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Dripping

The glass was cool in my hand, condensation dripping down my fingers as I sipped a mojito and stared at the pool. It looked so calm, so ordinary in the afternoon sun, but it never failed to bring everything back to me. If you’d told me, back when we first moved here, what was going to happen—that my life would take such a wild, intoxicating turn—I would have laughed. Yet here I was, unable to look at the water without remembering how it all began.

Back then, Mitch and I lived what anyone would call a normal life. He had a good job in the city, long hours that kept him tied to the office, and I had my freelance work that gave me more flexibility. We weren’t extraordinary by any means—we paid our bills, planned for the future, and enjoyed the little routines we’d built together. Evenings were quiet, weekends predictable. We were the kind of couple no one would have ever suspected of anything unusual.

And I was content with that. My freelance work kept me busy enough, and the freedom it gave me felt like a luxury. I could set up at the kitchen table, in a café, or out by the pool with my laptop balanced on a lounger. There was something about working with the sun warming my skin, a glass of something cold within reach, that made deadlines feel less oppressive. It was an ordinary sort of happiness, the kind you take for granted.

At least, it was until Emily arrived.

It started the day she and her husband Gregg moved into the house next door. Mitch and I welcomed them, and almost instantly, the four of us clicked. Dinners, barbecues, lazy weekends—before long we were practically inseparable. Mitch and Gregg both worked hard, often late into the night, which left Emily and me with more time together. She freelanced too, though in a completely different field, and soon we were side by side most days, laptops open, pretending to work while the pool glimmered beside us.

Before Emily, the idea of being with another woman had simply never been part of me. I didn’t think of myself as bisexual—if anything, I would have laughed at the suggestion. The closest I’d ever come was a drunken night in college when a girlfriend and I giggled our way through a bit of clumsy tit-sucking, more joke than desire, and we never mentioned it again. That was nothing compared to what Emily stirred in me. With her it wasn’t silly or playful—it was real. Something I couldn’t laugh off.

She was a gorgeous redhead with a body that seemed made to tease, and in those bikinis she wore so effortlessly, she drove me to distraction. It wasn’t just her looks, though. It was the way she carried herself, the way her laughter lingered, the way her eyes sometimes held mine a beat too long. She lit up corners of me I hadn’t even known were there, and once she did, I couldn’t unsee them.

I kept my thoughts to myself, of course. I didn’t know if she felt the same, though sometimes I caught a look, a glance, that made me wonder. But when she walked back to her house at the end of the day, I couldn’t stop myself. I’d rush inside, peel off my bikini, and collapse onto the bed. And with the memory of her still burning in my mind, I’d touch myself until I was trembling and cumming, desperate and undone.

Then last November, Mitch and Gregg had a guy’s weekend planned—college football on Saturday, an NFL game on Sunday, and they wouldn’t be back until late Sunday night. With them gone, the house felt strangely quiet. Too cold for the pool, Emily and I decided to spend Saturday shopping instead.

We were wandering through the mall, arms full of bags, when Emily shook her head with a grin. “I’ll never get what they see in football. Paying a fortune to watch a bunch of guys in tights grab each other on the field? I mean, come on.”

I laughed. “You probably shouldn’t say that too loud. Gregg might disown you.”

She smirked, eyes flashing. “True. And I probably shouldn’t laugh either, considering I’m the one who’s been fantasizing about my friend sitting on my face.”

My step faltered, heat shooting up my neck. She said it so casually, like she was talking about the weather, but the words hit me square in the chest. She didn’t even break stride—just flicked me a grin and nodded toward the women’s clothing store we were passing.

“Anyway,” she added breezily, “if they get to ogle college girls all weekend, we should get something hot to wear and go see if anyone still wants to hit on us.”

I told her there was no way I could ever cheat on Mitch with another guy, and Emily just waved it off with a wicked grin. “We don’t have to go to bed with any of them. I just think it’ll be fun to tease and flirt a little.”

I laughed and pretended to think it over, but the truth was already bubbling in the back of my mind. I wouldn’t cheat on Mitch with another man—that much was true. But with Emily? God, that was different. If she’d leaned in and whispered the word please, I would have caved in a heartbeat. And the wildest part was that deep down, I had this nagging feeling Mitch wouldn’t even mind. Maybe he’d even want it.

So I finally agreed, telling her it might be kind of fun, and we slipped into the store. Emily moved through the racks like she owned the place, fingers grazing fabrics until she plucked out a dress that nearly made me groan. It was impossibly low-cut in front, barely more than a suggestion of fabric, and so short it would have to fight to cover her perfect ass.

A sharp stab of jealousy hit me. I loved her, but in that moment I mock hated her too—hated how she could just pull something off a hanger and make it look like it had been designed for her, hated how she was so hot without even realizing it. And the worst part? I knew I wasn’t the only one staring.

When I finally held up the dress I’d chosen, Emily wrinkled her nose and shook her head. “Becca, that’s cute,” she said, drawing out the word in a way that made it sound like an insult, “but it’s not nearly sexy enough. Come on.”

Before I could argue, she slipped her arm through mine and pulled me deeper into the racks, her perfume brushing past me as she leaned in to sift through hangers. She held one dress up to my chest, then another, each one lower cut, tighter, shorter. I could feel her eyes flicking over me in the mirrors, assessing me like she was trying to picture me naked under the fabric.

“This one,” she finally decided, tugging out something slinky and daring, almost identical to the one she’d chosen for herself. The neckline plunged, the hem barely reached mid-thigh. It was the kind of dress that made your body the main event, the fabric an afterthought.

My stomach fluttered. “Emily, I haven’t worn anything like that since before I got married.”

She turned to me then, her smile soft but teasing, her voice lower, like she was speaking only for me. “Exactly. That’s the problem.” She stepped closer, holding the dress against me so I could see it in the mirror. “Listen, Becca. You are a beautiful woman, and you have a body most women would kill for. It’s time you start showing it off again.”

Her eyes locked on mine in the reflection, and for a second it felt like the world tilted. I should have laughed it off, made a joke, but instead I just stared at her, caught between embarrassment and the rush of being seen.

Then she nudged me with her hip, light and playful, breaking the moment. “Now,” she said, that cute smile curving her lips, “let’s get you into the dressing room before you lose your nerve.” She shoved the dress into my hands and started herding me toward the little curtained cubicles at the back. “Trust me, once you see yourself in this, you’ll never want to hide again.”

I hesitated as Emily pushed the dress into my hands. “Wait… you’re coming in there with me?”

She gave me a look like I’d asked the dumbest question in the world. “Of course I am. How else am I supposed to tell you if it’s perfect or not?”

The dressing room wasn’t the cramped little cubicle I expected. It was huge, with a mirrored wall and even a couch tucked against the side. Emily dropped onto it like she owned the place, crossing her long legs, swirling the glass of wine she’d sweet-talked the attendant into bringing us.

“Well?” she said, eyes glittering. “Show me what we’re working with.”

I laughed nervously, but my fingers still went to the hem of my sweater. This was ridiculous—we’d sprawled poolside together in bikinis all summer. She’d seen me in next to nothing a hundred times. And yet standing there under her gaze, peeling off layers in the soft dressing-room lighting, felt different. Intimate. Intentional.

Her eyes never left me as I slid my jeans down my hips, as I tugged my top over my head. By the time I was standing there in nothing but my bra and panties, my skin buzzed with heat.

Emily’s smile curved, slow and knowing. She leaned back against the couch, sipping her wine like she had all the time in the world. “You know what this means, right?” she said, her voice lazy, teasing.

“What?” I asked, though my throat felt dry.

“It means once we’re done here, I’m taking you straight to the lingerie store. Because a body like yours deserves something better than those everyday bras and panties.” Her gaze dipped deliberately over me, then back to my face, her grin wicked and affectionate all at once. “Sexy lingerie, Becca. That’s our next stop.”

I slipped the dress over my head, tugging it down nervously, the fabric clinging to every curve. It was tighter than anything I’d worn in years, the neckline dipping so low I had to resist the urge to cover myself with my hands.

Emily’s eyes widened the moment I turned toward the mirror. She let out a low sound—almost a moan—before catching herself with a laugh. “Damn, girl,” she breathed, shaking her head slowly. “You look hot. Like… melt-the-floor hot.”

I turned side to side, fidgeting with the straps. “I don’t know. It feels like it’s about to fall off me.”

Emily stood, closing the space between us in a few quick steps. “Oh, stop. It just needs a little adjustment.” She reached out without hesitation, slipping her hands over my breasts, cupping and lifting them as she tugged the neckline into place. Her thumbs pressed lightly against the swell of cleavage as she pushed me back toward the mirror. “See? Perfect.”

My breath caught. It was such a casual gesture, the kind of thing a friend could get away with, but her touch lingered just a second too long. My nipples hardened instantly under the fabric, and I bit my lip, wondering if she noticed. Was she just fixing the dress… or was it something more?

Emily only smiled at her handiwork, tilting her head with mock seriousness. “Now that,” she said, giving me an approving nod, “is a dress that should come with a warning label.”

I forced a laugh, trying to ignore the heat rushing through me. “You’re ridiculous.”

“Not ridiculous. Honest,” she countered, stepping back but keeping her eyes on me in the mirror. “If I weren’t your best friend, I’d be dragging you out in this tonight just to watch the chaos.”

I smoothed the fabric over my thighs, but my skin still tingled where her hands had been. I couldn’t stop wondering—was she just helping me, or had she enjoyed it too?

Finally, I slipped back into my regular clothes, though even that felt different with Emily’s gaze still lingering on me. She grinned as I stuffed the dress into the shopping bag. “See? Told you. You’ll thank me later.”

I laughed, shaking my head as we left the dressing room. “You’re dangerous, you know that?”

“Dangerous?” she teased, bumping her hip into mine as we walked toward the register. “Please. I’m your fairy godmother. Except instead of glass slippers, I give you dresses that make men forget how to breathe.”

I laughed again, but the sound came out softer, breathier than I meant it to. And judging by the sly smile Emily shot me, she noticed.


Next Stop

Our next stop was the lingerie store, and Emily wasted no time. She moved through the displays with that same easy confidence, plucking up delicate little scraps of lace and silk as though she’d been born to wear them. I, on the other hand, hovered awkwardly until she shoved a handful of matching bras and thong panties into my arms.

“These,” she said firmly. “Trust me, Becca—you’ll thank me later.”

I laughed nervously, but the truth was, my heart was racing. Each piece she picked out was smaller, skimpier, and sexier than anything I’d bought in years. Just holding them made me blush.

Then she tugged me toward the racks of nighties. “Now we need something the guys will enjoy when they get home,” she announced with a grin.

We flipped through the hangers until, almost in unison, we both froze on the same one. It was wickedly sheer, more lace than fabric, the kind of thing that revealed almost everything while pretending to hide. It came in two colors: red and black.

“I call the black,” Emily said immediately, scooping it up and holding it against her body.

I snatched the red one before she could change her mind, pretending to pout. “Fine. I’ll take this one.”

But as she stood there in front of me, pressing the black lace against her chest, I lost track of what I was saying. The fabric clung to her curves as if it already belonged to her, the intricate lace barely disguising where her nipples would be. For a split second, I let myself imagine her actually wearing it—slipping the straps over her pale shoulders, the sheer fabric skimming down her stomach, that tiny lace thong disappearing between her perfect ass cheeks.

I swallowed hard and turned away before she noticed how long I’d been staring.

Still, as I carried my own red version to the counter, I couldn’t deny the little spark of excitement burning in me. Sure, I was telling myself I was buying it for Mitch, that he’d go crazy when he saw me in it. And that was true. But part of me—an embarrassing, secret part—was just as excited by the thought of Emily slipping into hers.

When we got back home, Emily gave me a sly little smile before disappearing into her house, shopping bags swinging from her hand. I headed into mine, carrying my own bag like it was full of secrets.

I decided to take my time getting ready. A long, hot bath felt like exactly what I needed, so I filled the tub, poured myself a glass of wine, and let the steam wrap around me. Sliding down into the water, I closed my eyes and tried to relax, but the day wouldn’t leave me. The shopping, the dressing room, the way Emily had touched me so casually—it all played over in my head like a highlight reel.

I sipped at my wine and felt the heat of the water soak into my skin. It had been a few days since Mitch and I had had sex, and combined with the wine and the memory of lacy lingerie, I was already humming with need. I let my hand drift lazily over my stomach, then lower, the water parting around me as I touched the edge of my bikini line. My fingers caught against faint stubble and I frowned. I hated that—any roughness on my legs or down there always made me feel less than sexy.

With a sigh, I sat up, reached for my razor, and smoothed shaving cream over my legs. Slowly, deliberately, I ran the blade along my calves and thighs, watching the smoothness emerge in its wake. By the time I moved higher, over the delicate skin at my pubic area, my body was thrumming. Each careful stroke of the razor made me more aware of just how sensitive I was, how much I wanted more than this teasing, practical touch.

I paused, my hand lingering, the urge to slip lower almost overwhelming. I could have made myself cum right there, easily, my body was that ready. But I stopped. Not tonight. Tonight, I wanted to save it—to draw it out, to take my time after we went out. I wanted to savor the anticipation.

Sliding back into the water, I closed my eyes again and let my mind wander. I thought of Mitch, how he’d react when he saw me in the new red lace. But then, unbidden, Emily slipped into the picture—Emily in her black version, her hair tumbling over her shoulders, the lace doing nothing to hide her body. My thighs pressed together under the water as I tried to push the thought away.

I drained the tub before temptation won out, wrapped myself in a towel, and carried my wineglass into the bedroom. The night was only just beginning, and I already felt flushed and restless.

After I dried my hair, I stood in front of the mirror for a long moment, towel still wrapped around me, debating how far I wanted to go. It had been years since I’d done the whole routine—full makeup, perfect hair, heels—but tonight felt different. Emily had planted a seed, and I couldn’t shake the urge to water it.

I dug out my makeup bag and went bolder than usual. A heavier sweep of eyeliner, darker shadows on my lids, and then the reddest lipstick I could find. It felt almost scandalous as I painted it on, like I was daring myself to become someone else.

Then came the lingerie. I slipped into one of the new lace bras and matching panties Emily had insisted on, and when I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, my breath actually caught. The bra lifted me in ways my old ones never had, and the panties were cut so tiny I felt half-naked. I should have felt embarrassed—but instead a slow warmth spread through me.

