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The Craziest Joke

If any of them had been asked six months earlier whether their quiet, predictable lives could tilt into something far messier and far more intimate, they would have laughed. They were sensible people, the kind who compared utility bills, argued about lawn fertilizer, and shopped for furniture on clearance. Nothing about them suggested the kind of story that would later unfold. But life doesn’t usually send warnings before it changes direction; it just nudges, softly at first, until you realize you’ve wandered somewhere entirely new.

And the strange, unbelievable truth was that it all began with popcorn.

The whole situation had started innocently enough; in fact, it started with popcorn. Emma and Jack, along with their adjacent neighbors, David and Katie, had recently purchased their first homes. Budgets were tight—painfully tight. One evening, while all four of them stood outside chatting across the fence, Jack had mentioned taking Emma to the cinema for her birthday. David snorted and complained about ticket prices, Katie chimed in about how concessions now cost more than dinner, and within minutes they were all commiserating about how impossible it was to go out without spending a small fortune.

By the time they’d finished laughing about it, the idea had been born: instead of shelling out for tickets, they would rotate Friday-night movie sessions at each other’s houses. Netflix, blankets, cheap wine, popcorn—problem solved. It started as a joke, then became a plan, and eventually turned into one of the brightest spots of their week. It was simple, comfortable, and theirs.

On this particular Friday evening, the movie screening was hosted in Emma and Jack’s cozy basement. The warm, buttery aroma drifted through the air as Emma descended the stairs with a large bowl of popcorn cradled in her arms. Halfway down, she stopped, remembering suddenly. "I forgot to divide some into another bowl for David," she said with a small, apologetic laugh. They all had their little obsessions, and popcorn had always been David’s.

Katie, David’s wife, stood with an easy grin. "Oh, don’t be silly," she said, brushing off the thought. "Why don’t you come sit next to David, and I’ll keep Jack company on the other sofa?"

Emma raised an eyebrow, amused by the simple reshuffle, before meeting David’s eyes. He was tall and dark-haired, the kind of man whose smile always softened at the edges and made people feel at ease. He returned her look with a warm grin and patted the cushion beside him. "Sounds like a plan," he said.

Katie dropped onto the sofa next to Jack—her husband’s longtime best friend—settling in as though she’d done it a thousand times. The four of them had developed an easy friendship since moving in: impromptu backyard barbecues, shared tools and recipes, late-night board games full of laughing arguments and playful accusations of cheating. They were close, comfortable, and in every way the picture of ordinary suburban neighbors.

But that night, as harmless as it seemed, was the night everything quietly began to shift.

However, as the movie commenced and David reached over to dim the lights, an unexpected tension seemed to settle over the room. What should have been a routine part of their Friday ritual suddenly felt charged, as if the darkness had allowed something unspoken to slip free. In the soft glow of the screen, each of them became strangely aware of the person beside them—their shifting legs, their shared breath, the warmth that didn’t belong to the partner they were supposed to be touching. For the first time, the familiar edges of their friendships seemed to blur, tilting them toward a space none of them had ever imagined stepping into.

The choice of movie didn’t help. A scene unfolded on-screen—a woman bent over, her bare back damp with sweat, her soft gasps filling the room. Nothing graphic, but everything about it left very little to the imagination. Her moans built toward a climax so convincing that the room seemed to tighten around it. Emma and David reached into the shared bowl of popcorn at the same time, and every accidental brush of fingers lingered a fraction longer than it should have. David tried to stay focused on the movie, but he could feel his body betraying him, a slow, insistent stirring tightening low in his stomach.

On the other sofa, Katie shifted again, trying to get comfortable. She tucked one leg under her, then changed her mind and moved the other way. Without David’s arm around her shoulders, the usual cozy familiarity was missing, and she felt oddly exposed. She glanced over at him briefly—sitting beside Emma, relaxed, smiling faintly at something on-screen—and a small pang of longing caught her off guard.

With a hesitant breath, she spoke. “This might sound silly, but… I miss leaning on David. It just feels weird like this.”

Jack turned toward her, eyebrows lifted. “You okay?”

Katie gave a small shrug. “I just can’t get comfortable.”

Jack glanced over at Emma and David again, noting how engrossed they seemed. When neither looked their way, he shifted closer and spoke gently. “If you want… you can lean on me. I don’t mind.”

Katie let out a quiet laugh, soft and uncertain. “Are you sure?”

Jack nodded, his voice low enough not to interrupt the movie. “Yeah. Really. It’s fine.”

A playful smile curved across Katie’s lips as she said, “Okay… but remember, you’d better behave yourself.” Her tone was teasing, but there was something softer beneath it—an invitation wrapped in humor. She eased back against Jack, letting her spine settle into the warm crook of his shoulder and side, the fit surprisingly natural.

Jack’s arm lifted almost automatically, his hand resting along the top of the sofa as if it had always belonged there. Their closeness carried a new kind of warmth—one layered with a quiet, humming tension neither of them acknowledged out loud. It wasn’t inappropriate, not exactly, but it wasn’t innocent anymore either. The same charged air that had settled over the room when the lights dimmed seemed to gather around them now, a subtle pressure neither pushed away.

Across from them, Emma and David exchanged a brief look as they watched their partners settle in. Emma lifted the bowl of popcorn from the sofa cushion and set it on her lap, shifting slightly until David mirrored the new arrangement beside her. Their bodies angled toward one another in the same casual closeness they’d seen on the opposite sofa, but with one key difference: David now had to reach across her to get to the popcorn.

It made the setup feel oddly intimate.

And in a way, it made sense. Emma’s tall, slim frame matched naturally with David’s lean build, just as Jack’s broader shoulders and sturdy presence paired almost perfectly with Katie’s curvier, more compact figure. It wasn’t that anyone preferred someone else’s partner; it was simply a strange alignment of height, angles, and comfort that made the new combinations feel unexpectedly easy—almost too easy.

At first, David tried to be careful. He angled his wrist to avoid brushing Emma’s arm each time he reached into the bowl. But as the movie ventured into another heated scene, the restraint faded. His wrist grazed her skin once. Then again. And when Emma didn’t shift away—when she pretended not to notice, though her breath dipped just slightly—his touches became more deliberate. Light brushes of fingers along her forearm. A faint drag across her shoulder. Innocent, technically, but charged in a way that made the movie blur into background noise.

On the other sofa, Katie shifted again, lifting her feet up onto the cushions and curling them beneath her. She nestled deeper into Jack’s side, letting her head settle fully on his shoulder. Her right elbow dropped gently onto his thigh, and the closeness of it—of everything—drew them into a tighter, more intimate space than either had expected.

The new position brought Jack’s lips only inches from Katie’s ear. He dipped his head slightly, his voice low and warm. “Are you comfortable?”

His breath brushed her neck, soft and warm, and the sensation sent a faint, surprising shiver down her spine. She wasn’t used to this—not with anyone but David. She had been with her husband since she was Eigteen, had grown up inside the safe, familiar rhythm of his presence. This—pressing into another man’s body, feeling his breath on her skin—was new in a way that made her pulse skip.

A mix of excitement and nervousness fluttered through her chest. She wasn’t doing anything wrong, she told herself. They were just friends. Just sitting close during a movie.

But her heart didn’t entirely believe it.

Yeah, I am,” she replied, her voice softer than before as she turned her head back toward his. The movement was meant to be small, casual, just enough to meet his eyes—but she underestimated how close they already were. Her lips brushed his left cheekbone, a feather-light touch so delicate it felt almost imagined. She pulled back instinctively, a startled breath catching in her throat, but her body shifted in the process, her elbow sliding behind her to steady herself.

That was when she felt it.

At first, her mind didn’t register what her elbow had bumped into beneath the fabric of his jeans. It was firm—unexpectedly so—and her elbow nudged it again before she could correct her balance. The shape pressed back, yielding just slightly under her weight, and that second contact sent a jolt of realization through her.

Her chest tightened.

Her elbow had slid across the unmistakable, rounded sponginess of the head of Jack’s penis.

Heat shot through her body before she could stop it. It was a split second—barely long enough to breathe—but she felt everything: the pressure, the shape, the fact that he hadn’t shifted away.

She jerked her arm up so fast she almost startled herself, folding it tightly into her own lap as if she’d touched a hot stove. Her pulse hammered in her ears. She stared straight ahead at the movie, but the screen was now nothing more than flickering light and color. Her mind replayed the moment with crystal clarity.

Had she really just felt Jack’s cock?

A flush crept up her neck, blooming beneath her skin. She hadn’t meant to touch him—God, the idea of doing that on purpose made her dizzy—but she couldn’t deny the truth of what she’d felt. And what unsettled her even more was the question that followed, uninvited and impossible to ignore.

Why was it hard?

The movie had roughly thirty minutes left, though none of them could have described a single moment of it. Whatever story was unfolding on the screen no longer mattered. Their attention was splintered, scattered between quickened breaths and the impossible awareness of the bodies pressed so close beside them.

Emma sat rigidly still, but her senses felt sharpened. Every time David’s arm shifted, every time the fabric of his shirt brushed her skin, a faint thrill curled low in her stomach. She kept her eyes fixed on the television, pretending to follow the plot, but her mind drifted back to the warmth of his wrist against her arm, the deliberate way his hand had lingered near her shoulder. And she couldn’t ignore the knowledge that each touch had felt less accidental than the last.

David was no better. He tried to breathe normally, tried to focus on the dialogue from the screen, but his pulse kept stumbling. The scent of Emma’s shampoo—something faint and floral—pulled at his attention each time she inhaled. And the shape of her long, slender legs curled near his only made things worse. He kept replaying that moment when her lips had brushed Jack’s cheek across the room, wondering if Emma had felt anything like the jolt he had felt the first time their fingers touched the popcorn at the same time. The thoughts he shouldn’t have, the ones he’d never allowed himself before, kept slipping in like water through a cracked dam.

On the other sofa, Jack stared blankly at the screen, pretending he wasn’t acutely aware of Katie’s body still snug against him. His cheek tingled where her lips had accidentally grazed it. And beneath the surface, a mixture of guilt, excitement, and a kind of stunned disbelief churned through him. He’d never imagined reacting to someone else’s wife like this. Not Katie. Not anyone. But his body had betrayed him, and the memory of her elbow brushing across the most sensitive part of him was impossible to shove aside.

Katie sat frozen, her heart beating a little too fast. She tried to tell herself she was just embarrassed by the accidental contact, that her flushing skin had nothing to do with the way Jack’s breath had warmed her neck when he whispered earlier. But deep down, something unfamiliar and dangerous was taking shape. She had been with David her whole life, so she had never felt another man respond to her like that. And now she couldn’t stop wondering: was he still hard? Had she really done that to him?

By the time the credits finally rolled, the air in the room felt thick and humid, as though all four of them had been holding their breath for half an hour. The screen lit up with scrolling names, but no one moved. No one spoke. It was as if any sudden motion might break whatever fragile balance held them in place.

Emma was the first to shift, rising from the sofa with a quiet clearing of her throat. “Well,” she said, smoothing her hands over her jeans, “I made some cookies earlier.” Her voice was breezy, but her steps were not. She glanced down without meaning to—and froze for half a second. The outline in David’s jeans was impossible to miss. A flush crept across her cheeks, a tiny surge of triumph blooming in her chest as she walked toward the stairs. She didn’t look back, but she couldn’t stop the small smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. She had done that.

A few seconds later, Katie excused herself too, mumbling something about helping Emma or checking the cookies. She nearly stumbled as she rose—her legs were shakier than she expected—and she hurried upstairs, needing the space, needing the air.

Left alone, the men stayed seated, staring at the blank screen as though it offered a lifeline. Neither spoke. Neither dared to acknowledge what had just happened. They just sat there, waiting for their bodies to calm down, waiting for the heat in their faces and the tightness in their jeans to settle enough that they could stand without betraying themselves.

Eventually, when everything had settled to something manageable—though far from normal—they went upstairs as well. The four of them gathered around the kitchen island, sharing cookies and warm mugs of coffee, trying very hard to act as though nothing unusual had happened in the dark basement. Polite, friendly, familiar.

But none of them fooled themselves.

Katie and David left soon after, offering the usual goodbyes, promising to host next week as if nothing had changed at all.

And yet—everything had.

It had actually been a while since either couple had done anything sexual, and in both houses that night, the shift was immediate—raw, urgent, and impossible to ignore. The moment Katie and David’s bedroom door shut behind them, the weight of everything that had happened downstairs came crashing into their bodies. The closeness. The touches that weren’t accidental. The thoughts they were trying so hard not to think.

Katie barely had time to breathe before David pulled her into him, his mouth on hers, his hands running down her sides with a hunger she hadn’t felt from him in weeks. Maybe months. She clung to him just as eagerly, her fingers digging into his back, her whole body shivering with the restless energy the movie night had awakened in her.

“Ohhhh David, yes, that’s it… please don’t stop, oh god yes,” she gasped as her legs wrapped around his hips, pulling him deeper, tighter. The words tumbled out of her before she could catch them. It wasn’t just desire—it was release. It was confusion. It was the lingering electricity from having another man’s breath against her neck, another man’s body hard beneath his jeans.

It had been nearly three weeks since they’d last had sex, and that had been nothing more than a half-asleep morning quickie squeezed in before work. But tonight, the need wasn’t sleepy or routine. It was sharp, almost frantic. And beneath it all—though neither of them dared admit it aloud—was the memory of Emma’s long legs tucked against David’s thigh, of her scent, of the way she’d smiled at him when she got up to fetch cookies… and the unmistakable view she’d had of his erection.

David thrust into Katie with a force he rarely used, his breath breaking, his hands gripping her hips like he needed her to anchor him. Normally he paced himself well, took his time, made sure she got where she needed to go. He prided himself on that. He knew how to make her feel good.

But tonight, every thought in his head was tangled with the ghost of Emma’s skin brushing his. The accidental slip of her fingers on the popcorn bowl. The warm pressure of her elbow grazing his crotch and the shock of being touched there—accident or not—by someone who wasn’t his wife.

And Katie felt that difference. She felt it in the way he moved, in the almost painful intensity of each thrust. She held him tighter, her nails dragging down his shoulders, trying to keep up with him even as her own mind spun with images she didn’t want to acknowledge. Jack’s cheek beneath her lips. Jack’s breath at her neck. Jack’s body swelling under her elbow.

“Oh god, yes, NOW KATIE NOW!” David panted, his voice breaking. She felt him losing rhythm, losing control.

“WAIT! No, I’m so close!” she cried, panic knotting with pleasure as she realized he was right on the edge.

He groaned—half apology, half desperation—and slowed just enough, holding himself inside her while she reached down between their bellies. Her fingers found her clit instantly, slick and aching. She rubbed in fast, frantic circles, her breath catching as the tension inside her began to unravel.

“Come on… come on…” she whispered through clenched teeth, chasing the edge with everything she had.

David held her, trembling, barely managing to keep moving. She felt him pulsing, fighting the urge to finish before she did. The struggle only pushed her higher.

Then her body clenched, arched, and she broke apart beneath him.

“AHHHHHH!” she cried out, her climax ripping through her as David finally let go and collapsed into her, both of them shuddering through the last waves of pleasure.

They lay tangled together afterward—breathing hard, hearts racing, minds anything but settled. Despite the release, neither of them felt normal.

Because it wasn’t just sex.

It was the beginning of something neither of them could name yet… but both had already stepped into.

Next door, Emma’s tiny hands were wrapped around Jack’s rock-hard cock. Her red hair spilled across his side, her cheek resting on his stomach as she watched her own fingers glide up and down his shaft. The sight seemed to mesmerize her. She couldn’t help wondering if David’s cock matched Jack’s for size and thickness; it had certainly felt promising earlier.

Jack’s eyes were closed, lost in the fantasy of Katie’s hands stroking him instead. His arm slid around Emma’s waist until his palm cupped one of her big, soft tits. The comparison came unbidden—Emma’s generous curves against Katie’s smaller, tighter body—and the thought only sharpened the heat running through him. As his thumb brushed her nipple, he imagined how Katie’s would feel beneath his fingers.

Emma began to lower her head before he even realized she was moving. Then her lips touched the tip of his cock, a soft, testing kiss that made his whole body jolt.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned. The warmth of her mouth wrapped around the head of his cock, and he honestly couldn’t remember the last time she’d gone down on him. Emma loved receiving oral, no question about that. But giving it? She had to be in the right mood, and those moods were rare. When she was in it, though—Jack knew better than anyone—she could wreck him with that mouth. Every guy she’d ever sucked said the same.

Emma let out a quiet, mischievous giggle and began sliding her lips up and down his cock with slow, teasing pressure. Her tongue circled the head before she eased him back between her lips. As she worked deeper, Jack felt the mattress shift; she was turning, repositioning herself until her open pussy hovered just above his face. Her breath warmed his shaft as she lowered her ginger curls onto his mouth.

Years ago, he’d have sworn it would never do it for him. At the start she’d always shaved smooth, but the razor gradually appeared less and less. Now that little tuft was simply part of her—a sight he’d grown to crave. Seeing her pale skin and that flash of red hair when she walked naked through the house did something to him he couldn’t deny.

For a stretch of time that felt suspended, they lost themselves in each other. Emma’s fingers cradled his balls while his tongue flicked her clit and his middle finger pressed deep into her dripping pussy. She responded with soft, shaky moans, her hips rocking down onto his mouth.

“Baby, I’m getting… so… close,” he whispered, pulling back just long enough to breathe. She slowed her movements instantly, expertly holding him at that trembling edge. Emma had an uncanny sense of control when she used her mouth; she could keep him poised right at the limit for as long as she wanted. As she eased her pace, his tongue sped up, circling and flicking until he felt her body tense above him.

“Oh fuck… oh fuck,” Emma moaned. Then her voice cut off completely as she slid her mouth all the way down Jack’s cock. She could take his length, though the girth made her throat work harder. They had never talked about size, but if they had, Jack would have learned she’d had longer partners—just none as thick as him.

Her body trembled. She was cumming, and Jack felt it—felt the way her thighs tightened, the way her pussy clenched around his finger. It pushed him to his own edge.

“Emma, I’m going to cum,” he warned, giving her the chance to pull away like she always did.

But she didn’t.

She didn’t even hesitate.

For a split second his mind snagged on sheer disbelief. She wasn’t moving. She was taking him deeper. Her lips sealed tighter around him, as if she were bracing herself, choosing this.

His breath caught. She never let him cum in her mouth. Not anymore. Not in years. He almost tried to pull back on instinct, but she held him there with the smallest press of her tongue, a silent refusal that sent a shock through him.

His balls tightened, and then the first pulse hit. She swallowed it. Not flinching. Not gagging. Just swallowing him like she’d decided she wanted all of it.

Jack nearly lost his mind.

The second and third pulse followed, thick and hard, and she took them too—her throat working, her eyes squeezed shut, her hands stroking the base of his shaft as if guiding every last drop.

Only after he finished did she slowly lift her head, letting him slip from her mouth with a wet sound before gently stroking him, milking out the final dribbles.

Jack lay beneath her, stunned, breathless, completely undone by the one thing he never expected her to give him again.


The Morning After

Jack and Emma were still tangled in the sheets the next morning when Emma’s phone buzzed against the nightstand. She groaned, stretched an arm out, and answered without looking at the screen.

“Morning,” Katie said, sounding far too awake. “I hope I didn’t wake you two.”

Emma cleared her throat, trying to disguise her sleep-heavy voice. “No, no… we’re up,” she lied. She nudged Jack with her foot. “What’s going on?”

“I saw a thing on Facebook,” Katie said. “Apparently there’s a meteor shower tonight. I was thinking—do you two want to come over and watch it with us?”

Emma turned her head toward Jack, raising a brow. His hair was a mess, eyes half-closed, but he perked up at the mention of going next door.

“Babe, meteor shower at Katie and David’s tonight. You up for it?”

“Yes,” Jack said instantly, then propped himself on his elbow. “Ask if we’re cooking out.”

Emma gave him a look—really?—but relayed the message. “Jack says yes… and he wants to know if this involves food.”

There was whispering on the other end—Katie muffling the phone while talking to David—before she came back.

“Yeah, totally. We’ve got burgers, and David picked up a ridiculous amount of beer for no reason.”

Jack grinned. Emma rolled her eyes fondly.

“That sounds perfect,” she said. “We’ll bring a salad and a couple bottles of wine.”

“Great,” Katie said. “See you guys tonight.”

Emma hung up, tossed the phone aside, and looked over at Jack. He was already smiling like a kid who’d been promised a field trip.

*

For the first time in longer than either of them could remember, both women took their time getting ready. Normally, going next door didn’t require more than brushing their hair and grabbing whatever was clean. But after the night before, something had shifted, and they both felt it.

“Babe… are you wearing a skirt?” Jack asked as he came downstairs, still toweling his hair after a long shower.

“Yeah,” Emma said, trying to sound offhand as she smoothed the fabric over her hips. “It’s supposed to be hot on the deck tonight. A skirt will be cooler.”

She didn’t mention the new red thong and matching bra she’d slipped on underneath—the way the bra lifted her chest higher than usual, pushing her cleavage together in a way she absolutely knew Jack had noticed.

Fifteen minutes later, Katie glanced out her kitchen window and froze. Emma and Jack were walking through the small gate between their yards, and Emma… Emma looked different tonight. The skirt. The fitted top hugging her waist and framing her chest in a way Katie had never seen her present herself casually.

Without thinking, Katie spun away from the window and hurried deeper into the house.

“Where’s Katie?” Emma asked as she and Jack reached the deck, where David was tending the grill.

David glanced around, baffled. “Uh… no idea. She was literally right here.”

Upstairs, Katie hovered at her bedroom window, looking down at them. David, relaxed and handsome in loose tan slacks and an unbuttoned shirt. And Emma—walking across the yard with that confident little sway she probably didn’t even realize she had.

Katie had never quite known how to categorize her redheaded neighbor. Emma was short—five-one or five-two—with this effortless prettiness that came and went depending on the day. But what always caught Katie off guard was her body. Emma was fit in places—shoulders, arms, that taut curve of her waist—but she carried real, unapologetic curves too. Big, full breasts that strained the fabric of her top tonight more than usual. A thick, round ass that shimmied when she walked. And a softness elsewhere that Katie could never quite pinpoint, like Emma’s body lived in that sweet spot between toned and lush.

And tonight, those curves looked deliberate. Framed. Presented.

Katie swallowed hard.
Luckily, David doesn’t like redheads, she told herself—but it felt less convincing than usual.

She yanked off her jeans and T-shirt, grabbed a handful of tissues to discreetly dab the warm slickness gathering between her thighs, and pulled on a thin, short sundress. Then she hurried downstairs before anyone could notice she’d vanished.

“Hi!” Katie grinned as she stepped out onto the deck. She went straight to Emma for a light hug before turning toward Jack.

