Ben’s near-seven inches (my familiar measure), but the girth—thick, heavy, the dark purple head flared and glistening—looked almost comical in its sheer mass. Magnificent, too. It swayed with each step as he moved away, slow and deliberate, and a greedy spark flared low in my belly. I want that again.

He tugged his trousers up, the fabric catching for a moment before sliding over it. The sight vanished behind tailored wool, and an unexpected twist of loss curled through me. Already missing it, I thought, half-laughing at myself.

I tipped the last of the champagne into my mouth, bubbles sharp against the lingering taste of Jordan on my tongue, then handed the empty flute to Ben. “Refill, please.”

He took it without a word, eyes flicking between me and Jordan’s retreating back.

“I’m just going to the bathroom,” I said, voice steadier than I felt. “Back in a sec.”

Ben followed me to the doorway, hovering the way he always did when he sensed a crack in my armor.

“Amy, are you really okay?”

I leaned against the frame, exhaling. “Yeah. It just… blindsided me. Give me a minute and we can try again.”

His brow creased. “We don’t have to. If you’re uncomfortable—”

I cut him off with a look, the one that said stop second-guessing me. “Ben.” I softened it with a small smile. “I’m not made of glass. I just need sixty seconds.”


A Taste Of Things To Come

Ben opened his mouth to press again, but I silenced him the only way I knew would work. I dropped to my knees, parted his robe, and took him deep in one smooth motion. The taste of his pre-cum bloomed across my tongue, salty and familiar, and a low groan rumbled from his chest. His hips jerked, but I held him steady, working him with slow, deliberate strokes—never enough to push him over, just enough to keep him teetering.

I pulled off, lips wet, and looked up with a wicked grin. The memory hit me hard—the first time I’d done this, years ago, drunk on cheap wine and curiosity. I was so excited to see his big cock as he pulled it out, but almost as soon as I’d started sucking, he’d cum, like really fast, almost embarrassingly so, and I’d braced for the usual letdown that I’d had from so many guys before: sorry, babe, maybe next time. Instead, Ben had pulled me up, kissed me senseless, then spread my legs and spent the next twenty minutes licking me to slow, shattering orgasm after slow shattering orgasm, each one leaving me feeling like I was boneless. And then, as he stood up, I saw it. Almost seven rock hard inches. His superpower—quick recovery and almost endless hunger—had been my favorite discovery.

Now, in the bathroom’s dim light, I wondered if he was still okay with how far we’d come. I stroked his shaft, hard and pulsing, and met his eyes.

“Enjoying yourself?” I asked, voice soft, thumb circling the head.

He laughed, ragged, hips twitching. “More than I thought I would. I was nervous as hell about tonight, but…” His fingers brushed my cheek. “I’m more worried about you.”

“I’m good,” I said, flicking the tip of his cock with my tongue, watching him shudder. I took him deep again, then pulled off just as his breath hitched. “But how are you feeling? Really?”

I kept him there—on the edge, desperate, mine.

“I’m good,” I said, voice husky. “I’m really good.”

I sank down one last time, taking him to the root. My throat fluttered, a brief choke, then I eased back up, lips dragging slow. I let him slip free with a soft pop and stood, thighs brushing his knees.

Ben’s eyes were dark, pupils blown. “So… what do you want to do?”

I leaned in, mouth grazing his ear. “It’s not want. It’s need. I need you to fuck me, Ben. Hard. Right now. And if you do it right—” I nipped his lobe—“I’ll let Jordan try that monster again.”

His breath hitched. “You sure?”

I pulled back, meeting his gaze. The memory surfaced unbidden—the first time I’d tried to deep-throat him, years ago, drunk and reckless. The gag, the panic, the split-second fear I’d hate it. I’d frozen, tears in my eyes, convinced I’d ruined the moment.

“Remember that night?” I asked, tracing a finger down his chest. “I choked. Thought I’d never get it right.”

Ben’s grin was soft, reverent. “Kind of hard to forget.”

“But I reset,” I said. “Took a breath. Knew what to expect. Second try was…” I let the silence linger, felt him harden against my palm. “Much better.”

“Much,” he echoed, voice rough.

“This is the same,” I said, stepping close to Ben, fingers still curled around his wrist. “I thought I’d tear, but I didn’t. Just… discomfort. Panic. Now I know what’s coming.” I glanced toward the living room, pulse steadying. “If you’re still good.”

Ben’s shoulders loosened, a soft laugh escaping. “I’m good when you’re good.”

The knot in my chest eased. I splashed water on my face, fixed my lipstick with a shaky hand, and walked back out with Ben at my side.

Jordan had slipped his shirt back on, sleeves rolled to the elbow, phone in hand. He looked up, concern flickering. “Everything okay?”

“You bet,” Ben answered, too eager, too bright.

Jordan’s mouth twitched. “Great. I feel terrible.”

“No worries,” I said, waving it off. My gaze dropped—couldn’t help it—to the thick ridge still straining his trousers. A laugh bubbled up before I could stop it.

I closed the distance, playful now, and let my fingers brush the front of his pants. “You,” I scolded, voice teasing, “are in so much trouble for being this thick.” I gave a gentle squeeze, felt him twitch under my palm. “Nearly split me in half, sir.”

Jordan’s grin was slow, wicked. “Complaint department’s closed, ma’am.”

I rose on tiptoes, kissed the corner of his mouth—soft, then deeper, tasting whiskey and apology. His hands settled on my hips, thumbs tracing the waistband of my skirt. I nipped his lower lip. “Behave,” I whispered, “or I’ll make you wait.”

Ben’s chuckle rumbled behind me. Jordan’s fingers tightened, then relaxed, letting me lead.

His phone buzzed again. He glanced at the screen, brow lifting. “Hmmm. A friend of mine, she said she was in town from next week, but she’s just showed up early. She’s asking what I’m doing.”

My stomach flipped. “Wait, you’re not leaving?”

Ben cut in, voice sharp with the same alarm. “She in the lifestyle? Tell her to swing by. Drinks. Talk. See where the night goes.”

Jordan’s eyes flicked between us, calculating. Then he smiled—slow, dangerous. “I’ll text her.”

Jordan’s thumb hovered over the screen, eyes flicking to me. “Wait. I should probably check if Amy’s cool with that.”

I opened my mouth, and the words tumbled out before I could stop them. “Yeah, I’m not giving up on that cock yet.” I tried for a flirty wink. It came out exaggerated, cartoonish. A laugh followed—high, brittle, borderline manic. Ben’s head snapped toward me, one brow arched in a mix of amusement and what the hell.

Heat flooded my face. Oh no. The room tilted. My pulse hammered in my ears. Everything’s spiraling again.

Jordan’s grin widened, slow and wicked. “That a yes?”

I swallowed, forcing steadiness into my voice. “Yes. Text her.” My fingers twisted the hem of my skirt. “But if she shows, we set ground rules. No surprises.”

Ben’s hand settled on my lower back, warm and grounding. “We’re good,” he murmured, lips brushing my temple. “Breathe.”

I did. In. Out. The panic ebbed, replaced by a reckless thrill. Jordan typed, phone glowing in the dim light.

Jordan: Change of plans. Suite 1218. Bring a bottle. We’ll talk rules at the door.

He hit send, then looked up, surprise flickering across his face. “She’s not just in the hotel—she’s next door. Checked into the sister property. Says she’s in the lobby bar.”

My stomach flipped. “Next door?”

“Yeah.” Jordan pocketed his phone, already moving. “I’ll go grab her from reception. Five minutes.”