Finally, I stepped into the short new dress and zipped it up. The fabric hugged me in all the right places, skimming over my hips, baring just enough cleavage to make me swallow hard. When I added the heels, I hardly recognized the woman staring back at me.

I tilted my head, struck a pose, and for the first time in forever, I let the thought cross my mind: God, I look a little slutty.

And the shocking part was—I liked it. The curve of my breasts, the length of my legs, the flash of red at my lips—all of it made me feel alive, daring, hungry. I hadn’t seen myself this way in years, and the sight turned me on even more than I expected.

I lingered there, staring at my own reflection, almost as though I were seeing myself through someone else’s eyes. Through Mitch’s. Through Emily’s. And that thought sent a fresh pulse of heat straight between my legs.

I texted Emily to ask when she wanted to head out, and she shot back almost instantly: Come over now, we’ll have a couple of glasses of wine before we leave.

When she opened her front door, her eyes swept over me from head to toe. For a moment she just stood there, lips parted in a little grin. “Becca,” she said finally, “you look amazing. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you look more sexy. We’re going to drive the guys insane tonight—and send them home wishing we were single.”

Heat crept into my cheeks, but I couldn’t help the little thrill her words gave me. “You’re not exactly looking like a nun yourself,” I shot back, eyeing her black lace dress that clung to every inch of her.

She winked and pulled me inside. The house was warm, music playing low in the background, and the smell of her perfume wrapped around me as she poured two generous glasses of wine. “To us,” she said, clinking her glass against mine, “and to a night of trouble.”

We curled up on her couch, our knees brushing as we sipped and giggled. After a few minutes, Emily leaned back and sighed. “God, this feels like college again. Getting dressed up, drinking before going out… I miss this.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, a little wistfully. “Back when we didn’t have to think about mortgages and responsible bedtimes.”

Emily tilted her head, watching me with that mischievous glint in her eye. “So tell me, Becca. Back in those days—what’s the wildest thing you ever did on a night out?”

I laughed nervously, shaking my head. “Oh no, you’re not getting that out of me.”

“Oh yes I am,” she said, poking me in the thigh. “I know you. You’ve got a good-girl face, but I’ll bet there’s a wild streak in there. Spill.”

I took another long sip of wine, stalling. The memory rose in my mind before I could stop it—the hotel room, the taste of cheap vodka still on my tongue, the stranger’s hands in my hair. My cheeks flamed hot.

Emily leaned closer, her voice sing-song. “Come on… just one story. I won’t tell a soul.”

I groaned, covering my face with my hands, but the wine loosened my tongue. “Fine. There was this one night in college… I got way too drunk, ended up back at some hotel with a guy I barely knew.”

I curled my fingers around the stem of my wineglass, already regretting opening my mouth. Emily leaned in, grinning like a cat who’d cornered a mouse.

“So,” she said, her voice low and coaxing, “you were saying… hotel room?”

I groaned, hiding my face with my free hand. “I shouldn’t have told you that. You’ll never let me live it down.”

“Damn right I won’t. Now, details.” She gave my knee a playful squeeze. “Who was he? Some campus crush? A stranger?”

“Pretty much a stranger,” I admitted, cheeks burning. “I don’t think I even knew his last name. We were at a bar, I was drunk, and next thing I knew I was in a hotel room on my knees.”

Emily’s eyes sparkled. “On your knees. That’s my girl.”

I rolled my eyes, but the wine loosened me further. “Honestly, I don’t even know why I did it. I guess he was… attractive. And, well…” I trailed off, trying to swallow my grin.

“Well what?” Emily pressed, her grin widening.

I shook my head, but she wouldn’t let up. Finally I whispered, “He was big. Like, really big.”

Emily let out a triumphant laugh. “Ha! I knew it. That’s the real reason. You just couldn’t resist testing the merchandise.”

My face flamed hotter. “You’re impossible.”

“And?” She cocked her head. “Did you finish the job?”

I hesitated, chewing my lip. “Yeah. I did.”

Emily gasped in mock outrage. “Becca! You swallowed, didn’t you?”

I covered my face with my hands, laughing and groaning at the same time. “Yes, okay? But don’t get any ideas. I hated it. I hate cum.”

She laughed so hard she nearly spilled her wine. “Oh my God, same. It’s like—sure, I’ll do it, but ugh. The taste, the texture? Not my thing.”

I peeked at her through my fingers and scowled playfully. “Don’t look at me like that. I bet you’ve done way worse.”

Emily tipped her head back, still laughing. “Honey, sucking random cocks in hotel rooms? That was just what I used to call Friday night.”

We both burst out laughing, clutching our glasses. I wiped a tear from the corner of my eye. “Oh my God, does Gregg know any of this?”

Her laughter turned sharp and quick. “No. Fucking. Way.”

I grinned. “Come on, you’ve never thought about telling him? ‘Hey babe, just so you know, I used to be a massive slut.’”

She nearly choked on her sip. “‘Pass the salt, honey. And by the way, I’ve had more random dick than I can count.’ Yeah, no. That’s not dinner-table conversation.”

I was still laughing when she leaned back with a sigh. “Besides, I was different back then. I smoked, drank too much, carried at least twenty extra pounds. Honestly, you wouldn’t have recognized me.”

I looked at her, at her glowing skin, toned arms, that perfect body poured into her black dress, and shook my head. “That’s hard to believe. You look like you stepped out of a fitness ad now. Healthy, gorgeous, flawless.”

She rolled her eyes and clinked her glass against mine. “Flattery will get you everywhere.”

And for a moment, as we both sipped, I wondered if that was exactly what I wanted.


Uber Time

When our ride pulled up, Emily strutted toward it with her heels clicking on the pavement. As she bent to climb in the back seat, her tiny black thong peeked out just above the hem of her impossibly short dress. I had the perfect view of her gorgeous ass as she slid inside, and for a moment I wondered if she’d angled herself that way deliberately.

I climbed in after her, settling beside her on the wide leather seat. Her bare thigh brushed against mine almost immediately, and even when I shifted, she didn’t move away. If anything, the press of her leg against mine grew more insistent with each turn the car made. I found myself staring out the window, smiling to myself, wondering if she noticed what she was doing to me—or if she was doing it on purpose.

Dinner was relaxed, indulgent. We picked at appetizers, shared entrées, and laughed our way through a second bottle of wine. Emily teased me every time I adjusted my dress, whispering about how the waiter couldn’t keep his eyes off my cleavage. I teased her back, pointing out how a couple at the bar had nearly tripped over each other staring at her legs. By the time we left the restaurant, my cheeks ached from smiling and my body hummed with a warm, tipsy glow.

The club was only a block away, the thump of music spilling out onto the sidewalk. Inside, the place was dark and crowded, bodies pressed together under flashing lights. Emily grabbed my hand and pulled me through the crowd toward the bar, her fingers laced with mine in a way that felt too natural to question.

Almost immediately, a guy slid in beside me, leaning close to be heard over the music. He was cute enough, but his cologne was overwhelming, and I wasn’t in the mood. Still, I played along for a minute, letting him buy us both drinks before I leaned close to his ear and said, “Not right now. Try again later if you’re brave.” The look on his face made Emily burst out laughing.

And that set the tone for the rest of the night. Everywhere we turned, men circled like moths to flame, trying their luck with one or both of us. Sometimes we humored them, sometimes we brushed them off, but always with a smile and a little flirtation. Emily thrived on the attention, tossing her hair back, laughing in that throaty way that made people lean closer. I felt reckless, giddy, emboldened just by being at her side.

At one point, a pair of younger guys tried to corner us on the dance floor, asking if we were “really sisters.” Emily leaned into me, wrapping her arm around my waist, and shouted over the music, “Do we look like sisters?” The way she pressed against me made my stomach flip, and I had to laugh just to cover the sudden rush of heat that shot through me.

Two hours flew by in a blur of music, drinks, and playful banter. Finally, Emily leaned close, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “We’d better leave before one of us gets in trouble.” Her breath was warm against my neck, sending shivers down my spine.

This time, when our ride pulled up, I made sure to get in first. I bent forward slowly, deliberately, giving Emily the same view she had given me earlier. I thought I heard the faintest sound escape her throat—half laugh, half moan—before she slid in beside me.

And then I realized what she’d just seen. My dress had ridden up in the movement, and the wet crotch of my panties was right there on display between my thighs. My heart skipped, heat rushing into my face as I quickly shifted, but not before I caught the flicker of her eyes downward.

She didn’t say a word. She just smiled.

When the car pulled up in front of Emily’s house, we both leaned forward at the same time, laughing as we each slipped the driver a twenty. “For putting up with us,” Emily said, grinning as she climbed out.

The cool night air hit my skin, sobering me just enough to feel the pleasant hum of the wine still coursing through me. I looked over at Emily under the streetlight—her hair a dark halo, her dress hugging every curve—and felt a rush of affection mixed with something more daring.

“It’s still early,” I said, swaying a little as I turned toward my house. “I don’t feel like going in just yet. What do you think about a moonlight swim?”

Her eyes lit up. “That actually sounds amazing. Let me just run in and change into a suit and I’ll meet you over there.”

I don’t know what came over me—maybe the alcohol, maybe the heady glow of the night—but before I could stop myself, I leaned closer and blurted, “Or… since it’s just the two of us, and no one can see us… why don’t we just go skinny dipping?”

The words hung in the air, reckless and thrilling. For a heartbeat I wondered if I’d gone too far. Then Emily’s mouth curved into a slow, wicked smile.

“I haven’t done that since I was a teenager,” she said, her voice dropping into a playful drawl. “But if you’re okay with it, Becca…” Her eyes flicked over me, lingering just long enough to make my pulse race. “So am I.”

Her tone made it sound like a dare, and my skin prickled with the delicious awareness that tonight was far from over.

Inside, I grabbed a chilled bottle of wine from the fridge and two plastic glasses from the cupboard, my hands trembling slightly though I told myself it was just the alcohol. We padded out to the backyard, the air cooler now, the pool shimmering under the moonlight like it was waiting for us.

For a moment we just stood there at the edge, laughing nervously as we set the bottle and glasses on the patio table. Then, with no more excuses to stall, we began to undress.

Emily went first, slipping out of her dress with that effortless grace she always had, her bra and panties following without hesitation. I tried not to stare, but how could I not? The moonlight skimmed over her pale skin, catching on the curve of her breasts, the flat plane of her stomach, the perfect swell of her hips.

My own fingers felt clumsy as I tugged off my clothes piece by piece, heat rising up my chest even as the cool night air kissed my bare skin. By the time I stood naked beside her, my heart was hammering. We’d lain out in bikinis together a hundred times, but this was different. This was deliberate. Exposed.

Emily’s gaze swept over me slowly, and for a heartbeat I thought I saw something flicker there—something heavier than friendship. Then she smiled, soft and warm. “Becca,” she said, her voice almost husky, “you really are a beautiful woman. You have a very sexy body.”

The words hit me harder than I expected. My throat tightened as I managed a shaky smile. “Thank you. And… well, you’re pretty damn hot yourself.” My eyes betrayed me, roaming over her curves again, and I felt a throb of heat low in my belly. Just looking at her naked in front of me was enough to make me wet.

But I still didn’t know. Was this just Emily being playful, confident, the way she always was? Or was there something more behind her compliment, behind the way her eyes lingered just a second too long?

The uncertainty made my pulse race. It was awkward, yes—but underneath that awkwardness, there was a hum of arousal I couldn’t ignore.

I poured us both a glass of wine, the sound of the liquid splashing into plastic cups oddly loud in the quiet night. We set them on the edge of the pool and slipped down the steps, the cool water wrapping around us like a shock.

Almost instantly, I felt my nipples tighten into stiff peaks, brushing against the surface as I moved. A quick glance told me Emily wasn’t immune either—her pink nipples stood proud against the pale swell of her breasts, the moonlight glinting off the droplets clinging to them. The sight sent a hot jolt straight through me.

We floated lazily, sipping our wine, but the silence between us felt heavier than usual. More than once, I caught her eyes flicking downward, lingering on my breasts just a little too long. Each time, my stomach flipped. I tried to play it cool, but my own gaze betrayed me, drawn again and again to her gorgeous tits, the way the water beaded on them, the way her nipples tightened when the night air brushed across her skin.

The bottle emptied faster than I expected. By the time we drained the last drops, my body was buzzing—not just from the wine, but from the steady throb of arousal I couldn’t ignore anymore. I was wet, aching, desperate to know if I was imagining things or if Emily really was seeing me the way I was seeing her.

Finally, I set my empty glass on the side of the pool and turned toward her. “Emily… there’s something I want to ask you,” I said, my voice softer than I meant it to be. “But I don’t want to offend you.”

She laughed lightly, tilting her head, droplets of water sliding down her collarbone. “Becca, I don’t think anything you could ask me would offend me. So…” She leaned in closer, her eyes locked on mine. “What is it you want to ask?”

My heart was pounding as I set my empty glass aside. The words tumbled out before I could stop them. “I saw the way you were looking at me… when I took off my clothes. And I’ve wondered for a long time if maybe… you like women?”

For a beat, Emily just looked at me, her lips curling into the slowest, wickedest grin I’d ever seen. She didn’t answer right away. Instead, she drifted closer, her movements smooth in the water, teasing me with every inch that disappeared between us.

“Hmm,” she murmured, eyes glinting. “You think you caught me staring, huh?”

Heat rushed to my face. “I… I know what I saw.”

She laughed softly, the sound low and throaty, circling me like a predator playing with her prey. “Maybe I was staring. But tell me, Becca—were you staring too?”

My throat went dry. “I…”

Her hand brushed the water between us, sending ripples across my skin. “Because from where I was standing, those pretty eyes of yours were glued to my tits.”

I gasped, mortified, turned on, and utterly unable to deny it.

Finally, she leaned in, her grin broadening. “Yeah, Becca. I’m into women. Always have been. What about you? Ever let yourself go there?”

By then she was so close our breasts grazed together in the water, slick skin brushing slick skin, the contact sending a shock straight to my core. My body betrayed me, nipples hardening against hers, my thighs pressing together under the water.

I shook my head, my voice trembling. “I’ve never been with another woman.” I swallowed hard, meeting her gaze. “But ever since I met you… I’ve wondered what it would be like.”

Emily’s smile turned knowing, her breath warm against my cheek. “Good girl,” she whispered.

And the tension between us tightened until it was almost unbearable.

Emily’s eyes locked on mine, the water rippling softly around us. For a long moment she didn’t speak, just held my gaze with an intensity that made it hard to breathe. My chest rose and fell too quickly, my nipples tight from the cool night air and the heat of her closeness.