“Wow, you look amazing,” Jack said, not even pretending to hide the way his eyes traveled down her body. Katie felt the appreciation linger on her tanned thighs—the dress showing them off exactly the way she’d hoped. At nearly five-ten, with a swimmer’s build she’d never quite lost, her legs had always been her strongest asset, and tonight they were on full display.

“Yeah, you look great too,” David added, stealing a glance from the grill. His attention snagged on Emma—her short skirt, her tight top, the unapologetic fullness of her curves—and he didn’t bother to hide it.

“You boys do know compliments will get you absolutely everywhere,” Katie teased, flashing them a smile before nodding toward the kitchen. The guys stayed by the grill while she and Emma slipped inside to prepare salads and drinks.

“I already poured you a glass of wine,” Katie said, handing Emma a tall glass filled nearly to the brim. Normally they kept alcohol to a minimum when they hung out—part budget, part habit—but after the way last night had unfolded, Katie figured tonight called for a little loosening up.

“I really should be careful,” Emma laughed, taking a sip. “I get drunk so easily. I’m such a liability when I’m drunk.”

“David swears I turn into a totally different woman when I’ve had a drink,” Katie said, taking a long, deliberate swallow from her own glass. “He says it… loosens me up.”

She wandered back toward the window under the pretense of checking on the grill, but her eyes drifted immediately to Jack. He stood beside David, relaxed, his broad shoulders stretching the fabric of his T-shirt as he flipped the burgers. She watched the two men laugh about something, felt a little pulse of warmth low in her stomach, and took another slow sip of wine.

For the next hour or so, they worked their way through burgers, salads, a bottle of wine, and two six-packs of beer. The sun dipped lower, bathing the deck in warm orange light, and the four of them hovered in that perfect middle ground—loose, warm, buzzing, but not yet sloppy. They all felt it. No one said it. But the air had the same charged edge as the night before, and each of them was waiting for someone else to make the first move.

The guys finished with the grill before the women cleared the table, so they took their beers and settled into the lounge chairs to watch. At first it was innocent, but as soon as Emma leaned forward to grab a bowl, her skirt lifted just enough for both men to catch the pale curve of her ass cheeks peeking out above her thong.

David sat up a little straighter, shading his eyes like he needed a better view of the sunset. Jack noticed Emma’s ass for half a second, but his attention was snagged elsewhere. Katie’s dress didn’t rise quite as high as Emma’s skirt, but her legs—those long swimmer’s legs—were impossible to ignore. And when she turned just right, he caught the faint outline of white lace beneath the hem of her sundress.

Back and forth the girls went from table to kitchen, laughing, chatting, oblivious to how deliberate their movements were starting to look. Each trip offered the guys another small hit of temptation—Emma’s skirt fluttering up again, Katie’s dress shifting just enough to show a hint of thigh, then lace, then the soft curve at the top of her legs.

They must have scored four solid views up each of their skirts, but neither Jack nor David commented. They just sipped their beers, kept their eyes mostly forward… and let their gazes drift whenever they thought they could get away with it.

Inside, stacking dishes by the sink, Emma leaned close to Katie and whispered, “I think the guys were trying to sneak a little look up our skirts.”

“I know,” Katie said with a slow, wicked grin. “Men are so predictable.” She set a plate down, turned to Emma, and lowered her voice even more. “But why don’t we have a little fun with them? What would you say if I told you I think we should tease them a little more?”

Emma’s cheeks flushed, the wine still warm in her system. “You’re so naughty,” she said, grinning despite herself.

Katie tapped her finger lightly on Emma’s hip—almost conspiratorial. “Exactly. And you wore that skirt for a reason, didn’t you?”

Emma’s blush deepened, but she didn’t deny it.

For the next hour or so, the girls stayed on the bench opposite the men, pretending to be absorbed in their own conversation. They laughed, sipped their drinks, and—every few minutes—shifted just enough to cross or uncross their legs. It was subtle, just barely innocent-looking, the kind of movement that could be natural… or completely intentional. The guys couldn’t be sure, and that uncertainty kept their eyes locked on the show unfolding in front of them.

Every slow uncross revealed another glimpse of smooth thigh. Every recross offered a fleeting flash of lace. Emma’s skirt inched higher each time she shifted. Katie’s sundress clung to her hips in a way that made Jack’s mouth go dry. And the longer it went on, the more obvious it became that neither woman was doing this entirely by accident.

By the time darkness settled in, both men were sitting there trying—and failing—to hide how hard they were. Meanwhile, Emma and Katie felt a growing heat of their own, each movement sending a warm throb through their panties.

“They said the show is supposed to start about now,” Katie said lightly, uncrossing her legs one more time—this time letting them fall open a good foot apart. The fading light wasn’t enough to hide the view from Jack, whose breath stalled for a second.

“I think we should turn off all the lights so we can see better,” she added.

David disappeared inside to flip the switches. The porch lights went dark, then the house lights followed, leaving only the soft silver wash of the night sky. The girls walked toward the deck railing and stood side by side, their silhouettes outlined against the stars.

“I guess we should go join them,” David murmured, sounding almost uneasy with how badly he wanted to move closer. He set his beer down and rose slowly—part dizziness, part anticipation.

Jack followed, heart thudding. They both knew something was about to happen. They just weren’t sure who would make the first move.

Emma and Katie stood there, eyes lifted to the sky, but neither of them was really looking for meteors. Their minds were racing, hearts beating fast. They were waiting. Wondering. Hoping the men would mirror what had happened on the sofas the night before. Neither woman knew the other was thinking the same thing, but both felt that humming, breathless expectation.

Jack glanced at David, swallowed hard, and stepped forward until he stood directly behind Katie. For a moment he wasn’t sure how David would take it. But then David shifted, moving behind Emma, lining up perfectly. When Jack saw it, relief washed through him—relief and a sudden rush of desire that hit him low and hard.

Katie’s long legs and perfect curve of her hips were right in front of him now, close enough that he could smell her perfume mixing with the night air. He knew the night was about to tip into something entirely different.

“Have you seen any yet?” David whispered into Emma’s ear, leaning close enough that she felt his breath sweep over her skin.

“No,” she whispered back, her voice slipping into a deeper, warmer register that David had never heard from her before. It wasn’t loud, but he felt it—an invitation. A pull.

“Was that one?” Jack said quietly, placing his left hand on Katie’s waist as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

“Where?” she asked, feeling his fingers settle on her hip. She leaned into his touch without meaning to, her body softening, angling toward him.

“There,” he murmured, stepping in closer as he pointed over her right shoulder. His chest brushed lightly against her back, just a hint of contact.

Katie chuckled. “Jack… that’s a plane.”
But the amusement cut off the moment his hand slid lower, settling at her waist before easing under her right arm as he reached for the railing. It wasn’t clumsy or bold—just sure enough to let her know exactly where he wanted to be.

And now he was fully behind her.

Katie felt the heat of him, the firmness of his body, the quiet breath he let out as her back relaxed against his chest. Her hair brushed his jaw, and his hand tightened just slightly on her waist, a silent confirmation that yes, he felt this too.

David and Emma both saw it happen in the dim light—the subtle but unmistakable way Jack and Katie came together—and something in both of them unclenched. The tension between all four of them stretched, softened, and then gave way completely.

David moved forward. Emma felt him before she even saw him.
His hardness pressed into the soft, full curve of her ass, thick enough to make her gasp and jerk forward for a moment. The shock of another man’s cock against her body—solid, deliberate—sent a flash of heat through her stomach.

But she didn’t move away.

She let her breath steady, then eased back into him, her big soft ass molding against him. That one careful motion told David everything he needed to know: she wanted this. She wanted him. And she wasn’t pretending otherwise.

For several long minutes, none of them spoke. The night wrapped around them, quiet except for the sound of their breathing.

Jack’s hand remained on Katie’s waist, but soon it began a slow, deliberate exploration—sliding up her ribcage, feeling the edge of her bra beneath the thin sundress, then drifting down again. His fingertips skimmed along the curve of her hip and lower, until they brushed the firm roundness of her toned little ass.

The moment he touched her there, Jack felt his cock throb—harder than he’d expected, harder than he meant to let show. The combination of her scent, her long legs, the slight tremble of her breathing… it all punched straight through him.

He stroked along the curve of her ass again, slower this time, fingertips grazing the tight outline of her panties beneath the dress. Katie’s breath hitched, and she pressed back into his body, giving him no doubt she felt the hard length straining against her.

Behind them, Emma’s reaction was just as intense. David’s hands found her hips, broad palms sliding over her skirt, feeling the give of her curves, the warmth beneath the fabric. Each time he shifted, Emma felt the heavy pressure of his cock move against her, and a soft, involuntary shiver went through her.

None of them looked up at the sky.
The meteor shower might as well not have existed.
All four of them were waiting—breathing, touching, testing—letting the tension coil tighter and tighter as their bodies pressed closer in the darkness.

“THERE’S ONE!” Emma cried out, her voice carrying across the deck as she spun and pointed to a streak of light cutting across the sky from left to right. “Okay, now that we’ve finally seen one… they say you’re supposed to make a wish or…”

“Or what?” Katie asked. The wine had settled warmly into her bloodstream, giving everything a soft, dizzy edge—especially with Jack’s fingertips drifting dangerously low on her hip.

“Or…” Emma hesitated, heart thudding. Then a sudden surge of courage, reckless and electric, shot through her. “Or you’re supposed to kiss the person closest to you.”

All four froze.

The words hung in the air, heavy and thrilling. For a heartbeat, nobody breathed. It was like time stretched, thick and slow, as Emma turned her face toward David and closed her eyes—offering her lips to another man for the first time in years.

But David didn’t move.

His body was pressed to hers, but kissing felt like crossing a line he wasn’t sure he was allowed to cross. Light touching? Teasing? Sure. But lips? That felt real. So he glanced quickly at Jack and Katie, voice tight.

“What… uh… what happens if we don’t do it?”

“I think it’s five years of bad luck,” Jack said. He didn’t even blink as he lied.

“We… uh… I guess we don’t want bad luck now, do we?” Katie murmured. Her breathing quickened as she slowly turned her head toward Jack and closed her eyes.

A second later, she felt Jack’s lips meet hers.

David stood frozen as he watched his wife kiss another man. A dozen emotions collided inside him—jealousy sharp at first, confusion, arousal, disbelief—so many tangled feelings he couldn’t begin to sort them. But then Emma lifted onto her toes, offering her mouth again, her big soft breasts brushing his chest as she rose. And just like that, everything else vanished. He leaned in and pressed his lips to hers, the whole world narrowing to the heat between them.

The kisses lasted only five seconds in reality—closed-mouth, gentle, with no tongue—but it was enough. A tease. A taste. A promise.

Jack was stunned by how Katie felt. Her lips were fuller, softer, warmer than he expected. And when she shifted during the kiss, her arm dropped naturally, resting right along the rigid bulge in his pants. His breath caught. Her forearm stayed there, light but unmistakable.

When he opened his eyes, he saw David and Emma had already broken apart, both looking up at the sky again as though searching for the next meteor. He stepped back slightly—only to feel Katie’s arm lift from his cock as she repositioned herself. The loss made something inside him tighten with need.

They all stood looking up again, but their bodies were pressed closer than before. Jack’s left hand slipped down, slow and deliberate, until it came to rest on Katie’s left ass cheek beneath the thin fabric of her sundress. He gave a soft, testing squeeze. Katie didn’t flinch. If anything, her breath deepened.

The next meteor tore across the sky in a bright streak, and this time none of them hesitated.

The girls turned again—almost in sync—and offered their lips once more.

The kisses were longer. Thirty seconds, slow and warm and increasingly hungry. And this time it was both women who gently slid out the smallest hint of tongue, touching the men’s lips, then slipping lightly against their tongues before breaking away.

As Emma turned back toward the railing, her hand brushed along David’s front—accidental, but unmistakable. Her palm traced the long, rigid outline of his cock through his pants.

She inhaled sharply.

It wasn’t just hard. It was long. Much longer than she was used to. For a moment she thought she must have imagined it—excitement playing tricks on her—but when she glanced down, she caught a small but unmistakable glimpse of the bulge stretching his pants.

She definitely hadn’t imagined it.


A Shower of Light

As they all stood waiting for the next meteor, the night seemed to slow to a thick, pulsing stillness. Emma couldn’t stop thinking about the heavy, unmistakable length she’d felt pressing into her stomach. Every breath she took deepened the warm ache between her legs, a slow, swelling pressure that grew stronger the longer she tried to ignore it. She could feel her panties clinging to her, damp and warm, and every small shift of her thighs only made it worse.

Katie wasn’t faring any better. She kept swallowing hard, unable to forget the feel of Jack’s lips, the taste of his tongue, or the way his body had pressed so firmly against hers. The wine had settled warmly in her veins, making her skin feel sensitive and alive, amplifying every tiny sensation. She could feel the heat rising off Jack behind her even without touching him, and it made her legs tremble faintly.

Five minutes passed with no sign of another meteor. Five long, breathless minutes where none of them said a word, where the only sound was the soft rustle of the breeze and the uneven rhythm of four people trying not to lose control.

By the time the next streak of light finally cut through the sky, they were all far past the point of pretending.

Neither woman even looked up.

Instead, Katie and Emma turned in unspoken, perfect synchrony—slow, deliberate, like they already knew exactly what they were stepping into. They pressed themselves fully against the men, breasts pushed to warm chests, hips brushing against hips, arms sliding easily, naturally around their necks. There was no hesitation, no apology. They leaned in like the gravity between them had finally won.

Katie felt Jack’s hard cock grind directly against her groin, the pressure firm and hungry. The sensation jolted through her entire body, right down to her toes. Emma, smaller and softer, felt David’s cock slide into place against her stomach, thick and impossibly solid. Her breath caught, her chest rising sharply against him.

And then there were their mouths.

Both girls pulled the guys down into a kiss at the exact same moment. Lips opened instantly. Tongues slipped out, warm and curious. Katie tasted beer and heat and something foreign yet thrilling. Emma felt David’s tongue press lightly against hers, exploring her mouth with a slow, confident rhythm that made her knees want to buckle.

The world around them dissolved into warmth and breath and the soft, wet sounds of mouths meeting again and again. The kisses stretched out, long and deep, turning into something far more intimate than the playful, quick pecks from before.

Each movement felt new. Each sigh different. Each small shift of tongues made their bodies respond in ways they hadn’t anticipated. They were learning how these new mouths moved, adjusting, pressing in closer, letting go of caution one breath at a time.

Katie lost herself completely. She wrapped a leg slightly forward, almost instinctively, leaning harder into Jack’s body as their tongues slid together with a slow, sensual pressure. It felt like the kind of kiss that rewrote rules. The kind that made her want more. Much more.

That was when she felt the cool brush of night air on her thigh.

Just a small patch of skin at first. Then more.

It took her a moment to register why.

Jack’s fingers had slipped under her dress.

They were gliding up her bare thigh, slow and warm, his touch so careful she might have missed it if she wasn’t already trembling. The mix of panic and pleasure hit her like a wave.

She wasn’t ready to go there. Not yet. Not tonight.

Her breath hitched sharply as she reached down and wrapped her hand around his wrist, stopping him. She pulled her mouth from his just far enough to whisper into his ear, her lips grazing the skin.

“Not that.”

The words were breathy, but her tone was firm. Still, she softened it immediately—nibbling his earlobe, licking lightly, letting him know she wasn’t pulling away, just pausing the escalation. She could feel his cock throb once against her as she did it.

Emma was struggling too—David’s hand had slipped up her side, sliding over her ribs, thumb grazing the underside of her breast. It was such a simple touch, but it sent a bolt of heat through her body so intense she almost moaned into his mouth. She felt her nipple tighten beneath her shirt, her chest pushing forward before she could stop herself.

But she caught herself in time.

Still kissing him, she reached down, found his hand, and guided it back down to her waist. Her fingers lingered on his for a moment, a silent message that the kiss wasn’t ending—but the touching had to stop there.

Tonight was only going to be kissing.
That was the rule.

However, it was written all over their faces—none of them wanted it to end. Their lips were swollen, breaths uneven, bodies pressed together in the warm darkness. So they let themselves drift back into one another, leaning against the rail as if the night itself were pulling them closer. The kissing resumed immediately, deeper this time, slower, thick with need. Tongues slipped into each other’s mouths again and again, exploring, teasing, drawing soft breaths and quiet moans that disappeared into the night air.

Minutes stretched out, melting together. Ten full minutes passed with nothing but the soft, wet sounds of mouths kissing, the rustle of clothing, the quiet grind of hips and chests and thighs brushing. Katie felt Jack’s tongue curl around hers, felt the gentle squeeze of his fingers digging into her ass cheek. Emma’s hands were tangled in David’s shirt as he kissed her with a hunger that made her forget where she was.

It might have gone on even longer—God, it would have—if Emma’s cell phone hadn’t started ringing from the picnic table behind them.

The shrill sound cut through the dark, jarring and out of place.

“Just let it ring,” David said quickly, breathless, almost pleading. His hands tightened on Emma’s hips, not wanting to lose the warmth of her body.

But Emma exhaled sharply, pushed gently against his chest, and ducked under his arm as she hurried toward the table.

“It’s my mom,” she said, checking the screen. Reality hit like cold water. “I think we should probably go home.”

As she turned to speak, she caught sight of Jack’s hand still cupping Katie’s ass, his fingers spread possessively over the curve of her cheek. Katie wasn’t exactly stopping him.

“Why don’t you call her back later,” Jack said, voice low and almost desperate, his hand staying exactly where it was.

But Emma stepped forward, placed her hand over his, and gently pulled it away from Katie’s body.

“Come on,” she said softly. “Let’s go.”

The night didn’t end with anger… but none of them were ready for it to end at all.

Sex that night for both couples was easily the best it had been since their honeymoons. It didn’t even feel like the same marriages for a while—everything was sharper, hungrier, more reckless. It was as if the spark from outside, the sight of another man’s lips on their wife, another woman’s hands on their husband, had ignited something neither couple had realized was still inside them.

Both men went twice.

Not with effort. Not with fumbling. But with the kind of urgency and stamina they hadn't shown in years.

Jack surprised Emma first. He’d barely finished inside her the first time before he was gripping her hips, pulling her tight against him, thrusting up with an intensity that made her gasp. He came hard, groaning into her shoulder, clutching her as if afraid she might disappear.

Fifteen minutes later—hardly any time at all—his cock was stiffening again. Emma felt it happen slowly beneath her thigh as they lay catching their breath, that hot pulse against her skin growing thicker, fuller. She’d almost forgotten what it felt like—Jack’s cock rising for a second round without coaxing or sleep or quiet cuddling.

David was only a few minutes behind him in the other house. Ten minutes after he collapsed onto the pillows, soaked in sweat, his breathing loud and uneven, Katie felt the unmistakable pressure of him nudging against her thigh. She had the rare vantage point of watching it happen—his cock lengthening in her hand, swelling, rising again with shocking speed until she was staring at a hardness she hadn’t seen from him in years. She met his eyes, and the realization passed silently between them:

This wasn’t normal.
This wasn’t habit or routine.
This was instinct—raw, possessive, awakened.

And neither woman had ever seen anything like it from their husbands.

It was almost jarring how much it changed them—how much watching their wives be wanted by someone else had flipped a switch deep inside their husbands. Something territorial. Something competitive. Something primal neither of them had expected to feel again.

Emma’s surprise came in a different form.

After she and Jack finished the first time, she slipped downstairs and stepped outside for a cigarette—the only ones she ever allowed herself anymore, saved strictly for those post-sex moments she hadn’t indulged in for nearly five years. The night air was cool, her skin still flushed, her legs trembling slightly from the intensity of it all.

She took a long drag, exhaling slowly, letting the adrenaline ebb just a little before heading back inside.

She expected Jack to be half-asleep when she returned. Maybe sprawled out on the bed, done for the night.

But when she opened the bedroom door, he was sitting up, the sheets pooled around his waist—and he was rock hard again. Fully. Thickly. Like he hadn’t even finished the first time.

His eyes were dark, hungry in a way she hadn’t seen in years.

She froze for just a second at the sight of him—hard, ready, wanting her all over again—and then a slow, warm rush rolled through her as she climbed onto the bed without a word.

He reached for her immediately, hands strong and eager on her hips, and she happily, breathlessly, took part in round two.

It was late morning when they finally rolled out of bed, bodies sore in that satisfied way that only came after an unforgettable night. Jack was the first to wander downstairs, still half-asleep, craving coffee more than anything. He sat at the kitchen table, sipping slowly, letting the quiet morning settle around him.

When he glanced up, his coffee almost slipped from his hand.

Emma walked in wearing nothing but a pair of black panties—hips swaying, hair messy, skin glowing in the morning light.

“Wow, babe,” Jack said, blinking. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you walk around the house in just your panties during the day.”

“I take it you’re not complaining,” she giggled, unfazed, grabbing a mug and pouring her own coffee before settling into the chair across from him.

For the next ten minutes, they chatted lazily, recovering, smiling at each other in a way they hadn’t in a long time. The house felt warmer, freer somehow. There was a looseness in Emma’s posture he hadn’t seen in years.

Then they heard footsteps on the wooden patio outside.

“Oh shit!” Emma hissed, eyes going wide.

A shadow approached the kitchen door.

Emma—instinctively—cupped her bare breasts with both hands, cheeks reddening as she tried to shrink into the chair. Her nipples were already hard from the cool air, and her hands didn’t quite cover the fullness of her chest.

Jack couldn’t help laughing as he stood. He crossed the room quickly and peeked through the window.

Katie, wrapped in a thin robe, stood smiling on the other side of the glass.

“Come in,” he said, opening the door, assuming Emma would bolt upstairs the moment Katie stepped inside.

But she didn’t.

As Katie walked in, both she and Jack paused—caught off guard by the sight of Emma sitting there, red-faced, hands awkwardly covering her breasts like she’d been caught doing something she wasn’t sure she was allowed to enjoy.

“Oh God… did I interrupt something?” Katie asked, eyes flicking nervously toward the table. She couldn’t see Emma’s lower half and had no idea if her friend was fully naked. “I should go…”

She turned to retreat—but Emma surprised them both.

She dropped her hands.

Just let them fall.

And her big, perfectly round 36D breasts were suddenly, boldly, unmistakably on display—soft skin, full curves, large perky nipples tightening under Katie’s stunned stare.

“We weren’t doing anything,” Emma said, trying to sound casual even as her voice wavered with excitement. “And… I guess since we’re both girls, being topless isn’t really a big deal, right?”

Her heart pounded. She knew damn well it was a big deal—being topless in front of another woman, while her husband stood right there watching, was sending little shocks of adrenaline through her body. But she held her chin up anyway.

Katie, however, was completely speechless.