He leaned in, kissed me quick—firm, promising—then nodded at Ben. “Keep her warm.”

The door clicked shut behind him. The room felt suddenly huge, the candlelight softer, the silence louder.

Ben’s arms slid around my waist from behind. “You okay?”

I leaned back into him, heart racing. “Terrified. Turned on. Both.”

He chuckled against my neck. “Same.”

We waited.

Ben crossed the room and sank into the big leather chair, robe falling open. I heard the soft click of the latch as Jordan disappeared, the sound sharp in the sudden hush. My pulse still thundered, but the panic had morphed—less jagged, more electric.

I moved to Ben on instinct, kneeling between his spread knees. My fingers slipped inside the silk, wrapping around him. He was still nice and hard, hot and velvet in my palm. I took him into my mouth—slow, deliberate—savoring the familiar weight, the salt of his skin. Ben groaned, head tipping back, fingers threading gently through my hair.

His scent grounded me, a lifeline in the storm. I let my free hand drift lower, fingers circling my clit, chasing the release Jordan had left simmering. The dual rhythm—his cock on my tongue, my own touch—steadied the chaos in my chest.

I pulled off with a soft pop, lips brushing the tip. “What do you think?” I asked, voice husky.

“About what?” Ben moaned, hips lifting slightly.

I traced my tongue up his shaft, slow and teasing. “When they get back. Jordan and… her. What happens?”

Ben’s laugh was ragged, eyes half-lidded. “Amy, they’re the last thing on my mind right now.”

I smiled against him, took him deep again, then let him slip free. “Liar.” My fingers kept moving between my legs, pressure building. “You’re picturing it. Me with him. You with her. All of us.”

His cock twitched in my hand. “Maybe.”

I leaned up, kissed the hollow of his throat. “Tell me.”

He exhaled, shaky. “I see you on your knees again. Jordan behind you. Her mouth on me. You watching.” His voice cracked. “And I’m so fucking hard it hurts.”

I hummed, the sound vibrating against his skin. My own climax was close, coaxed by his words, by the image. I took him to the root once more, then pulled back, breathless.

“Then let’s make sure we’re ready,” I whispered.

I stood, thighs trembling, and straddled his lap. His hands gripped my hips as I sank down, guiding him inside me with a slow, deliberate roll. We both groaned. I rode him steady, eyes locked, letting the anticipation build.

The door would open soon. We’d be ready.

I smiled around him, heat flooding my veins as I devoured his cock. The taste of fresh pre-cum bloomed on my tongue, and I slid my mouth up and down his shaft faster, hollowing my cheeks, greedy for more. Ben’s hips started to tremble—the tell-tale quiver that meant he was right on the edge. My fingers worked my clit in frantic circles, chasing my own release. I wanted us to shatter together, to feel him pulse in my mouth the exact moment I came apart.

His breath hitched, a low groan rumbling from his chest. “Amy—”

I felt him swell, the first twitch of climax. My own pleasure coiled tight, so close—

I stopped.

Pulled off with a wet pop, hand clamping around the base of his cock, squeezing just enough to hold him back. His eyes flew open, wild and desperate.

“Fuck,” he gasped, hips jerking into empty air.

I sat back on my heels, lips swollen, fingers still circling slowly between my legs. “Not yet,” I whispered, voice trembling with restraint. “I want you aching when they walk in.”

His groan was half-laugh, half-sob. “You’re evil.”

I leaned in, licked a slow stripe up his shaft, then blew cool air over the tip. He shuddered, hands fisting in the robe.

“Evil,” I agreed, “but you love it.”

I kept him there—teetering, denied, mine—while my own arousal thrummed, unsatisfied and electric. The door would open soon. And when it did, we’d both be ready to explode.

That’s when I heard a familiar feminine voice from behind me, bright and unmistakable.

“Hi”

Ben’s head snapped up, voice cracking. “Chloe?”

I let Ben’s cock slip from my mouth with a wet pop, heart lurching. I turned, knees still on the rug, and stood slowly, wiping my lips with the back of my hand.

“Chloe?” I echoed, the name tasting surreal.

She stood just inside the door, Jordan’s hand at the small of her back, guiding her in. Same ginger curls, wild and loose, catching the candlelight like fire. But the black dress from the bar was gone, replaced by a champagne-colored silk slip that clung to her like a second skin. Her frame was soft, slightly chubby in all the ways that made my mouth water—full hips, a gentle curve to her belly, and those massive tits, heavy and barely contained, straining the delicate fabric with every breath. Her freckles dusted across her chest, trailing down into cleavage that looked like it could swallow secrets. Her eyes—sharp, knowing, wicked—darted from Ben to me to Jordan and back.

Recognition slammed into me like a second heartbeat. I crossed the room in three strides and threw my arms around her. She smelled like vanilla and citrus, warm and intoxicating. Her body was plush against mine, those incredible breasts pressing soft and heavy into me. I pulled back, holding her at arm’s length, hands on her shoulders.

“What the hell are you doing here?” I laughed, breathless, the sound half-hysterical.

Chloe’s grin widened, unapologetic. “Jordan texted. Said you two were… testing the waters.” She glanced at Ben, still sprawled in the chair, robe open, cock hard and glistening. “Looks like I’m late to the party.”

Ben found his voice. “You—you’re the friend from next door?”

Jordan chuckled, closing the door behind them. “Small world.”

I stared at Chloe, the woman who’d ignited this whole fire with a break-room confession. The one whose stories had haunted our fantasies for weeks. And now she was here, in our suite, her curves filling the room with possibility.

My pulse thundered. Fear, arousal, disbelief—everything tangled. Chloe stepped closer, fingers brushing my cheek, her massive tits rising with each breath.

“Still want to know what it feels like?” she asked, voice low. “Because I’m here to show you.”

Chloe’s hands rose to my face, soft and sure, her thumbs brushing the corners of my mouth. A smear of Ben’s pre-cum lingered there; she swept it away, then brought her thumb to her own lips, tasting him with a slow, deliberate lick. My stomach flipped. I leaned in without thinking, took her other thumb between my lips, and mirrored her—salty, intimate, wrong in the best way.

I kissed her.

The moment our mouths met, the room tilted. Her lips were plush, tasting of champagne and something citrusy, and the contact sent a jolt straight through me. It wasn’t Key West—this was the first time our bodies had ever touched like this—but the nervous, electric adrenaline felt exactly the same. My hands found her waist, fingers sinking into the soft give of her hips, and I pulled her closer, her massive breasts pressing heavy against my chest.

I broke the kiss, breathless. “Chloe—it’s you.”

She laughed, the sound bright and a little stunned. “Amy! Oh my God, what are you doing here?”

Jordan cleared his throat, a low, amused rumble that snapped us back. He stood by the door, one brow cocked, arms folded. “So… you two know each other.”

I turned, still holding Chloe’s waist. “Yeah. She’s the one from work—the break-room confession that started all this.”

Jordan’s gaze flicked between us, piecing it together. “The Jamaica story.”

Chloe’s grin turned wicked. “Guilty.”

Ben leaned forward in the chair, robe half-closed, voice rough. “Small world.”

Chloe stepped out of my arms, slip riding up her thighs, and gave Ben a playful wave. “Hey, stranger. Didn’t expect to walk in on this.”

I laughed, shaky. “Neither did we.”

Chloe’s eyes sparkled as she glanced between Jordan and me, the candlelight catching the mischief in them. “So,” she said, voice teasing, “how’d you two meet him?” She jerked her chin toward Jordan, who leaned against the dresser, arms crossed, grinning like he already knew the punchline.