Finally, her lips curved into that slow, knowing smile. “Becca,” she said quietly, “I’d love to show you what it’s like. If you want me to.”

The words sank into me like a stone, sending ripples of heat all the way down to my core. I opened my mouth to answer, but before I could, she closed the last inch between us and pressed her lips to mine.

Soft at first—so soft I thought I was imagining it. But then her mouth moved against mine with a surer rhythm, her hand sliding to the back of my neck, pulling me closer. My lips parted instinctively and suddenly our tongues were twisting together, hungry, searching, like we’d both been waiting years for this moment.

I clung to her, my body sparking everywhere we touched. The water lapped at us, cool and indifferent, while everything inside me burned. It wasn’t just a kiss—it was the most passionate kiss I’d ever experienced, fierce and tender all at once, and the second it started, I knew there was no turning back.

When we finally pulled apart, gasping, I whispered the only words that made sense. “Make love to me, Emily.”

She looked at me then in a way that made my breath catch. It was the same look Mitch had given me just before the first time he ever touched me, that mix of hunger and reverence. Her voice was husky when she said, “Becca, I’ve fantasized about this moment since the very first time I saw you. And I’m not going to pretend otherwise—I’m going to fuck you. I want you to feel everything I’ve dreamed about.”

Her bluntness sent a shock through me, but I didn’t flinch. I only trembled with the force of wanting her.

“Why don’t we take this to the bedroom?” she murmured, brushing her lips over mine again. “It’ll be so much better where we can stretch out, touch each other properly.”

I kissed her back, desperate, clinging, before shaking my head breathlessly. “I don’t care where we do it. I just need you. Now.”

Her smile was pure promise. “You don’t have to worry about that, Becca.”

She took my hand then, firm and certain, and guided me up the steps of the pool. Water streamed down our bodies as we climbed out, the night air cool against our flushed skin. We grabbed towels, clumsily drying each other off between kisses, before she tugged me toward the house.

Together, we crossed the threshold into the bedroom I shared with my husband—though in that moment, it belonged to her.

Emily guided me onto the bed, her hand never leaving mine. The sheets felt cool against my back, but the heat of her gaze warmed every inch of me. She stood at the edge for a moment, just drinking me in, her chest rising and falling as her eyes traced down my body.

“God, Becca,” she whispered, almost to herself. “You look so damn sexy lying there like that. I still can’t believe this is really happening.”

Her voice sent shivers through me, and I shifted nervously under her stare, more exposed than I’d ever felt in my life—and yet I didn’t want her to look away.


The Final Step

Finally, she climbed onto the bed, her skin brushing mine as she stretched out beside me. She kissed me slowly, teasingly, her lips soft and deliberate until I was gasping for more. When her hand slid up to cup my breast, I felt my body jolt in response. She kneaded gently, then pinched my nipple between her fingers. A sharp moan escaped into her mouth, unbidden, telling her exactly how much I liked it.

Emily smiled against my lips before deepening the kiss, her tongue pushing past mine, probing, exploring, tangling with mine until I was dizzy with the taste of her. Her fingers played with both my breasts, rolling my nipples, tugging lightly, making my hips arch off the mattress in helpless response.

I clutched at her shoulders, lost in the rhythm of her mouth and hands, until suddenly she broke our kiss. My lips chased hers instinctively, but she pulled back with a grin that was half tender, half wicked.

Then she began to move downward.

Her lips trailed across my cheek, down the side of my throat, pausing to nibble at the sensitive spot just above my collarbone. I shivered, a sound between a sigh and a whimper escaping me. She followed the line lower, planting hot, open-mouthed kisses down the center of my chest until she reached the swell of my breast.

When her mouth finally closed around one stiff nipple, the shock of it made me moan out loud, my back arching into her. She suckled slowly at first, her tongue flicking against the sensitive bud, and my fingers tangled in her hair, urging her to take more.

The sensation was overwhelming—her lips warm and insistent, her hand squeezing the other breast, her teeth grazing just enough to make me gasp. Every pull of her mouth sent sparks racing between my legs, leaving me trembling under her touch.

Emily’s mouth moved from one breast to the other, her tongue swirling around my nipple before sucking it deep between her lips. I gasped, clutching at her hair, every nerve ending raw and alive. Then I felt it—her hand sliding lower, gliding over my stomach in an unhurried path that made me ache with anticipation.

Instinctively, my thighs parted for her. I didn’t even think about it, my body opening up on its own, aching to feel what she would do next. The cool air brushed across me as I spread wider, and the realization hit me with dizzying force: I was about to be touched by a woman for the very first time.

Her fingers paused just above my mound, resting there as though she was savoring the moment, making me squirm beneath her. My hips lifted off the bed, silently begging, and she smiled against my breast like she could read every thought racing through my head.

When she finally let her hand drift lower, her fingertips grazed through the soft hair, then traced a line down the slick folds of my pussy. The first contact was so delicate, so intentional, that I moaned before I even realized it.

Emily lifted her head, her eyes locking onto mine, her fingers still stroking lazily between my legs. “Oh, baby,” she murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction. “You’re already soaking wet. And I’m about to make you even wetter.”

Her words made my entire body shiver, my pussy clenching around nothing, desperate for more. In that instant, every doubt, every hesitation, every question vanished. All I wanted was her touch, deeper, harder, claiming me in ways I’d only ever dared to imagine.

Emily kissed her way lower, slow and deliberate, her mouth trailing down my stomach, each brush of her lips making me squirm. By the time she settled between my spread thighs, my body was trembling with anticipation. The cool air made me shiver, but the heat of her breath so close to my pussy made my whole body ache.

I wanted to be coy, to hold back—but the truth was I was practically begging inside, desperate for her tongue, desperate for release. My fingers threaded through her hair, tugging gently as though I could guide her closer.

And then she was there.

The first flick of her soft tongue over my wet lips made me moan out loud, my hips lifting to meet her. In that instant, something inside me shifted—I knew this wasn’t going to be a one-time thing. I knew I’d want this again and again, because Emily seemed to know exactly how to touch me, exactly how to use her tongue to wring every ounce of pleasure from my body.

It was different from Mitch. God, Mitch was good with his mouth—he always had been, better than any man I’d ever been with. He knew how to make me melt, how to devour me until I was writhing. But Emily… Emily was better. Not just because she was a woman, but because she seemed to understand instinctively how another woman wanted to be touched, how to linger, how to tease, how to drive me crazy with the lightest flicks of her tongue.

The thought spun in my head as I lost control, grinding my pussy against her mouth, chasing every movement of her lips and tongue. The wet sounds, the heat of her mouth, the delicious pressure building inside me—it was all too much.

“I love it,” I moaned, clutching her head tighter against me. “God, I love what you’re doing to me.”

My thighs shook as the first wave of orgasm began to swell deep in my core, curling hot and urgent through my body, and I knew I was about to cum harder than I had in years.

Emily’s tongue traced lazy circles over my swollen lips, dipping lower, then higher, never quite where I needed her most. She was savoring me, tasting me, taking her time as though she had all night to tease me into madness.

Every flick, every pause made me moan louder, my hips rolling helplessly against her mouth. I was wet and aching, the pressure inside me winding tighter and tighter, but she seemed determined to hold me on the edge.

“Emily…” I whimpered, clutching the sheets. “Please…”

She hummed against me, the vibration sending a shock straight through my clit. Slowly, deliberately, her tongue began to slide upward, tasting every inch of me until she hovered just below where I wanted her most. She stopped there, pressing open-mouthed kisses that made my thighs quake.

I was losing my mind.

Finally, her tongue found my clit. At first she only brushed it, the lightest flicks, making me cry out in frustration. Then she flattened her tongue against it, dragging slow, deliberate strokes up and down, pulling shudders from deep inside me.

“God, yes,” I gasped, arching up into her mouth.

But still she teased, alternating between flicks, swirls, and long, wet licks, pulling back every time I got close. I could hear her soft moans against me, could feel the way she was enjoying every second of my torment, as if she wanted to draw out my pleasure until I broke.

“Emily… please, I need to cum…” I begged, my voice shaking.

She looked up at me, her lips glistening with my arousal, and grinned wickedly before sucking my clit between her lips, tugging at it gently until I screamed.

That was it. My hand flew down, tangling in her long red hair. I yanked her mouth hard against my pussy, grinding on her face, desperate and raw. “Oh, baby,” I cried, my voice breaking. “I’m cumming, I’m cumming so hard!”

The orgasm tore through me, raw and shuddering, my body clenching around the hot pressure she’d built inside me. I gasped, cried out, ground against her mouth until the spasms finally began to fade. My thighs twitched as the aftershocks rippled through me, and I collapsed back against the sheets, utterly spent.

But Emily didn’t stop.

Her tongue slowed, softened, but never left my throbbing clit. She licked me tenderly, lazily, like she was savoring the taste of me, and the sensation made me whimper. My whole body was trembling, nerves raw and on fire, every flick of her tongue too much.

“Emily—please,” I panted, tugging weakly at her hair. “I can’t… I’m too sensitive… it’s too much.”

I felt her laugh against me, a wicked vibration that made my hips buck. She glanced up, her green eyes glinting with pure mischief, and then she shook her head, pressing her mouth harder against me.

“Too much?” she teased, her voice muffled against my pussy. “Baby, I’ve only just started.”

I gasped, arching off the bed as she sucked my clit deep between her lips. My thighs tried to clamp shut around her head, but she pinned them apart with her hands, holding me wide open as she feasted on me. I twisted, writhing, torn between escape and surrender, but her grip was unrelenting.

“Please, Emily—oh God—please stop, I can’t take it!” I begged, my voice ragged.

She only chuckled darkly and, as if to punish me for resisting, reached up and pinched my nipples—hard. The sharp sting shot straight down to my core, forcing a ragged cry from my throat. She rolled them between her fingers, tugged until my back arched off the bed, then eased the pressure just enough to flood me with relief before tightening again. The mix of pleasure and pain made my head spin.

Her tongue worked faster now, relentless, flicking and circling my swollen clit with ruthless precision. I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think. The overstimulation became unbearable, the pleasure sharp and electric, driving me higher than I’d ever gone.

“Emily—oh God—I can’t—” My words dissolved into broken moans. My body bucked wildly, my hands clutching at her hair, her shoulders, anything to anchor me.

And then it hit.

Another orgasm crashed over me, fiercer than the first, ripping through me with a force that left me screaming her name. My vision blurred, my whole body convulsed, and I sobbed with the overwhelming rush of it. My pussy clenched and spasmed against her mouth, gushing as she kept licking, sucking, driving me through every violent wave until I thought I’d come undone completely.

When the second orgasm finally began to ebb, I collapsed back into the pillows, drenched in sweat, gasping for air. My chest heaved, my nipples still aching from her fingers, my pussy throbbing with aftershocks so intense it almost hurt.

Emily crawled up my body, her mouth glistening with me, her expression smug and satisfied. She kissed me hungrily, shoving her tongue into my mouth so I could taste the mess she’d made of me, and when she pulled back, she whispered against my lips with a wicked smile:

“Told you, baby. I wasn’t going to stop until you broke for me.”

I lay there gasping, still dazed from my orgasms, when Emily crawled back up my body, her lips glistening with me. She kissed me hard, her tongue sweeping into my mouth so I could taste myself on her. I moaned, shivering with the shock of it.

“It was even better than I’d imagined,” I breathed when we broke apart. “Fuck, I loved your tongue on my pussy. I don’t think I’ve ever cum that fast in my life.”

Emily’s grin was pure satisfaction. She kissed the corner of my mouth, then whispered, “Mmm, I love your sweet pussy. And I could make love to you again right now.”

A needy tremor ran through me, but reality hit too — if this was real, then the next step was clear. My voice trembled as I said, “I’d love you to do that again… but first, I need to taste you.”

Emily’s eyes darkened, her expression hungry. “You don’t know how long I’ve wanted to hear you say that, Becca.”

She kissed me again, deep and claiming, and then suddenly rolled onto her back, tugging me on top of her. Her lips were warm under mine, her tongue playful and insistent, and I couldn’t get over how natural it felt — how right it felt — to be kissing another woman.

I kissed her harder, sliding down to her breasts, taking her nipples between my lips. They were already stiff, but as I sucked and teased them, I felt them grow even harder, tightening against my tongue until Emily was moaning and writhing beneath me. The sound drove me on, my own arousal rising again with hers.

After a few minutes, I began to trail kisses lower, down her stomach, over her hips. The scent of her hit me before I even reached her, thick and sweet and intoxicating. My nerves spiked — I had fantasized about this, but now that I was here, with her pussy right in front of me, the reality was overwhelming.

I hesitated.

Emily saw it immediately. She didn’t say a word. Instead, she sat up quickly, grabbed my shoulders, and pushed me down flat on the bed. My heart skipped as she swung one leg over me, straddling my chest and moving higher until her pussy hovered right above my mouth.

“You’ve thought about it,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Now you’re going to taste me.”

My breath caught, but the sight of her slick, swollen lips inches from my face stole whatever fear I had left.

Emily pressed down gently, just enough that her wet heat brushed my lips. “Open your mouth, Becca,” she ordered softly. “Lick me. Now.”

The dominance in her tone made me tremble — not with fear, but with a fierce, aching need. I moaned as I parted my lips and slid my tongue up her folds, tasting her for the first time. The flavor was raw, musky, intoxicating, and the moment it hit my tongue, I knew I was lost.

“Oh, yes,” Emily groaned above me, rolling her hips. “That’s it, baby. That’s exactly what I wanted.”

Her pussy ground against my mouth, slick and demanding, and I realized I loved the way she was taking me, using me, not giving me time to second-guess. My hands gripped her thighs, pulling her closer as my tongue traced deeper, eager now, desperate to please her.

Emily laughed softly, a wicked little sound. “Good girl. You love it, don’t you? Being made to lick your friend’s pussy.”

And God help me — I did.

Emily rocked her hips harder against my mouth, her fingers buried in my hair as she rode me with abandon. Her moans grew louder, rawer, her thighs trembling against my cheeks.

“Oh fuck, Becca—yes—don’t stop,” she gasped. “I’m gonna cum all over your face.”

The words alone made my clit throb, and I pressed my tongue harder against her, licking her pussy like I’d been waiting my whole life to taste her. Without even realizing it, my hand had slipped between my legs, my fingers circling my swollen clit as I devoured her. The need was so overwhelming I barely noticed until I was already rubbing furiously, matching the rhythm of her grinding hips.