Her mouth opened slightly as she stared—not subtly, not politely—straight at her friend’s chest. “Uh… I guess… it’s okay.”

She attempted to break eye contact by looking at Jack instead—only to immediately notice the unmistakable, growing bulge pushing against the front of his cotton shorts. Her eyes shot upward so fast she nearly gave herself whiplash, staring at the ceiling like it was suddenly fascinating.

“David wanted to know if you two fancied coming up to the lake this afternoon,” she said quickly. “We were… we were going to take his father’s boat out for a bit.”

“Sure,” Jack answered immediately, maybe a little too eagerly. The memory of Katie in a bikini by the pool flickered through his mind—her perfect ass glistening with water. “I hope you’re both going topless?”

“No,” Katie said instantly, smacking his arm with a playful glare. “And you and David had better behave yourselves.”

She forced herself to look at Emma one more time—her eyes dropping helplessly to those bare breasts again before she caught herself. She smiled, flustered and pink-cheeked, then turned and hurried out the door.

Emma sat there, still topless, watching her leave. The flush on her skin had nothing to do with embarrassment anymore.


The Next Step

Both guys had decided on loose-fitting swimming shorts, the kind that hid nothing when they were already half-hard just imagining how the day might unfold. The drive to the lake passed in a blur of nervous jokes and quiet glances, and by the time they’d parked and boarded the rental, everyone felt that tight, restless anticipation humming under their skin. Twenty minutes later, the boat was cutting across the wide stretch of water, sunlight glittering off the surface as the wind whipped around them.

Emma slid off the bench beside Jack and made her way toward the small bridge, her hips swaying with a slow, teasing confidence she pretended not to notice. Each step up the short set of stairs made her bikini bottoms cling to her curves, and Jack watched her go with a mixture of disbelief and hunger.

At the top, she saw David at the wheel, face set in concentration as the boat surged forward. She had to brace herself on the railing as she stepped closer, her hair blown back by the rush of air. When she reached him, she wrapped her hands around his waist from behind, her body pressed flush against him. Her lips were right at his ear as she murmured, need any help there, Captain, letting her chest settle against his back. The thin white bikini top offered no barrier, and she felt him tense in response.

Definitely, David said with a quick grin, shifting just enough to pull her in front of him. His hands guided hers to the wheel, his voice low as he leaned in and told her to hold it steady. She felt him step close behind her, close enough that seconds later she couldn’t miss the hard shape pressing into her ass, his breath warm on her shoulder as the boat kept racing across the water.

Katie watched Emma slide in front of her husband, the sight stirring something warm and reckless in her chest. Without really thinking about it, she drifted across the seat until her thigh pressed against Jack’s. Their partners were turned away, absorbed in each other at the wheel, and that small pocket of privacy made her bolder than she normally allowed herself to be. She leaned back against Jack’s shoulder, feeling the quiet strength of him, and slipped her hand into his. When their fingers intertwined, she guided their joined hands down to rest on her stomach, right above the edge of her black bikini bottoms. The simple contact made her inhale slowly, every nerve alive.

The boat cut across the lake toward the secluded cove David had promised, the engine humming beneath their feet. Katie turned her face toward Jack, giving him a moment, giving him a choice. He didn’t hesitate this time. He leaned in, and their mouths found each other with an urgency that felt both surprising and inevitable. Their tongues met, curious at first, then deeper, hungrier, as if they’d been waiting all morning for this exact moment.

Up on the bridge, David’s cock strained upward between Emma’s soft cheeks, the pressure clear through the thin layers of their swimwear. She could feel every shift of him, every subtle grind as the boat bounced over the water. Keep both your hands on the wheel, he whispered, his voice barely audible over the engine. His hands slid around her waist, warm and sure as they moved over her stomach, then slowly, deliberately, glided upward.

"Oh God," Emma gasped when his fingers touched the base of her big boobs and then climbed upward until his two hands were cupping her soft tits completely. The breath rushed out of her as her back melted into him, her body instinctively giving him more to take. She felt the heat of his chest behind her, the silent confidence in the way his hands shaped her, and then the slow, teasing scrape of his lips along the left side of her neck—exactly where she was weakest. The familiar spark shot straight through her, the same spark that always made her lose herself when a man knew how to touch her like this.

David was in tit heaven. The moment his palms sank into her fullness, he felt his pulse kick. He’d always loved big, heavy tits—Katie’s were gorgeous in their own right, but Emma’s filled his hands in a way that made his whole body tighten. As his thumbs brushed upward, he found her nipples already hard for him, tight little peaks that made his breath hitch. He rolled them gently at first, testing her, and the sound she made—soft, needy, almost helpless—hit him straight in the gut. He squeezed a little harder, played a little rougher, and when she moaned again, long and low, “Ohhhh god,” he felt it vibrate through both of them.

Jack froze when he heard the sound that came out of his wife—a breathy, surprised moan that didn’t sound anything like her usual laugh-whisper on the boat. He pulled his lips from Katie’s and lifted his head, instinctively checking on Emma. Katie followed his gaze. Up on the bridge, David’s hips were pressed flush to Emma’s ass, his body moving with a slow, deliberate grind that made it impossible to pretend this was just playful flirting. Then Emma tilted her face toward him, offering her mouth, and David’s hands—bold, certain—were already working over her bikini top, shaping her breasts like he’d been waiting all morning for the chance.

Jack and Katie looked at each other, caught in that suspended moment where shock and arousal twisted together. They both gave the smallest, uneasy smile—the kind that said we’re seeing this, and somehow it’s turning us on.

Katie stiffened when Jack’s hand slid up her stomach, like she wasn’t sure whether to run from the sensation or lean into it. When his fingers brushed the underside of her breast, she flinched and pushed his hand away, her breath uneven. The rejection wasn’t angry—just scared, uncertain—like touching her there meant stepping over a boundary she wasn’t sure she was ready for.

Jack hesitated, pulse hammering, torn between stopping entirely and trying again. But when he quietly murmured, “Look… they’re already doing it,” Katie lifted her eyes. She watched Emma melt against David, watched the confidence in his touch, the way Emma didn’t resist—it softened something in her. Jack felt the moment she let go of his wrist, her fingers opening, her shoulders dropping a fraction.

When his hand rose a second time, slower, letting her choose whether to accept it, Katie didn’t push him away. She let his fingers settle over her breast, and he felt the tiny tremble in her body as his thumb traced the outline of her nipple through the fabric.

Both couples slipped into their own breathless rhythm—mouths finding mouths again, tongues exploring with tentative hunger. Under the thin fabric, both sets of nipples hardened from the teasing pinch of unfamiliar fingers. The air felt thick, charged, and uncertain, like all four of them were crossing a line together without fully admitting it out loud.

That delicate tension snapped when Emma suddenly straightened and shouted, “DAVID!”

David wrenched himself away from her neck and grabbed the wheel. The boat jerked violently to the left. Emma clung to him. Jack and Katie slid across the cushions in a frantic tangle until the boat leveled out again.

“Fuck that was close,” David exhaled, then looked over and burst into a laugh—Jack lay sprawled between Katie’s legs, both of them red-faced and breathing hard. “You can pay me later, Jack.”

“I’d rather kick your ass for that stunt,” Jack managed, pushing himself up—only to notice how Katie’s bikini had been pulled tight across her pussy during the fall. A thin line of freshly shaved skin peeked out. Katie felt every pair of eyes on her and immediately snapped her knees together, her face turning scarlet.

“Sorry,” David said, the adrenaline fading enough that guilt crept in. “This is actually the island I was heading to anyway.”

The two couples started to relax a little again, and were soon joking about the near miss, and it wasn’t long before the boat was anchored and they got off and waded into the shore with some towels, a few blankets, and their lunch. The tension from the scare slowly bled away, replaced by that same bubbling mix of nerves and curiosity that had been following them since yesterday. The water lapped at their legs as they carried everything up onto the warm sand, the air buzzing with unspoken questions everyone felt but no one dared say aloud.

As the girls spread themselves out on the blankets next to each other, the guys opened the cooler and grabbed a couple of beers and a bottle of wine. They cracked the beers open, clinked the bottles lightly, and took a long mouthful each before turning to see the two women waiting for them on the blankets. Everything in that moment tightened—the heat, the anticipation, the memory of what they’d just done on the boat. It was decision time again, but this time there was no awkward hesitation. They all felt the same unspoken agreement humming between them: no one was going to object when each man headed toward the other’s wife.

"Here you go," David grinned at Emma. He dropped to his knees on the blanket beside her, and Emma lifted herself up onto her elbows, knowingly arching her back. The movement pushed her boobs forward, making them spill more fully against her bikini, the soft weight of them impossible for David not to stare at. She didn’t hide the way she liked the attention; if anything, she leaned into it, letting him see the effect he had on her.

Next to them, Katie stretched herself out face down, her body long and confident. Her perfectly round, firm pink cheeks were framed beautifully by the dark brown bikini strap running between them. She was well aware Emma had the advantage when it came to tits, but Katie also knew her ass was her winning hand—tight, sculpted, the kind that always drew a second look. With a subtle arch of her hips, she shifted just enough to make the curves stand out, glancing back over her shoulder with a teasing smile as she reached out and took the wine cooler from David’s hand.

As they sat there, it was like the night before all over again. That same push and pull of wanting each other, of wondering how bold to be, stole over them. But unlike last night—where the basement had been dim or the patio shadows had helped hide their trembling excitement—now the bright sunlight left nothing to the imagination. They were only a few feet apart, every little expression visible, every breath a reminder that all four were thinking about the same thing: where this was heading next.

It was Emma who finally broke the stalemate. She reached into her bag and pulled out two tubes of suntan lotion. She held them up between her fingers, her grin playful but undeniably suggestive. "How about you boys help us girls out and cover our backs?" she said lightly. "I know I need it. Skin like this doesn't do too well in the sun!"

Katie leaned past David, her fingers brushing his arm as she took the lotion from Emma. Without looking at either man, she handed it to Jack and settled back onto her stomach, exhaling slowly as she pressed her cheek to the blanket. This was only the second time in ten years that another man would touch her bare back, and the knowledge of that made every inch of her skin feel heightened, expectant, almost trembling.

David and Jack exchanged a quick look, silently agreeing on the same solution. They shifted so they were kneeling between the two women, their backs turned outward. It gave the girls privacy while also denying the men the ability to watch what the other was doing—an odd, careful courtesy in a moment where they were all hyperaware of just how close they were drifting to something new.

Emma was the first to react. “Oh fuck, that’s seriously cold!” she squealed as David poured a stripe of lotion down the warm skin at the base of her neck. The shock of it made her arch like a startled cat before collapsing into laughter. David grinned, spreading the lotion deliberately down the length of her spine until he reached the top of her bikini bottoms. He avoided the edge of the strap, leaving a thin outline of untouched skin, and Emma shivered as his fingertips gathered the lotion and began tracing slow, circular patterns between her shoulder blades. His touch was careful at first, then increasingly confident as she relaxed beneath him.

Beside them, Katie cracked one eye open. “Well, what are you waiting for?” she whispered to Jack, half teasing, half daring. When she turned her face slightly, her gaze slid up the length of his thigh—and stopped the moment she registered the unmistakable outline pressing against his shorts. The corner of her mouth lifted. Jack’s breath caught.

Her eyes drifted to the small mound of lotion resting in his palm, stark white against his tanned skin. When he finally lowered his hand to her lower back, Katie shifted subtly—opening her legs just a fraction. The movement pulled her bikini bottoms even tighter between her cheeks, revealing more of her curves and making his breath hitch as his fingertips sank into the warm, waiting skin.

For the next five minutes or so, the guys let their hands roam carefully across the women’s bodies. Slow circles over their shoulders. Gentle pressure along their spines. Light teasing strokes down to the bands of their bikini bottoms. Neither man dared go too far, both of them feeling the tightrope between caution and desire, and it didn’t take long for the girls to notice the hesitation—and decide it was time to steer things themselves.

David had just opened his mouth to ask if Emma wanted him to unclip her top so he could reach the strip of lotion-free skin beneath it, when she made the choice for him. She reached back with both hands, unclasped it in one quick motion, and let the connectors fall loose beneath her arms. The back of her bikini relaxed instantly. David exhaled, smiling as he slid his palms across her newly exposed skin, the smoothness inviting him deeper with every lazy stroke.

Beside them, Katie felt Jack’s hand drift along her right side, slower this time, like he was trying to memorize the shape of her. When his fingers reached the edge of her bikini bottoms, they slipped onto the bare curve of her cheek and simply rested there. The stillness lasted long enough to make her pulse pick up… fifteen seconds of nothing but anticipation. Then he leaned in, lowering his voice until it brushed her ear. “I think you need some cream there.”

Emma felt David’s touch changing too. His fingers were tracing the outer curves of her breasts—careful, deliberate, skirting dangerously close to sliding beneath the bikini cups. A tiny part of her wanted to lift herself up and let him slip his hands everywhere he wanted, but the larger part of her wanted to make him wait. They had the whole afternoon to play, and teasing him felt just as good as being touched.

Next to her, Katie suddenly spoke up. “Aren’t you going to do my legs?” Her voice was loud enough that both couples heard it. Jack had been more than content massaging and squeezing her ass, but she wanted his hands everywhere—wanted the slow travel from her calves upward, the build-up before he reached the heat between her thighs. She wanted him to cover her pale legs first, to make him earn his way north toward the furnace between them.

David took the hint and moved down to Emma’s legs as well, and now both men let themselves be braver, letting their hands drift over curves they’d been pretending not to stare at all morning. Every so often, each guy allowed his hand to rest or squeeze gently at the girls’ very different asses—Emma softer and fuller, Katie firmer, rounder, impossibly tight.

When David’s right hand slid up the inside of Emma’s thigh, she parted her legs without thinking, just enough to show him the invitation. His fingers moved higher, the heat between her legs radiating through the thin white bikini fabric. Then she felt it—one fingertip brushing against her covered pussy, a whisper-touch that made her breath catch.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned quietly, her hips pressing into the blanket before lifting again. Her head tipped back, eyes closing as he withdrew for a moment only to return, a little firmer each time. The teasing became deliberate. Intentional. His thumb slid into place, resting right between her lips, the bikini pressed tightly around them now, barely containing how swollen she felt beneath him.

Both Jack and Katie heard Emma’s moan—sharp, needy, unmistakable—and they knew instantly what David’s fingers had found. The sound went straight through both of them. Jack felt Katie’s body stiffen beneath his hand, her breath catch, and then, without a word, she slipped her legs open in silent permission. That tiny movement was all he needed. His middle finger slid lower, parting the fabric of her bikini, finding the heat beneath it. The second he felt her wetness through the thin material, something inside him snapped into place. When she didn’t flinch or pull away—when she actually pushed her hips up to meet him—Jack began rubbing slowly, deliberately, letting his finger glide over her clit again and again until her breath hitched in broken little gasps.

“Please don’t stop,” Emma begged, voice trembling, her fingers clawing lightly at the blanket as David’s thumb pushed her bikini deeper between her lips. He obeyed without hesitation, pressing harder, working her with hungry, confident strokes. Emma’s hips bucked against his hand, her breath coming in short bursts, until suddenly she twisted—rolling onto her back so quickly her bikini top snapped free and fell away from her breasts. Her big tits were exposed completely, the sunlight catching the bright pink of her hard nipples. She stared up at him with a raw, hungry expression as she seized his wrist, dragging his hand straight to her clit. The sound she made—half moan, half growl—sent a jolt straight through him. “Touch me,” she demanded. “Touch me.”

Katie turned her head at that exact moment and saw Emma on her back, tits out, nipples practically begging for attention. A mix of jealousy and competitiveness hit her hard and fast. “Fucking bitch,” she muttered under her breath—half teasing, half not—because Emma always found a way to steal the spotlight.

Katie wasn’t going to let her have it.

She twisted her body, rolling onto her back with a smooth, confident motion that left Jack staring down at her in shock. And then she stunned him even more. She hooked her fingers under the edge of her bikini cups, hesitated for only a breath, and then yanked them up and off in one quick motion. Her perfect white 34B breasts sprang free, small but beautifully shaped, her nipples already hard and flushed a soft pink. For a second, Jack just stared—caught between disbelief and pure desire—as she grabbed his wrist and shoved his hand back to her pussy.

Her voice trembled with need. “Touch me, Jack… Come on. Touch me. I want you to make me cum.”

His other hand lifted instinctively, cupping her right breast gently at first, then with firmer curiosity as his thumb circled the tight peak. Katie arched sharply, her entire body reacting to being touched by someone who wasn’t her husband for the first time in years.

Now both women were on their backs, chests bare, hips rising into the hands of the wrong men—and both men were grinning like they couldn’t believe their luck. They rubbed the women’s clits with growing confidence, each stroke drawing louder, more desperate sounds from the wives they’d been fantasizing about all morning. It was impossible not to notice the rhythm emerging between them, the unspoken synchronization. As if neither woman wanted to be the first to lose control… and neither man wanted his neighbor’s wife to cum before his own.

Emma cracked first. Her whole body arched upward, her hand flying down to grip David’s wrist with a force that surprised him. “Now… David… now!”

Katie followed in the same breath, her voice breaking open into a scream. “Oh fuck. Oh god—fuck yes… oh god, yes,, me too! I’m cumming too!”

*

The men both smiled, breathless and dazed, assuming the next step was obvious now that the women were coming down from their orgasms. But instead of collapsing onto the blankets for the guys’ turn, both Emma and Katie pushed themselves up onto their knees at almost the exact same moment. Their chests rose and fell, bare skin flushed, hair messy from the sand and the heat.

“We might as well take these off,” Katie said, trying to sound casual but failing to hide the tremor in her voice. She gave Emma a look that was half challenge, half nervous laughter, and pulled the rest of her bikini top off. Emma followed, tossing hers aside too.

David shifted immediately, sliding to the blanket beside Emma as if this was the natural next move, but Katie suddenly grabbed Emma’s wrist.

“Come on,” she said in a sharp whisper. “Let’s get in the water.”

“What?” Jack blinked, reaching instinctively toward her, but the girls were already scrambling away, laughing breathlessly as they dashed across the deck.

The sight was almost too much: Emma’s big tits bouncing with every hurried step, Katie’s smaller, perkier ones moving with a gentler rhythm beside her. The contrast—Emma’s short, curvy redhead frame next to Katie’s tall, toned, dark-haired body—was magnetic. Jack and David lay back stunned, their cocks straining obviously against their trunks, neither remotely trying to hide it.

The moment the girls hit the lake, Emma shrieked. “Oh shit, that’s cold!”

“Fuck!” David called back, unable to stop himself.

Katie waded in until the water reached the bottom edges of her breasts. On Emma, that same depth nearly reached her chin. They both turned simultaneously to look back at the guys sprawled on the sand, staring up at the sky with their hard-ons pointed like compass needles in the girls’ direction.

“Look at them,” Katie murmured. “They want us to finish what we started. Like… right now.”

Emma swallowed, nerves prickling just beneath the surface. “I know. And I’m… god, I’m actually nervous.”

Katie let out a shaky laugh. “Me too. I haven’t seen another guy’s dick up close in, what… fifteen years?”

Emma hesitated, her eyes flicking toward Jack on the sand. “Do you think Jack’s… big?” She lowered her voice even more, cheeks warming. “I swear, when he touched me, I could feel… I don’t know. His hands just felt big. It made me wonder.”

Katie blinked, then looked away, biting back a smile. “Jack was a little… intense… the first time. It hurt a tiny bit, but I got used to him fast. Like really fast.”

Emma’s eyes widened. “So he is?”

Katie covered her mouth. “Emma. I am not doing a size comparison out loud.” She paused, then whispered, “But yes… you’ll be fine.”

Emma exhaled, half-laughing, half-terrified. Katie leaned closer, her voice dropping to almost nothing.

“Holy shit… are we actually thinking about going all the way?”

Emma stared at the ripples in the water, her heart thudding. “I don’t know. Everything’s moving so fast. We didn’t even stop to talk about it.”

“We can’t,” Katie said suddenly, shaking her head. “I mean—actual sex? That’s… that’s different. That’s private. That’s something you only do with your partner.”

Emma chewed her lip. “But if we stop after this… do you think we can go back to being friends? Just normal?”

Katie fell silent for several long seconds. “Honestly? No. I don’t think we can.”

Emma let out a soft, overwhelmed breath. “So… how far do we go?”

Katie thought hard before answering. “Up to, but not including, sex.”

Emma laughed nervously. “Wow. That still leaves… a lot.”

“If you’re okay with that,” Katie added.

“I am,” Emma said, giving her a small, charged smile. “But we go slow. And the guys need to understand clearly that there is absolutely no…”

Katie finished it for her. “No fucking.”


Wading In

The guys were just about to stand up and wade into the water after their wives when they froze. The girls had suddenly turned around and were walking back toward shore, water dripping from their skin, their breasts completely uncovered and swinging naturally with each step. Neither of them even tried to cover themselves. Katie especially seemed to lean into it—her little B-cups sitting high and tight on her chest, her chin up, a new kind of confidence glowing off her.

“We were hoping you’d come back soon,” Jack said, reaching instinctively for Katie’s hand. But the moment his fingers brushed hers, she pulled back sharply.

“We’re hungry,” Emma said, shooting her husband a look that was equal parts playful and firm. “Lunch first.”

David’s eyes flicked down to his still very obvious erection pressing against his trunks. “But what about us?”

Emma smirked, then winced as she heard her own words leave her mouth. “You’ll just have to… handle that yourselves.” Katie burst out laughing first, Emma a second later, both women shaking their heads as they grabbed the basket of food.

This time, the women didn’t sit beside each other—they sat next to their husbands instead, still topless, still shining with lake water. And the look on both their faces made it impossible for the guys not to stare. There was something intoxicating about it: the casualness, the freedom, the thrill of being bare-chested in front of another man for the first time in years. Their nipples hardened in the breeze, and neither woman made any attempt to hide that she enjoyed the attention.

The guys knew what was coming next. After lunch, after the plates were cleared, after the nervous giggles faded… they’d be expecting the girls to finally give them the release they’d been holding back. And both girls knew it too.

Once everything was packed away, the women stood by the edge of the water with their heads close together, whispering. The guys watched them, trying to read their expressions, but all they could see were the backs of two gorgeous, topless women deep in conversation.

“What are they talking about?” Jack muttered.

David shrugged. “Hopefully deciding who goes with who first.”

Jack gave a quick, excited nod—then his face fell as the women walked over and reached for their bikini tops.

“Wait, wait—come on,” David groaned. “We’ve got plenty of time before we have to leave.”

Emma slipped her top back on with calm finality. “I think we’ve both had enough sun for today.” She paused, meeting their eyes with a teasing smile. “But maybe… maybe we’ll have time for a movie tonight. In our basement.”