Jordan chuckled. “Tell her, Amy.”

I felt my cheeks heat. “Long story short—our profile went live three weeks ago. He was the first decent message.”

Chloe’s laugh was low, delighted. “Three weeks? Damn, Jordan moves fast.” She turned to him, playful. “How long have I been sucking that cock, babe? Six months?”

Jordan’s grin widened. “Give or take.”

Ben let out a low whistle, leaning forward in the chair. “Six months?”

Chloe shrugged, the silk slip shifting over her curves. “What can I say? He’s got stamina.” She paused, then added, “Mitch is with Leah tonight.”

I blinked. “Leah?”

Chloe’s smile turned wicked. “Mitch’s little side project. Twenty-one, CrossFit champ, ass you could bounce a quarter off. Can fuck for hours.” She laughed at our expressions. “Don’t look so shocked. I’ve had her go down on me a couple times. Girl’s got a tongue like a goddamn vibrator—works both ways just fine.”

The room went still for a beat. My pulse thudded in my ears. Ben’s eyes were wide, fixed on Chloe like she’d just rewritten physics.

I found my voice. “And you’re… okay with that?”

Chloe stepped closer, fingers brushing my arm. “More than okay. Turns me on knowing he’s getting what he needs.” Her gaze flicked to Jordan, then back to me, sharp and curious. “So, Amy—how long you been sucking his cock?”

Heat flooded my face. I laughed, nervous, the sound catching in my throat. “I… haven’t. Not yet.”

Chloe’s brows shot up. Jordan’s grin turned predatory. Ben just watched, eyes dark, waiting for whatever came next.

Chloe’s eyes raked over me, slow and appraising, the candlelight flickering across her freckled cheeks. “Look at you,” she murmured, stepping closer. Her fingers brushed the open edges of my red blouse, then slipped inside, tracing the curve of my breast. “Such a pretty little thing, all dressed up and nowhere to hide.”

I shivered, the air cool against my exposed skin. She pushed the blouse off my shoulders; it slid down my arms and pooled at my elbows before I let it fall to the floor. Her hands moved to my skirt, tugging the bunched fabric over my hips until it dropped in a soft heap around my stilettos. The thong came next—one quick tug and it snapped free, leaving me bare except for the heels.

Chloe stepped back, head tilted, drinking me in. “Fuck, Amy. Tight waist, perky tits, that ass…” She gave a low whistle. “You’ve been hiding a body under those office clothes.”

Heat flooded my face, but I didn’t cover up. Couldn’t. Her praise landed like a touch.

Jordan moved behind her, silent, watchful. Chloe turned, fingers already at his belt. The clink of metal, the slow drag of the zipper. She eased his trousers down, letting them pool at his ankles. His cock sprang free—thick, dark, the purple head glistening.

“On your knees, gorgeous,” Chloe said, voice velvet and steel. She pressed a hand between my shoulder blades, guiding me down. “Show him what that mouth can do.”


Descent

I sank to my knees, the carpet soft under me, heart hammering. Jordan’s cock loomed in front of my face—thick, heavy, the dark purple head already slick. I wrapped my fingers around the base, my hand barely closing, and leaned in. My lips stretched wide, the girth forcing my jaw to open further than I was used to. I took him slow, tongue flattening against the underside, but even that was a struggle. He filled my mouth completely, pressing against the back of my throat after just a few inches.

Fuck, he’s big. The thought flickered, half-panic, half-thrill. I bobbed carefully, saliva pooling, eyes watering as I adjusted to the stretch. My free hand braced against his thigh, feeling the muscle tense under my palm.

Out of the corner of my eye, Chloe moved. She peeled the champagne silk slip over her head in one fluid motion, letting it drop. Her body was softer than the dress had suggested—chubbier, lush, the kind of curves that begged to be touched. My gaze snagged as she reached behind her back, unhooking her bra. It fell away, and her tits spilled free—huge, easily double-Ds, but with a natural, heavy sag that made them look real, lived-in, impossibly inviting. My breath hitched around Jordan’s cock.

She stepped out of her panties next, and I nearly choked. A thick bush of ginger curls framed her pussy, wild and unapologetic. I’d expected trimmed, neat—something polished. This was raw, surprising, Chloe. The sight sent a jolt straight between my legs.

I pulled off Jordan with a gasp, lips swollen, a string of saliva connecting us. “Jesus, Chloe,” I managed, voice hoarse.

She laughed, low and dirty, running a hand through the curls. “Like what you see?”

I couldn’t answer—Jordan’s hand settled on the back of my head, guiding me back. I took him again, deeper this time, letting the size overwhelm me as I watched Chloe saunter toward Ben, her heavy breasts swaying, that ginger patch glistening in the candlelight.

This is really happening. And I was already lost.

Chloe sauntered toward Ben, hips swaying, her heavy breasts shifting with each step. She reached for his robe, tugged the knot loose, and let the silk slide off his shoulders. “Up,” she said, voice playful but firm. Ben stood, cock hard and flushed, and she guided him with a gentle push until he was shoulder-to-shoulder with Jordan—two men, side by side, both exposed and aching.

Then Chloe sank to her knees, mirroring me. The carpet muffled the sound, but the sight hit me like a punch: her ginger curls spilling forward, those massive, slightly sagging tits swaying as she settled between Ben’s thighs.

“Fuck, look at this,” she murmured, wrapping one hand around Ben’s shaft. “Nice and big. Never would’ve guessed from looking at you.” She gave him a slow stroke, thumb swiping the head, then leaned in and took him deep in one smooth glide.

Ben’s moan was immediate—low, raw, unraveling. His head fell back, fingers digging into his own thighs. Chloe hummed around him, the vibration making his knees buckle. She pulled off just long enough to grin up at him. “Tastes even better than it looks.”

She dove back in, lips stretched, cheeks hollowing, taking him to the root with practiced ease. Ben’s groans grew louder, ragged, desperate. I’d never heard him sound like that—not with me, not ever.

Jealousy flared, hot and sharp, twisting in my gut. She’s better at this. She’s making him lose it. The thought stung, but it lit something fiercer. I turned back to Jordan, gripped his hips, and took him deeper—past the stretch, past the burn, until my nose brushed his skin and tears pricked my eyes. I held him there, throat working, refusing to pull back until he groaned my name.

Chloe’s eyes flicked to me, sparkling with challenge. She pulled off Ben with a wet pop, lips glistening. “That’s it, girl. Show him what you’ve got.”

I didn’t answer. I just took Jordan again, deeper, harder, letting the jealousy fuel every stroke.

The air in the suite was thick with the mingled scents of melted wax, spiced rum, and the sharp musk of arousal. The candle flames trembled, casting golden ripples across sweat-slicked skin. My knees dug into the plush carpet, its fibers rough against my shins, while Jordan’s cock stretched my lips wide, the salty tang of his pre-cum coating my tongue. Each bob of my head sent a dull ache through my jaw, but I pushed deeper, the burn fueling the fire in my core.

Beside me, Chloe knelt, her soft, chubby frame radiating heat that brushed my bare arm. The wet, rhythmic sounds of her mouth on Ben filled the room—slurping, sucking, the occasional hum vibrating through the air. Ben’s moans were raw, guttural, louder than I’d ever heard, each one a jagged spike of jealousy and lust piercing my chest. His fingers tangled in Chloe’s ginger curls, guiding her, and the sight of his thighs trembling under her touch made my clit throb.