Her cries hit a fever pitch, her whole body stiffening. “Oh God, I’m cumming, Becca—fuck, I’m cumming!”

A second later, she broke apart above me, shaking violently as hot wetness gushed into my mouth. I moaned into her pussy, sucking and swallowing greedily as her juices coated my lips, my chin, dripping down onto my throat. I loved it — the raw, messy intimacy of it, the taste of her, the way she used my mouth until every drop of her orgasm spilled onto my face.

My own body was on fire, my fingers working faster between my legs as I licked and sucked her through it, taking everything she gave me like I was born for it.

At last her spasms began to slow, her hips easing as she slumped forward, her thighs still trembling around my head. She let out a long, shaky breath before sliding down and pulling me up into her arms.

Her kiss was deep, hungry, her tongue exploring my mouth as if she wanted to taste her own release on my lips. When she finally pulled back, she studied me with a crooked smile.

“Are you absolutely sure,” she teased breathlessly, “that you’ve never been with another woman before, Becca?”

I laughed softly, still catching my breath, and whispered, “Emily, you’re definitely the first woman I’ve ever been with.”

Her lips curved into a satisfied smile, her fingers brushing my cheek. “I’m surprised,” she murmured, eyes glinting with delight. “Because no woman I’ve ever been with has made me cum that fast. God, Becca… I can’t wait for you to go down on me again.”

Her words lit a fire in me, burning away whatever hesitation was left. I kissed her hard, tasting the sweetness of her orgasm still on both our tongues. When we broke apart, I looked straight into her eyes and said, “You’re not going to have to wait long… because I’m about to do that right now.”

Before she could reply, I slid down her body, kissing her breasts, her stomach, until I was back between her trembling thighs. The smell of her arousal filled my senses, raw and intoxicating. I didn’t hesitate this time. I parted her lips with my tongue, sucking her clit into my mouth, determined to drive her even higher than before.

“Fuck, Becca,” Emily moaned, her hands flying to my hair. “Yes—God, yes!”

Her hips jerked up, grinding against my mouth, her thighs tightening around my head. I licked her hungrily, flicking my tongue over her clit, plunging deeper into her folds, swallowing her moans like they were the only thing keeping me alive. Every sound she made spurred me on, every tremor in her body urging me to push harder.

She was so wet, her juices spilling across my lips, and I drank them greedily, desperate to take every drop. Her body tensed, her voice breaking into high, desperate cries as she began to shake uncontrollably.

“Oh fuck—oh God—I’m cumming again!” she screamed, her thighs clamping tight.

And then she broke.

Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and unstoppable, and this time she squirted hot, sweet cum straight into my mouth. I moaned into her pussy, swallowing everything I could, letting it spill across my lips and chin as she shuddered and cried out above me.

Her whole body convulsed with wave after wave, her hips bucking wildly against my tongue until she finally collapsed back into the pillows, panting, trembling, her skin glowing with sweat.

I licked her clean, softer now, savoring every trace of her until her moans faded into sighs and her grip on my hair loosened. Then I crawled back up her body, kissing her deeply, letting her taste the wild, messy sweetness of her own release on my lips.

As we lay tangled in each other’s arms, my skin still humming from everything we’d just done, I found myself blurting the question that had been pressing at the back of my mind. “Emily… how long have you known you were bisexual? And… does Gregg know?”

She smiled faintly, her fingers idly tracing little circles on my stomach as she thought about it. “Since college,” she admitted at last. “One of my volleyball teammates and I… well, she showed me what it was like to be with another woman. And after that, I just knew. There was no going back.” Her voice softened, tinged with nostalgia. “I’ve been bisexual ever since.”

I held my breath, listening as she continued. “I told Gregg not long after we started dating. I was honest—I told him I didn’t know if I could ever give up being with women completely.”

“And what did he say?” I asked, curious, almost nervous to hear.

Her grin widened, a flash of mischief in her eyes. “He said he was fine with it. More than fine, actually. As long as I told him about it afterwards. And believe me, Becca…” she leaned in closer, her voice dropping, “those stories always led to some of the hottest sex we’ve ever had.”

Heat curled low in my belly at the thought, and Emily went on. “A few years later we took it further—we started swinging together. And…” she paused, brushing a kiss against my lips, “…we even talked about seeing if maybe you and Mitch might want to give it a try.”

I told her honestly, “I don’t think Mitch would ever go for that… but as long as you and I can make love to each other, I’d be willing to try just about anything once.”

Emily’s eyes softened. “You know, at first I was terrified to tell Gregg I was bisexual. I thought he’d run the other way. But when I finally admitted it, he just smiled and said it was every man’s biggest fantasy to see two women making love.” She gave a little laugh. “Turns out I’d been stressing over nothing.”

She went quiet for a moment, then added, “When I suggested swinging, though, that was different. He was nervous, hesitant at first. But eventually he agreed, and once we tried it…” Her grin widened, eyes glittering. “We had an amazing time.”

I listened, caught between shock and fascination, as she leaned closer and confessed, “What really gets me is watching him with another woman while I’m being taken by someone else. Seeing him fuck her while I’ve got another man’s cock buried deep inside me…” Her voice trailed off into a moan, as if the memory alone was enough to make her shiver.

Just hearing her describe it lit a fire in me. My pussy throbbed with need, wetness already pooling between my thighs. I couldn’t hold back my own confession: “Emily, I want us to make love again.”

She didn’t hesitate. With a wicked little smile, she guided me onto my back, then climbed over me until her body was poised above mine. In seconds she had us perfectly aligned, sliding down into a sixty-nine. The first stroke of her tongue over my pussy made me cry out, and I buried my mouth in her wet heat, tasting her all over again.

We devoured each other, moaning into one another’s bodies, our tongues working in frantic rhythm until I lost all sense of where my pleasure ended and hers began. The moment her clit pulsed against my tongue, mine throbbed against hers, and together we shattered, cumming in each other’s mouths, shuddering and clinging as the orgasms ripped through us.

And that was only the beginning. I couldn’t even count how many times we made love that weekend before our husbands finally returned home.


Months Of Fun

Over the next several months, Emily and I found ways to be together whenever we could, and every time seemed to get hotter than the last. At first, though, I wasn’t sure how much to share with Mitch. I wanted to be honest, but I didn’t know how he’d take it.

So one night after drinks with Emily, I eased into it. Curled up next to him in bed, I lay there for what felt like forever, my heart racing. Finally, in a voice barely above a whisper, I said, “Something happened tonight… with Emily.”

Mitch turned to look at me, curious, his arm tightening around my waist. I bit my lip, cheeks burning, and blurted, “We… we kissed. And she… she touched my boobs. I touched hers too.” The words tumbled out awkward, nervous, but there was no mistaking the heat behind them.

For a heartbeat, I worried I’d gone too far. Then I felt him harden against me, his breath coming quicker. His reaction was instant, undeniable, and by the time I slid down to take him in my mouth, he was groaning that it was the hottest thing he’d ever heard.

A couple of weeks later, after another night with Emily, I pushed things further. I came home flushed, still buzzing, and whispered that this time she had slipped her fingers inside me. Mitch froze for a moment, then let out a strangled moan. By the time my lips wrapped around his cock, he was almost shaking with arousal, so turned on he couldn’t stop himself.

And finally, the night that changed everything: Mitch was out of town on business, and Emily and I got drunk by the pool. One thing led to another, and before I knew it she was straddling my face, riding me until I lost track of how many times I came. When Mitch got home, I told him the truth, every dirty detail. His reaction was immediate and overwhelming—by the time I sucked him that night, he lasted barely thirty seconds before exploding in my mouth.

Honestly, I was relieved. Emily had already wrung orgasm after orgasm out of me, and as much as I adored it, my body was tender, aching in places I never knew could ache. The last thing I wanted was more pussy play.

But Mitch? He couldn’t get enough of hearing about it.

Honestly, I was relieved. Emily had already wrung orgasm after orgasm out of me, and as much as I adored it, my body was tender, aching in places I never knew could ache. The last thing I wanted was more pussy play.

But Mitch? He couldn’t get enough of hearing about it.

In the weeks that followed, we finally sat down and talked about everything properly. I told him how much Emily meant to me, how natural it felt to explore this side of myself, and admitted I’d been afraid he might be jealous or resentful. Instead, Mitch just smiled, reached for my hand, and said he wasn’t jealous at all. He loved knowing I was discovering new things about myself, loved hearing every detail, and loved that I trusted him enough to share it with him.

That conversation changed everything. From then on, I knew he wasn’t just tolerating what I was doing with Emily—he was genuinely fine with it. More than fine. He wanted me to keep going, to keep exploring, and that made me feel freer than I ever had in my life.

The strange part was the way it all existed in silence whenever the four of us were together. Gregg obviously knew, Mitch knew, and Emily and I certainly knew. But no one ever said a word about it in front of the others. We’d all go to barbecues, dinners, pool days—just two normal couples laughing over beers and burgers—and underneath it all lay this secret, never spoken aloud.

Even the guys, as far as I could tell, never brought it up between themselves. Not once. It was like we were all part of the same unspoken agreement: what happened between Emily and me was ours, a thing acknowledged without ever being named.

And somehow, that made it even hotter.

One afternoon, after we’d been making love for what felt like an endless hour, we collapsed against each other, sweaty and laughing, our breaths still ragged. Emily rolled onto her side, propping her head on her hand, her eyes sparkling as she looked me over like she still hadn’t had enough.

“So,” she said casually, though her grin gave her away, “Gregg and I are planning a vacation in the Caribbean. It’s one of those adults-only, all-inclusive resorts. You and Mitch should come with us.”

I turned toward her, brushing hair from my damp face. “That sounds amazing. I’d love to. I’ll talk to Mitch, see what he thinks.”

Emily leaned in, kissed me lazily, then let her lips wander toward my ear. Her voice dropped to a sultry whisper. “God, Becca… I’d love to have your face between my legs on a beach chair with the ocean in the background. Can you even imagine?”

Her words sent a rush of heat straight through me, making me moan softly against her neck. She chuckled at my reaction, biting my shoulder playfully. “I’m serious. The thought of you licking me while the waves crash nearby? I’ve been fantasizing about that ever since we booked the trip.”

I pulled her closer, kissing her deeply, the fantasy already alive in my mind. “You’re impossible,” I whispered, though the ache between my legs betrayed just how much I loved the idea.

We ended up making love all over again before I finally dragged myself out of her bed, flushed and aching, to head home and start dinner.

After dinner, I slipped away for a long, steaming bath, letting the water ease the ache Emily had left in my body. By the time I stepped out, I already knew exactly what I wanted to do. I dried off slowly, slipped into Mitch’s favorite nightie—the one that barely covered me, clinging to my curves in all the ways I knew drove him crazy—and padded barefoot into the living room.

He was half-watching something on TV, but the moment his eyes landed on me, the remote dropped onto the couch. His gaze swept over me hungrily, and his voice was already rough when he said, “You know how horny I get when you wear that, baby.”

I leaned against the doorway, letting the strap slide just a little off my shoulder, and gave him a slow smile. “I know,” I teased, my voice low. “That’s exactly why I put it on. Now take me to bed so you can give me what I need—your hard cock.”

His eyes darkened instantly, his jaw tightening as he pushed up from the couch. “You know how horny I get when you talk like that,” he growled.

I bit my lip, enjoying the weight of his stare as I backed slowly toward the bedroom. “Then stop talking,” I whispered, “and take me in there so I can take care of that for you.”

In the bedroom, I guided him toward the bed with a mischievous smile, taking my time instead of rushing. I slipped my hands under his shirt, tugging it upward inch by inch until I pulled it over his head. My palms slid back down across his chest, pausing to circle his nipples before I leaned in and flicked my tongue over one, then the other, savoring the way his breath hitched.

As I worked lower, I unbuttoned his shorts with deliberate slowness, brushing my lips over his stomach, my teeth grazing just above the waistband. He groaned, his fingers flexing at his sides, while I pushed the fabric down over his hips. His cock sprang free, already thick and straining, and I let my lips hover close enough that he could feel my breath but not quite my touch.

“God, baby,” he muttered, his voice rough with need.

I looked up at him through my lashes, grinning as I gave him a playful shove back onto the mattress. “Not yet,” I whispered, crawling up between his legs. “I want you inside me so bad… but first, I’m going to suck your hard cock until you cum down my throat.”

In the bedroom, I pushed him back against the bed and climbed between his legs, grinning as I stroked his cock. “Here’s what’s going to happen,” I said lightly, my voice low but teasing. “First, I’m going to suck your cock until you cum down my throat. Then, once you’ve caught your breath, you’re going to eat my pussy until I cum—and by then, you’ll be hard again and ready to fuck me.”

He blinked at me, half-confused, half-aroused. “Baby… how am I supposed to fuck you right after I cum?”

I laughed softly, giving his shaft a slow stroke. “You’ll lick me until you’re hard again. That’s how.”

He groaned, shaking his head in disbelief. “But come on, babe… sometimes it takes me an hour.”

I leaned down, brushing my lips over the tip of his cock, tasting the first bead of precum. My eyes met his as I smiled wickedly. “And I don’t see the problem with that at all.”

Then I wrapped my lips around him, sucking him deep into my mouth, letting him know there was no turning back.

I leaned down and took the head of his cock into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it in slow, teasing circles before sliding further down. Mitch groaned, his hand brushing my hair back so he could watch. I worked him gently at first, licking up and down his shaft, taking my time, letting him relax into the rhythm.

But even as I sucked him, my mind wandered to what Emily had said earlier. The trip to the Caribbean. The way she’d whispered that she wanted my face between her legs on a beach chair, the ocean in the background. My heart raced at the thought of bringing it up to Mitch. How could I say it? How much would I tell him?

I bobbed my head slowly, building up the pressure, hollowing my cheeks as I sucked. He groaned again, hips lifting just slightly, his breath coming faster. I let my tongue flick under the ridge of his head, then dragged it all the way down his shaft before swallowing him deep, my throat tightening around him.

“Fuck, baby,” he muttered, his hand tightening in my hair. “You’re so good at that.”

I moaned around him, the vibration making him buck harder, but inside I was still rehearsing the words. Emily and Gregg are planning a vacation… she wants us to come along… she wants me between her legs in the Caribbean sun. The thought made my pussy ache, even as my mouth worked harder, sliding him deeper and deeper.