“But—” Jack started, stepping forward, but the girls were already turning away, wading back toward the boat with their wet hair clinging to their backs.

The entire trip home, the guys tried—light touches, suggestive jokes, hopeful glances—but every attempt was brushed aside. The women offered nothing more than amused smiles as they leaned against the railings, letting the breeze dry their hair. The result was the same each time: two men standing there with aching hard-ons, holding beers and frustration in equal measure, and two wives pretending not to notice… while enjoying every second of the power shift.

*

“Popcorn?” Emma asked David once they’d all settled back into the basement. The girls had insisted on changing out of their bikinis—no amount of pleading from the guys had changed that—and now both women were dressed in jeans and fitted shirts, looking almost too composed after the chaos of the lake.

“Sure,” David murmured, leaning close. “As long as we get to share a sofa again.”

He didn’t need to look for Jack’s approval; Jack and Katie were already drifting to the other couch like gravity was pulling them there, eager, restless. By the time the popcorn was ready and the lights dimmed, everyone had found their spots. Someone pressed play on a random movie—no one even bothered to look at the title.

Emma and David leaned lightly against each other, their shoulders touching as they dipped into the popcorn bowl. Across the room, Jack and Katie stretched out along their sofa, turning toward each other until their legs tangled. It didn’t even take a full minute before their bodies pressed flush together, their mouths meeting in a slow, hungry kiss that deepened instantly. Their breathing blended with the quiet hum of the movie.

“I’ve had enough popcorn,” David whispered, reaching for the bowl on Emma’s lap. She pulled it back, holding it firmly.

“Just watch them,” she whispered. “Give it a minute.”

“But—” David began, confused, but the rest of the sentence died in his throat when Emma’s free hand drifted down onto his lap. Her fingers pressed over the swelling outline in his jeans, exploring the firmness beneath the denim.

“It’s easier this way,” she giggled softly, eyes still locked on the other sofa.

On the opposite couch, Jack’s hands were all over Katie—first sliding down her back to her ass, squeezing it firmly through her jeans, then slipping around her waist so he could cup her breasts through her shirt. She arched into him, kissing him harder, their bodies rolling together in a way that left no doubt where things were heading.

“Lean back,” Emma murmured.

David did, breath catching as he felt Emma’s hand move with new purpose. A moment later, her fingers were toying with his belt buckle, struggling for a second before finally easing it open. Then the button on his jeans. Then the slow drag of the zipper coming down.

“Mmmmmm,” Emma breathed, her voice husky with curiosity and growing confidence, as her small fingers slid past the fabric of his boxers. She burrowed deeper until she found the warmth of his bare cock, her fingertips brushing against him for the first time.

On their sofa, Jack and Katie had completely forgotten about what was happening on the other sofa now as they continued to kiss, sucking on each other's tongues as their hands touched practically everywhere they could reach. When Katie's fingers curled around Jack's thick bulge, they both froze and turned to look as Emma pulled David's rock-hard eight-inch cock from his boxers. "Holy fuck," Jack gasped as he looked at what his pretty redhead wife was holding in her tiny hand.

"Lie on your back," Katie almost ordered Jack, the words slipping out before she even realized how natural it felt to say them. A pulse of heat ran through her as he obeyed instantly, stretching out beneath her while the sound of Emma’s soft gasp carried across the room. Katie leaned over him, breath uneven, driven by the sharp thrill of seeing her friend already wrapped around David’s thick length. She didn’t want to be left behind—not tonight, not with this fire inside her.

She opened Jack’s jeans with quick, eager fingers, feeling him straining against the fabric before she even reached his boxers. When she freed his cock, it sprang into her hand with a heavy, urgent weight that made her swallow. She glanced at Emma, wanting her to see, wanting Jack to feel how much this moment meant. Her hand moved in slow, deliberate strokes, matching the pace Emma set on David, letting the rhythm tie all four of them together.

"It’s so thick," Katie whispered, her voice shaking with a mix of awe and anticipation as she looked down at her fist struggling to wrap around him. She imagined the stretch, the pressure, the moment he’d slide into her later—if she could even take him fully. The thought sent a shiver through her. She’d never been with an uncircumcised guy before, never felt skin glide so smoothly beneath her fingers, and each stroke made her more aware of how different this night already was. When she looked over again, she saw Emma working David in a tight, practiced grip, her small hand barely circling him.

"God, it’s so long," Emma breathed, responding to Katie’s voice without looking away from the sight in front of her. She dragged her fingertips over the silky crown of David’s cock, collecting the pre-cum beading there, and spread it across her palm with an ease that came from memory more than thought. The sudden slickness changed the sound of her strokes, and she couldn’t help the faint smile that tugged at her lips. After all those years with Jack—never needing to think about lube, never needing to adjust her grip—her body still remembered exactly how to handle a circumcised cock. The skill came back to her instantly.

David looked over and caught the intensity in his wife’s expression, a kind of raw hunger he rarely saw so openly, and it hit him just how deeply she was caught up in the moment. The sight thrilled him, but it also tightened something in his chest. Wanting Emma was one thing; imagining Jack inside Katie was another entirely. The thought snapped through him hard enough that he reached down, curling his hand around Emma’s wrist to still her movements on his cock.

“Emma… maybe we should slow down and think about this,” he said, voice uneven.

“Seriously?” Katie shot back from the other sofa, staring at him as if she couldn’t believe he’d interrupt now of all times. Her hand kept working Jack lazily, defiantly. “Are you actually stopping this?”

Emma looked just as confused, lifting her head. “What’s going on?”

David rubbed the back of his neck, searching for the right words. “I just… I don’t know if we’re all on the same page here. Are we completely sure this is what we want?”

“Feels pretty damn good from where I’m sitting,” Jack said with a grin, sinking further into the cushions while Katie kept him in her hand.

Emma suddenly understood his hesitation. She leaned in close to David, letting her lips graze his ear so only he could hear. “Katie and I already talked. We decided we can do anything we want tonight—except actual penetration.”

“You two decided that?” he blurted, louder than he intended.

“Decided what? What are you talking about?” Jack asked, blinking between them.

Katie’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t stop touching her husband. “Emma and I agreed… you don’t get to fuck me, and David doesn’t get to fuck her,” she said plainly. Her hand slid down to cradle Jack’s balls, her voice softening. “But everything else is fair game.”

Relief flooded David’s face, loosening his shoulders. He reached for Emma’s thigh, but she caught his hand before he could slip it higher, a teasing smile on her lips.

“And we promised each other we’d take it slow,” Emma reminded him gently. “Tonight is just hands.”

She reached back to the side table, grabbed the box of tissues she’d strategically placed there earlier, and tossed it over to the opposite sofa with a little smirk. “Here, Katie, you’re going to need those in a minute.”

Suddenly, there was no need for any more talking. The plan was made, and everyone was happy with it, so for the next ten minutes or so, the girls stroked, cupped, and squeezed another guy's cock for the first time in years. But it didn’t feel rushed or mechanical. It unfolded slowly, almost cautiously at first, as if they needed a few breaths to convince themselves this was really happening. Katie shifted her weight on the sofa and wrapped her fingers a little firmer around Jack’s shaft, marveling at the way he throbbed instantly in response. Across from her, Emma’s hand glided steadily up David’s length, each movement deliberate, testing, learning the shape and sensitivity of a man she had no history with.

They kept flicking glances at each other—Katie checking Emma’s rhythm, Emma checking Katie’s reaction to every twitch of Jack’s hips. It tied them together in a way neither had expected, like they were sharing a secret pulse, a rising tempo that both couples felt at once. The men lay there stunned and breathing hard, trying to stay still, trying to take in the sight of their wives touching someone else like they had touched them a thousand times.

When one of the guys got close, it was obvious. Their thighs stiffened, their abs clenched, the breaths came shorter. Instead of pushing them over, the women eased off, smiling a little at the sudden helplessness on their husbands' faces. Katie let her hand fall still on Jack’s cock, watching his hips jerk as he tried not to spill early. Emma lifted her hand from David’s shaft completely, letting him cool down for a few seconds as he groaned under his breath. Then, almost in unison, they returned to stroking, slower this time, building the pressure back up, teasing them toward the edge again.

The room grew heavier with sound—the slick glide of skin on skin, the shaky breaths, the soft moans. Katie felt Jack’s cock pulse in her hand again and glanced over to see Emma licking her lips as she tightened her grip on David. The moment felt unreal. They were touching another man, making another man shake, another man gasp, and they were doing it side by side.

By the time both men were right on the edge, the tension was so thick it felt like the air itself was trembling. The girls exchanged a final look—an excited, conspiratorial smile that said everything they were feeling and everything they were about to do.

"Please," David begged as Emma stopped stroking him and just looked up at him.

She glanced over at Katie. "Ready for it, babe?"

"I am, but are you ready, Jack?" Katie giggled, glancing up at him. His face was flushed a deep red, his mouth open as he dragged in desperate breaths, his whole body vibrating under her touch.

He managed only a frantic nod. Katie shifted a little closer on the sofa. "Right then. Let's go!"

"Oh my fucking god!" Jack yelled the moment Katie’s fingers tightened around his cock. She didn’t give him a chance to brace himself—she built speed instantly, sliding her fist along him with a fast, practiced rhythm that shook his whole body. His hips lifted off the sofa as if they’d been yanked upward by a string, and a heartbeat later his balls drew tight. His cock kicked once, twice, and then erupted. Thick, hot spurts shot into the tissues Katie had ready in her hand as she laughed breathlessly, catching almost all of it before it could hit his stomach.

"I'M CUMMING, Emma!" David cried out a second later. "Right now!"

Emma didn’t flinch. She wrapped her fingers around the base of his cock to steady it and angled him upward, letting the heat of his orgasm shoot into the tissues she held. His cum pulsed out of him in heavy, forceful bursts, and she kept stroking him gently through each one, riding the waves with him until his body sagged.

Katie and Emma slowed their hands together, almost synchronized, easing the overstimulation as the last few drops leaked out. They kept stroking softly until both men were fully spent, the tension leaving their muscles all at once, their cocks softening in the warm cradle of the women’s palms.

The guys just lay on their backs, still in complete shock, as the girls got up and went to toss away the wet tissues in the nearby toilet. They didn't even realize the women were gone at first until they heard the basement door open and close. "That was fucking incredible," David grinned over at his buddy.

*

"I don't feel like I did anything wrong," Katie confessed to her friend as they stood on the deck. As Emma took a long inhale on her vape and blew strawberry-smelling vapor out everywhere, both girls just paused for a second to smile.

Katie watched the cloud drift off into the night, then reached over and gently tugged the vape from Emma’s hand before her friend realized what she was doing. She brought it to her lips, took a hesitant pull, and exhaled a thin ribbon of sweet vapor into the cool air.

Emma blinked. "Hey, I didn’t know you vape?"

Katie snorted softly. "I don’t normally jerk off my friends’ husbands either," she said with a crooked grin, handing the vape back. The two of them laughed, the tension breaking just enough to make the whole night feel even more surreal.

The cool air raised goosebumps on Katie’s arms, but the heat from downstairs still lingered inside her. She could still feel the weight of David’s cock in her hand, still picture the way Jack had bucked up off the sofa when she’d pushed him over the edge. That lingering warmth hummed between them like a shared secret.

"No, we didn't do anything wrong," Emma said, settling back into her easy confidence. "We didn’t cheat or anything." She blew out another cloud of strawberry vapor, but nothing could hide the faint musk still clinging to her skin from how intensely David had finished for her.

"But it's not right, though, is it?" Katie asked. Her voice wasn’t guilty—just uncertain, like she was still trying to make sense of how good it had felt.

Emma shrugged, relaxed in a way that made it obvious she’d already accepted everything. "Right is what we decide right should be. What we get up to in our own bedrooms or basements is something that we decide."

Katie nodded slowly, letting the idea settle. "I guess you're right." She rubbed her thumb over her palm again, remembering the warm spill of David’s orgasm, the way his whole body had jerked when he let go. "What should we do next time?"

Emma leaned against the wall and took another long drag of the sweet vapor. Her eyes gleamed with something bold, something new. "I guess next time, it will be their turn to touch us. You know… without any clothes on."

Katie let out a shaky breath as her mind filled with images she never would’ve allowed herself to imagine a week ago. "God, Jack won't be able to wait until next weekend. He’ll be so horny."

"So what? That’s good for you." Emma nudged her with her shoulder. "It means you two will be all over each other again, like you were when you first got married. I bet you two were wild back then with his nice thick cock."

Katie froze, then burst out laughing—mostly at herself. "Oh my god, listen to us. I can’t believe I just said that out loud."

Emma grinned. "Why not? You clearly liked the way it felt in your hand."

Katie didn’t even deny it.

"I think I'm really going to like this arrangement," Emma said as she heard the basement door open and the guys’ footsteps heading their way. She tucked her vape away and straightened a little, still glowing from the memory of David’s orgasm. "What should we call it? I mean, having foreplay up to but not including sex?"

"Well, it's not fully swinging, is it? So, what about soft swing?"


A Fire Ignited

Sex for the couples over the next few days was great, but by the time they got to Wednesday, the guys were starting to push their wives away. At first it didn’t look like anything serious—just small changes, things a woman would notice instantly. Jack being slow to kiss Emma back even though she was practically glowing after the weekend. David hesitating when Katie slid her hands under his shirt on Tuesday night, even though he’d been ravenous for her just a day earlier.

But the truth was obvious to both women: the weekend had shaken something loose in their marriages. In the best possible way.

Emma had told Katie on Monday morning, voice still hoarse from screaming into her pillow, that Jack had been an animal the night before. She’d laughed describing it—how she’d climbed onto his face for the first time in years, how he’d grabbed her hips hard and pulled her down onto his mouth like he couldn’t get enough of her smell or her taste. How afterward, when she slid down his body, he’d begged to feel her lips again. She’d sucked him until he was trembling, and Jack had cum all over her big tits, more than she’d seen from him since their honeymoon. They’d both lain there after, stunned at how good it felt to be that hungry for each other again.

And Katie had her own story. On Tuesday night, after dinner, she’d been rinsing plates while David loaded the dishwasher. She’d looked over her shoulder, caught that look in his eyes—the same one he’d had watching her stroke Jack—and she’d dropped to her knees on the tile without saying a word. David had grabbed the counter and groaned when she took him into her mouth, deep enough that her eyes watered. She’d stopped right before he reached the point of no return, wiped her mouth with a guilty little grin, and said, “Come on, help me finish the washing up.”

David had nearly collapsed.

They’d barely made it upstairs before he was inside her, fucking her harder than he had in months, maybe years. Katie still felt weak thinking about it.

But by Wednesday… something had shifted.

Katie climbed into bed naked and warm from her shower, expecting David to pull her close again. Instead, he rolled away the second her thigh brushed his.

"What's going on?" Katie asked, her voice soft but not uncertain.

"Nothing… you know… I'm just really tired."

Katie let out a slow, amused breath. "So that's it," she said, sliding closer. "Emma said Jack was hot on Monday, but yesterday? Nothing. And now you’re doing the same thing." She nudged his shoulder gently. "Let me guess—you two are saving it up for the weekend, aren’t you?"

David didn’t answer, and silence was as good as a confession.

Katie sat up slightly, blankets slipping to her waist. "So you want to give Emma all of your cum instead of giving it to me," she said teasingly. "And Jack is trying to save his for me."

Hearing the words that plainly made David flinch. He rolled back to face her, eyes troubled. "Perhaps this isn't such a good idea after all," he said quietly. "Here we are talking about… sharing cum with another couple. Katie… I really don’t want to risk losing you."

Her expression softened instantly. She moved into his arms, pressing her warm body against his chest. "You're not going to lose me, baby," she whispered. "None of this is about replacing anything. Our sex life had gotten a little… stale, and you know it. But this? This woke something up in us. I forgot how good it used to be. How much I missed feeling wanted like that."

He exhaled slowly, some of the tension leaving his shoulders.

"And neither of us has been with another person in years," she added. "We’re not running off with anyone. We’re sharing something. Together."

David's arms tightened around her, his nose brushing her hair. "Okay," he whispered. "But no fucking, right?"

"No fucking," she promised. "That's agreed."

*

On Thursday morning, Katie stopped by Emma's house on the way back from the store to drop off some a few cooking bits she had borrowed. There wasn’t really anything usual about this, they normally stopped by unannounced during the weekdays, so when she knocked on the door she was pretty shocked when she saw Jack open it.

"Jack!"

He laughed and rubbed the back of his neck. "Urm… yeah… I kind of live here."

"What are you doing home?"

"Oh, right, yeah," he said, stepping back a little. "We had a power outage at the office. They sent everyone home and told us to try working on our laptops." His eyes flicked down her body for half a second—barely noticeable, but not missed. The short sundress she’d thrown on to run errands suddenly felt shorter. "You want to come in?"

Katie peeked around him into the house, stalling, feeling the twist of nerves low in her stomach. "Uh… is… Emma here?"

"No, she's at the dentist. They called her in to help out."

Something subtle shifted in the air between them—an awareness, a heaviness, something sharp and warm humming underneath their words. They had crossed a line together on Saturday night. Not sex—but intimate enough that being alone now felt charged.

"I probably shouldn't…" she murmured, cheeks warming. "You know, after…"

"Katie, seriously. Come in," he said softly. "I'm not going to attack you."

She only meant to laugh it off, but her gaze slipped downward on instinct—right to the shape in his pants. It wasn’t huge yet, just a thickening outline, but she noticed immediately that it had grown since she first stepped onto the porch.

Her stomach flipped.

"Okay," she whispered, "but only for a few minutes."

She brushed past him, her dress swaying lightly against her thighs as she stepped inside. She could feel his eyes following her—not in a creepy way, but with a hungry awareness that mirrored her own.

"I’ve got some flour that I owe Em.," Katie said, the words tumbling out quickly as she held up the bag. Her voice trembled with something that wasn’t fear. "I’ll leave it on the kitchen table."

She walked ahead of him, trying to steady her breathing as she reached the kitchen. The house felt too quiet without Emma. Too private. Too intimate. She placed the flour down and turned back to tell him she needed to leave.

But Jack was right behind her.

Only inches away.

"Jack," she whispered, startled.

"You didn’t hug me when you came in," he said quietly. His chest rose and fell faster than before. He wasn’t smiling now—at least not in the casual friendly way she was used to. "You always hug me."

Katie’s heart thumped hard. He was right. She hugged everyone. She was naturally affectionate. And they always exchanged little cheek kisses too. It never meant anything before.

Now it felt like the most dangerous thing she could do.

"Okay," she said, lifting her chin a little, "but make sure it’s just a hug."

She stepped into his arms.

And instantly regretted the condition.

His arms wrapped around her waist slowly, deliberately. Her breasts brushed his chest. His breath hit her neck. And the moment he pulled her closer, she realized exactly how hard he was. Not the shy bulge she’d noticed earlier—now he was thick and unmistakably hard against her lower stomach.

Her body reacted before her mind did. Her fingers slipped up his back. Her thighs pressed together instinctively.

Neither of them let go.

"You feel amazing," he whispered, his mouth grazing her ear. The warmth of his breath made her shiver. Then he tilted his head and planted a soft kiss on her neck—slow, lingering, testing how she would respond. "I’ve been thinking about you all morning."

“You… Jack, we… we can’t,” she breathed, though her voice lacked conviction. His heat was already rolling over her skin, his mouth grazing her neck in a way that made her knees soften. She tried to lean back, to put even a breath of distance between them, but he caught her by the hips—firm, unhurried, certain—and pulled her lower body tight to his. Their eyes locked for a heartbeat, and then he shifted just enough for the thick, urgent shape in his shorts to settle right against the soft place between her thighs.

“Jack… we shouldn’t…” Her protest dissolved the second his mouth claimed hers.

The kiss swallowed time. It was deep and hungry, the kind that made her forget where they were or what lines they were crossing. When they finally broke apart, panting, their bodies stayed fused together as though neither could stand the cold of separation. Jack’s mouth drifted to her neck again, and Katie’s hands slid down over his chest and stomach, her fingers trembling but unable to stop.

“We have to stop,” she murmured, even as her hips pressed lightly into him.

“I don’t think either of us wants to.” His voice was a low scrape of need, and his hands drifted from her hips to her backside, cupping her through the thin fabric.

She felt her dress lift, inch by inch, as his fingers gathered it at the back. Cool air brushed the exposed curve of her ass, and she gasped. “Jack… please…”

“Jesus, Katie… you have no idea what you do to me.” His words vibrated against her skin as his hand slipped beneath her panties, fingertips dragging slow heat downward. When she didn’t pull away—when she tilted her hips just slightly toward him—he took it as permission. His middle finger stroked lower, easing between her thighs until it found the slick, warm ache waiting for him. “Christ… you’re soaked.”

Her resistance shattered. The jolt of having another man’s finger inside her—deliberate, slow, knowing—was hotter than anything she’d ever let herself picture. She leaned back against the table, legs parting instinctively, welcoming him deeper. His hand guided her open, his long finger sliding between her folds before sinking inside her with an unhurried, devastating push.

“You know you can’t fuck me,” she whispered, even as her body tightened around his finger.

Jack eased out, then slipped back in—five slow, aching strokes that had her breath snagging in her throat. When he withdrew and circled up to her clit, the contact was immediate, explosive—a spark straight to her spine.

She broke. Completely.

“Oh my God… yes… yes, Jack, right there… right there… don’t stop… oh God, I want it… touch me…”

Jack smiled as he knelt in front of her, hands sliding up her thighs as he eased her soaked panties downward. He paused for half a second, taking in the sight of her swollen lips glistening under the soft light, and Katie felt a shiver run straight through her. She lifted one foot, then the other, letting him pull the panties away completely before he rose again. In one quick, practiced motion, he unbuckled his belt, unzipped, and let his slacks drop. His boxers followed, pooling around his ankles before she could even catch her breath.

Katie looped her arms around his shoulders, bracing herself, fully expecting his fingers to return to her clit—to finish what he’d started. But instead he lifted her with a firm, urgent grip, set her on the table, and guided her thighs apart with a clear, single-minded intent.

“Jack—no, no—JACK, no!” She shot her hand down just in time, pressing her palm against the hot, rigid crown of his cock as he tried to nudge between her folds. The heat of him pulsed against her skin, insistent.

“You want it,” he groaned, breath ragged, rocking forward until his tip pushed hard into the barrier of her hand. “You even said you wanted it.”

“I do want it,” she whispered, her voice breaking with need and panic, her hand trembling as she held him back. “I want you to touch me. I want you to make me cum.” She prayed he’d hear the plea beneath the words—prayed he’d stop trying to push inside her and give her what she was begging for instead.