Chloe’s hand slid across the carpet, the faint scratch of her nails audible in the charged silence. Her fingers found my thigh, warm and sure, then slipped between my legs, parting my slick folds with a single, deliberate stroke. The sensation was electric—her touch foreign, soft, wrong in the most intoxicating way. I jolted, pulling off Jordan with a wet gasp, the cool air hitting my swollen lips.

“What are you—?” I choked out, voice ragged.

She didn’t pause, just giggled, the sound low and wicked, vibrating against Ben’s cock as she took him deeper. “Multitasking, babe.”

I should’ve stopped her. I’d never wanted a woman’s touch, never imagined it. But her fingers curled inside me, stroking that perfect spot, and the shock dissolved into a molten pulse. My hips rocked against her hand, greedy, as I leaned back into Jordan’s cock. The stretch was brutal, his thick, dark shaft filling my mouth, the faint pulse of his vein against my tongue. I took him deeper, tears pricking my eyes, the taste of him overwhelming—salt, heat, him.

The men’s groans synced, a primal chorus. Jordan’s hand tightened in my hair, the pull sharp against my scalp. Ben’s hips bucked, his moans turning desperate, Chloe’s lips stretched wide around him. The room pulsed with it—the wet slap of mouths, the creak of leather, the flicker of candlelight on sweat-slicked skin.

Chloe’s fingers moved faster, slick with my arousal, the squelch faint but unmistakable. My thighs trembled, the pressure coiling tighter, unbearable. I was close—so close my vision tunneled.

Then it snapped.

I came with a muffled scream, Jordan’s cock still in my mouth, my body convulsing as pleasure tore through me. My walls clenched around Chloe’s fingers, waves of heat crashing so hard I had to pull off him, gasping, tears streaming down my cheeks. The orgasm was relentless, leaving me shaking, breathless, my thighs slick with my own release.

Ben followed a heartbeat later. His cry was raw, broken, as he thrust into Chloe’s mouth, pulsing hard. She swallowed every drop, throat working, her hum of satisfaction vibrating through the air. Her eyes locked on his, unyielding, until he sagged, spent, chest heaving.

Chloe eased her fingers from me, glistening in the candlelight, and licked them clean with a slow, deliberate swipe of her tongue. “Told you,” she purred, voice husky, lips swollen. “Multitasking.”

I caught my breath, chest heaving, the aftershocks of Chloe’s fingers still pulsing through me. Her smug hum as she licked me clean stung like a dare. My eyes flicked to Ben, slumped and dazed in the chair, then to Jordan, his thick cock slick and waiting. No way I’m letting her win.

I leaned in, knees grinding into the carpet, and took him back in my mouth. The stretch burned, my jaw screaming as I forced him deeper, lips stretched thin around his girth. His taste flooded me—salt, musk, a raw edge that clung to my tongue. I bobbed faster, desperate to match Chloe’s rhythm, tongue swirling over the dark purple head. Jordan groaned, fingers knotting in my hair, the sharp tug sending sparks down my spine.

Chloe’s eyes glinted, watching, her hand lazily stroking Ben back to life. I wasn’t losing this. I pushed past the ache, throat fluttering, tears stinging as I fought the gag. The wet slap of my mouth echoed, mingling with Ben’s ragged gasps as Chloe teased him.

Minutes blurred—sweat slicking my skin, candlelight dancing across Jordan’s clenched abs. His hips jerked, shallow but urgent. “Amy—fuck—”

He swelled, the pulse a warning. I braced, sucking harder, and then he came. Hot, thick spurts hit the back of my throat, the taste vile—bitter, acrid, like spoiled almonds mixed with salt and something chemical that coated my tongue and clung to the roof of my mouth. It was worse than I remembered, a nauseating tang that made my stomach lurch and my throat seize. I hate this. I fucking hate this. The urge to spit clawed at me, but Chloe’s smirk burned in my peripheral, daring me to falter.

I swallowed, gagging inwardly, the sludge sliding down like liquid regret. Another pulse, another wave of that rancid flavor flooding my senses, sticking to every crevice of my mouth. I forced it down, lips locked tight, milking him through his shudders until he sagged, gasping.

I pulled off, lips swollen, the taste a punishment that lingered like a stain. Chloe’s laugh was soft, approving. “Damn, girl.”

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, chest heaving, and shot her a look. Your move.

Chloe’s eyes flicked to me, still kneeling, Jordan’s cock heavy on my tongue, the bitter aftertaste of his cum clinging like a stain. She grinned, slow and wicked, and stood, her chubby frame swaying as she crossed the room. The candlelight painted soft shadows over her curves, her massive tits shifting with each step, ginger curls wild around her shoulders.

She crooked a finger at me. “Come on, gorgeous. Let’s give them something to earn.”

I let Jordan slip from my mouth, lips swollen, and rose on shaky legs. My body still thrummed from the orgasm she’d pulled from me, slickness coating my thighs. Ben watched from the chair, chest heaving, cock now soft and spent against his thigh. Jordan leaned back against the dresser, dark eyes tracking every move, his own length softened but still thick, resting heavy.

Chloe grabbed my wrist, her grip warm and sure, and tugged me toward the bed. The burgundy sheets gleamed under the flickering candles, already rumpled from earlier. She pushed Ben first, guiding him onto his back in the center of the king-sized bed. “Lie down, handsome.”

Ben complied, robe falling open, his softened cock twitching faintly as he settled. Chloe turned to Jordan, patted the mattress right beside Ben. “You too, big guy. Head to head.”

Jordan’s laugh was low, amused, but he moved, stretching out beside Ben until their heads were side by side at the center of the bed, feet pointing toward opposite ends. The men lay shoulder-to-shoulder, bodies aligned, cocks soft but stirring in the charged air.

Chloe climbed onto the bed, knees bracketing Ben’s head. Her ginger pussy hovered above his mouth, curls brushing his lips. She looked at me, eyes gleaming. “Your turn.”

I swallowed, nerves and want tangling tight. I straddled Jordan’s face, my thighs trembling as I lowered myself. His breath was hot against my slick folds, the anticipation alone making me clench. I settled slow, facing Chloe, our knees inches apart across the men’s chests. Her heavy breasts swayed as she adjusted, and our eyes locked—hers bold, mine wide with a mix of fear and hunger.

The men groaned beneath us, soft cocks stirring faintly, tongues already moving, and the room filled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of their worship.

Chloe settled lower, her plush thighs framing Ben’s face, ginger curls brushing his nose. She let out a soft, breathy laugh as his tongue flicked up, tasting her. “Oh, fuck—right there.”

Her eyes locked on mine, bold and unblinking, pupils blown wide in the candlelight. I hovered above Jordan, his breath hot against my folds, but I couldn’t look away from her. Chloe’s hips rolled slow, deliberate, riding Ben’s mouth like she’d done this a thousand times. Her massive tits swayed with each grind, nipples hard, freckles glowing.

“God, Amy,” she purred, voice husky, “your husband’s good. That tongue—fuck—he knows exactly—”

Her words cut off in a sharp gasp. Her thighs clenched, body shuddering. She came fast, hard, a low moan spilling from her lips as her eyes stayed pinned to mine. Pleasure twisted her features—raw, open, triumphant. Ben’s hands gripped her hips, holding her down as she rode the waves, her ginger pussy slick and pulsing against his mouth.





Like A Dagger

Jealousy stabbed me, hot and sharp. I glanced down. Ben was hard again—fully, impossibly, the head of his cock flushed and leaking against his stomach. He never recovers this fast. Never. But Chloe—chubby, bold, her—had done it. Sat on his face and turned him inside out in minutes.