His breathing quickened, his stomach tightening under my hands. I could feel the pulse building in his cock, the thick swell at the base that always gave him away. I sucked him harder, faster now, pumping him with my lips and tongue, and within seconds he let out a ragged cry.

The first hot spurt hit the back of my throat, thick and salty. I gagged slightly, swallowing it down with a shiver. I’d never liked the taste—God, I hated it—but I always tried to take him to the end, swallowing every last drop because I knew how much it turned him on.

Finally, he sagged back against the pillows, panting, his cock softening in my mouth as I released him. I wiped my lips, gave him a small smile, and then slipped off the bed.

“I’ll be right back,” I murmured, padding to the bathroom. I turned on the tap and filled my mouth with cool water, swishing it around until the taste was gone. Staring at my reflection in the mirror, lips swollen and hair mussed from his hands, I couldn’t help but think of Emily’s promise. The Caribbean. Just wait until he hears about this.

I closed the bathroom door behind me, leaning on the cool wood for just a second, swishing the last mouthful of water around my mouth before spitting it out. The bitter tang of Mitch’s cum was gone now, replaced by mint from the mouthwash I’d found by the sink, but the faint memory of it still lingered on my tongue. I caught my reflection in the mirror before heading back out: hair tousled, lips swollen, cheeks flushed. I looked like a woman who’d just been on her knees and loved it.

When I padded back into the bedroom, Mitch was still sprawled on the bed, chest heaving as he recovered from what I’d just given him. He glanced up when I climbed in beside him, and his lazy grin made me melt all over again. I kissed him softly, letting him taste the faint coolness of mint, then whispered against his lips, “Now it’s your turn.”

He didn’t need more encouragement. Mitch slid down the bed with that single-minded focus of his, settling between my thighs as though he belonged there. His hands spread over my hips, anchoring me in place, and then his mouth found me.

The first swipe of his tongue made me gasp and arch against him. He was so damn good at this—always had been. Patient, attentive, hungry in a way that made me feel worshipped. He teased at first, slow laps that made me whimper, then zeroed in on my clit, flicking it lightly until my nails dug into the sheets.

I closed my eyes and gave myself over to it. Twenty minutes blurred into a haze of pressure and release, me twisting and moaning, him groaning into my pussy every time I cried out. I came once, then again, thighs trembling around his head. By the time the waves subsided, I was panting, sticky with sweat, my body still aching for more.

I tugged at his hair and guided him up, flipping us so I was straddling his face. His eyes glinted with pure heat as I lowered myself down, and the first contact made me yelp. God, it was intense—too much and not enough all at once. I rode his mouth shamelessly, grinding down, pulling his hair tighter as he licked and sucked like he couldn’t get enough of me.

But when I finally looked down, my stomach sank a little. His cock was still soft.

It shouldn’t have disappointed me—he’d just cum hard, after all, and most men couldn’t spring back instantly. I knew that. Rationally, I knew it. But the hunger still pulsed through me, insistent and impatient. I wanted to be filled. Fucked. Stretched wide and pinned down, not just teased and tasted.

Sliding off his face, I curled beside him, trailing my fingers over his chest, my voice light even though my body was thrumming with need. “Baby… I need to tell you something.”

Mitch’s eyes opened, still dazed, still shining with that post-orgasm glow. “Yeah?”

I hesitated, chewing my lip. Then I just said it. “Emily and Gregg are planning a trip. Caribbean. Adults-only, all-inclusive. She wants us to come with them.”

That caught his attention. His brows rose. “Really? That sounds… fun.”

I leaned closer, letting my breath tickle his ear. “She told me exactly what she wants from me there.” My hand drifted down his stomach, brushing the base of his cock. “She said she’d love my face between her legs, lying out by the ocean, sun beating down while the waves crash in the background.”

Mitch’s breath hitched. His cock twitched faintly against my palm.

I smiled, wicked and knowing, and pressed a kiss to his neck. “She also asked if you’d like to watch. Said you could just sit back while she and I made each other scream.” My hand stroked him again, this time with more purpose, coaxing, teasing. “Would you like that? Watching me lick her until she begs?”

His throat worked as he swallowed, eyes wide, lips parted. “Fuck…”

I nipped at his ear, whispering, “And maybe while Emily’s making me cum, I could crawl over and suck your cock too. Keep you nice and hard while Gregg handles her.”

That did it. The twitch under my hand hardened into something real, swelling fast, blood rushing back into him with every dirty promise I fed him.

“Jesus, Becca,” he groaned, gripping my hip.

I pushed up on my knees, grinning down at him as I wrapped my hand fully around his shaft, already thick and stiffening. “Mmm, there you are,” I purred. “Knew I could get you back.”

Without waiting, I guided him to my entrance and sank down in one slow, glorious slide. The stretch made me moan loud, my head tipping back as my body clenched around him.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Mitch groaned, his hands flying to my hips, holding on as I began to move.

I rode him with desperation, bouncing on his cock like I needed it more than air. Every drop of slick heat inside me, every grind of his shaft against my walls, every filthy thought of Emily watching me do this had me spiraling. I leaned forward, bracing on his chest, riding him harder, whispering in his ear about how she’d taste, how she’d moan, how much I wanted him to see it.

It didn’t take long. The pressure coiled tight in my belly, building higher with every thrust. I slammed down on him once, twice, three more times, and then it snapped. My whole body shook as I came, crying out, shuddering around him while he held me through it.

I collapsed against his chest, gasping, drenched in sweat. For a moment, I just lay there, limp and trembling, his cock still buried deep inside me.

But Mitch wasn’t done.

He rolled us suddenly, pinning me beneath him, his eyes dark and wild. “My turn,” he growled, driving into me hard and fast.

I screamed, clutching at his shoulders as he fucked me relentlessly, all the control ripped away. His body slammed against mine, his cock spearing me deeper than before, the bed creaking under the force. He groaned my name into my neck, kissed me rough, bit at my skin. I could feel him building, every thrust more urgent than the last.

“Cum for me, baby,” I begged, nails digging into his back. “Fill me up.”

He let out a guttural sound, buried himself to the hilt, and exploded inside me. I felt every hot spurt flood deep, his cock pulsing, his body shuddering against mine until finally he collapsed on top of me, both of us panting, spent.

For a while, there was nothing but our ragged breathing and the sticky heat of our bodies. Then Mitch chuckled weakly, kissing my temple. “So… the Caribbean, huh?”

I laughed too, still dizzy, still full of him. “Caribbean. Adults-only. All-inclusive.”

“And Emily?” His voice was husky, but the grin was unmistakable.

“Emily,” I confirmed, brushing my lips over his. “Terrible influence.”

He laughed again, shaking his head. “We should probably look at flights.”

“Already knew you’d say that,” I whispered, kissing him again.

The next night, we were at Gregg and Emily’s, drinks in hand, talking about the trip like it was the most normal thing in the world. Before we left their house, the four of us had our reservations confirmed and flights booked on the same plane. It was real now.

And all I could think about was the way Emily’s voice had purred when she said she wanted me between her legs in the Caribbean sun—and the way Mitch’s cock had hardened instantly at the thought of watching.


Arrival

About a month later, the four of us were wheeling our suitcases through the bustle of the airport, moving in easy step like we’d been doing this forever. On the surface, we were just two married couples heading off on vacation together: Mitch and I, Gregg and Emily. Nothing unusual about that. We laughed through security lines, teased each other about overpacking, and complained good-naturedly about the cost of airport coffee.

But underneath, I couldn’t stop feeling that delicious, prickling awareness that we weren’t like any other couples in that terminal. Mitch knew. Gregg knew. Emily and I certainly knew. Yet, none of us said a word out loud. It was all tucked neatly under the surface, wrapped up in polite conversation and shared smiles.

At the gate, Emily slipped into the seat next to mine while the guys stood in line for snacks. She leaned close, her perfume light and warm, and murmured, “God, Becca, I can’t believe we’re actually doing this.” Her knee brushed mine like it was an accident, but the grin on her face said otherwise.

“Me neither,” I whispered back, my pulse quickening. “Feels like we’re about to get away with something we shouldn’t.”

By the time our flight was called, we were giggling like schoolgirls, and Mitch gave me a curious look as he lifted our carry-ons. I smiled innocently, but my stomach fluttered at the thought of what he must be imagining.

The flight itself was a blur of excitement and nervous energy. Emily and I swapped earbuds to share playlists, pointed out the clouds, and made little jokes about the free wine. Across the aisle, Gregg and Mitch talked football, sipping their beers, perfectly normal husbands on a perfectly normal trip.

When we finally descended into the Caribbean, the whole plane filled with the golden wash of late-afternoon sun. The air that hit us when we stepped off was warm, soft, and heavy with salt. Palms swayed just beyond the terminal, and I caught Emily’s eye as we walked toward customs, both of us grinning like we’d just stepped into a dream.

At the resort, check-in was smooth, the staff friendly and efficient. The place was breathtaking—tall open-air lobbies, tropical flowers spilling out of stone planters, the sound of water trickling from fountains everywhere. And beyond it all, just visible, the ocean stretched out in an endless sheet of glittering blue.

By the time we reached our rooms, the sun was low, painting everything in gold. We agreed to meet back up after freshening up, and when we split off down the hall, Emily gave me one last glance over her shoulder, a mischievous spark in her eyes that made my knees weak.

After long showers and a quick change, the four of us reconvened for dinner. The restaurant overlooked the beach, candles flickering on every table, the scent of grilled fish and lime filling the air. Conversation was light—stories from work, plans for the week, Mitch and Gregg teasing each other about who’d drink who under the table first. I found myself laughing more than I expected, the kind of easy joy that came from sunshine and freedom.

And yet, every time Emily’s hand brushed mine when we both reached for the breadbasket, or every time her knee bumped mine under the table, I felt a spark of heat deep in my belly. No one else at the restaurant would have guessed. To them, we were just two happy couples on holiday.

After dinner we wandered into one of the many bars scattered around the resort. The place was lively but relaxed, soft music playing, couples and groups chatting over colorful cocktails. We claimed a low table, ordered rum punches, and spent the next hour laughing, sipping, and letting the warmth of the island sink into us.

By the time we called it a night and headed back toward our rooms, the four of us were loose with drink and sun, smiling and swaying a little as we said goodnight. Mitch slipped his arm around my waist as we walked, and I caught Emily’s eye again just before she disappeared into her room with Gregg. That same spark was there, promising more.

Back in our own room, I peeled off my sandals and collapsed onto the bed, my skin still buzzing from the mix of heat, rum, and anticipation. It was only the first night, and already the tension was simmering.

The next morning after breakfast, Emily leaned back in her chair, sunglasses perched on her nose, and said casually, “So… I think we should check out the clothing-optional beach.”

Gregg didn’t hesitate. “Sounds like a great idea.”

I glanced at Mitch, waiting for him to make a face, but instead he smirked like a kid about to get away with something. “Honestly? I’d love to,” he said. His openness surprised me, though the flicker in his eyes told me exactly where his mind had gone.

My heart gave a nervous flutter. As much as I tried to play it cool, the thought of finally seeing Emily naked—really naked, with no playful excuse like a changing room or skinny dipping—set off a buzz low in my belly. And this time, our husbands would be there too.

When we arrived, the nudist section was livelier than I expected. Couples strolled lazily along the sand, bodies gleaming with sunscreen and sea spray, while others lay sprawled on towels, chatting, reading, or sipping from plastic tumblers. The air was warm, salt-thick, and humming with that shameless, unhurried freedom you could only find in a place where clothes were optional.

I noticed Mitch almost immediately. His sunglasses did nothing to hide where his gaze lingered, and I could see the telltale swell starting to push against his trunks. A chubby blonde woman with enormous, gravity-defying tits walked by, her skin flushed from the sun, and Mitch all but swallowed his tongue.

Then his attention shifted to another woman—a plain brunette, almost forgettable at first glance, until she turned. Her body was insane: lean muscle, narrow waist, perfect tone in every limb, and yet she carried a chest that belonged on a pin-up calendar, big and heavy enough to defy her athletic frame. She stretched as she laid her towel down, revealing a full, untamed bush between her thighs that caught the sunlight like bronze. Mitch’s cock twitched so visibly that I nearly laughed out loud.

And yet, through it all, my own focus kept sliding back to Emily. The easy way she peeled off her bikini top like it was nothing, her perfect red hair catching the sun as if she knew I was watching. This was the first time I’d seen her bare like this outside of our secret moments, and my pulse refused to settle.

I told myself I had to keep it together. But with Mitch’s trunks straining and Emily’s nipples tightening in the breeze, I knew “contain my excitement” was going to be easier said than done.

Although Emily was the first to slip her bikini straps down her shoulders and toss the top aside, Gregg didn’t take long to follow, peeling off his trunks without hesitation. For a moment, I froze. It wasn’t like I’d never seen another man’s cock before, but seeing Gregg so casually naked in front of us—it jolted me. My eyes lingered just a little longer than they should have, and the thought hit me like a spark: he was about the same size as Mitch. The realization sent a strange, guilty thrill rushing through me.

I turned to Mitch, my voice softer, testing. “Are you really okay with me… you know… taking mine off?”

He looked straight at me, his mouth curving into a grin that was equal parts pride and lust. “Take it off, baby. Let everyone see how lucky I am.”

My stomach fluttered at the way he said it—like he wanted to show me off, like he wanted the world to know I was his. I slipped the straps down, untied the back, and let the bikini top fall into my lap before I stood and wriggled the bottoms down too. The heat of the sun on my bare skin was immediate, intoxicating, and I couldn’t help but feel exposed in a way that was equal parts thrilling and terrifying.

Once we were all naked, we arranged ourselves on a cluster of lounge chairs, the four of us looking for all the world like normal vacationers soaking up the sun. But I couldn’t relax. Not really. Not with Emily stretched out just a few feet away, her red hair spilling across her shoulders, her breasts rising and falling with each easy breath. Every curve of her body seemed to call to me, pulling at the hunger I’d been trying to keep contained since we landed.

A hot young man in resort shorts approached, tray in hand, flashing us a smile that was almost too practiced. “What can I get you folks to drink?” he asked. His eyes darted—first at Emily’s breasts, then at my own—and the heat that curled low in my stomach doubled.

We all ordered, our voices overlapping in the warm breeze, but my focus wasn’t on the server at all. It was on Emily. On the way her legs shifted ever so slightly, parting just enough to tease, her smile curving like she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

Seeing her like this—beautiful, brazen, completely at ease—was turning me on so much I honestly didn’t know if I could last the whole day without finding a way to have her again. At least once. Maybe more.