Jack exhaled sharply and stepped back from the table, putting physical space between them as though he needed air to steady himself. His gaze dropped to her hand still cupped protectively over her glistening pussy, and the conflict on his face was unmistakable. “You’re right,” he said quietly. “We shouldn’t be doing this. It’s… wrong.”

“Jack, please… I didn’t mean I wanted you to… well… to fuck me.” She pressed her thighs together, tugging her dress down as heat and confusion washed over her. She watched him pull his boxers and pants back up, the urgency of a moment ago evaporating into something fragile and uncertain. “We can just touch,” she whispered.

“We… uh… you know…” He scrubbed a hand over his jaw, eyes darting away from hers. “We should… I mean… you should probably leave before we… before we end up doing something.”

“You’re mad?” she asked softly. Sliding off the table, she bent to pick up her blue panties. When she stood, she didn’t hide herself. She lifted her dress, exposing the smooth, flushed curve between her legs as she stepped into the panties and drew them slowly up her tanned thighs.

“I don’t know,” he admitted, voice tight, eyes flicking between her face and the hem of her dress.

She snapped the panties into place and crossed the short space between them. “I’ll make it up to you this weekend, I promise.” Her hand drifted down toward the hard line still straining against his clothes, but just before she could touch him, he stepped back again.

The disappointment in his eyes cut deeper than anything he said. She held his gaze for a silent, aching moment, then turned and walked out of their house without another word.

*

When Emma got home just after five, the house felt unusually still. She slipped her shoes off and headed toward the kitchen, already replaying her day in her mind, planning dinner, thinking of Jack. But the moment she reached the table, her thoughts froze. The cooking equipment Katie had borrowed earlier in the week sat neatly on the surface, still slightly damp from being washed. Emma hadn’t put it there. Jack hadn’t mentioned expecting her. And Katie never just dropped things off without a text.

A slow, uncomfortable heat climbed up Emma’s chest. Something was off. Something she could feel rather than explain.

The hum of the garage saw buzzed faintly through the house, so she followed the sound and pushed open the garage door. Jack stood at the workbench, guiding a board toward the blade with a concentration that looked suddenly forced.

“Hey,” he said over the noise, not looking up. “Hi, honey.”

She stepped inside and let the door close behind her. “Jack… baby… has Katie been here?”

It was one of those moments where a single question changes the air. Jack’s hand stilled on the saw, his shoulders rising with a shallow breath. He slowly shut off the machine before turning around. “Uh… no. Why?”

Emma stared at him, her pulse thudding in her ears. She knew this man better than anyone. She knew when he lied. And the flicker—just a flicker—of panic in his eyes told her more than any sentence could.

“Fuck,” she whispered, stepping back a pace. “I know she was here. And I can tell something happened. Her stuff is sitting right there on the kitchen table.”

Jack’s jaw clenched. He looked down, rubbing the back of his neck as if trying to wipe away the truth clinging to him. “Shit… right. Yeah. She stopped by to return it. I… I forgot.”

“What happened?” Emma asked. The calmness in her voice was the kind that came right before a storm.

“What do you mean, what happened?” His eyes darted away, searching for a safe corner of the room where he didn’t have to meet her stare.

“Did you fuck her, Jack?” The words tore out of her, sharp and furious, and her face flushed a deep, burning red.

“No!” Jack shot back immediately. “No, Emma. We… uh… we… you know.” His voice wavered, and that alone told her the truth wasn’t far behind whatever he wasn’t saying.

She shook her head, looking at him as if she didn’t quite recognize the man in front of her. “You fucking bastard. When we started this soft-swing thing, I knew—God, I knew—you wouldn’t be able to stop until you fucked her.” Her voice broke, anger and hurt tangling together.

She spun toward the door, moving so fast the air seemed to rush out after her. The garage door slammed behind her with a violent crack that echoed through the cluttered space.

“EMMA—WAIT!” Jack fumbled to shut off the saw properly, ripped off his gloves, then his apron, tossing them aside in frantic, clumsy movements. He sprinted through the garage and into the kitchen, breathless, desperate to reach her before she drove off.

But he was too late. By the time he stepped inside, she had already grabbed her keys, her footsteps still echoing faintly. Through the front window he saw the flash of her car backing out of the driveway, the engine revving as she sped away, leaving him standing alone in the doorway with nothing but the sharp sting of her words ringing in his ears.

*

Katie was waiting on the sofa when David came through the front door. She’d been sitting there for almost half an hour, legs pulled up, fingers twisting in her lap, trying to decide how much to tell him—knowing deep down that whatever she chose, the truth would spill out eventually.

“Hi,” she said softly.

David paused halfway into the room, scanning her expression before shutting the door behind him. “What’s up, babe?”

“Nothing… I mean—nothing really bad.” She stood as he approached. She had showered the moment she got home, scrubbing her skin until the water turned cool, dressing in jeans and a soft sweater like armor. She walked into his arms and buried her face against his chest. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” he murmured, though he gently eased her back so he could see her face. “Come sit with me. Tell me what’s going on.”

Katie followed him to the sofa, settling beside him. Her fingers sought his, squeezing them as she drew a shaky breath. “I, um… I went to Emma’s house earlier. I wanted to return the cooking stuff she lent me last week. But she wasn’t home—only Jack was there. Emma was at work.”

David pulled back a little, the shift subtle but instinctive. “And…?”

“Promise you won’t be mad at me.”

“Katie…” His tone wasn’t angry—just wary.

She sighed, pushing her hair behind her ear with trembling fingers. “Fuck… okay… so I… we… kind of started kissing. And touching. But we didn’t—God, David, we didn’t do anything more.”

“You kissed and touched,” he repeated, his brows tightening. “While you were alone with him? Katie, you need to tell me everything.”

She blinked fast, wiping a tear from the corner of her eye. “I didn’t plan it. I swear. After last weekend, it… it just happened. We were talking, and then he kissed me, and then I kissed him back, and then he… he touched my ass, and then…”

“He touched your pussy, didn’t he?”

She hesitated, then nodded once. “But I wasn’t going to let him put it in me. I wasn’t.”

“He tried though, didn’t he?”

Katie swallowed hard. “David, it wasn’t just him. It was both of us. We got caught up, and it felt like neither of us knew how to stop after… everything that’s been happening lately. Please don’t be angry. I love you. I love you so much.”

David stood abruptly, running a hand through his hair as he turned away. “I don’t know how I feel about this,” he said quietly, and started walking toward the garage.

“Where are you going?” she called after him, stepping toward the doorway.

He didn’t answer.

A few seconds later, she heard the garage door rumble open—and then the car engine roar to life as David drove away, leaving her alone in the silence of their home.

*

Emma was sitting in her usual corner booth at the coffee shop, staring blankly at the steam rising from her untouched latte, when her phone buzzed against the table. Katie’s name lit up the screen. For a moment, Emma considered letting it ring out—she wasn’t sure she was ready to hear Katie’s voice—but curiosity, and something deeper, tugged at her. She pressed accept.

“Hello,” she said quietly.

“Hi,” Katie whispered, the word soft and shaky. “I think we need to talk.”

“I know.” Emma leaned back against the booth, bracing herself. “Jack told me what happened earlier.”

“He did?” Katie’s breath hitched. “Emma, I’m so sorry. I only stopped by to return the kitchen stuff and… things just happened. But we… um… we… we didn’t—”

“Fuck,” Emma muttered, low enough that no one in the shop could hear the word over the hiss of the espresso machine.

“Yes. Emma, I’m sorry.” Katie’s voice wavered, raw. “You’re my best friend. I would never… I mean, I would never do that with your husband.” A tear slid down her cheek even as she tried to steady herself. “Are you at home?”

“No,” Emma said, rubbing her forehead, feeling the beginnings of a headache pulsing behind her eyes. “I’ve gone out. I just… I need some time to think about it.”

The coffee shop door opened then, bells chiming overhead. Emma glanced up automatically—and froze when she saw David standing just inside, scanning the room until he spotted her.

“I’ve got to go,” she blurted, ending the call as David started walking toward her table.

David had driven aimlessly for several minutes before ending up at the only place that made sense—a familiar, crowded coffee shop where he could disappear into the background. He’d considered the bar down the block, imagined the relief of a double whiskey burning away the knot in his chest, but he needed a clear mind more than a drink. Everything inside him felt jagged, unstable, and he wasn’t sure what he might do if he blurred the edges any further.

He stepped through the door, scanning for an empty table on the left. Then he saw a hand lifting from a booth in the very back. Emma. Her eyes met his—surprised, guarded, but unmistakably relieved not to be alone.

“Hi,” she said, motioning him over. “What are you doing here?”

“I guess the same as you,” David replied, sliding into the seat across from her. A waitress approached, and he ordered a black coffee he barely intended to drink. Only after the waitress left did he look at Emma fully. Her expression was tight, like she’d been swallowing her emotions whole for hours.

“So I guess Jack told you what happened earlier?” he asked.

“Yeah.” Her jaw clenched around the word.

“I can’t believe what they did,” David said, a low frustration simmering beneath his voice. “Honestly, it’s so wrong. What do you think we should do?”

He tried to hold her gaze, but his eyes flicked downward for a split second—long enough to notice how her tight sweater pressed against her breasts with every breath she took. Everything felt heightened, electric, dangerous.

“We?” Emma repeated slowly. Her tone wasn’t angry. It was careful. “What exactly are you asking?”

“I’m not totally sure,” he admitted, leaning forward, elbows on the table. “But I know they crossed a line we all agreed on. This was supposed to be something we did together. Something open… fun… controlled. Not something they did behind our backs.”

Emma shook her head, let out a quiet, humorless laugh. “Fuck. You’re serious, aren’t you? You really want to get even.”

He opened his mouth to deny it—but stopped halfway through. “I wasn’t thinking that… not until I saw you sitting here.”

Emma took a slow sip of her coffee, her eyes never leaving his. The tension between them tightened, brittle and charged, like the slightest movement could break it.

“Where were you thinking?” she asked finally, testing the space between them.

“I… don’t know,” David murmured, his heartbeat quickening. The truth was, he felt something stirring in him he hadn’t expected—something reckless, something hungry. He shifted slightly in the booth, aware of the sudden, unwelcome pressure building in his jeans. “You got any ideas?”

Emma shook her head with a faint, disbelieving smile. “No. I’ve never done anything like this. Ever.”

The words hung between them—an admission, a warning, and an invitation all at once.

They sat in silence for a long moment, both turning over possibilities, both knowing a motel would feel too obvious—too sordid—too close to what Jack and Katie had already done. The tension tightened again, thick enough to feel.

Then David’s expression shifted, the corner of his mouth lifting with a spark of an idea. “Okay… this might sound insane, but… my best friend’s out of the country. Thailand. He’s gone for a whole month.”

Emma turned toward him slowly. “Yeah?”

“And before he left, he asked me to stop by once a week and feed his fish.” David leaned back, voice low, almost conspiratorial. “Which means I have a full set of his keys in my car.”

Emma’s smile grew in a way she didn’t bother to hide. “Really? Where does he live?”

“A few blocks from here. Nice condo. Quiet building. No one around who’d question anything.”

Emma bit her lower lip, a nervous habit he’d seen before—but this time it was paired with something else. Curiosity. Excitement. Fear. “David… do you think we should really do this? I mean… aren’t we just doing exactly what they did?”

“Yes,” he said simply. No hesitation. “But they crossed the line first. And right now… this feels like the only way to make it even. To take control back.”

She looked down at her phone. “It’s seven p.m.” Her voice softened. “How long do you think we have before we… you know?”

He let a slow grin spread across his face. “Let’s just see where the night takes us.”

He lifted a hand to signal the waitress. “Carly, can we get the bill, please?”

Five minutes later, the check was paid, her latte unfinished, and Emma was locking her car in the lot. She slid into the passenger seat of David’s car, heart hammering, hands trembling, as he pulled out and headed toward his best friend’s empty condo—toward whatever the night was about to become.

*

Katie kept pacing between the living room window and the sofa, each pass more restless than the last. The streetlights had flickered on over an hour ago, yet David’s car still hadn’t pulled into the driveway. Every pair of headlights that swept past the house made her heart catch—then sink all over again.

Finally, unable to take the silence any longer, she grabbed her phone and dialed Emma’s number. It rang twice before Jack picked up.

“Hello?”

“Jack—it’s Katie. Is Emma home?”

There was a pause, and even through the phone she heard the tension in his breathing. “No. She stormed out after I told her what happened. She hasn’t come back.”

Katie closed her eyes, gripping the back of the sofa for balance. “And David? Any chance he went there?”

“No,” Jack said immediately, sounding even more uneasy. “He walked out, too. Been gone a while. You haven’t heard from him?”

“It’s been over an hour,” she whispered, panic slipping into her voice. “God, Jack… what have we done?”

Jack let out a long, shaky exhale. “It was me. I know it was my fault.”

“No.” She pressed a hand to her forehead, guilt pressing down like a weight. “It was mine too. Both of us. We crossed a line we shouldn’t have.”

Silence stretched for a moment—heavy, suffocating.

“Where do you think they’ve gone?” she finally asked, her voice small.

Jack hesitated, and she heard the soft scrape of him pacing. “I… I honestly don’t know. But they’re together in this, Katie. We have to assume that.”

Her stomach twisted. Together. Out there. Hurt. Angry. Thinking.

“Maybe we should give them time to cool off,” Jack added. “Pushing it now might make everything worse.”

Katie swallowed hard. “Okay. Message me if you hear anything. Anything at all.”

“Yeah, of course. And you too,” he said before hanging up.

Katie lowered the phone and stared out the dark window once more, her reflection faint in the glass—eyes red, jaw trembling—while dread curled deep and cold in her chest.

*

Emma walked ahead of David down the narrow stone path that wound between the small cluster of condos. The walkway was so tight they couldn’t walk side by side, and she felt his presence right behind her—felt his gaze, heavy and unmistakable, lingering on the sway of her hips and the generous curve of her ass beneath her fitted jeans. The night air was cool, but her skin felt flushed, hyperaware, every nerve buzzing.

When she reached the door of 8A, she stepped aside, letting him move closer to unlock it. The porch light caught him at just the right angle, and her eyes drifted down for a second—just long enough to see the thick, undeniable bulge pressing against the front of his trousers. Her breath caught.

“I’ll go in first, turn on the lights,” David said, but his voice had roughened slightly, like he’d noticed exactly where she’d been looking. When he turned toward her, he saw the nervous excitement in her eyes—wide, bright, uncertain.

Emma followed him inside quickly, heart racing, terrified someone in the complex might recognize her slipping into a condo that wasn’t hers—with a man who definitely wasn’t her husband. Once the door shut behind them, her whole body relaxed a fraction, but only a fraction. The air felt charged, intimate, dangerous.

“The living room’s down there,” David said, pointing down a short hallway, “and the bedroom is upstairs.”

Emma turned…and froze. The staircase was long, shadowed, leading straight to a space they both knew damn well wasn’t meant for sleeping tonight. Her mind swirled—fear, guilt, desire, adrenaline—until she could barely tell one from the other.

“I mean… if we… uh… if we’re going to do this…”

“Go upstairs,” he finished softly, stepping in behind her. His hands slid onto her waist—big, warm hands that wrapped around her curves easily. She jumped at the contact, a small gasp escaping, but then her body instinctively leaned back, molding against him as though she’d been waiting for that touch all night.

“David…”

“Shhh.” His lips brushed her ear, his breath hot against her skin. “Honestly? I haven’t even been that mad at Katie.”

She turned her head a fraction, confused and breathless.

“Because if I were in her position…” he murmured, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to the soft, pale slope of her neck, “…and you were the one in front of me? I would’ve done the same.”

A soft, involuntary moan slipped from her throat. The warmth of his mouth on her neck made her knees weaken, and she arched back without thinking, pressing her round, generous ass against his hard bulge. He groaned, low and guttural, as she felt him throb against her.

“You want it too, don’t you?” he whispered as his teeth grazed her earlobe, his tongue flicking over the sensitive tip.

Her breath came out in a shudder. “Oh God… yes… yes. I want it. I want your hands on me. I want to feel you kissing me.”

Before the words had even fully left her mouth, she turned in his arms, grabbed the front of his shirt, and pulled his mouth down to hers—desperate, hungry, kissing him like she’d already crossed every line they came here to cross.

Their bodies crashed together with a kind of desperate, electric hunger—hands roaming, gripping, clutching at each other as though letting go for even a second would break the spell. Emma’s breath hitched as David slid both palms up her back, bunching her top higher until his fingers found the warm skin beneath. In one smooth motion he pushed her top up, exposing her stomach, and slipped his hands down the back of her scrub pants.

The elastic gave just enough.

She gasped as he pushed further—first past the waistband of her panties, then deeper still, until his hands were full of the soft, generous flesh of her ass. He squeezed instinctively, pulling her tightly against him, and the hot throb of his cock pressed right against the covered heat between her thighs.

“Oh god…” she whispered against his mouth, already melting into him.

He didn’t stop. He hooked his arms beneath her, lifted her clean off the floor with surprising ease, and Emma instantly wrapped her strong legs around his waist. Her pussy—still covered by thin cotton—rubbed against his hardness with every shift of his body. She moaned quietly, grinding into him without even realizing she was doing it.

David kept kissing her, lips messy and urgent, but his mind flicked just enough back to reality to glance over her shoulder. The staircase loomed ahead—steep, narrow, unforgiving. With Emma wrapped around him like that, her curves pressed to every inch of him, there was no way in hell he’d make it up safely.

Not because she was heavy—she wasn’t—but because the stairs were tight, and he was already fighting to stay balanced with his heart pounding and her legs clamped around his hips.

So he changed direction.

He carried her down the short hallway instead, stumbling slightly as she kissed along his jaw, her breath hot and shaky. The living room opened up before them—dim, quiet, unfamiliar—and he headed straight for the large sofa against the back wall.

Emma clung to him, her hair brushing his cheek, her soft curves pressed so tightly to him that every step sent another shock of desire through his body.

He didn’t set her down until they reached the couch—his arms trembling from more than just the effort—ready to lower her into the cushions and finally let everything they’d held back ignite.

Emma’s mouth finally tore from his as he lowered her onto the sofa, her breath coming in hot, uneven bursts. The moment her back touched the cushions, she reached for the hem of her sweater and yanked it over her head, tossing it aside. She sat there in just her bra, flushed and shaking, her red hair wild around her shoulders.

David dropped to one knee to take off her shoes, but by the time he pulled the second one free, she was already reaching behind herself, fumbling with the clasp of her bra. Their hands moved with frantic urgency—hers digging for the hook, his grabbing for the waistband of her scrub pants.

The bra fell away first. Her big, heavy breasts spilled free, pale and full, her nipples already dark and tight. David froze for a beat, staring up at her like he’d been hit in the chest.

Then he pushed her scrub pants down. They slid over her hips, catching on the plain white jockey panties underneath. She lifted her ass to help him, and he pulled both layers down until the pants gathered at her knees. Her panties were stretched, hugging her curves in an unflattering way, but somehow that only made his breath catch harder.

She sat up on the sofa in nothing but those thin white panties now, arms crossed loosely under her breasts. He couldn’t explain why she looked so mind-blowingly sexy. It wasn’t just the obvious things—her pretty face, her huge soft tits, the curve of her hips. It was the little imperfections too. The faint softness at her stomach that she usually hid. The way her cheeks flushed pink. The way she looked at him like she wanted to be devoured.

He had never wanted a woman more. Not ever.

As he slid her pants down her calves and off her feet, Emma hooked her thumbs into her panties and pulled them straight down in one decisive motion. Her pussy was suddenly bare and glistening in the soft lamplight. The trimmed patch of ginger hair above her mound framed everything below it—her freshly shaved lips, the delicate pink folds, the small, swollen clit peeking through.

She was dripping. Open. Ready.

Emma surprised even herself. As soon as David tossed her panties aside, she let her knees fall wide—so wide the sofa cushion dipped under the stretch. She didn’t bother hiding anything. She wanted him to see exactly how wet she was, how worked up she’d been from the moment he touched her.

And the way he stared at her made her feel even bolder, burning under his gaze, her thighs trembling from how much she suddenly needed him.

David stayed fully dressed as he knelt between her ankles, the contrast making Emma feel even more exposed—bare, trembling, open for him. He rested his weight on his knees and slowly slid his right hand up her left leg while his left hand traced the inside of her right. His palms were warm, steady, patient.

They both watched—almost in slow motion—as his fingertips crept higher, inch by inch, toward the swollen, waiting heat between her thighs. Emma’s breath hitched, her toes curling against the sofa cushion.

“Oh my God, David…” she moaned when his fingers finally brushed the bottom of her pussy. The softest touch, just the edge of his knuckles, was enough to make her hips jerk upward. “Oh god, David… yes… please… that’s it. Touch me.”

He looked up at her with something wild and hungry in his eyes. “Emma… you’re so beautiful.”

His thumb circled her clit, slow and firm, sending a sharp pulse of pleasure up her spine. His other hand moved lower, stroking her lips, gently parting them, his fingers exploring the wet heat inside her. The way he touched her—careful, deliberate, reverent—made her feel more desired than she had in years.

A rush of filth and thrill washed through her. She felt nasty and bold and powerful all at once, lying there wide open for another man to see and touch for the first time since she’d married Jack. She wanted David’s eyes on her. She wanted him to see everything.

His fingers kept teasing her, toying with her clit and stroking deeper into her folds. Minutes slipped by in a haze—her moans soft, breath uneven, her thighs trembling.

Then he lowered his head.

She felt his breath on her inner thigh first—a warm, teasing brush that made her shiver.

“Oh God, David… oh god…” She tried to catch her breath. “They only touched… maybe you shouldn’t—”

But by then his mouth was already moving closer. Her protest died the second his lips grazed her skin. Whatever willpower she had left simply crumbled. Her thighs fell open wider, her hips lifting, her body begging without words.

A moment later his mouth was on her—fully, hungrily. He paused, looking up at her one last time as if asking a silent question. Emma didn’t trust her voice. She didn’t need it. The way her eyes begged him, the desperate smile tugging at her lips, the small, urgent nod—everything about her said yes.

“Holy fuck!” she nearly screamed when his lips closed around her clit, sucking with perfect pressure, while his tongue pushed deep inside her, stroking her from the inside out.

He worked her exactly where she needed it. When his mouth pulled at her clit, her whole body arched. When his tongue plunged down into her, she gasped and dragged her nails across the sofa.

Within seconds her hands were in his hair, pulling him harder into her needy, dripping pussy—her body completely surrendered to the man kneeling between her shaking thighs.

David slid his hands beneath her generous ass and lifted her just enough to angle her hips toward his mouth, letting him sink his tongue deeper into her soaked, trembling pussy. The slick heat of her opened around him, welcoming him, and soon he had most of his mouth pressed into her, tasting every shiver she couldn’t hide.