The sting twisted deeper, but before it could take root, Jordan’s tongue dragged slow and firm across my clit. Once. Twice. Then he sucked, hard and relentless, his hands clamping my thighs to keep me still. The orgasm crashed over me without warning—massive, blinding, ripping a scream from my throat. My body convulsed, hips bucking against his mouth, vision whiting out as pleasure tore through me in brutal, endless waves.

I collapsed forward, hands braced on Jordan’s chest, gasping. Chloe reached out, fingers lacing with mine, her own breath still ragged from her climax. Our eyes met—hers soft now, mine wide and wrecked.

“Welcome to the deep end,” she whispered.

Chloe’s fingers tightened around mine, her grip slick with sweat, grounding me as the aftershocks of my orgasm still rippled through my thighs. Jordan’s tongue slowed but didn’t stop, lapping lazily at my folds, keeping the heat simmering. Above Ben’s face, Chloe’s hips rocked in a gentle, post-climax grind, her ginger curls damp against his lips. The room was a haze of candlelight, heavy breaths, and the wet, rhythmic sounds of the men’s devotion.

Her eyes, still glazed from her own release, flicked down to my chest. “God, look at these,” she murmured, voice husky. She released my hand and reached forward, cupping my breasts with both palms. Her touch was warm, confident, thumbs brushing over my nipples in slow, deliberate circles. The sensation shot straight to my core, sharp and electric, making me gasp.

“Chloe—” I started, but the protest died as she pinched lightly, rolling the sensitive peaks between her fingers. My back arched, pushing my tits into her hands, and Jordan’s tongue responded in kind, flicking faster against my clit.

“Shh,” she soothed, eyes locked on mine, a wicked smile curling her lips. “Just feel it.”

Ben’s hands slid up Chloe’s thighs, urging her to ride him harder, and her moan vibrated through the air. She leaned closer, her massive, slightly sagging breasts swaying, nipples grazing mine as she played with me. The contact was soft, then firm, her fingers tugging just enough to make me whimper. Jordan’s mouth was relentless now, sucking and licking in a rhythm that matched Chloe’s teasing, pushing me toward the edge again.

This is too much. The thought flickered, but my body didn’t care. My hips bucked against Jordan’s face, chasing the second climax building fast and fierce. Chloe’s eyes never left mine, her gaze a mix of challenge and encouragement, daring me to let go.

“You’re close again, aren’t you?” she whispered, pinching my nipples harder. “Let him taste it.”

I couldn’t answer. My breath came in short, desperate gasps, the pressure coiling tighter, ready to snap. Ben’s groans beneath Chloe grew louder, his tongue working her with the same fervor Jordan gave me. The room pulsed with it—sweat, candle wax, the slick sounds of mouths on flesh.

Chloe leaned in, her lips brushing my ear. “Cum for him, Amy. Show me.”

And I did.

Chloe’s fingers pinched my nipples harder, sending jolts of electricity straight to my core, and Jordan’s tongue flicked relentlessly against my clit, pushing me toward the edge again. My hips rocked against his face, desperate, the wet heat of his mouth driving me insane. Chloe’s eyes burned into mine, her massive tits swaying inches from my chest, heavy and hypnotic in the candlelight. I couldn’t stop myself.

My hands shot forward, cupping her breasts, fingers sinking into the soft, slightly sagging flesh. They were huge, warm, the weight of them spilling over my palms as I squeezed, thumbs brushing her hard nipples. Chloe’s breath hitched, a surprised laugh bubbling out, but her eyes sparkled with triumph.

“I knew you’d give in,” she whispered, leaning closer, her voice a wicked purr against my ear. “Look at you, Amy. Been dying to play with my tits all night, haven’t you? Fuck, you’re so wet I could make you cum in ten seconds flat if I got between those legs.”

Her words hit like a spark to gasoline. My fingers tightened, kneading her breasts, and Jordan’s tongue sucked hard, precise, merciless. The orgasm crashed over me—fiercer than the first, a white-hot explosion that tore a scream from my throat. My body convulsed, thighs clamping around Jordan’s head, hands still gripping Chloe’s tits as pleasure ripped through me in brutal, endless waves. My vision blurred, tears streaking my cheeks, every nerve alight.

Chloe’s laugh was soft, delighted, as she let me hold on, her nipples hard under my thumbs. “That’s it, gorgeous,” she murmured, riding Ben’s face harder, her own moans rising. “Let it all go.”

I collapsed forward, gasping, hands still on her breasts, forehead resting against hers. The room spun, candlelight flickering, the air thick with sweat and sex.

Jordan’s tongue slowed, lapping gently, drawing out the last shivers. Chloe’s fingers brushed my hair back, her grin wicked and warm.

Chloe’s thighs trembled as she lifted off Ben’s face, her ginger curls slick and glistening with her release, catching the candlelight like molten copper. She didn’t pause—just shifted downward with a fluid, almost feline grace, her chubby frame swaying, those massive, slightly sagging tits bouncing softly with each movement. Her hand found Ben’s cock, already rock-hard again—impossibly hard, faster than I’d ever seen him recover in twelve years of marriage. A sharp pang of jealousy stabbed my chest, hot and jagged, twisting with something darker, hungrier. She did that to him. In minutes.

She guided him to her entrance, eyes fluttering half-closed as she sank down in one slow, deliberate glide. Ben’s groan was raw, animal, his hands flying to her hips, fingers sinking into the soft flesh of her curves. Chloe’s head tipped back, a low, throaty moan spilling from her lips as she took him fully, her pussy swallowing him to the hilt. The sight was obscene, intoxicating—her lush body enveloping him, claiming what was mine in a way that made my throat tight and my clit throb.

I couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t look away.

Then I felt Jordan beneath me, his breath still hot and ragged against my thighs, his cock—fuck—rigid and pulsing against his taut stomach. I glanced back, and his dark eyes burned into mine, hungry, ready, the candlelight carving shadows across his chiseled abs. For me. The jealousy twisted, morphed into a reckless, molten need. Mine.

I didn’t think. I lifted off his face, the cool air hitting my slick folds like a shock, and turned, straddling his hips. My hands shook as I gripped his shaft—thick, darker than Ben’s, the flared purple head glistening with my arousal and his. I lined him up, heart hammering so loud I felt it in my teeth, and sank down. The stretch was immediate, intense, a delicious, burning fullness that stole my breath. Inch by torturous inch, he filled me, until I was seated fully, my thighs trembling against his, my walls clenching around his girth.

Chloe’s eyes snapped to mine, sharp and gleaming. We faced each other now, knees inches apart across the men’s chests, the king-sized bed creaking under our combined weight. The burgundy sheets were a tangled mess, slick with sweat and sex, the air thick with the scent of melted wax, spiced rum, and the raw, musky tang of arousal. Chloe began to move—slow, deliberate rises and falls, riding Ben with a rhythm that looked effortless, practiced, her ginger pussy sliding up and down his shaft, coating him in her wetness. Her massive tits bounced with each motion, heavy and hypnotic, nipples hard as pebbles.

I mirrored her, lifting up, then sinking back down, Jordan’s thickness stretching me with every glide. The friction was overwhelming, sparks igniting deep in my core, radiating outward until my skin prickled. Our eyes locked—hers bold, challenging, mine wide with a mix of fear, hunger, and something I couldn’t name. No words. Just breath, sweat, and the wet, rhythmic slap of skin on skin echoing in the candlelit haze.