The guys went down to the ocean, splashing out into the shallows with a couple of beers in hand, leaving Emily and me stretched out on the lounge chairs side by side. It was the first time since we’d arrived that day that we were truly alone. I shifted my sunglasses higher on my nose, glancing at her out of the corner of my eye, and couldn’t resist a grin.

“God, I’m so horny for you,” I whispered.

Emily turned her head, her lips curving into that wicked smile that always made my stomach tighten. “Then tell Mitch. You know him—he’ll get so worked up he’ll do just about anything you want.” Her voice was casual, but her hand brushed mine on the armrest, the tiny contact sending sparks straight between my thighs.

The idea made me blush, and I shook my head lightly. “Maybe. But not here. Not yet. I don’t think I’m ready for them to watch us.”

Her grin widened knowingly. “Then we’ll have to find a way to send the boys off somewhere. Get them distracted, give us an hour alone.”

The thought alone made me ache. After spending the entire day with Emily lying naked beside me, with all these other bodies parading past, my skin felt too tight, my pulse too high.

My eyes kept drifting back to one woman in particular—the plain brunette we’d seen earlier. She wasn’t pretty in the face, not in the way Emily was, but her body was something else. Strong, honed, the kind of figure that looked like it had been carved from stone, all taut muscle and impossible curves. And yet it wasn’t just the fitness—it was the rawness of her, the unpolished edge. The thick, dark bush between her legs was as unapologetic as the way she stretched on her towel, arms over her head, tits so big and perfect they made my throat go dry.

Then her man walked over—boyfriend, husband, whatever he was—and dropped onto the chair beside her. My eyes flicked down instinctively and froze. His cock hung heavy between his legs, long, thick, and uncut, the kind of thing that looked almost out of place on a body that casual. My stomach twisted. It looked… ugly. Brutal. I’d never liked the way cocks looked at the best of times, and this one made me all the more aware of it.

The brunette sat up slowly, her tits settling with the movement, and reached for a pack of cigarettes in her bag. She lit one with an easy flick, blew smoke out toward the waves, then spoke to him in quick, lilting French.

Suddenly, it all made sense—the hairy pussy, the uncut cock, the careless sensuality. I smirked to myself and shook my head, and when I glanced back at Emily, she caught my expression and arched an eyebrow like she knew exactly what I was thinking.

By then, the sun was high and hot, the breeze carrying the scent of salt and coconut oil, and every nerve in my body was wired tight. After a day of staring at Emily’s perfect, naked body, and all the other women baring themselves so shamelessly, I was so horny I could barely stand it.

That night at dinner, Emily showed up in one of the sexiest outfits I’d ever seen her wear. The dress clung to her curves like it was painted on, dipping low enough in front that every time she leaned forward I got a full view of her breasts. I couldn’t look away, even when Gregg was talking about the wine list or Mitch was making some joke to the waiter. It was as though Emily knew exactly what she was doing, and she was doing it for me.

As we ate, she kept leaning across the table, brushing my arm “by accident,” letting her hand linger a second too long when she passed me the bread. Once, when Mitch and Gregg were busy arguing about which rum cocktail was stronger, her fingers slipped under the table and traced a line up my thigh. My breath caught so hard I almost dropped my fork. She smirked when I shot her a warning glance, her nails grazing just high enough that I had to squeeze my legs together to keep from moaning.

It only got worse when the guys excused themselves to grab another round of drinks from the bar. Emily wasted no time. She leaned forward, elbows on the table, her tits nearly spilling out, and whispered across to me, “Do you know what I was thinking about on the beach earlier? You, on your knees, licking me until I can’t breathe.”

I gasped, heat flooding my face, but she only laughed softly and kept going, her voice low and filthy. “Or maybe tonight I’ll climb on top of you and sit on your pretty face. Would you like that, Becca? Would you like me to ride your mouth until I cum all over it?”

I was so wet I could feel it soaking into my panties. I shook my head, biting my lip, but she just chuckled, licking the rim of her glass in a way that made my whole body clench.

By the time the guys came back, she was all innocence again—smiling, sipping her drink, making casual conversation. Meanwhile, I was practically squirming in my seat, every nerve on fire from the things she’d just whispered.

By the time we finally got back to our room, I couldn’t hold it in anymore. The second the door closed, I all but attacked Mitch, kissing him hard, yanking at his shirt, desperate to get his cock inside me before I exploded.

I sucked his cock until he shot a huge load down my throat and then begged him to The second the door clicked shut behind us, I didn’t even give Mitch a chance to ask what had gotten into me. I dropped to my knees in front of him and yanked his shorts down, his cock half-hard, flushed, still heavy from earlier. My fingers wrapped around the base, stroking with purpose, my mouth hovering just above.

He groaned as I leaned in and dragged my tongue slowly from the base all the way up to the tip, swirling over the head before swallowing him into my mouth. I worked him in long, messy strokes, taking him deeper each time, letting spit slick his shaft until the sloppy sound of it filled the room. My nails dug into his thighs, my lips stretched around him, and I sucked hard enough to make his hips jerk forward.

It didn’t take long before I felt him swelling in my mouth, throbbing against my tongue. His cock stiffened fully, twitching as I bobbed faster, the salty taste of precum spilling onto my tongue. I pulled back suddenly, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, and stood.

“Good,” I panted, turning and climbing onto the bed. I planted my hands on the mattress, arched my back, and pushed my ass up high in the air, spreading myself for him shamelessly. Glancing back over my shoulder, I caught his eyes and said the only thing on my mind. “My pussy needs fucking, Mitch. Now.”

He growled like he’d been holding back for too long and gripped my hips hard enough to bruise. A second later he slammed into me, burying himself deep with one brutal thrust that knocked the breath out of me.

“Oh, fuck—yes!” I cried, my face pressed into the sheets as he pulled out and drove back in with the same force.

There was no build-up, no easing into it—just raw, hard fucking. Each thrust was sharp and relentless, his cock pounding into me so hard my tits bounced against the mattress with every stroke. The slap of skin against skin echoed through the room, mingling with his ragged grunts and my shameless moans.

He grabbed my hair, yanking my head back, forcing my back into a sharper arch as he hammered me. My nails clawed at the sheets, desperate for something to hold onto, the bed frame creaking under the violent rhythm. Every thrust slammed me forward, jolting my body, and still he didn’t let up.

“Yes, baby—fuck me just like that,” I sobbed, my voice breaking. My pussy clenched around him, slick and dripping, the obscene squelch of it only spurring him on. He shifted his angle, hitting deeper, harder, each stroke battering against that perfect spot until my legs trembled and my stomach tightened with unbearable pressure.

I couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think—just feel the frantic pace of his cock driving me closer and closer. He growled my name, pulling me back onto him, forcing me to take every inch, and the roughness of it snapped something inside me.

“Fuck—I’m cumming!” I screamed, my whole body shuddering as my orgasm tore through me, violent and uncontrollable. My pussy clamped down around his cock, milking him, squeezing him tight, and I heard the guttural sound rip from his throat as he thrust even harder.

He slammed into me one last time, burying himself to the hilt, and I felt the hot flood of his cum shooting deep inside me. Pulse after pulse, thick and heavy, filling me until I collapsed forward onto the bed, my arms giving out, sweat dripping from my skin.

Mitch groaned as he fell against my back, panting, his cock still twitching inside me as his weight pressed me into the mattress. We stayed like that for a long moment, tangled, gasping, the air heavy with sex.

Finally, he rolled to the side, pulling me with him, and we collapsed together in a sticky, breathless heap. My body was still trembling from the intensity, my pussy throbbing and full, my throat raw from screaming his name.

Mitch kissed my shoulder, still catching his breath. He gave a shaky laugh and looked at me with a crooked grin.

“Not that I’m complaining,” he said, voice hoarse, “but what the hell made you so horny tonight, baby?”

I lay there on my side, still catching my breath, sweat cooling on my skin. Mitch’s arm was slung loosely over my waist, his cock still soft inside me, both of us sticky and spent. He pressed a kiss to my shoulder, chuckled low, and muttered, “God, you were wild tonight.”

I rolled over to face him, tracing lazy circles on his chest with my fingertip. My heart was still racing, but not just from the sex. I wanted to say it before I lost my nerve.

“What if…” I started, hesitating, watching his eyes narrow with curiosity. “What if Emily and I wanted to… do it here? You know—while we’re on this trip.”

His brow lifted, but he didn’t speak, so I went on, my voice low and coaxing. “Like, what if we sent you and Gregg off somewhere for a while… just the two of us. No audience. Just me and her fucking each other while you’re out grabbing beers or watching a game or whatever.”

His cock twitched against my thigh, and I smiled, reaching down to wrap my hand around him. Still slick from earlier, I stroked slowly, feeling him stir under my touch.

“Would that turn you on?” I whispered. “Knowing we were in the room together, eating each other’s pussies, making each other cum, while you were stuck outside?”

A groan escaped him, deep and unguarded. His cock hardened fast in my grip, swelling with every stroke of my fist.

“Mmm,” I teased, squeezing him at the base, “you’re already hard again, and that didn’t take long at all.” I kissed his jaw, my breath hot against his ear. “What are you picturing, huh? Me on my knees between Emily’s legs? Or are you thinking about that French girl from the beach with the hairy pussy?”

He let out a strangled laugh, his hips jerking into my hand. “Jesus, Becca…”

I giggled, tightening my fist, pumping him harder now, enjoying the way his abs tensed beneath my palm. “It’s okay—you can tell me. I won’t be jealous. I know she turned you on.” I kissed him again, then whispered, “But you know who I’m thinking about.”

He moaned my name, cock throbbing, and I stroked him faster, twisting my wrist just the way he liked. His breathing went ragged, his body tight with release.

“Cum for me, baby,” I urged, eyes locked on his. “Cum for me while you think about me fucking Emily right here in this resort.”

He groaned, his hips bucking helplessly into my hand, and then he was spilling hot and thick across my stomach, pulse after pulse pumping through my fist. I milked every drop from him, grinning as I kissed his throat.

When he finally sagged back onto the pillows, panting, I licked a bead of sweat from his neck and whispered, “See? You’re not the only one who likes the idea.”

The next morning at breakfast, I leaned close to Emily and whispered, “I need to talk to you.” She gave me a sly little smile and slipped her hand over mine, following me as I stood and headed toward the bathrooms.

Once we were inside, the door swinging shut behind us, I blurted out what had happened with Mitch the night before. I was barely halfway through before Emily pressed herself against me, her hand sliding up to cup my breast through my shirt. She squeezed, her thumb circling over my nipple until it stiffened under the thin fabric, making me stammer and gasp mid-sentence.

She kissed me hard, her tongue sliding past my lips, the kind of kiss that belonged in a bedroom, not a public bathroom just off the dining room. I melted into her, kissing her back with the same hunger, until we both broke off suddenly, glancing around with wild eyes as if someone might’ve seen or heard. My chest was heaving, my lips swollen, and I could see the same flush high on her cheeks.

“Tonight,” she breathed, her voice low and filthy, “we’re going to make it happen. I want to taste your pussy until you’re screaming. I want you riding my face while Gregg and Mitch have no idea what’s happening next door.”

Her words made my knees buckle. She steadied me with a wicked grin. “Did you bring anything sexy to wear to bed?”

I swallowed hard, whispering, “The nightie we bought. The first day we made love.”

Her eyes lit with mischief. “So did I. Bring it to our room before dinner. We’ll slip away when they least expect it.”

We stole one more kiss, softer but no less charged, before pulling apart and straightening ourselves. Walking back out to the dining room, we both tried to look composed, but the heat between us clung to my skin. When we slid back into our seats beside our husbands, I could still taste her on my tongue—and from the smirk tugging at Emily’s lips, I knew she was thinking the same thing.

That afternoon, Emily and I stretched out side by side on a pair of loungers by the pool, tall cocktails sweating in our hands. The sun was heavy on our skin, the air filled with the smell of sunscreen and the sound of splashing from the shallow end. Gregg and Mitch were off at the bar talking to a couple of other guys about some local fishing trip, which left us in that dangerous space of being just the two of us with time to whisper.

Emily slid her sunglasses down her nose and glanced at me. “So,” she said, her voice low and playful, “did you bring it?”

My pulse jumped. “Of course,” I murmured, taking a sip of my drink to hide my smile. “It’s folded neatly at the bottom of my drawer. Red lace, sheer as sin.”

Her grin widened. “Perfect. I’ve got mine too. Tonight, we’ll make sure we slip out before the guys realize.” She paused, then tilted her head. “Unless… we don’t want to sneak.”

I turned to her, heat creeping up my neck. “What do you mean?”

She leaned in close, her thigh brushing mine. “What if we let them watch?”

The suggestion made my stomach drop and tighten all at once. I swallowed hard, glancing toward the bar where Mitch was still deep in conversation, oblivious. The thought of him standing in the corner, watching me on my knees between Emily’s thighs, made my pussy clench so hard I had to cross my legs.

“Wouldn’t that drive them crazy?” Emily pressed, her voice like silk. “Watching us taste each other, hearing us moan for each other, and not being allowed to touch?”

I exhaled shakily, my lips curving despite myself. “God, Emily…”

Before I could say more, movement caught my eye. The plain brunette from the beach the day before—the French girl—was strolling past the pool in a tiny bikini. It barely contained her massive tits, the thin fabric stretched to its limit. She moved with that same raw, unpolished sensuality that had struck me before, her toned stomach flexing, long legs gleaming with oil.

Something about her made my pulse quicken all over again. She wasn’t conventionally beautiful, but the sheer power of her body was magnetic. My gaze followed the sway of her hips, the heavy curve of her breasts, and I caught myself biting my lip.

Emily’s laughter pulled me back. “Caught staring again?” she teased, her hand brushing my thigh under the cover of the towel. “You’re practically drooling, Becca.”

“She’s just…” I trailed off, shaking my head, embarrassed. “She’s so damn raw. And those tits…”

Emily smirked knowingly. “Don’t worry. Tonight, it’s just us. And maybe,” she added with a wicked gleam, “an audience of two very lucky men.”

I laughed softly, but my pussy was already aching. The night couldn’t come soon enough.


The Night

That night, Emily and I dressed with the same secret in mind. She slipped into something short and daring, the fabric clinging to her curves like it had been sewn onto her body, while I chose the red lace nightie we’d bought together that first day. We didn’t say a word about it to the men, but both of us knew exactly what we were doing—making sure our husbands were good and hard by the time we all ended up in their room.