Emma had never felt anything like it. No one had ever devoured her like this, with this kind of hunger, this lack of restraint. Jack had always been careful, patient, gentle… which only made the rough, desperate way David buried his face between her thighs feel even filthier, even more intoxicating. Her fingers slipped from his hair and clawed at the sofa cushions as a moan tore out of her. “Fuck, David, I’m so close.”

He was right there with her, right on the edge of pushing her over—when her phone suddenly rang beside them. His tongue hesitated.

“No,” she gasped, voice cracking with need. “Don’t you dare stop. Keep licking me… keep sucking me… please, just eat me.”

Her ginger curls brushed against his cheeks as he dove back in. His face was already slick, pink from the friction of her grinding against him, but he didn’t let up. Even with his lips sore and his tongue burning, he chased her climax with quick, relentless flicks right over her swollen little button, feeling her pulse against him as she unraveled.

Then she broke. “Now—oh fuck, yes… oh god, yes, fuck, yes—oh my god—Jesus, I’ve never—fuck!”

Her whole body convulsed as the orgasm ripped through her, sharp and overwhelming. David didn’t stop. The unending pressure against her already-sensitive clit sent her spiraling again, her mind blanking, her muscles seizing around nothing. For a moment she didn’t know if she’d blacked out or just lost control completely—it all blurred together in a rush of heat and helpless pleasure.

When her awareness finally drifted back, she found him lowering her gently, his lips brushing slow, reverent kisses up the insides of her shaking thighs. She had never climaxed like that in her life.

“Come here.”

He looked up at her with a slow, satisfied smile as he kissed his way along the tender path of her bright red, still-throbbing lips, then up the soft rise of her stomach, pausing at her navel before moving between her pale, generous breasts. Each kiss seemed to draw another quiet tremor from her. When he reached her chest and shoulders, Emma instinctively lifted her chin, offering her neck, letting him find that sensitive spot that always made her breath catch. Then she lowered her chin again, guiding him toward her mouth, and their lips came together in a deep, hungry kiss that tasted like everything they’d just done to each other.

Her hands slid up his back, gathering his shirt in her fingers until he leaned back enough for her to peel it over his head. “I want your naked body against me,” she giggled, already fumbling between them, impatient to get at his pants.

“Should we go upstairs? It’s only 7:45,” he murmured, breath warm against her cheek.

“Yeah… can we spend the whole night?” she teased as she loosened his belt.

He gave a shaky laugh. “No, we’re only doing this to get even, remember?” But there was nothing steady about his voice. They both knew it.

They barely had time to sit up before Emma’s phone rang again. The sound sliced through the moment. David glanced at the screen lighting up. “Should you answer it? That’s gotta be Jack.”

She shook her head quickly. “No. I’ll call him after we’re… I mean… after I… do you.” The slip made her cheeks flush, and for a moment her eyes darkened with exactly what she planned to do to him.

David didn’t question it. He just grinned, grabbed his shirt, and the two of them hurried toward the stairs with a kind of reckless urgency. Walking behind her, he couldn’t stop staring at the sway of Emma’s big ass and the gleam of her still-wet lips between her thighs with each step she took. It made his pulse pound as hard as his cock.

At the doorway to the master bedroom, they paused. The huge bed dominated the room, its sheets neat and inviting. It hit them both at the same time—messing around on the sofa, on the beach, even downstairs… that was one thing. But stepping onto a bed together felt like crossing into something heavier, something they couldn’t pretend was just part of a stupid agreement.

“This feels really wrong,” David whispered, a nervous edge creeping into his excitement.

“We’ll stop just short of fucking. Like we all agreed,” she said firmly, as if repeating it made the line easier to see. Her confidence steadied him a little as she reached for his pants again. They came undone fast and dropped around his feet, and he kicked them away without thinking.

Emma’s hands slid up the backs of his legs, warm and curious, before she hooked her fingers in his waistband and pulled his boxers down. His cock sprang free, thick, flushed, and straining upward toward her.

“Holy fuck, David… you’re so hard,” she whispered, almost breathless, as her fingers wrapped around him. She gave him a slow, deliberate stroke, her thumb brushing over the swollen tip to gather the bead of slickness there, spreading it over her palm before working her hand up and down his length. His eyes fluttered shut, and she laughed softly. “Don’t cum yet. I’ve got something special for you.”

And it really was special—for both of them. Emma knew exactly what she was about to give him, and she also knew how rare it was. Katie had stopped enjoying oral years ago; she’d even told Emma that it just wasn’t her thing anymore. So David, for all his patience and all the years with Katie, hadn’t felt a mouth around his cock in what had to be ages. Emma didn’t do it very often with Jack either, but whenever she did, she actually enjoyed it—and she knew she was good at it. Tonight, she was more than in the mood. She wanted to feel his hardness on her tongue, wanted to taste him, wanted that quiet rush of power that always came with it.

She eased him back onto the bed, and David settled against the pillows, chest rising and falling quickly, waiting for the first touch of her mouth—something he’d almost forgotten the thrill of.

When Emma was in the right headspace for this, she didn’t just perform. She reveled in it—not because of the physical sensation of a cock filling her mouth, but because of the control. She loved the way a man breathed differently when she teased him, how his body tightened when she slowed down, how helpless he felt when she kept him right on the edge. Before she met Jack, she’d sharpened those skills more than she ever admitted out loud; by the time she left college, she’d practiced more than most girls her age ever would. But that had been nearly a decade ago. The idea of tasting a different cock again—feeling a different weight, a different pulse, a different reaction—sent a warm, electric excitement through her.

She started with his balls.

“Holy—fuck,” David groaned, eyes snapping open in surprise as her warm tongue traced a slow circle around each one. She held his cock upright in her hand like she was presenting it, preparing for the main event as she lavished attention on him. The look on his face made her smile.

Her lips closed around one ball, then the other, before she dipped lower, running her tongue gently across the sensitive skin beneath. His hips jerked, and she giggled at how easily she could make him gasp. She stayed there for a moment, teasing around the tight little spot that made him twitch, before moving back up to his balls… and then finally, inch by inch, up along the full length of his shaft.

“Do you like that, David?” she murmured against him, dragging her tongue over the tiny slit at the tip, tasting him before she pulled back just far enough to see his reaction.

*

Jack couldn’t take it anymore. He’d tried calling Emma again and again, each ring tightening the panic in his chest, until finally he grabbed his keys and headed out, determined to find her at one of the usual spots. As he drove past The Bean House, he spotted her car in the lot. Relief hit him so sharply he whispered, “Thank god,” into the steering wheel.

Inside, he scanned the booths, the corner tables, the window seats—nothing. He was heading toward the restrooms when Mary stepped into his path.

“If you’re looking for Emma,” she said gently, “she was here earlier. But she left with David.”

Jack blinked. “David? He was here?”

Mary nodded, folding her arms. She’d known both couples for years—her husband had even worked with David for a while. “Yeah. They were together.”

“Did they… I mean… did you see where they went?”

She shook her head. “No, sorry.”

“Oh shit.” The words escaped him on a breath, his stomach sinking. He fumbled for his phone, hands shaking as he dialed Katie.

Two minutes later, Jack pulled into Katie’s driveway, the headlights catching her standing in the doorway, waiting for him. He hurried up the path, slipped inside, and closed the door behind him.

“Do you think they went to a motel or something?” Katie asked, her voice tight, brittle.

“Maybe,” Jack said, rubbing a hand across his face. “I honestly don’t know.” He looked at her. “Have you tried calling David again?”

“Yeah. Now it doesn’t even ring. It goes straight to voicemail—like it’s turned off. What are we supposed to do?”

Jack exhaled hard. “Well… either they’re in bed right now, or they’re driving around trying to make us jealous and stressed out.”

“That’s bullshit,” Katie snapped. “We didn’t do anything more than what we all agreed to, and we did it right in front of them. We were honest. We told them everything. They don’t get to run off and do this just to… punish us.”

Jack checked the time. “Whatever they’re doing, they’ve been at it for almost two hours.” His voice wavered now, emotion creeping through. When he saw Katie heading for the kitchen doorway, he frowned. “Where are you going?”

“I’m getting a glass of wine.” She paused. “You want something?”

“Yeah… sure.”

Seconds later she was pulling out a bottle of wine and a fifth of vodka, handing him the vodka before heading for the basement stairs.

“Why are we going down here?” he asked, following close behind.

“It’s just more private,” she said with a small, unreadable smile.

They settled onto the biggest sofa, the dim basement lights giving everything a softer, more intimate feel. Katie filled their glasses to the brim. “To us,” she said before tipping the wine back and finishing nearly all of it in one long swallow. Jack did the same, the alcohol hitting his stomach like a punch. They set their glasses down at the same moment.

“So… what now?” he asked, and for the first time, he wasn’t trying to lead. He was letting her decide.

Katie tilted her head slightly. “I think you already know.” She tugged off her sweater, dropping it beside the couch. He mirrored her, piece by piece, until both of them were completely naked. Jack’s eyes drifted over her—her perky breasts, the soft rise of her stomach, her visibly wet pussy. “Katie…”

“Shhhhh. No more talking.”

For the next half hour, their words dissolved into touch. Hands slid over skin, exploring with a mixture of frustration, need, and something deeper—something neither of them wanted to name. They kissed, ground against each other, teased, grabbed, and pulled until Jack finally kissed his way down her body and settled between her legs.

Her thighs parted without hesitation. “Oh my god,” she breathed as she felt his tongue glide through her slick heat, searching until it found her clit. The moment he touched it, her back arched hard.

Jack wasn’t as skilled as David—he didn’t know every rhythm, every trick, every pressure point that years together had taught David—but none of that mattered. Katie’s hips moved with pure instinct, pushing into his mouth, letting the raw need drown out everything else except the feeling of being wanted—right here, right now, by the man kneeling between her thighs.

A few blocks away, David watched Emma’s red hair move in tight, hungry motions as her mouth slid up and down his shaft, taking him right to the edge again. His breathing had turned shallow and frantic, his hips lifting despite himself, his whole body tightening as his climax built and built. He was seconds away—he could feel his balls drawing up, the pressure coiling hard inside him—when she suddenly stopped. Her lips lifted from his cock, and instead she pressed a slow, teasing kiss to the side of his shaft.

“Emma… you’re killing me,” he groaned, voice raw.

“If you want me to stop, just say so,” she teased with a wicked grin. Her fingers kept working him, gently cupping and milking his balls, occasionally letting her fingertips wander lower, brushing over the sensitive skin behind them. Every little touch made him twitch.

“No… fuck, no,” he gasped. “Don’t stop. I never want you to stop. Please.”

Her tongue gave one last slow lick along the length of him, making him shiver, before she slid her body up the bed toward his. Her skin was warm, flushed, still damp with sweat and arousal. When she straddled his hips, their eyes locked—hers dark and wild, his wide with disbelief at how quickly this had escalated between them.

Emma reached beneath herself, her fingers curling around the base of his thick cock. She guided him upward, aiming him directly at the slick, swollen opening of her soaked ginger pussy, the heat radiating off her in waves as she hovered over him.

On the sofa in the basement, Katie lay beneath Jack with her legs locked tightly around his hips, holding him close, her breath warm against his throat. Jack guided his thick length up and down the slick, swollen seam of her pussy, the head sliding through the wetness she couldn’t hide. When the tip nudged against her entrance—just barely pressing inside—their bodies froze at the same moment.

Their eyes opened, meeting in a long, charged stare, both of them hovering in that narrow space between impulse and decision, struggling to figure out whether they truly wanted to cross the line they were balanced on.


Burning Out Of Control

“Is that them?” Katie whispered as Jack leaned toward the small basement window, squinting out into the dark.

“Yeah… I think so.” He hesitated, then nodded. “Yes. It’s them. They’re pulling into the driveway now.”

He moved quickly back to the sofa, settling beside her, trying to steady his breathing as adrenaline and dread battled in his chest. “Turn on the TV,” he said quietly.

Katie grabbed the remote with a trembling hand and clicked it on, the sudden glow filling the room.

“What do we even say to them?” she asked, hearing the muted thud of car doors closing outside.

“Nothing,” Jack said firmly. “We don’t say a thing. If they want to talk, they’re the ones who can start the conversation.”

“The light is on,” Emma murmured, squeezing David’s hand as they stepped toward the front door. “I just… I really hope Jack doesn’t freak out. He loses his temper pretty easily.”

“If things get heated, I’ll step out,” David reassured her. He unlocked the door and pushed it open, glancing inside. The low hum of a TV drifted from the den, and a warm glow spilled across the hallway. “I’ll go in first.”

“Hello?” he called out, giving plenty of warning before leading Emma into the room.

The moment he stepped into view, he saw Katie on the sofa with her head resting on Jack’s lap—both of them fully dressed, but close enough to make his stomach twist. Neither Jack nor Katie looked up. They didn’t acknowledge them at all.

David walked farther in, eyes flicking to the TV. A boxing match was playing—something he knew both Jack and Katie hated. “You’re not seriously watching this, are you?”

“Let me get coffee,” Emma said softly, peeking around him.

Jack didn’t move his eyes from the screen. “Do you want coffee, Katie?”

“No. I’m going to bed,” she said sharply.

She sat up, turned, and kissed Jack—slow, deliberate—before standing. Without even glancing at her husband, she reached for Jack’s hand and pulled him up. The dismissal was unmistakable.

David stared after her, stunned. When he turned back, Emma gave him a small wave, silently telling him to follow Katie upstairs.

Then she stepped closer to Jack’s abandoned spot on the sofa. “Shall we go home?” she asked quietly.

Jack finally looked at her, his expression unreadable. “That depends.”

“Depends on what?” she asked, meeting his eyes without flinching.

“You know exactly what.”

“Not here,” she said, rising from the sofa. “Let’s go home.”

*

Katie spent nearly ten minutes in the bathroom, long enough for the silence in the bedroom to feel heavy and awkward. When she finally walked in, she was wearing her cotton pajamas—the least provocative thing she owned—which told David everything about her mood before she even spoke. He was lying on his side pretending to be asleep, but the moment the mattress dipped under her weight, he knew she could tell he wasn’t.

She reached over him, switched off the lamp, and settled beneath the covers. For several long minutes, neither of them moved. They both stared into the dark, listening to each other breathe, neither willing to break the thick tension between them.

Eventually David exhaled. “I guess today got a bit out of hand.”

She didn’t respond.

After another pause, he asked quietly, “Did you actually do it?”

“Did you?” she shot back.

“Define do it.”

“Oh, come on, David.” Her voice was low but sharp. “It. Did you fuck Emma?”

“No,” he said immediately, almost too fast. “We… we got close. Really close. But we both thought about you and Jack.” His voice softened. “We stopped.”

“Good,” she murmured, and for the first time that night, she smiled. She rolled onto her side, facing away from him.

David pushed himself up slightly. “Wait—hang on. You need to tell me.”

“We didn’t do it either,” she said, still smiling, her voice warm but tired. “We stopped too.”

Silence settled over them again, but this time it felt different—calmer, softer, like they were both letting out a breath they’d been holding all night.

After a minute, David whispered, “I love you, Katie.”

She reached back and found his hand under the covers, giving it a gentle squeeze. “I love you too.”

*

“I don’t fucking believe you,” Jack snapped the moment Emma told him they’d stopped short of going all the way.

“Oh, that’s great, Jack,” she fired back, anger and disbelief mixing in her voice. “You’re the one who started fooling around behind my back, and now you’re calling me a liar? I’m telling you the truth. We didn’t do it. We didn’t actually fuck—even though, yes, we both wanted to.”

Jack pulled the car into the garage, the tires crunching softly on the concrete. He hit the button to close the door, shut off the engine, and let the silence hang for a moment before he spoke. “We didn’t either,” he said quietly. “We got close… really close. But we didn’t go all the way.”

Emma’s expression softened a little. “So… what now?” she asked, reaching over to take his hand, her fingers curling gently between his.

“I don’t know,” he admitted. “I think we need to take some time. Just… think about what we’re doing. What do you want?”

Emma looked down at their joined hands before meeting his eyes again. “I think you’re right. We need time—real time—to figure this out. Because if we take that next step… we can’t take it back.”

*

Neither couple said a word about it the next day. It was as if everyone had silently agreed to pretend the night before hadn’t happened. They each slipped back into their normal Sunday routines, doing their best to act like everything was fine.

Jack was still half-asleep when Emma shook his arm. “I’m going to church.”

He blinked up at her, confused. “Wha… what? Church? When was the last time you even went to church?”

“I know,” she said softly, offering no explanation as she turned and walked out of the room.

Across town, Katie was having almost the exact same conversation with David.

“If you don’t want to come, that’s fine,” she said as she grabbed her purse, “but don’t give me a hard time about it.”

“Katie, I’m sorry,” David said, setting down his spoon. “I know I started it with Emma. I know that made everything worse. But we didn’t do it, and you didn’t either. So nothing… actually happened.”

“Okay,” she said with a small frown. “I get that. None of us are saints. But we still crossed some lines, David.”

He finished his cereal quickly and stood. “Wait for me—I’ll come with you.”

“I’d rather go alone,” she said, her tone firm.

He sank back into his chair as she walked out, watching her leave without looking back.

*

Emma didn’t notice Katie a few rows ahead of her until everyone stood to sing. When she did, the realization hit immediately—Katie was alone too. No David. No Jack. Just two women trying to breathe through the weight of last night.

As soon as the service ended, Emma hurried outside, scanning the parking lot until she spotted Katie’s car. When Katie approached, eyes down, Emma stepped to the passenger side and said softly but firmly, “Open up. We need to talk.”

Inside the car, they both glanced around the lot, making sure no one was close enough to see them fall apart. But Katie broke first—her breath hitched, her face crumpled, and tears spilled before she could stop them. Emma sat stiffly for a moment, trying to swallow the burning in her own chest. She took a deep drag from her strawberry vape, hoping the sharp sweetness would distract her… but it didn’t. Seconds later, she gave in and started crying too.

Katie pulled herself together first. She reached across the console, wrapped an arm around Emma, and held her tight. “How did we screw this up so bad?”

“I don’t know,” Emma whispered, wiping her eyes with the back of her hand. “I love David so much… and I love you. Jack does too. None of us wanted this.”

“We love you guys just as much,” Katie said, voice thick. “God, what are we going to do? I don’t want our friendship to blow up over this.”

They sat quietly as the last churchgoers drifted past the car. Then Emma drew in a shaky breath.

“I know it’s what got us into this mess,” she said carefully, “but… I don’t want to stop either. I mean… stop being with David.” She closed her eyes, bracing for anger.

Instead, Katie let out an unexpected laugh—wet and exhausted, but real. She wiped a few tears from her cheeks. “I’m sorry, babe. I’m not laughing at you. I’m laughing because I feel the exact same way. I was never upset about you being with David. I just hated the way it happened. It felt like… we weren’t together in it. Like we weren’t all involved.”

Emma’s shoulders loosened for the first time that morning. “You’re right,” she said with a small smile. “So what do we do now?”

*

David sat on the couch in nothing but his boxers, half-watching the weekend football highlights as his mind drifted in and out of the images on the screen. He was genuinely relieved that none of them had crossed the final line—but the heaviness between the four of them still sat like a weight on his chest. The tension, the uncertainty, the way last night hovered over everything… it was all getting to him. He stood to grab another beer when a knock hit the door.

He opened it to find Jack standing there.

“Hey man, can I come in?”

“Sure,” David said, stepping back without a thought about his state of undress. At this point, modesty was pointless—Jack had already seen every inch of him. “Guess you skipped church too.”

“Yeah,” Jack said with a tired huff. “Didn’t sleep much.”

“Wild night with Emma?”

Jack let out a crooked smile. “Not even close.”

They headed to the living room. David handed him a beer and Jack cracked it open before holding it out.

“To friendship.”

“To strange friendships,” David said, tapping their cans together. They both drank deeply, letting the cold hit their throats before exhaling.

“So… what now, my good friend?” David asked.

Jack sank into the sofa. “I think that might be up to the girls. If we stop this whole… swapping thing now, I honestly don’t know if I can see Katie the same way. It won’t just go back to normal. I don’t think she can just be a friend again without me picturing her naked.”

“I totally get that,” David said. “Same here. And I think the only way forward is to just… go for it. We all obviously want this. And I know Emma still loves you.”

Jack lifted his beer again and tapped David’s. “And Katie still loves you.”

David nodded slowly. “So I guess what we’re saying is… the only way this works is if we actually do it. Fully. We stop holding back and swap completely.”

“That’s the way I see it,” David said, grinning at the insanity of it all.

Across town, in the church parking lot, Emma leaned against her car beside Katie. Their vehicles were the last two left.

“Sex lately has been the best it’s ever been,” Emma admitted, her eyes still red but her smile softening.

“And if we stop now,” Katie said, watching the preacher lock the doors, “we’ll always wonder what it could’ve been.” She sighed. “I know I should feel guilty for wanting another man… but I don’t.”

“I don’t either,” Emma admitted. “As long as we’re honest and we all agree, it isn’t wrong. It’s just… different.”

“Right. But we have to do it together,” Katie said firmly. “No more drifting off in pairs. No more secrets. If we’re in, we’re all in.”

Emma nodded. “But do you think the boys will agree? Like… to actually go all the way?”

Emma gave a little smirk. “Well, there’s one way to find out.”

She nudged Katie playfully. “Why don’t we stop and get some popcorn on the way home.”

David shot up from the sofa when he heard two car doors slam outside. He hurried to the window like a teenager caught doing something wrong, peeking through the blinds just in time to see Emma and Katie walking up the path. “They’re both here,” he said, heart thudding. For a second he considered grabbing a pair of pants—but then he shrugged and stayed in just his boxers. After everything they’d seen of each other, modesty felt pointless.

When the door opened, he was back on the sofa, sitting only a few feet from Jack, trying to look relaxed even though neither of them felt it.

“Oh, good,” Katie said the moment she stepped inside. “We’re glad you’re both here. Emma and I have been talking… and we figured out there’s really only one solution to all of this.”

Jack’s eyes flicked to her outfit—short dress, low-cut top, her hair still slightly tousled from crying earlier. “We’ve been talking too,” he said, his voice low.

“So,” David said, glancing at Emma’s long bare legs as she moved closer, “who goes first?”

Emma leaned toward Katie and whispered something that made Katie giggle like a conspiratorial schoolgirl. “I’ll tell Jack,” Katie said, “and Emma will tell David. Both of you—stand up.”

They didn’t hesitate. David jumped to his feet; Jack rose right behind him.

As Emma crossed the room toward David, he braced for the worst. He half-expected her to say it was over, that they needed boundaries, that last night had gone too far. But when she reached him, she rose onto her toes, her lips brushing the shell of his ear as she whispered, warm and steady, “I want you to fuck me.”