Chloe’s curls stuck to her flushed cheeks, her freckles stark against her glowing skin. Her lips parted, soft moans spilling out with each roll of her hips. I felt her gaze on me—on my smaller, tighter breasts bouncing in time, on the way my thighs trembled against Jordan’s. The men’s groans synced beneath us, a primal chorus—Jordan’s low and guttural, Ben’s higher, desperate. Jordan’s hands gripped my hips, fingers bruising, guiding my pace. Ben’s hands roamed Chloe’s curves, kneading her ass, urging her faster.

The room pulsed with it—the flickering candlelight casting golden ripples across sweat-slicked skin, the creak of the bedframe, the slick, obscene sounds of flesh meeting flesh. My clit grazed Jordan’s pelvis with each downward thrust, sending shocks through my core. Chloe’s tits swayed wildly now, her moans climbing, sharp and unrestrained. “Fuck, Ben—right there—” Her voice cracked, her hips grinding harder, chasing her peak.

I felt it building again, the pressure coiling low and fierce, Jordan’s relentless thickness pushing me toward the edge. My hands scrambled for purchase, finding Chloe’s. Our fingers laced, slick with sweat, and she squeezed hard, nails biting into my skin. “Together,” she gasped, her eyes blazing into mine, daring me to keep up.

I nodded, throat tight, and matched her rhythm—up, down, faster, the bed groaning under us. The men’s hands tightened—Jordan’s on my hips, Ben’s on Chloe’s thighs. The air was electric, thick with the scent of sex—my arousal, Chloe’s, the faint metallic tang of Jordan’s skin. My thighs burned, my breath came in short, desperate pants, but I didn’t stop. Couldn’t. Chloe’s gaze held me captive, her pleasure raw and unfiltered, her body a symphony of curves and motion.

“You’re close again,” she whispered, voice ragged, her tits bouncing so hard they nearly brushed mine. “I can see it. Let him feel it.”

Her words were a spark. I leaned forward, our foreheads nearly touching, breaths mingling in the scant space between us. “Chloe,” I gasped, her name a plea, a prayer.

“Do it,” she urged, hips grinding harder against Ben. “Cum with me. Now.”

And we did.

The orgasm hit us at the same second—a violent, shared explosion that tore the air from my lungs. I screamed, my body convulsing, walls clenching around Jordan as pleasure ripped through me, white-hot and merciless, wave after wave crashing until my vision fractured. Chloe’s cry matched mine, high and shattering, her hips bucking against Ben, her massive tits shuddering as she came. Our hands gripped tighter, fingers laced like lifelines, anchoring each other through the storm. Her eyes stayed locked on mine—glazed with ecstasy, fierce with triumph, mirroring the chaos inside me.

The waves rolled on, endless, our bodies trembling in unison, slick with sweat, the bed creaking beneath us. Jordan groaned, his cock throbbing inside me, pushed to his limit but holding back. Ben’s hands clutched Chloe’s hips, his own release teetering but not yet there. The room spun, candlelight flickering, the air heavy with the scent of our shared surrender.

When it finally ebbed, we collapsed forward, foreheads pressed together, panting, trembling. Chloe’s laugh was soft, breathless, her fingers still tangled with mine, her tits brushing my chest with each heaving breath.

“Fuck,” she whispered, voice wrecked, her ginger curls sticking to her flushed cheeks. “That was…”

“Yeah,” I managed, my own voice raw, throat burning. “Yeah.”

The men groaned beneath us, spent but stirring, their cocks still buried deep, pulsing with the promise of more. The candlelight danced across our skin, the room a haze of heat and intimacy. We were still connected, still in it—together, unapologetic, and utterly, gloriously alive.

Chloe’s forehead was still pressed to mine, her breath hot and ragged against my lips, our fingers laced tight in the aftermath of our shared climax. The room was a haze of flickering candlelight, the air thick with the scent of sweat, sex, and melted wax. Her ginger curls clung to her flushed cheeks, and her massive tits rose and fell with each heaving breath, brushing my chest. I was still trembling, Jordan’s cock buried deep inside me, pulsing with the promise of more.

Then Chloe moved.

Her lips crashed into mine—soft, hungry, tasting of Ben and champagne and something uniquely her. The kiss was electric, a spark that reignited the fire in my core. Her tongue swept against mine, bold and unapologetic, and I melted into it, moaning softly. Her hands roamed, one sliding up to cup my breast, fingers pinching my nipple hard enough to make me gasp into her mouth. The other hand gripped my hip, possessive, grounding.

She pulled back just enough to meet my eyes, her gaze wicked and warm. “God, you’re gorgeous when you cum,” she whispered, voice husky. “Let’s give them a show.”

Before I could process, her hands were on my waist, guiding me up and off Jordan. The slow drag of his cock leaving me was torture, my walls clenching around the emptiness. She maneuvered me with surprising strength, easing me onto my back in the center of the bed, the burgundy sheets cool against my sweat-slicked skin. My thighs fell open, still trembling, my pussy glistening in the candlelight.

Chloe hovered above me, her chubby frame a soft, powerful presence. Her tits hung heavy, swaying as she leaned down, brushing my nipples with hers. The contact sent a jolt through me, and I arched up, wanting more. She grinned, knowing, and let her fingers trail down my stomach, teasing the sensitive skin just above my clit.

Ben and Jordan watched from the edges of the bed, cocks hard again, eyes dark with hunger. Chloe glanced at them, then back to me, her smile pure mischief.

Chloe’s grin sharpened, a glint of triumph in her eyes as she hovered over me, her chubby frame casting a soft shadow in the candlelight. My body was still trembling from the last orgasm, thighs slick, pussy throbbing with an ache that hadn’t fully faded. Her words from earlier echoed in my head—ten seconds flat—and a nervous laugh bubbled up, but it died as she slid down my body, her massive tits dragging across my stomach, leaving a trail of heat.


Chloe

“Chloe, I—” I started, my voice shaky, the words I’m straight forming on my tongue. But before I could rationalize it, before I could process the surreal reality of a woman’s mouth on me, her hands gripped my thighs, spreading me wide.

Her ginger curls tickled my skin as she settled between my legs, her breath hot against my slick folds. “Ten seconds,” she murmured, lips brushing my clit, the vibration of her voice alone making me jolt. “Count if you want.”

She didn’t wait. Her tongue swept up in one slow, deliberate lick, then circled my clit with a precision that stole my breath. My hips bucked, a gasp tearing from my throat. This is wrong. This is—fuck— Her mouth closed over me, sucking hard, tongue flicking fast and relentless, and the world narrowed to that single point of contact.

One. Two. Three—

My hands fisted the sheets, knuckles white. Her fingers dug into my thighs, holding me open as she devoured me, lips and tongue working in perfect, merciless sync. The wet sounds filled the room, obscene and intoxicating, mingling with Ben’s ragged breathing and Jordan’s low groan from the edge of the bed.

Four. Five. Six—

Pleasure coiled tight, faster than I thought possible, a white-hot pressure building so fiercely my vision blurred. I’m straight, I’m—oh God— The thought fragmented, drowned by the sensation of her tongue, her lips, the way she hummed against me, sending vibrations straight through my core.

Seven. Eight—

I was gone. The orgasm crashed over me, bigger than any I’d ever felt, a violent, all-consuming wave that ripped a scream from my lungs. My body convulsed, thighs clamping around Chloe’s head, hips bucking wildly as pleasure tore through me—brutal, endless, blinding. My vision whited out, ears ringing, the edges of consciousness fraying as I teetered on the brink of passing out. My walls pulsed, slickness flooding her mouth, and she didn’t stop—licking, sucking, drawing every shudder from me until I was a wreck, gasping, tears streaking my cheeks.