After dinner, Emily leaned back in her chair, her eyes sparkling. “I had some champagne delivered earlier,” she said casually. “Four glasses waiting in our room.”

Mitch and Gregg didn’t argue. A few minutes later, the four of us stepped inside, the air-conditioned coolness washing over us. A silver bucket of ice sat on the table, the neck of the bottle gleaming. Emily turned to Gregg, her voice soft but commanding. “Pour us all a glass.”

Gregg did as he was told, handing out the flutes. The bubbles fizzed up, crisp and celebratory. Emily clinked her glass against mine, then smiled sweetly at the men. “We’ll be right back.”

She laced her fingers through mine and tugged me toward the bedroom. My heart pounded as she closed the door behind us with a quiet click. We stood by the bed, staring at each other, before falling into a kiss so passionate it made my knees go weak. Her lips were warm, insistent, her tongue sliding against mine as her hand traced the curve of my breast through the thin fabric.

When we pulled apart, breathless, Emily grinned and slipped off her dress. I did the same, our laughter nervous and giddy as we revealed the lingerie we’d both chosen for tonight. She stepped closer, her eyes locked on mine. “After we give them a show,” she murmured, “I want you to follow my lead. No hesitation. Just trust me.”

My voice was husky, certain. “I’ll do anything you want.”

Hand in hand, we walked back into the suite. Both Mitch and Gregg looked up at once, their eyes widening at the sight of us in lace and heels. I caught the bulge already swelling in Mitch’s shorts, and Gregg wasn’t hiding his either. The thrill of knowing we’d reduced them to this just by walking into the room made heat rush between my thighs.

We sipped another glass of champagne each, bubbles rising in my chest along with the tension. Then Emily patted the cushion beside her on the couch, her smile wicked. “Come sit with me, Becca.”

Emily leaned in and pressed her lips to mine, soft at first, then deeper, until our tongues tangled in a kiss that sent shivers racing down my spine. From across the room I heard Mitch’s voice, low and awed. “Damn… that has to be the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Gregg laughed under his breath, his tone rough with anticipation. “You haven’t seen anything yet.”

The sound of them watching made the kiss burn hotter. Emily’s hand slid over my breast, cupping it firmly through the thin lace of my nightie, her thumb brushing over my nipple until I moaned into her mouth. My fingers dug into her hip, pulling her closer, every nerve in my body lit up by the fact that we weren’t alone.

After a few minutes of kissing and teasing touches, Emily finally pulled back just enough to speak, her voice husky and commanding. “Well, gentlemen… I think it’s time we moved this to the bedroom. Don’t you agree?”

Before I could even catch my breath, Mitch’s voice came quick and eager. “Hell yeah.”

Emily smiled, that wicked, knowing smile that always made my knees weak. “Then do me a favor,” she told them smoothly. “Grab a couple of chairs and bring them in. I want you close enough that you won’t miss a thing.”

The way she said it made my stomach flutter with equal parts nerves and excitement.

In the bedroom, she guided me toward the bed and pushed me gently down onto my back. Then she climbed onto the mattress beside me, our mouths crashing together again, this time more urgent, more desperate. We pawed at each other’s breasts, moaning into each other’s mouths as the heat between us built.

Emily’s fingers found the thin string that tied the top of my nightie, tugging until it loosened. With a deliberate slowness, she pulled the fabric aside, baring my breasts to her—and to our husbands watching from their chairs.

I couldn’t stop myself from glancing toward them. Mitch was transfixed, his hand already wrapped around the thick bulge straining against his shorts. Gregg was no different, rubbing himself as his eyes stayed locked on the two of us.

The thrill of knowing they were both watching made me gasp as Emily lowered her mouth to my chest.

Emily’s tongue left my nipple wet and aching as she moved lower, scattering slow kisses across my stomach. She wasn’t rushing—if anything, she seemed to take her time, savoring the way I squirmed under her. Every brush of her lips made my body twitch, my breath coming shorter, while the soundtrack of low, desperate moans from Mitch and Gregg filled the room.

She stopped just above the line of my panties and looked up at me, her red hair falling around her face like fire. “You know what I smell?” she whispered, her voice so sultry it made my toes curl. “I smell your pussy begging for me.”

I whimpered, my hips rolling up toward her mouth. “God, yes… I need you.”

She pressed her lips to the soaked fabric, kissing me there softly, deliberately. The pressure was maddening. “Mmm, so wet already,” she teased, running the flat of her tongue along the damp lace without pulling it aside. My whole body jolted.

I gasped and grabbed at the sheets, almost ready to beg, but Emily only smiled against me and mouthed at the fabric again, keeping her tongue pressed just where I wanted it most but never giving me the real thing.

“Please…” I moaned, the word falling out before I could stop it.

She laughed softly, hot breath searing me through the thin material. “Patience, baby. Let them watch you ache for it first.”

I turned my head toward the chairs. Mitch and Gregg were both fully naked now, cocks stiff and slick in their fists, stroking slowly in perfect rhythm. Their eyes were locked on me, watching every tremor, every moan, every twitch of my hips as Emily kept me dangling on the edge.

Finally, Emily hooked her fingers into the waistband of my panties and tugged them down, so slowly it was torture. She peeled them inch by inch down my thighs before tossing them aside, leaving me bare under the hungry gaze of three pairs of eyes.

I thought she’d dive right in, but no—her lips traced along my inner thigh instead, kissing higher, then lower, then switching to the other leg, skimming so close to my pussy that I could feel the whisper of her breath against my clit. My hips lifted, desperate, chasing her mouth, but she only pulled back with a wicked grin.

“God, you’re dripping,” she murmured, dragging the tip of her tongue up the crease of my thigh without touching where I needed her most. “I could lick you for hours.”

I sobbed softly, arching up toward her. “Then do it. Please, Emily. Eat my pussy.”

Behind us, I heard Mitch groan, the sound raw and broken, and Gregg mutter something under his breath as his hand worked faster. The sight of them stroking their hard cocks while Emily teased me pushed me even further over the edge of control.

Emily let her tongue skim just once along the very edge of my folds, enough to make me cry out, then pulled back, her eyes gleaming with pure mischief. “Not yet, baby. I want them to see you beg for it first.”

And god help me—I already was.

Emily slid lower, settling between my thighs, her hands firm on my knees as she pushed them wider. I was laid open for her, exposed completely under the gaze of both our husbands, my chest rising and falling in shallow gasps.

She didn’t touch me right away. Instead, she looked up, her grin wicked. “Tell me what you want, Becca.”

My breath caught. “I… I want your mouth on me.”

She arched a brow, teasing. “On your pussy?”

Heat flooded my cheeks, but I nodded. “Yes. On my pussy.”

“That’s better,” she murmured, and finally lowered her head. The first touch of her tongue against my slick folds made me cry out, the sound raw and needy. She licked slowly, deliberately, dragging her tongue up and down my lips as if savoring every drop of my arousal.

“God, yes,” I moaned, my hips lifting into her mouth. “I love your soft tongue on my pussy.”

She chuckled against me, then pressed deeper, spearing her tongue inside me. The wet, relentless rhythm made my thighs tremble. I grabbed at the sheets, at her hair, anything I could reach, as she fucked me with her tongue.

“Do you want to cum?” she asked, pulling back just enough to breathe against me.

“Yes,” I gasped. “Please, Emily. Please make me cum.”

“Beg me,” she purred, flicking her tongue just barely against my entrance but refusing my clit. “Beg me like you mean it.”

I was panting now, shameless. “Please, Emily, I need it—need your tongue, need you to make me cum. Please don’t stop.”

Her laughter was soft and merciless. “That’s my girl.”

Then she slid her tongue up, finding my clit, and began circling it in slow, firm strokes that made me buck against her face. The pressure built so fast it was unbearable—I was already teetering, desperate, when she sucked my clit between her lips and flicked it with the tip of her tongue.

The orgasm ripped through me, sudden and overwhelming. My cry filled the room as my whole body arched off the bed, my thighs clamping around her head. She held me there, tongue relentless, until the shudders finally eased.

When I slumped back into the sheets, trembling, Emily crawled up over me, her lips wet with my arousal. She kissed me hard, letting me taste myself on her tongue.

Then she rolled onto her back, eyes burning into mine. “Your turn,” she whispered, voice husky. “I need you to make love to me now.”

I slid my hands up her sides, the heat of her skin making my fingers tremble with anticipation. Hooking my thumbs beneath the hem of her top, I peeled it upward, baring her inch by inch until her breasts spilled free. The sharp, needy moans that came from both Mitch and Gregg made my pussy clench hard; hearing them react to us like that was intoxicating.

Her nipples were already peaked, dusky pink and impossibly tempting. I leaned down, closing my lips around one, sucking just enough to make her back arch off the bed. My tongue circled slowly, teasing, until she gasped and tangled her fingers in my hair. Then I switched sides, lavishing the same wet, hungry attention on the other nipple, her soft cries egging me on.

I didn’t linger long. I kissed lower, tracing a slow path down her stomach, over the faint ridges of her abs, my tongue darting out to taste the salt of her skin. Emily shivered beneath me, and I couldn’t resist pressing my lips to her navel before trailing lower still. By the time I reached the edge of her panties, my mouth was watering. The dark fabric was already clinging, damp and glistening.

I hooked my fingers into the waistband and dragged them down her hips, savoring the way she lifted for me. She kicked them free, leaving her completely bare and spread out, her pussy glistening in the soft light.

For a moment, I just looked at her—her swollen lips, the glistening wetness pooling between her thighs, the way her clit peeked out, needy and engorged. My breath hitched as desire surged through me.

Then I lowered my mouth and pressed a slow, hungry kiss against her folds. She gasped, her hips jerking, and the taste of her filled me—sweet and sharp, slick and intoxicating. I moaned into her pussy, the vibrations making her whimper.

I licked her slowly from bottom to top, dragging my tongue along every ridge and fold until I reached her clit, flicking it lightly before sliding back down to tease her entrance. I pushed my tongue inside her, thrusting deep, and she cried out, grinding against my face.

“Yes, Becca,” she moaned, breathless, “God, you know exactly how I like it.”

Her words sent a thrill racing through me. I curled my tongue inside her, fucking her with wet, steady strokes while my hands gripped her thighs tight, holding her open. Her slickness poured over me, her taste addictive, making me hungrier with every lap.

I pulled out and flattened my tongue, dragging it up her pussy before circling her clit. I sucked it into my mouth, flicking with the tip of my tongue until her moans rose to frantic gasps. She writhed under me, her body trembling, her heels digging into the mattress as if she couldn’t take the intensity.

Behind me, I heard Mitch groan—a sound so desperate I almost turned my head to look. But I didn’t need to. I knew he was stroking himself, just like Gregg, their cocks rock hard while they watched me devour Emily. The thought made me even wetter, my own pussy dripping as I buried my face deeper between her legs.

I moaned into her cunt again, sucking and licking greedily, pulling back just enough to whisper against her folds, “I love your sweet, juicy cunt. I could eat you forever.”

Emily’s fingers twisted in my hair, her hips bucking hard against my face. Her clit throbbed against my tongue, swollen and slippery, and I knew she was close. Her cries grew ragged, her thighs trembling around my head, and still I didn’t let up. I licked her clit with fast, relentless strokes, her slick coating my chin, her scent filling my lungs.

Her body arched high off the bed, her scream tearing through the room as she came, her pussy spasming against my mouth. I drank her down, groaning into her as her juices flooded my tongue, swallowing every drop like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Even as she shook through her orgasm, I refused to let go, my tongue still teasing her clit, my lips still sucking gently, until she was gasping and pulling at my hair, too sensitive to take any more.

Emily was still trembling from her orgasm, her chest rising and falling fast, but I couldn’t stop myself. Her pussy was so beautiful, so wet, so needy-looking that I had to taste more.

I lowered my mouth again and flicked my tongue over her clit, slow at first, then faster. She jerked, her body twitching violently, a sharp gasp bursting from her lips. “Oh god, Becca—” she moaned, her voice already ragged.

I ignored it, sucking her clit between my lips and teasing it with quick, relentless flicks of my tongue. She thrashed under me, one hand tugging at my hair, half trying to push me away, half pulling me tighter against her pussy.

“Too much,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I can’t—I can’t take it—” But her moans betrayed her, growing louder, wilder, as her body bucked against my mouth.

I kept going, my tongue circling and flicking her swollen clit mercilessly. Her thighs clamped hard around my head, muffling me, her whole body shuddering. Then she screamed my name, her hips lifting off the bed as another orgasm ripped through her.

Her pussy convulsed against my tongue, flooding my mouth with her sweet, slippery taste. I swallowed greedily, moaning into her cunt, refusing to stop until she was crying out, “Becca—please, stop—I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I can’t take any more!”

Finally I pulled back, gasping for breath, my chin and lips slick with her cum. She collapsed against the mattress, trembling, her nipples hard, her skin flushed all over.

As Emily’s body finally sagged back against the sheets, her orgasm rippling through her in the last shaky aftershocks, I crawled up to kiss her. Her lips were hot, swollen, slick with the taste of herself on my tongue. She kissed me hungrily, still gasping for breath, one hand tangled in my hair as if she never wanted to let me go.


Collapsed In A Heap

When we finally broke apart, I expected her to collapse back and catch her breath. Instead, she tilted her head toward the chairs, her eyes gleaming with mischief. Mitch and Gregg were both leaning forward, fists working their cocks hard, eyes locked on us as though they couldn’t even blink.

Emily’s smile widened, wicked and unashamed. She raised her voice just enough to cut through the sound of their ragged breathing. “So…” she drawled, her hand sliding over my thigh possessively, “are you boys ready for us to take care of those hard cocks?”

The words hit me like a jolt of electricity. Even though we had circled around this idea in whispers and what-ifs, hearing her say it—openly, boldly, with our husbands stroking themselves just feet away—made my stomach drop and my pussy clench all over again.

The only response from the men was a pair of groans, desperate and raw. Mitch’s knuckles were white around the base of his cock, and Gregg’s chest was heaving, his eyes wild.

I glanced at Emily, shocked, aroused, my pulse hammering in my ears. She only smirked, leaning closer to whisper against my lips, “Told you it would drive them crazy.”

The room seemed to hold its breath after Emily’s bold invitation. I half expected Mitch to stammer or Gregg to laugh nervously, but instead they both stood, cocks gripped in their fists, and moved forward. For a split second, I assumed they’d position themselves in front of their own wives—neat, safe, the way we’d whispered about.