Before he could respond, her mouth was on his—soft at first, then deeper, her tongue sliding into his as she grabbed the back of his neck and pulled him into her.

Katie watched Jack’s expression shift from confusion to disbelief as he heard Emma whisper to David… and then she stepped toward her own husband, leaning in with a slow smile. She brought her lips to Jack’s ear and whispered the exact same words. “I want you to fuck me.” Her hand gently turned his face toward hers, and then she kissed him—open-mouthed, hungry, gripping his jaw as if claiming him.

For the next few minutes, the room filled with nothing but kissing and breathless sounds. Hands slid over breasts, cupped asses, slipped between thighs. The air thickened with heat and something deeper—relief, excitement, a shared inevitability.

Then Katie pulled back, breathless, her lips swollen. She pressed her hand against Jack’s chest, stopping him before he pushed too far too fast.

“You two,” she said, nodding at Emma and David with a wicked little smile, “should go downstairs and get the basement ready.”

David slid his hand under Emma’s dress and cupped her nearly bare ass, his thumb brushing the edge of her panties. “Oh, it’s ready,” he murmured against her neck.

Emma gave him a slow, wicked smile. “We think it’ll be much better if you two take the mattresses off the sofa beds and put them together on the floor.”

“Wall-to-wall sex,” Jack chuckled under his breath.

Emma arched an eyebrow. “We’ll see how much you boys are actually up for it.” Her hand dipped into David’s boxers, her fingers curling around his hard cock, squeezing just enough to make him groan. “Now go get it set up before we can’t control ourselves and end up fucking you both right here.”

“Let’s go,” Jack said, grabbing David by the arm and pulling him toward the basement door.

Downstairs, adrenaline pushing them forward, they hurried to pull out both sofa beds. The metal frames clattered as they unfolded them, dragging the mattresses onto the floor and nudging them together.

“Leave the sheets on,” David said, breathing hard.

He dropped onto one sofa, his cock jutting out of his boxers, impossible to hide. Jack stripped down to everything but his underwear and sat across from him, tension buzzing between them.

“Should we turn on the TV?” Jack asked.

“Yes,” came Emma’s voice from the stairs.

They both turned.

Emma stepped into the room wearing only a thin, sheer nightgown Katie had lent her. The fabric barely hid anything—her dark nipples pressed against the material, and the soft triangle of her ginger hair was visible in the light. She moved with a slow, confident sway, completely unselfconscious.

Right behind her, Katie appeared in an identical nightie, her perky breasts outlined clearly through the see-through fabric, her hips moving with deliberate ease as she descended the last step and stepped into the light beside Emma.

Both women stood there, nearly naked, watching the men with the kind of anticipation that made the air feel suddenly too warm.

The four of them stood side by side, the two men beside their own wives, all of them staring at the makeshift bed on the floor. There was no mistaking what they were about to do. This wasn’t going to be a quick, reckless moment. They were about to touch, kiss, taste, and fuck for hours.

“I want to start with my husband,” Emma said, her voice calm but trembling with anticipation. She took Jack’s hand and guided him down onto the soft padding. Beside them, Katie pulled David down with her, mirroring their movements.

“Holy fuck, babe… you’re so hard,” Emma whispered as she wrapped her fingers around Jack’s thick cock, which strained against the fabric of his boxers. She stroked him slowly, deliberately, then leaned in to suck gently on his earlobe. “And soon, this thick cock of yours is going to be inside my best friend.”

Jack let out a deep moan, his cock twitching in her hand. He looked over Emma’s body just in time to see David sliding Katie’s nightgown off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Jack did the same to Emma, peeling the sheer fabric up and over her head until she was completely naked next to him.

“And David is going to fuck you in a minute,” Jack whispered, his voice rough with arousal. “I want to watch him push that long cock deep inside you. I want to see him bury those last inches in you. I want to see him go deeper than I ever have.”

Emma’s breath caught as the images he described flashed hot through her mind—David’s longer cock stretching her, sliding deep, filling her in ways she’d imagined but never experienced. “Ohhh…” she exhaled, her hips shifting involuntarily.

Across from them, David’s voice was tight. “I don’t want to cum too fast,” he said to Katie, though his cock throbbed in her hand as she stroked him slowly, teasingly.

“You’re saving it for Emma, aren’t you?” she teased, her giggle turning into a gasp when his middle finger slipped between her swollen lips. Her legs opened wide, inviting more.

David circled her clit with practiced precision until Katie’s whole body trembled under his touch. “I think she’s ready for you, Jack,” he said, nodding toward Emma.

Jack turned to his wife.

“Go for it,” Emma giggled, her cheeks flushed, her thighs parting in anticipation.

David moved away and gave Jack the space to slide between his wife's open thighs. Katie’s body seemed to welcome him before he even touched her, her pussy glistening, soft and swollen from everything that had led to this moment. Both men could see how ready she was for him, the shine of her arousal catching the low light as she breathed in sharply.

"Please," Katie whispered, her voice shaking as she reached for the cock nudging against her entrance. Her fingers curled over Jack’s shoulders, pulling him down toward her as if her body couldn’t wait another second. His hips shifted, slow and controlled, until the thick, warm head of his cock pushed just barely inside her wet opening. All four of them stared as that first inch sank into her, Katie’s lips parting around him with a soft wet sound.

“Oh my fucking god,” she gasped when he kept going. The thickness of him forced her open in slow, stretching waves. Her thighs trembled around his waist, and drops of sweat fell from his forehead onto her collarbone as he eased his way deeper, steady, relentless.

"He's almost all the way inside," Emma murmured. She had eased herself onto her back beside them, pulling David down between her legs. Her calves brushed his sides as she wrapped her legs around his waist and guided him in. Her attention slipped quickly from Jack and Katie once David’s cock pressed into her, the familiar first push making her arch beneath him.

Katie couldn’t see the exact moment her husband disappeared into Emma, but she could see Emma’s reaction—the widening eyes, the sudden breathless noise she made as David slid deeper than Jack ever could.

"Oh my god, it's so fucking big," Emma moaned, her head tipping back, her voice breaking into a gasp. “God, it’s filling me like nothing ever has.”

Katie wanted to answer, wanted to throw something back, wanted to tell Emma that Jack’s cock was stretching her so much she could barely think. But all that escaped her were frantic little breaths. Jack had finally found his rhythm inside her, thrusting with a controlled urgency that made her nails press into his skin. Every push sent a new wave of pressure spiraling through her, tightening her chest, stealing her words.

Jack tried to keep himself steady, tried to last, tried to let David be the first to lose control. He felt Katie gripping him, felt how close she already was, and forced himself to look away for a second—only to see Emma’s ankles locked tight behind David’s back. He heard the thick, wet sounds of David’s cock driving into her, deeper than anyone had ever reached, the hard smack of his hips against her soaked pussy carrying across the room as both couples lost themselves to the moment.

None of them had any real sense of time anymore. The whole room felt suspended in heat and motion, breaths and bodies tangled so completely that the clock might as well have stopped ticking the moment they touched each other. The air was thick with the sound of skin meeting skin, the rhythm of shifting weight on the mattress, the low, urgent breaths that filled the space like another layer of heat. Every movement stretched out the moment until it felt endless, even though only a few breathless minutes had passed before Emma dragged David’s mouth down to hers, catching his lips in a desperate, urgent kiss that trapped her own rising cries against him.

Katie’s voice broke through the haze like electricity snapping across the room. “Oh fuck!” she gasped, her tone already shaking with pleasure. “Yes—yes, that’s it. Fuck me, Jack. Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop fucking me.”

Jack looked down at her and felt something inside him almost buckle. Her perky tits bounced wildly with every hard, driving thrust; sweat rolled in tiny beads down her sternum, glistening against her flushed skin. Strands of her hair were plastered to her cheeks and forehead, but nothing about her looked messy—she looked alive in a way that made his chest tighten. Her whole body kept arching up to him, pulling him deeper each time, as though she needed every inch of him to ground the pleasure ripping through her.

He could feel her getting closer. Her breathing had changed—those breathy gasps breaking into uneven, high-pitched whimpers. Her hands were everywhere, sliding up his back, curling over his shoulders, gripping his arms like she couldn’t get enough. Then her thighs clamped around his hips, squeezing hard, her body lifting to meet his in frantic, desperate rhythm.

Jack gritted his teeth, driving harder, faster, his hips slamming into her with an intensity that surprised even him. He felt her nails suddenly drag down his lower back, sharp enough to send a jolt through him, and then dig into his ass to pull him even deeper.

“Yes! Oh fuck! Oh—fuck, now! Now! Yes, I’m going to cum!”

Her voice cracked on the last word. The desperation in it sent a rush of heat straight up his spine. He kept thrusting as hard as he could, holding her hips steady as her orgasm tore through her. Katie’s whole body shook beneath him, uncontrolled and beautiful, her cries dissolving into broken whimpers and gasps as her pussy clenched around him in rapid, tight spasms. Her hands fisted in the sheets, her toes curled, her head tossing back against the pillow as the climax crashed through her in violent waves.

He felt every shudder of it. Every squeeze. Every desperate pull of her body trying to drag him deeper into the pleasure with her. Even after the tension finally broke, he could feel the aftershocks fluttering around his cock, little tremors that made his own control slip dangerously.

A minute or two later, when she finally sagged back against the sheets, her chest rising and falling in fast, uneven breaths, he thought the moment had settled. Her legs loosened around him, her grip softened, her eyes fluttered open just long enough for him to see the dazed, blissed-out warmth in them.

But then her body suddenly tightened again, fast and sharp enough to make him freeze mid-thrust. Her thighs clenched around him, her spine arched off the mattress, her eyes squeezing shut as though she was fighting something she couldn’t hold off.

Jack stared, stunned. Her hands scrambled for the sheets again, bunching them up in white-knuckled fists. Her breath stuttered out in frantic, uneven bursts. He had heard about multiple orgasms—had teased her about them during late-night conversations, half joking, half imagining—but he had never actually witnessed it. Not like this. Not with her.

She wasn’t building. She was already falling apart again.

Jack felt his own orgasm surge dangerously close, almost overwhelming, but he forced himself to hold on—just long enough to feel her pussy clamp down tight around him once more, gripping his cock with a fierce, trembling squeeze as another crashing orgasm ripped through her all over again.

"Holy fuck! Again! Again! Oh yes—again, Jack… I’m cumming again!"
Katie’s scream tore across the room, raw and breathless, and Emma felt the sound hit her like a shock straight to her core. Watching her friend unravel like that—watching her lose control—sent a desperate, aching need through Emma’s whole body.

She clung to David, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, her voice shaking, “That’s it… do it… fuck me…” It wasn’t loud, but it carried all the urgency she was fighting to hold back. She was right on the edge—so close she could barely breathe.

But David wasn’t ready to let her fall. He wanted to feel every second of her building. He glanced over at Jack and Katie just as their own orgasms finally eased, and then he turned back to Emma with a slow, deliberate push of his cock, sliding deeper into her with a control that made her toes curl. He lifted her ankles, guiding them up onto his shoulders, opening her wider and lifting her hips so he could sink into her with an angle that made her gasp out loud.

The shift was almost too much—every inch of him driving into the deepest part of her, his rhythm unhurried and devastatingly precise.

Jack’s breath caught in his throat as he looked over at them. A sharp surge of jealousy hit him—hot, unexpected, impossible to ignore. Emma’s face… he had never seen her like that. Not with him. Her mouth opened in a silent cry, her eyes squeezing shut, her neck straining so hard the veins stood out along her skin. Sweat glistened across her breasts, sliding down her stomach, her whole body shaking as she clung to David’s slow, powerful thrusts.

“Tell me what you want, Emma,” David murmured against her skin.

Her eyes opened, glassy and wild. “You know what I want.”

And he did. Every time he pushed into her with her legs braced on his shoulders, she felt like she was being speared straight into the mattress, his cock hitting a place inside her that made her gasp like she couldn’t get air. It felt like he was pushing up into her throat, stretching her in ways she had never imagined.

“You want it deeper?” he whispered, teasing the edge of her need.

“Yes,” she breathed immediately—then louder, broken, desperate. “Yes, I want it deeper. I want all of your big cock. Give me all of your huge cock, fuck me, fuck me, put that massive cock in me. God, I want all eight inches of it in me. Fill me up like I’ve never been filled up before!”

David grinned the moment the words left her mouth—raw, unfiltered, hungry. It lit something in him. He tightened his grip on her thighs and began to move with a slow, deliberate stroke that made Emma’s breath catch. Then he quickened just slightly… then a little more… each thrust landing deeper, heavier, pushing her open around him until she was gasping with every movement. The pace kept building, controlled at first, then steadily losing that control as the heat between them overwhelmed everything else.

Their breath tangled. Their bodies slapped together in a fast, desperate rhythm. The pleasure hit hard and fast, swallowing them both.

“I’m cumming, baby!!” David choked out, his voice rough and strained. “Can you feel it?”

“Oh fuck yes… oh my god, yes… holy fuck, I can feel it… oh my god—yes—me too… me too, I’m cumming on your huge cock too!!” Emma wailed, her voice breaking into high, helpless cries.

Her body folded nearly in half beneath him, her feet pressed up almost beside her head as David held her open and pounded into her. His cock slammed deep with every thrust, long and hard and merciless, bouncing in and out of her tight little pussy as her entire body shook uncontrollably. She was gripping the sheets, her back arching off the mattress, every muscle taut with pleasure that bordered on painful.

“Oh fuck… oh fuck—” David moaned, his voice cracking as the climax tore through him. His hips jerked once, twice, then drove deep as he started to cum hard inside her.


Just Two Couples

The two couples stayed in place, their bodies still connected, caught in that slow, heavy silence that follows something overwhelming. None of them spoke; they simply breathed through the aftershocks, skin still humming, hearts still beating too fast. It took almost fifteen minutes before anyone could move again, and when Katie finally shifted, she almost slid right off Jack and onto her back. The moment she did, his cum eased out of her warm, satisfied hole and trickled down her thigh.

As she rolled toward Emma and David, Katie reached out almost without thinking and cupped her friend’s left breast. Emma’s eyes snapped open, startled, her breath catching sharply as Katie’s palm settled over her soft skin. “Excuse me, babe, but that’s my boob.”

“I know,” Katie whispered. Her voice trembled, but not with fear. It was something more vulnerable, more exposed. “I’ve always wanted to see them properly… and I can’t, like… I’ve always kind of wanted to feel them.”

For a second, no one breathed at all.

Emma didn’t pull away. She didn’t even flinch. Instead, her nipple tightened instantly against Katie’s palm, hardening so fast that Katie felt the change under her hand. Emma’s cheeks flushed a deep, stunned pink as if her own body had betrayed her before her mind could make sense of it. Her lips parted, but no sound came out. She just stared at Katie—confused, shocked, and undeniably aroused.

David leaned back slowly, trying to get a better angle without looking too eager, but he failed almost immediately. His wife’s nipple was standing up proudly in Katie’s hand, and his eyes were locked there. “Let me get off and get comfortable, and you can have a proper feel.”

“What?” Jack murmured, finally stirring from his satisfied haze. He blinked a few times, then froze as Katie slid off his now semi-hard cock. He propped himself against the sofa, eyes wide as he processed what he was actually seeing—Katie rolling Emma’s nipple gently between her fingers while Emma sat rigid and breathless, not stopping her, not questioning her, just letting it happen.

“If you keep that up, I think I'll be ready to go again pretty soon,” Jack chuckled, the sound low and strained with returning desire. When he glanced at David, the same thing was happening—David’s cock rising, thickening again, responding to the sight of the two women as if his body had been waiting for it.

“Well, whenever you're ready, so am I,” Katie giggled, her confidence growing with each second Emma didn’t pull away. She shifted up onto her hands and knees and pushed her shapely ass back toward Jack in a slow, tempting arc.

“Shit,” Jack breathed as her pink rose petals parted for him, glistening. A couple of minutes later he was behind her, ready to slide back into her warmth. By then Katie’s head had dipped forward, and her lips were wrapped around Emma’s right nipple. Emma still wasn’t saying much, and when Jack glanced at her expression—her eyes wide, her mouth parted, her breathing shallow—he could see she was completely shocked by the whole situation. He’d spent years trying to get her to show even the slightest interest in other women, eventually accepting she was as straight as they came. Yet here she was, sitting upright, letting her friend suck her tits.

"What about me?" David moaned, almost complaining as he saw the other three losing themselves in each other, his voice edged with frustration and need. He had just watched Katie’s mouth on Emma’s nipple, Jack kneeling behind her, the whole scene pulsing with heat, and his own cock throbbed with a kind of urgency he hadn’t felt in years.

"Well, bring that big cock over here," Emma said with a slow, teasing smile he didn’t expect from her—not here, not like this. Her lips were still swollen from Katie’s mouth, her chest rising and falling too fast, and when she licked her lips, it was almost instinctive, like she was chasing a taste she didn’t want to lose.

David stepped closer, the air between them thick with sweat and sex. Emma felt the heat of his body before she even looked up. When she finally did, his cock was right there, inches from her face, heavy and almost fully hard. The sight of it made her throat tighten. She’d seen him naked before, obviously, but never this close, never from this angle, never while her own body was still buzzing from another woman’s mouth.

Her breath brushed his skin, and David shivered. She could feel it—his reaction, his need—and that only made her lean in more. Everything around her felt sharpened: the faint smell of Katie’s arousal still on her fingers, the taste of her own nipple on her lips, the lingering warmth from Katie’s mouth, Jack’s low moans behind her. Every sense fought for space in her head.

David’s thick cock twitched right in front of her mouth, and the sound he made—half plea, half gasp—sent a warm ripple straight through her pelvis. She surprised herself with how much she wanted to touch him, taste him, take control of the moment.

Tentatively, she let her lips part. Her breath fanned over the head of his cock, and David’s stomach tightened. Emma didn’t look away. She held his gaze for a heartbeat, maybe two, as if asking herself silently whether she was really doing this.

Then she leaned forward, closing the last inch between them, and wrapped her mouth around the head of his long cock. The soft heat of him pressed against her tongue, and she let out a small, surprised hum at the taste. She adjusted her lips around him, sealing them slowly, and began a slow, sensual sucking, letting her tongue explore the ridge beneath the head in small, deliberate circles—discovering him, discovering herself, and losing any last trace of hesitation as her mouth slid deeper.

Jack had the best view of everything in the group as he watched what was unfolding. From where he knelt behind Katie, it felt like every fantasy he’d ever half-joked about was suddenly alive in front of him. He couldn’t stop smiling, struggling to process the sheer insanity of it all. The four of them were completely naked, tangled together in a way he never imagined possible: he was fucking his neighbor from behind while she sucked his wife’s tits… and his pretty redhead wife was on her knees giving head to their neighbor. “Why didn’t we start this a lot sooner?” he asked, half laughing, half breathless.

David looked over at him, eyes glazed with pleasure, and gave him the unmistakable look of a man who knew he’d reached some kind of sexual peak. A silent it really doesn’t get any better than this. Emma’s head was bobbing up and down on his cock, her red hair falling over her shoulders as she struggled to take as much of his length as her mouth would allow. David’s hands hovered by her jaw, not pushing, just savoring the sight of her trying so eagerly.

As Katie rested on all fours, taking Jack’s cock for the second time, she let herself fully compare him to David now that she had both experiences in her body. It was obvious Jack wasn’t as long—almost no one would be—but that extra thickness… god. She felt her pussy stretching around him in a way that made her shiver. Doggie style had never been her favorite position; usually it did nothing for her except tire out her arms. But right now, with Jack’s thicker cock filling her so deeply, everything felt different. Better. Stronger. Or maybe it was the stiff, bullet-hard nipple she was sucking, Emma’s nipple, that was making her body react more than usual.

Katie didn’t even realize her hand had begun to wander until it was already sliding down the soft curves of Emma’s stomach. Her mind was too fogged with sensations—Jack’s rhythmic thrusts, Emma’s nipple between her lips, David’s gasps, the heat in the room—to notice what her fingers were doing until they brushed against Emma’s little ginger bush. A second later, her fingertips were parting her friend’s dripping slit.

Emma’s moan vibrated around David’s cock the instant Katie touched her clit. She didn’t sit up or pull away; instead she pushed her hips forward, meeting Katie’s hand as if her body had been waiting for exactly that touch. David groaned, feeling the sudden jolt of vibration from Emma’s throat, while Jack watched the whole thing happen inches away.

“Holy fuck, dude, she’s fingering her,” Jack announced, stunned. From his angle he had a clear, intimate, almost face-to-face view of Katie’s fingers working over Emma’s slick, swollen clit—two women he knew so well suddenly touching each other like they’d done it for years.

The basement was a haze of heat and breath and skin. Jack was still buried deep in Katie, trying to keep some semblance of control, when David’s voice cracked like a whip.

“Emma… fuck… I’m close. I’m really fucking close.”

Emma’s answer wasn’t words. It was the way her lips sealed tighter around him, the way her eyes, bright, defiant, and locked on David’s, said don’t you dare pull out. Jack felt the moment like a physical blow. His wife, his sweet, reserved wife, was on her knees, taking another man’s cock down her throat like she’d been born for it.

David’s hips jerked once, twice, and then he lost it.

“Fuck, yes… cumming!” he roared.

The first thick rope hit the back of Emma’s throat and she swallowed hard, throat working, eyes fluttering. The second spurt followed so fast she managed it too, a soft, greedy hum vibrating around David’s shaft. But David wasn’t done. Not even close.

The third pulse flooded her mouth faster than she could swallow. The fourth overflowed instantly. Thick, hot cum spilled past her lips, sliding down her chin in slow, obscene rivulets, dripping onto her heaving breasts in glossy white streaks. She tried, God, she tried, to keep up, swallowing frantically, but there was simply too much. Another heavy spurt escaped the corner of her mouth and hung there for a heartbeat before falling.

Emma’s eyes went wide, stunned and dazed, mascara already smudged from earlier. She pulled off with a wet gasp, coughing once, cum still dripping from her swollen lips and chin, coating her neck and tits in shiny ropes.

Katie, bent over in front of Jack, ass in the air, pussy stretched tight around his cock, suddenly burst out laughing, a bright, breathless, delighted sound that cut straight through the room.

“Oh my God, Emma!” she wheezed, wiping tears of laughter from her eyes even as Jack kept thrusting into her. “Welcome to the David experience! That’s exactly why I never swallow. The man produces like a fucking fire hose!”

David, still half-hard and shaking, managed a sheepish, wrecked grin. “Sorry… I did try to warn her.”

Emma blinked, looked down at the mess painting her chest, then back up at Katie. A slow, wicked smile spread across her cum-slick lips. She dragged one finger through the puddle on her breast, brought it to her mouth, and licked it clean without breaking eye contact.

“Worth it,” she said hoarsely, voice raw, utterly unashamed.