She pulled back slowly, lips glistening, and crawled up my body, her tits brushing my stomach, my chest. Her grin was wicked, triumphant. “Eight seconds,” she whispered, kissing the corner of my mouth, letting me taste myself on her. “Told you.”

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t think. My body was liquid, boneless, the room spinning in the candlelight. Chloe’s hand cupped my cheek, her eyes soft now, almost tender.

Ben and Jordan watched, cocks hard, eyes dark with hunger. The night wasn’t over. But for now, I was hers.

Chloe’s lips lingered at the corner of my mouth, her taste—my taste—mingling with the salt of her skin. My body was still a live wire, thrumming from the orgasm that had nearly unraveled me completely. She pulled back, her ginger curls a wild halo in the candlelight, and her eyes sparkled with a mix of triumph and something softer, almost affectionate. The room was heavy with the scent of sex—sweat, wax, the sharp tang of arousal—and the air crackled with the promise of one final crescendo.

She shifted, sliding off me, and patted the bed beside her. “Lie back, gorgeous,” she said, voice low and husky. “Let’s finish this right.”

I complied, my body pliant, boneless, as I stretched out on the burgundy sheets. The fabric was cool against my sweat-slicked back, a stark contrast to the heat pulsing through me. Chloe settled beside me, her chubby frame sinking into the mattress, her massive tits spilling slightly to the sides, nipples still hard. She reached for my hand, lacing our fingers again, and squeezed—a silent we’re in this together.

Ben and Jordan moved like they’d been waiting for the signal. Ben knelt between Chloe’s thighs, his cock—hard again, flushed and glistening—poised at her entrance. Jordan positioned himself between my legs, his thick, dark shaft pulsing, the purple head slick with my arousal. Their eyes met mine, then Chloe’s, a shared hunger that sent a fresh shiver through me.

No jealousy. Not anymore. The sting I’d felt earlier—watching Chloe unravel Ben, seeing him hard for her in record time—had burned away in the fire of our shared climaxes. This wasn’t competition. It was connection. Chloe’s hand in mine, her curves beside me, the men above us—it was all part of the same electric circuit.

Ben pushed into Chloe first, slow and deliberate. Her moan was deep, throaty, her hips lifting to meet him as he filled her. Her ginger pussy stretched around him, slick and greedy, her thighs trembling. “Fuck, yes,” she gasped, eyes fluttering shut for a moment before snapping back to mine, bold and open.

Jordan followed, his hands gripping my hips as he lined up. The blunt head of his cock pressed against me, and I braced, the memory of his girth still fresh. He slid in—slow, relentless, the stretch intense but no longer shocking. My walls clenched around him, welcoming the burn, the fullness. I moaned, loud and unashamed, my free hand fisting the sheets.

The rhythm started slow, mirrored. Ben’s thrusts into Chloe were deep, measured, his hands roaming her curves, kneading her tits, pinching her nipples until she arched off the bed. Jordan matched him, each push into me a delicious friction, his cock hitting places that made my toes curl. The bed creaked, a steady, primal pulse, the candlelight flickering across sweat-slicked skin—Ben’s lean frame, Jordan’s broader, darker bulk, Chloe’s lush softness, my own trembling limbs.

Chloe’s moans grew sharper, her hips rolling to meet Ben’s thrusts. “God, he’s good,” she panted, squeezing my hand. “You trained him well.” Her laugh was breathless, teasing, but her eyes were warm, sharing the pleasure rather than stealing it.

I laughed, the sound ragged, as Jordan’s cock dragged against that perfect spot inside me. “Jordan’s not bad either,” I managed, voice breaking on a moan.

The men groaned in unison, their paces quickening. The room filled with sound—the wet slap of skin, the creak of the mattress, our mingled gasps and cries. Chloe’s tits bounced wildly, her freckles glowing under the sweat beading on her chest. I felt her gaze on me, watching my breasts jolt with each of Jordan’s thrusts, my thighs quaking against his hips.

“Look at us,” Chloe whispered, her voice thick with awe. “Fuck, Amy, look at us.”

I did. I saw everything—her body arching under Ben, my own spreading wide for Jordan, the men’s faces taut with effort and pleasure. The candlelight painted us in gold and shadow, a living, breathing tableau of want. My heart swelled, no room for doubt or fear, only a fierce, unshakable joy.

The pressure built again, faster this time, a tidal wave gathering force. Jordan’s thrusts grew harder, deeper, his fingers bruising my hips. Ben’s hands gripped Chloe’s thighs, spreading her wider, his cock slamming into her with a rhythm that matched my pulse. Chloe’s moans turned to cries, her body tensing, and I felt it too—the edge, so close, so inevitable.

“Together,” I gasped, echoing her earlier command, my fingers tightening in hers.

She nodded, eyes blazing. “Now.”

The orgasm hit us like a storm. I screamed, my body convulsing, walls clenching around Jordan as pleasure exploded through me—brighter, fiercer than before, a white-hot surge that left me shaking, tears streaming down my temples. Chloe’s cry matched mine, her hips bucking against Ben, her massive tits shuddering as she came, her pussy pulsing around him. Our hands gripped like lifelines, anchoring us through the chaos, our eyes locked in a shared, shattering ecstasy.

The men followed, their groans raw and primal. Jordan thrust deep, pulsing inside me, hot and thick, his body shuddering as he emptied himself. Ben’s hips stuttered, his release spilling into Chloe with a final, desperate thrust. The room pulsed with it—the wet heat, the trembling limbs, the flickering candles casting our shadows across the walls.

When it faded, we collapsed in a tangle of limbs and breaths. Chloe’s hand stayed in mine, her head turning to rest against my shoulder, her curls tickling my skin. Ben and Jordan slumped beside us, chests heaving, cocks softening against their thighs.

I looked at them—Ben, my anchor, his eyes soft with love; Jordan, the stranger who’d become something more, his gaze warm and sated. A smile spread across my face, slow and unshakable.

I had them both in my life now. And it was everything.

Chloe stirred first, her chubby frame shifting beside me, the mattress dipping softly as she sat up. Her ginger curls were a wild, sweat-damp tangle, catching the last flickers of candlelight like embers. Her skin glowed, flushed from exertion, freckles stark across her chest and shoulders. She leaned over, her massive tits swaying as she cupped my face with both hands, her touch warm and surprisingly gentle. Her lips found mine—soft, slow, a kiss that tasted of Ben, of me, of her, and something sweeter, like closure and promise all at once. It wasn’t possessive, wasn’t a claim; it was a thank-you, a farewell, a spark to carry forward.

She pulled back, her eyes sparkling with that familiar mischief but softened now, almost tender. “You’re a fucking natural, Amy,” she whispered, voice husky, a grin tugging at her swollen lips. She glanced at Ben, sprawled on the other side of the bed, his chest still heaving, cock soft against his thigh. “And you, handsome—don’t be a stranger. That tongue’s a weapon.”

Ben chuckled, the sound rough and sated, his blond hair sticking to his forehead. “We’ll call,” he said, a promise in his voice, his eyes flicking to me for confirmation. I nodded, a small smile curving my lips.

Chloe slid off the bed with a grace that belied her curves, her body moving like she owned every inch of it. She didn’t bother with her bra—just scooped up her champagne-colored silk slip, stepped into it, and let it fall over her hips, the fabric clinging to her damp skin. Her tits settled heavy, nipples still hard, and she slipped into her heels with a playful wiggle. At the door, she paused, turned back, and blew us a kiss, her grin pure trouble. “Round two’s on me, you two. Don’t make me wait too long.”

The door clicked shut behind her, the sound soft but final, like a period at the end of a sentence. The room felt suddenly larger, the air cooler without her warmth, the candlelight dimmer, the flames guttering in their pools of wax. The scent of her—vanilla, citrus, sex—lingered, mingling with Jordan’s cedar and smoke, with Ben’s familiar musk, with us.

Jordan rose next, silent and deliberate, his dark skin gleaming with sweat in the dying light. He moved like a man who knew his power but didn’t need to flaunt it. He leaned down, his hand brushing my cheek, and pressed a gentle kiss to my forehead—warm, respectful, a gesture that felt like gratitude. Then he turned to Ben, still stretched out on the bed, and extended a hand. They shook—firm, equal, no posturing, just two men who’d shared something raw and real.

“You two,” Jordan said, voice low and steady, “are something else. Don’t lose that.”

Ben nodded, his grip lingering a moment. “You either.”

Jordan dressed with quiet efficiency—trousers sliding up his muscular thighs, shirt buttoned over his broad chest, each motion unhurried. He paused at the door, glanced back at me, his dark eyes warm with something I couldn’t quite name—admiration, maybe, or recognition. “Take care of each other,” he said, and then he was gone, the door closing with a softer click than Chloe’s, leaving only the faint creak of the floorboards in his wake.

The silence that followed was heavy, intimate, the kind that only comes after a storm. The candles had burned low, some already extinguished, their wax pooling in golden tears on the nightstands. The room was a battlefield of rumpled sheets, scattered clothes, the faint glisten of sweat and release on skin and fabric. The air was thick with the aftermath—sex, wax, the lingering trace of Chloe’s perfume, Jordan’s cologne, the raw, unmistakable scent of us.

Ben and I lay tangled in the center of the bed, limbs heavy, hearts still racing. My head found its place on his chest, the steady thump of his heartbeat grounding me. His fingers traced lazy circles on my back, slick with sweat, and I felt the tremor in them—the same tremor in my own hands, my own thighs. I laughed first, soft and incredulous, the sound bubbling up from somewhere deep.

“Did that just happen?” I whispered, my voice raw, throat burning from screams I hadn’t planned.

Ben’s chuckle rumbled beneath my ear, his hand sliding up to tangle in my hair. “Yeah. And we’re still us.”

The words hit me hard, tears pricking sudden and hot. I propped myself up on one elbow, looking down at him—his blond hair a mess, his eyes soft with love, a faint bruise blooming on his neck where Chloe had kissed him. “I was so scared,” I admitted, the confession spilling out like a dam breaking. “That you’d look at me different. That I’d feel… less. That we’d lose this.”

He cupped my face, thumb brushing a tear from my cheek. “You’re still my Amy,” he said, voice fierce. “Just… more. Wider. Braver.” His eyes searched mine, steady and unshaken. “And I’m still your Ben. Just… louder in bed with redheads.”

I laughed, the sound wet and freeing, and swatted his chest. “Asshole.”

He grinned, pulling me down into a kiss—slow, deep, tasting of everything we’d done, everything we’d become. His tongue swept against mine, gentle but possessive, and I melted into it, my body still humming, still his. No jealousy lingered, no doubt. The night had stripped us bare, but it had only made us stronger.

I pulled back, forehead resting against his, our breaths mingling. “I thought I’d feel guilty,” I whispered. “Or empty. But I don’t. I feel… full.”

He nodded, his hand sliding down to rest over my heart. “Me too. Like we opened a door and didn’t lose anything walking through it.”

I glanced at the door, the memory of Chloe’s playful exit, Jordan’s quiet respect, flashing through my mind. “They were… incredible,” I said, a smile tugging at my lips. “But they’re not us.”

“No,” he agreed, his fingers lacing with mine. “They’re not.”

We lay there, tangled in the ruined sheets, the last candles flickering out one by one. The city lights filtered through the curtains, painting soft stripes across our skin. I traced the line of his jaw, the curve of his shoulder, memorizing him all over again.

“We’re just getting started, aren’t we?” I said, voice soft but sure.

Ben’s grin was wicked, his eyes gleaming in the dark. “Damn right.”

The final candle guttered out, plunging us into darkness. And in that darkness, we began again—together, unapologetic, and utterly, gloriously ours.

THE END.
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Your Idea: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasy Brutally Unfolds In Front Of Him

When I forgot to clear my browser history, I honestly thought my marriage was over. Then Emma found the videos—wives on their knees, husbands filming, strangers doing whatever they wanted—and everything ignited.

We were just a normal couple. I wasn’t the jealous type (or so I told myself), and Emma had never craved the spotlight. In fact, she’d barely given head in years. But the night she caught me watching KatieHotwife get spit-roasted by two men, something cracked open inside her. She didn’t scream. She didn’t leave. She smiled.

Things escalated fast. Emma went from reserved wife to on her knees on the patio, our neighbor’s thick cock stretching her lips while I watched from the balcony—helpless, harder than I’d ever been. She swallowed him whole, let him come on her face, then looked up at me with cum on her lips and smiled. And when she finally took me in her mouth—after years of begging—she pulled off just before I finished and laughed: “That’s reserved for the big ones, babe.”

Jealousy. Shame. Hunger. Power. We weren’t just living the fantasy. We were becoming it.

The question now isn’t whether we’ll stop. The question is: how far will she make me watch?

By Chance: A Vanilla Couple Stumble Into A New World

When Tom and Kelly’s car broke down in the middle of nowhere, they thought their weekend was ruined.

Then they stumbled onto a secluded resort—sun-soaked, clothing-optional, and overflowing with temptation.

They were just an ordinary couple. Tom wasn’t the jealous type, and Kelly was hardly a wild child. But by the end of that first afternoon, they’d seen another couple having sex by the firepit—and neither of them could look away.

Things escalated fast.

Kelly went from cautious curiosity to squirting under the tongue of a woman she barely knew. Tom found himself balls-deep in a stunning MILF, his girlfriend moaning with approval. And when Megan—mischievous, pierced, and very, very ginger—sat on Kelly’s face, everything changed.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. This was real.

Jealousy. Desire. Possession. Freedom.

They weren’t just watching other people. They were being watched. Touched. Shared.

The question now wasn’t whether they would go back.

The question was: what would they try next?

Shared in Sin City: A Couple's Journey

As Lucy looked out of the rented Mustang's windows, she saw that famous sign: Welcome to Las Vegas. She knew the weekend was going to be fun—who has a dull time in Vegas, right?

In fact, she’d been planning to make this trip a little wilder than usual for her and Chris. But as she glanced at her husband in the driver’s seat, she could never have known how the weekend—and their lives—would end up taking such a dramatic turn.

She had no idea they were about to meet James and Emily, and that a chance encounter was all it would take to change everything.

Chris never would have imagined he’d find himself sitting there, watching his wife on her knees, pleasuring another man—his mind screaming stop, but his body begging don’t you dare stop.

Of course, that might have had something to do with Emily’s head bobbing up and down in his lap.

A couple of wives sharing drinks in Vegas and giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob? That’s one thing. But watching your wife naked, surrounded by strangers, stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock? That’s a completely different ball game. And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to watch Emily in that position.

But not Lucy. She wouldn’t go that far. Would she?

The sign might say Welcome to Las Vegas, but it really should say Welcome to Sin City.
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