Jack’s brain short-circuited all over again.

That single word, combined with the sight of his wife painted in another man’s load and grinning like she’d just won the lottery, detonated inside him. His hips slammed forward one last time, burying himself to the root in Katie as he came with a guttural shout, harder than he thought possible, every pulse ripped out of him by the sheer, impossible eroticism of what he’d just witnessed.

When he finally collapsed forward, forehead pressed between Katie’s shoulder blades, panting like he’d run a marathon, he could still hear Katie giggling and Emma’s low, satisfied laugh joining in.

His sweet, vanilla wife was gone.

And the woman wearing her skin now, covered in cum, laughing, and looking like pure sex, was the most terrifyingly perfect thing he’d ever seen.


Aftermath

David and Jack collapsed onto their backs almost in unison, chests heaving, cocks slick and rapidly softening against their thighs. The room still echoed with their ragged breathing and the faint wet sounds of the last few thrusts. Both men stared blankly at the ceiling, dazed, spent, and utterly convinced they had just delivered the performance of their lives.

They didn’t notice the women exchange a quick, loaded glance.

Emma’s thighs were trembling. Her pussy throbbed, swollen and aching, still fluttering around nothing. Katie wasn’t faring any better; her clit felt like it was on fire, every heartbeat sending a fresh pulse of need between her legs. Neither of them had come the second time around. The guys had raced each other to the finish line and crossed it triumphantly, leaving the girls stranded on the edge, wound tight and desperate.

Emma sat up first, red hair sticking to her damp forehead. Her gaze dropped to Jack’s limp cock, glistening with Katie’s juices, already shrinking against his thigh. Then she looked over at David—same story. Thick, spent, and very clearly done for the moment.

Katie followed her eyes and let out a soft, incredulous laugh under her breath.

“Seriously?” she whispered, half amused, half exasperated. “That’s it? They’re both… out of commission?”

Emma bit her lip, a wicked little spark lighting in her green eyes as she took in the two very satisfied, very useless cocks on display. “Looks like it,” she murmured, voice husky with unspent arousal. “Guess they forgot someone still needs to finish.”

Katie pushed herself up on her elbows, thighs rubbing restlessly together. “I’m so fucking close it hurts,” she admitted, glancing at Emma with a grin that was equal parts frustration and mischief. “And apparently these two just fired their last bullets for the night.”

David managed a weak, sheepish chuckle from the floor. “Give us… twenty minutes?”

“Twenty minutes?” Katie echoed, arching a brow. “Baby, I’ll explode in five.”

Emma was already on her feet, every movement making her slick, neglected pussy clench again. She reached down and offered Katie a hand. “Come on,” she said, voice low and decisive. “Shower. Now.”

Katie took the hand without hesitation, letting Emma pull her up. As they stepped over the exhausted men, both women paused for one last, deliberate look at the two rapidly softening cocks that had just failed them so spectacularly.

Emma shook her head, laughing softly. “Enjoy your nap, boys.”

Katie blew them a mocking kiss. “We’ll handle the rest ourselves.”

The bathroom door clicked shut upstairs a moment later, and the sudden hiss of the shower drowned out Jack’s faint, stunned, “Did we just get left high and dry?”

David could only manage a breathless laugh. “Pretty sure we’re the ones who went dry, man.”

The shower was a haze of steam and slick skin, water pounding down like a heartbeat. Emma’s soapy hands slid over Katie’s back in slow, reverent strokes until she reached the curve where spine met ass. There she paused, trembling.

“I’m really not sure what to do,” Emma whispered, voice barely audible over the spray.

Katie glanced back, eyes heavy-lidded and wicked. “Oh, I think you know exactly what to do.”

She widened her stance, palms flat against the tile, back arching, offering everything. Water poured down the cleft of her ass, over lips still swollen and glistening with Jack’s cum. Emma’s breath caught; then her hand followed the water, fingers sliding down, parting Katie gently, until one finger slipped inside that hot, cum-slick heat.

Katie moaned, low and filthy. “Oh my God… softer… fuck, that feels incredible.”

Emma added a second finger, curling slow, marveling at how easily Katie took her, how different it felt from any cock, tighter, wetter, alive in a way that made her own pussy clench hard around nothing.

Katie’s hips rolled back greedily. Emma pressed closer, breasts flush to Katie’s back, lips at her ear. “Tell me if you want me to stop.”

“Don’t you fucking stop.”

Emma passed the soap forward. Katie took it with a grin, spun around, and suddenly they were chest to chest, water streaming between their breasts. Katie’s soapy fingers found Emma’s ginger curls without hesitation, parting slick folds, sliding through the mess Jack and David had left behind. Emma’s knees buckled; she had to grab Katie’s shoulders to stay upright.

Their mouths crashed together, open, hungry, tongues tangling as fingers found rhythm. Katie circled Emma’s clit in tight, perfect strokes; Emma thrust two fingers deep into Katie, thumb grinding her clit until Katie’s thighs started shaking.

The door rattled hard.

“Hey! Let us in!” Jack shouted, voice thick with renewed lust.

Emma broke the kiss just long enough to yell back, breathless and laughing, “No! Girls-only time!”

“Please, babe, I’m already hard again,” David groaned through the wood.

Emma and Katie locked eyes, grinning like devils.

“Twenty minutes!” Emma called, words fracturing into a gasp as Katie crooked her fingers and hit the exact spot that made Emma see stars. “We’ll, fuck, we’ll be downstairs!”

“And make us some popcorn!” Katie added, the sentence ending on a sharp moan as Emma’s thumb pressed harder.

Footsteps retreated. A pan clattered onto the stove downstairs.

Katie leaned her forehead against Emma’s, water pouring over them both.

“Twenty minutes?” she panted, hips jerking into Emma’s hand. “I’m not lasting five.”

Emma kissed her again, deep and filthy, fingers pumping faster, thumb relentless.

“Then don’t,” she growled against Katie’s lips. “Cum for me. Right fucking now.”

Katie’s whole body seized. She cried out into Emma’s mouth, pussy clamping down hard on Emma’s fingers, pulsing, flooding, cum and shower water mixing as she shook through the orgasm she’d been denied all night.

Emma was half a breath behind her, Katie’s skilled fingers driving her over the edge with a broken moan, thighs clamping around Katie’s hand as she came just as hard, the two of them clinging to each other under the spray, laughing and shuddering and utterly, perfectly wrecked.

The kitchen smelled like butter and warm kernels. David shook the last of the popcorn into the big wooden bowl while Jack leaned against the counter, arms crossed, barefoot in his boxers, a stupid grin plastered across his face.

Jack started laughing again, low and incredulous.

“What the hell is so funny?” David asked, licking melted butter off his thumb.

Jack shook his head, still chuckling. “It’s just… we just spent the last two hours absolutely railing each other’s wives. Like, full-on, no-holds-barred, swapped and wrecked them. And now they’re upstairs naked in the shower, fingers deep in each other, moaning loud enough for the neighbors to hear… and here we are, two grown men in our underwear, making fucking popcorn like it’s movie night with the kids.”

David snorted, glanced toward the stairs where the faint sound of the shower and occasional breathy cry still drifted down. He dumped an extra pat of butter into the bowl just because.

“Yeah,” he said, grinning wide. “And I’m not even a little bit mad about it.”

Jack grabbed two beers from the fridge, twisted the caps off with his teeth, and handed one over. “You wanna pick a movie?”

David gave the bowl a shake, seasoning salt drifting down like snow. “Honestly? Doesn’t matter. We both know we’re not watching a single frame. The second those two walk down the stairs, the only thing getting watched is them.”

Jack clinked his bottle against David’s.

“To popcorn,” he said.

“And to the best goddamn Friday night of our lives,” David finished.

They took a long pull of their beers, listening to the muffled, unmistakable sound of Katie’s voice cracking into a high, desperate moan upstairs, followed immediately by Emma’s answering laugh-shudder.

Jack looked at the bowl, then at David, and they both started laughing again.

“Five more minutes,” David said, setting the bowl on the coffee table and flopping onto the couch, already half-hard again.

“Four,” Jack countered, dropping down beside him. “Tops.”

The shower roared around them, white noise and white heat. Steam clung to their skin like a second tongue.

Katie’s back was against the tile, one leg hitched up on the low ledge, giving Emma full access. Emma’s fingers slid through swollen, silky folds still slippery with Jack’s cum, circling Katie’s clit with a slow, deliberate pressure that made Katie’s breath stutter.

“Easy,” Katie hissed, half-laugh, half-moan. “I’m still sore… Jack’s cock is so fucking thick.” Then Emma pressed harder, two fingers sinking deep, curling right against that spot, and Katie’s protest melted into a broken, “Oh fuck, right there… don’t stop.”

Emma’s own thighs were trembling. Katie’s hand was between them, two fingers pumping steadily into Emma’s dripping pussy, thumb flicking her clit in tight, merciless circles. Water poured over their joined hands, over breasts pressed tight, nipples dragging with every ragged breath.

Their mouths brushed, open, sharing air.

“I’m so close,” Emma whispered against Katie’s earlobe, voice raw.

“Me too… fuck, me too.”

Katie’s fingers sped up, heel of her hand grinding against Emma’s mound. Emma matched the rhythm, curling deeper, thumb relentless on Katie’s swollen clit.

It hit them at the same second.

Emma came first, a deep, guttural moan tearing out of her as her pussy clamped down hard on Katie’s fingers. Her knees buckled; she had to grab Katie’s shoulders to stay upright, hips jerking helplessly, riding the waves while her cum mixed with the water running down their legs.

The sight, the feel of Emma shattering around her fingers, dragged Katie over the edge right behind her. She cried out, sharp and shocked, back arching hard against the tile as her pussy spasmed, pulsing around Emma’s fingers in fierce, milking contractions. Her whole body shook, thighs clamping around Emma’s hand like she never wanted to let go.

They clung to each other, panting, laughing breathlessly into each other’s necks while the aftershocks rolled through them in long, lazy pulses.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” Katie finally gasped, forehead pressed to Emma’s. “That was…”

“Ridiculous,” Emma finished, voice hoarse, grinning wide. “In the best way.”

They stayed like that another minute, letting the water rinse them clean, fingers still lazily stroking, drawing out the last shivers.

Eventually Katie reached for the taps. The sudden quiet felt huge.

She handed Emma a towel, eyes sparkling. “Think the boys are recovered yet?”

Emma wrapped the towel around herself, then dropped it again with a wicked smirk. “They’re probably sitting down there hard as steel imagining us on our knees for each other.”

Katie snorted. “Who said anything about knees?”

“Oh, next time,” Emma said, stepping close, voice low and teasing, “next time I get you in here, you are absolutely getting on your knees for me. That big, perfect ass in the air, my tongue—”

Katie cut her off with a laugh, swatting her with the towel. “Keep dreaming, straight girl. We both know I’d have you on your back in two seconds flat.”

Emma arched a brow. “Wanna bet?”

Katie just grinned, tied her robe loosely, and pushed the bathroom door open. Cool air rushed in, carrying the smell of fresh popcorn.

“Come on,” she said, barefoot, still flushed and glowing. “Let’s go find out how long two very motivated husbands can actually last when their wives just discovered a brand-new way to cum harder than they do.”

Emma followed, robe hanging open, hips swaying with every step.

The basement light flickered on as they descended the stairs, two silhouettes against the glow, both of them still trembling from the hardest orgasms of the night, and both already hungry for whatever came next.

The basement lights were low and golden, the air thick with buttered popcorn and the unmistakable scent of sex.

“Hey. Did you miss us?” Emma asked, voice husky from moaning in the shower. Jack’s grin was instant, wicked. “Get over here.”

The girls padded down the last steps barefoot, robes hanging open, skin still flushed and glowing from the water and each other. They slid onto the couches beside their husbands like it was the most natural thing in the world, Emma curling into Jack, Katie into David, and within seconds mouths were on mouths, deep, hungry kisses that tasted faintly of shower water and shared secrets.

Hands wandered. Tongues tangled. A minute stretched into two.

David finally broke away, breathing hard. “So… what exactly did you two do in that shower?”

Katie gave an innocent little shrug. “Nothing much. Just helped Emma wash all the hard-to-reach places. She returned the favor. I was a little sore.”

Emma smirked, trailing a finger down Jack’s chest. “Some spots needed extra attention.”

Jack’s cock was already pushing against his boxers; Emma palmed it lazily, feeling it swell under her touch. Across from them, Katie had David in the same state within seconds.

David reached to untie Katie’s robe and ease her back. She caught his wrists, stopped him cold.

“Hold on,” she said, eyes bright. “Emma and I have a plan.”

Emma stood, let her robe slip from her shoulders and pool at her feet. Completely naked, skin still pink from the shower, ginger curls damp and glistening, she walked to the mattresses in the center of the room and lay back like a queen claiming her throne, arms overhead, legs falling open wide, exposing every inch of her swollen, freshly satisfied pussy to the room.

“First round,” Katie announced, voice low and filthy, “you two are going to work together and make Emma cum so hard she forgets her own name.”

Silence. Two heartbeats of stunned, hungry staring.

“Well?” Katie prompted, arching a brow.

That single word snapped the spell.

“Oh, fuck yes,” David breathed, already moving.

He dropped to his knees at Emma’s right side, mouth latching onto her breast, tongue swirling around the hard nipple with practiced skill. Jack was half a second behind, claiming the left, sucking hard enough to make Emma’s back arch off the mattress on the very first pull.

Two mouths on her tits, two husbands worshipping her at once.

Emma’s head fell back, red hair spilling across the sheets, a low, broken moan escaping her throat as four hands started roaming: Jack’s sliding up her thigh, David’s tracing the curve of her waist, both of them growling against her skin like they’d been starving for this exact moment.

Katie settled back on the couch, legs crossed, robe hanging open, eyes glittering.

“Take your time, boys,” she said sweetly, popping a piece of popcorn into her mouth. “We’ve got all night… and then it’s my turn.”

Katie lounged on the couch like a queen on a throne, robe fallen open, one foot propped on the coffee table, fingers lazily circling her clit as she watched the show unfold.

On the mattresses, Emma was a vision: back arched, skin flushed, red hair wild against the sheets. David and Jack moved over her like they were starving, mouths on her breasts, hands everywhere, kissing, sucking, biting, licking. A tangle of male limbs and hungry mouths worshipping every inch of Emma’s curvy body. Katie’s breath hitched every time Emma moaned; the sound went straight between her legs.

She couldn’t stop smiling.

Just a few weeks ago they’d all been sitting right here, fully clothed, passing around a bowl of popcorn, laughing about ticket prices. Now that same bowl sat forgotten on the table while her husband and Jack devoured Emma like she was the main course. The speed of it was dizzying. Delicious.

Her fingers moved faster, dipping inside herself, spreading the slickness up over her clit. God, who else could they bring into this? The thought flashed bright and filthy behind her eyes: new bodies, new cocks, new mouths. She pictured the couple across the street, Dan’s tall, muscular frame, Amy’s wicked smile. A slow grin spread across Katie’s face.

Little did she know Emma was having the exact same fantasy at that very moment, lost in a haze of hands and tongues, already imagining fresh faces joining their little club.

If the guys had any spare brain cells left, they’d have been thinking it too. But right now David and Jack were far too busy drowning in Emma’s soft, heavy tits and the sounds she made when they sucked just right.

After what felt like forever and still not long enough, Emma pushed herself up, breathless and trembling.

“Need you inside me,” she rasped, eyes locked on David.

She swung a leg over his hips, straddling him, reaching down to line that long, familiar cock up with her soaked entrance. One slow, deliberate drop and he was buried to the hilt, stretching her open, making her gasp and shudder. David groaned, hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise.

Jack wasn’t about to be left out.

He moved in front of her, fist in her damp red hair, guiding her mouth down onto his thick cock without a word. Emma took him eagerly, lips stretching wide, a muffled moan vibrating around him as David started to move beneath her.

“Oh god,” she whimpered around Jack’s shaft, the words garbled and filthy. “So full… fuck…”

Sandwiched between her husband and her best friend’s husband, impaled at both ends, Emma’s eyes rolled back. The last time she’d been in this exact position, twenty-one, drunk on cheap vodka and adrenaline, two gorgeous basketball players taking turns on her in a dorm room, she’d sworn she’d never tell a soul.

She still wasn’t planning to tell Jack.

Not yet.

But the way he was watching her now, eyes dark, grip tightening in her hair as he fucked her mouth in slow, possessive strokes while David thrust up into her from below… maybe someday. Maybe when the time was right.

For now, she just closed her eyes and let the two men she loved most in the world use her exactly how she wanted, while the woman who’d just made her cum harder than ever watched from the couch and planned their next adventure.

The basement had gone quiet except for the low hum of the air-conditioner and the wet, rhythmic slap of skin on skin.

Emma was lost. David’s long cock speared up into her with every upward thrust of his hips, hitting spots Jack had never reached, while Jack stood in front of her, fist tangled in her damp red hair, feeding her every thick inch of him. Her moans were muffled around Jack’s shaft, vibrating through him each time David bottomed out. She could feel both men swelling, pulses racing, the tell-tale jerk and throb that meant the end was close.

David came first. He growled her name, hips snapping up hard, burying himself as deep as he could get. Emma felt the hot flood inside her, pulse after pulse, his cock jerking against her cervix while his fingers dug bruises into her hips. The sensation dragged a strangled cry from her throat, muffled by Jack’s cock, and that was all it took.

Jack’s grip tightened, holding her head still. “Fuck… Emma…” He unloaded with a guttural groan, thick ropes shooting straight down her throat. She swallowed greedily, throat working, eyes watering, until he had nothing left to give. Only then did he ease out, letting her gasp for air, cum and spit glistening on her swollen lips.

Emma collapsed forward onto David’s chest, trembling, pussy still fluttering around his softening cock, feeling his load slowly leaking out of her. Jack dropped to his knees beside them, breathing like he’d run a marathon, forehead pressed to her shoulder.

Silence. Four bodies slick with sweat, utterly spent.

Katie watched from the couch, robe long forgotten on the floor, fingers still lazily stroking herself. She pouted theatrically. “That’s it? You’re both done?” But the truth was her pussy ached in the best way, tender and swollen from Jack’s earlier pounding. Secretly, she was grateful for the break.

David laughed weakly. “Give us… ten minutes. Maybe fifteen.”

Emma slid off him with a wet sound, cum trickling down her thighs. She stood on shaky legs, grabbed a towel, and disappeared upstairs to clean up properly.

The guys hauled themselves up, pulled on boxers, and trudged to the kitchen for beers. The girls poured two generous glasses of red wine and padded barefoot out to the deck, the cool night air kissing their flushed skin.

Emma dug into her purse, pulled out the very last cigarette in the pack, and lit it with a soft click of the lighter. She inhaled deeply, eyes half-closed, the smoke curling lazily from her lips. Naked, glowing, utterly satisfied, she looked like some pagan goddess of sex and secrets.

Katie leaned against the railing beside her, sipping wine, gaze traveling shamelessly over Emma’s body: the heavy sway of her breasts, the dramatic curve from waist to hip, that magnificent ass. The urge to drop to her knees right there on the deck and bury her face between those thighs was almost overwhelming.

Instead she smiled, slow and filthy. “So… the new couple across the street. Dan and Amy. Think they like movies?”

Emma exhaled a long plume of smoke, the tip of the cigarette glowing orange in the dark. She didn’t answer right away. She was picturing Dan: six-foot-two, dark skin, shoulders that stretched his T-shirts, the easy, confident way he moved when he’d helped carry boxes the day they moved in. She pictured Amy too: tall, athletic, that knowing little smirk.

Emma took another slow drag, lips curving. “Oh, I really hope they like movies.”

They looked at each other and burst into quiet, conspiratorial laughter that carried on the warm night air. Emma stubbed the cigarette out, dropped the butt into an empty wine glass, and the two of them walked back inside, hips swaying, wine glasses in hand, bare feet silent on the hardwood.

In the den the opening credits of whatever random movie David had picked were already rolling, ignored by everyone. Jack and David sat on opposite couches, fresh beers sweating in their hands, cocks already stirring again at the sight of their wives strolling in naked and glowing.

Emma crawled straight into Jack’s lap, straddling him, letting him taste the smoke and wine and sex on her tongue. Katie curled up against David, nipping his ear, whispering something that made his eyes go wide and his cock jump against her thigh.

On screen, actors spoke lines no one heard.

In the room, four glasses clinked softly, four bodies tangled together again, and the credits rolled on to the next scene nobody planned to watch.

The popcorn bowl sat forgotten on the table.

The End.
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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.

When Friends Share: A Couple Discover So Much More To Their New Friendship 

As we cruised out of the marina, sun on my shoulders and my wife smiling beside me, I honestly thought this weekend was going to be simple—relaxing on a boat, meeting new friends, drinking a few cold beers. Nothing unusual. Nothing dangerous.

I had no idea how wrong I was.

Because the moment Beth and I stepped onto that yacht, something shifted. Maybe it was the heat. Maybe it was the way Kelly smiled at us. Or maybe it was the way Mark’s eyes lingered on my wife… longer than any man should.

I didn’t know it then, but everything was about to change.

I never expected to find myself standing there, frozen, watching my wife on her knees on the bow, her lips around another man’s cock—my mind screaming what are you doing, while my body whispered don’t you dare stop.

Of course, Kelly pressing her body against mine, her hand sliding lower, might have had something to do with that.

A little flirting on a boat? A few drinks? Letting our new friends get a bit close? That’s one thing.

But hearing my wife moan for another man… seeing her naked on that sun-soaked deck… watching Mark sink his big hard cock into her while she begged for more?

That’s not “a bit close.”
That’s crossing a line you can never uncross.

But the real surprise wasn’t how far Beth went.

It was how much I wanted to watch her go even further.

Some weekends change you.
Some friends stay with you.

And some friendships?
They take you somewhere you never imagined you'd go.

Open to New Ideas: A Couple's Journey Into Sharing

I never thought my marriage would take this turn.

When I met Ben, I thought I’d found the perfect husband—steady, loving, the kind of man who made every other guy fade into the background. We were supposed to be normal, just a couple growing older together. So how the hell did I end up here?

Here, on my back in a candlelit suite, Jordan’s thick black cock stretching me wide while Ben watches from the chair, stroking himself with eyes that burn. Here, where jealousy and arousal twist together until I can’t tell if I want to cry or cum harder than I ever have. Here, where every vow I thought I’d never break has already shattered.

What started with Chloe’s break-room confession has turned into a wild, unstoppable ride—partner swapping, secrets, and pleasures I never imagined I’d crave. Each thrust pulls me deeper, each moan leaves me more conflicted… and more hooked.

I used to think I knew what love and loyalty meant. Now I’m not so sure. All I know is Ben warned me: once we open this door, there’s no closing it. And he was right.
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