But they didn’t. They crossed paths like it had been choreographed, Mitch stepping directly to Emily, Gregg stopping squarely in front of me.

My stomach flipped. My mouth went dry. Mitch and I had talked about this, about watching, about teasing. But the idea of another man’s cock right in front of me—Gregg’s cock—was still something I thought belonged to fantasy. Yet there it was, thick and swollen, the head flushed dark, inches from my face.

Emily was already naked, her nightie discarded, her breasts rising and falling as she reached for Mitch without hesitation. Her nipples were stiff, her eyes shining with lust as she wrapped her fingers around my husband’s cock.

I forced myself to look back at Gregg. His cock was shorter than Mitch’s—barely five inches compared to Mitch’s solid six—but thicker, noticeably thicker. When I reached out, tentative and trembling, I felt the reality of it in my hand. My fingers didn’t even meet around his shaft.

The shock made my breath hitch. God… how long had it been since I’d touched another dick? Years. Not since Mitch. My heart pounded as I tightened my grip, stroking him slowly, my nerves tangling with a sharp, undeniable arousal.

Beside me, Emily was already stroking Mitch, her nipples rock hard, her lips parted as she admired him. I glanced sideways, watching her hand slide up and down his cock with practiced ease, and instead of jealousy, a flood of heat surged through me so intense it almost made me dizzy.

It was like autopilot took over. My knees sank to the carpet at the same time as Emily’s, both of us kneeling side by side in front of the other’s husband, each of us stroking slowly, our tits brushing our thighs as the men groaned above us.

And as I looked at Emily, naked and radiant, with her hand wrapped around Mitch’s cock, I realized I wasn’t panicking. I was throbbing with need, arousal surging so hard it felt like my body belonged to someone else.

I lowered my head, running my tongue slowly down the thick length of Gregg’s cock, tasting the salt of his skin, feeling the weight of him twitch against my lips. His groan rumbled above me, but it was Mitch’s voice that made me freeze.

“Oh god, Emily… your mouth feels so good on my cock.”

The rawness in his tone made my stomach clench. I turned my head, just enough to steal a look—and my breath caught. Emily had Mitch’s cock buried deep in her throat, her lips wrapped tight around the base. She pulled back with a wet slurp, strings of spit glistening along his shaft, then swallowed him again, smooth and effortless, until her nose brushed his stomach.

A hot spike of jealousy twisted through me. Mitch loved when I took him deep, but it was always something I had to work up to, easing myself down inch by inch until I could manage it. Emily was doing it like it was nothing, her throat relaxing around him like she’d been made for it.

I shouldn’t have been surprised. Some part of me had always known Emily was skilled like this. But watching it—seeing her throat work around my husband’s cock, hearing him groan in ways I’d never quite drawn from him—made the truth sting and throb in equal measure. Emily wasn’t just good at sucking cock. She was incredible.

My jealousy tangled with something darker, hotter. The sight of her, lips glistening, nipples rock hard, eyes flicking up at Mitch while she swallowed him whole, was obscene and beautiful all at once. I felt Gregg throb in my hand, slick now with my spit, and I realized my own pussy was clenching so hard it almost hurt.

I opened my mouth wide and eased Gregg’s cock between my lips. The first stretch made me gasp around him—he was so thick I had to work to adjust, my jaw straining as I slowly took more of him in. The blunt head pressed heavy on my tongue, slick with spit as I tried to slide him deeper, but I could feel myself struggling against his girth.

He groaned low, the sound rough and approving, and his hand found the back of my head. Fingers threaded into my hair—not just caressing, but holding, steadying, guiding. The slight pressure made my pulse race. Mitch never handled me this way; he was always careful, letting me set the pace. Gregg was firmer, more insistent, and it sent a shiver of submission down my spine.

I worked him deeper, inch by inch, until the fat head nudged the back of my throat. My gag reflex flared, but I swallowed it down, remembering all the times I’d had to learn to relax for Mitch. Only Gregg felt wider, heavier, more demanding, and it took everything I had to open my throat for him.

With a deep breath through my nose, I forced myself lower, finally swallowing him until his full length slid into my mouth. My eyes watered, my throat stretched tight around him, but the guttural moan that tore from his chest made it worth it.

When I started to move, sliding my mouth up and down his cock in slow, wet strokes, Gregg’s grip on my hair tightened. He held me firmly in place, guiding the rhythm, groaning about how good my mouth felt around him. Each word made my pussy throb harder, the dominant edge in his voice pushing me to take him deeper still.

The room had gone thick with heat, only broken by the wet sounds of sucking and the low, desperate groans from both men. On my knees, I slid Gregg deeper into my throat again, my lips stretched wide, spit trailing down my chin. His hand fisted tight in my hair, tugging with a little more force each time I tried to pull back. He wasn’t just guiding me anymore—he was taking control, using my mouth the way he wanted.

I hadn’t been face-fucked in years. Mitch never pushed me like this, and I’d almost forgotten what it felt like—the helpless stretch, the pressure at the back of my throat, the obscene thrill of being used. To my own surprise, I loved it. My pussy clenched every time he shoved me down hard, my throat fluttering around him as he groaned above me.

I risked a glance sideways, curious—and froze for a second. Emily was right there beside me, Mitch’s cock disappearing into her throat with ease, her lips glossy and wet. But that wasn’t what stunned me. Her free hand was between her legs, fingers moving furiously over her pussy as she moaned around my husband’s cock.

It shocked me—not because it didn’t make sense, but because it wasn’t something I ever did. I never touched myself when I gave Mitch head; my focus was always on him. Watching Emily finger herself like that, so greedy, so shameless, made my whole body flush with heat.

Mitch groaned, his voice breaking. “Fuck, Emily… your mouth feels incredible…”

The sound nearly undid me. My own husband, undone by her throat. And yet, instead of jealousy, a strange pride twisted through me—seeing him lost in pleasure while I knelt here beside her, Gregg’s thick cock stretching my mouth.

Gregg’s grip tightened suddenly, his hips thrusting harder. I gagged softly, tears pricking my eyes as he held me down, fucking my throat in short, brutal strokes. It was messy, rough, and god help me, I realized how much I’d missed it.

His groans grew louder, ragged, and I knew he was close. So was Mitch. I could hear it in his voice, see it in the way Emily’s throat worked as she took him all the way down, her fingers moving faster between her legs.

And then the thought struck me—what happens when Gregg cums? Would Emily swallow? Would I? My stomach twisted with nerves, but the answer came fast. This was my first time with him. I wanted to make an impression. I wanted to show him—and Emily—that I wasn’t going to flinch.

I braced myself, lips sealed tight around Gregg’s cock, resigning myself to a hot load of cum spilling into my mouth.

A moment later, Mitch let out a strangled moan, his body jerking as he filled Emily’s throat. Her muffled cry of pleasure confirmed what I suspected—she was swallowing every drop.

I pulled back just enough to glance sideways again. Emily’s throat was working, her eyes closed, her hand still buried between her legs as she swallowed Mitch’s load without hesitation.

The sight made my head spin. I couldn’t help remembering one of our wine-soaked confessions back home—Emily rolling her eyes and laughing that she hated the taste of cum, that she’d rather jerk Gregg off onto her tits than swallow.

Well, it sure as hell didn’t fucking show now.

Watching her greedily gulp down every drop from my husband’s cock sent another rush of heat through me, my pussy clenching tight as Gregg groaned above me, his cock swelling in my throat.

I tightened my grip, pumping Gregg’s thick shaft as I bobbed my head faster, my lips stretched wide around him. His groans grew rougher, deeper, every sound vibrating through me until I could feel my own pussy dripping. His cock swelled in my mouth, the veins pulsing against my tongue, and then his hand clamped tight in my hair.

“Fuck, Becca…” he growled, holding me in place as his hips jerked forward. The sudden dominance sent a shiver straight down my spine. He wasn’t asking, he was owning me—using my mouth the way he wanted.

I tried to pull back just a little, but his grip was iron. He forced me to take him, to hold him deep, until his cock throbbed hard against my tongue.

“Oh, Becca—I’m cumming,” he moaned, his voice breaking as his whole body shuddered.

Hot, salty spurts flooded my mouth, thick ropes of cum hitting the back of my throat before I had time to think. I swallowed on instinct, gulping each load down as more kept pumping from him, his grip tight and unrelenting. The sheer filth of it—the heat, the taste, the way he pinned me—made my head spin.

Finally his spasms slowed, his grip easing as the last drops dribbled onto my tongue. I pulled back, gasping for breath, his cock glistening with spit and cum as I let it slip from my lips.

When I looked up, my cheeks flushed and my throat still burning, Emily and Mitch were both staring at me. Emily’s lips were shiny with spit and cum, her chest heaving as she kept Mitch’s cock in her hand, and I realized with a jolt that her other hand was still between her legs. She was fingering herself slowly, watching me with hooded eyes, her body trembling with arousal.

Mitch’s gaze was fixed on me, wide and hungry, as though he could hardly believe what he’d just seen—but Emily was still playing with herself, moaning softly, savoring the show.

I wiped the back of my hand across my mouth, still tasting Gregg faintly on my tongue, and turned to Mitch. His eyes were glassy, his chest heaving like he’d just sprinted a mile.

“Are you having a good time so far?” I asked softly, needing to hear it out loud.

He hesitated, swallowed hard, then finally said it. “I can’t believe… how much of a turn on it was. Watching you on your knees, sucking another man’s cock—while Emily was on mine…” His voice cracked, his face flushing with both shock and arousal. “It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Emily straightened up, completely naked, her skin still flushed from the heat of it all. Her grin was pure mischief as she looked down at him. “See? That wasn’t so hard, was it? We’ve known all along, Mitch. Gregg and I have been down this road plenty of times. But you?” She tilted her head, teasing. “You needed to say it.”

Mitch laughed under his breath, shaking his head like he still couldn’t believe the words had come out. “Yeah, well… I said it. And god help me, it’s true.”

Emily’s smile turned wicked, her nipples stiff as she placed her hands on her hips. “Good. Because you boys ain’t seen nothing yet. That little taste ought to keep you satisfied… while me and Becca have some fun of our own.”





Enough To Keep You Going?

Emily pulled me up from the floor, her hands warm and insistent on my arms, and before I knew it we were standing side by side in front of our husbands. She kissed me hard, her tongue sliding into my mouth, and I gasped at the taste. Mitch’s spunk. My husband’s cum was still on her tongue, and instead of recoiling, the filthy intimacy of it made my whole body throb. I kissed her back hungrily, swallowing it down as though I couldn’t get enough.

When we broke apart, both of us were panting, flushed, our lips shiny. I whispered against her mouth, “God, Emily… I loved that. Watching you suck Mitch’s cock… it turned me on so much I could barely breathe.”

Her eyes darkened, her grin wicked. “And I loved every second of watching you with Gregg. Seeing his cock disappear into your mouth, hearing you gag on him—fuck, Becca, it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

That confession lit something inside me, and I pushed her gently back onto the bed. She sprawled across it, legs open, glistening and needy. I climbed after her, settling between her thighs, the slick heat of her arousal hitting me the moment I spread her lips with my fingers.

“You’re even wetter than before, Emily,” I teased, my tongue poised just above her clit. “Did sucking my husband’s cock turn you on that much?”

Her head tilted back against the pillows, a moan slipping from her lips as she met my gaze. “That… and watching you sucking Gregg’s cock,” she admitted shamelessly. “It drove me wild, Becca. Now quit teasing me. I need you to make me cum, baby.”

I lowered my head, dragging my tongue slowly up and down Emily’s slick folds, savoring the taste of her, letting her moans fuel me. Each pass left her wetter, hotter, until I pushed my tongue inside her, filling her pussy with long, hungry strokes. I tongue-fucked her the way I had so many times before, but this time was different. This time our husbands were sitting just feet away, watching every move, every gasp, every tremble. The thought of their eyes locked on us made my pussy clench and my arousal burn hotter.

Emily’s fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me closer, her breath coming in ragged cries. “God, Becca… I love your tongue inside me… I need you to make me cum.”

I knew exactly what she wanted. Sliding my mouth higher, I closed my lips around her swollen clit and sucked it deep, flicking it fast with the tip of my tongue. Her thighs trembled on either side of my face, her hips grinding against my mouth as if she couldn’t get enough.

Her body started to quake beneath me, every muscle tightening, and I knew she was close. I plunged two fingers into her juicy cunt, curling them inside as I sucked harder on her clit.

Her cry was sharp, desperate. “Oh Becca—I’m cumming, baby, don’t stop, please don’t stop… oh, fuck yes, I’m cumming!”

Her whole body bucked against me, her pussy clenching around my fingers before she let go completely, her sweet cum squirting into my mouth. I swallowed greedily, drinking her down, my chin dripping as I refused to stop until the last wave of her orgasm faded.

Finally she collapsed back, trembling, before tugging me upward with urgent hands. She rolled us over in one smooth motion, straddling me, her hair falling wild around her face as she looked down at me with a wicked, breathless smile.

“That was… incredible, Becca. I think that’s the hardest you’ve ever made me cum.” Her eyes burned into mine as she pressed her wet pussy against my thigh. “And now it’s my turn. I’m about to do the same to you. Would you like that?”

I pulled her mouth to mine, kissing her hungrily, still tasting her on her lips. When I finally broke the kiss, my voice was hoarse with need. “I’d love it.”

Emily slid down my body, her lips finding one nipple, then the other, sucking until my back arched into her mouth. My moans filled the room, and when I dared to glance over at the chairs, both Mitch and Gregg were standing shoulder to shoulder, each with a beer in hand. Their cocks stood proud, hard and ready, and the way they leaned casually against the wall—like they weren’t about to explode—made my pussy ache even more.

I couldn’t help but laugh breathlessly and tease, “Keep those beautiful cocks nice and hard, boys. Because the second Emily’s finished with me, I’m going to need one of you deep inside. And something tells me it’s going to be Gregg’s.”

My words drew a low groan from Mitch, his eyes flicking to Gregg like he wasn’t sure whether to be jealous or turned on. Gregg smirked, clearly proud of the effect the night was having on all of us, and that smirk alone made my clit throb.

By then, Emily had already claimed me again, spreading my thighs wide as she pressed her tongue against my soaked lips. Every lick felt deliberate, every flick of her tongue a promise she knew exactly how to unravel me. Her tongue dragged slow, then fast, circling my clit, teasing until my hips were grinding into her face, desperate for more.

She looked up, eyes glinting wickedly between my thighs, and murmured, “Beg for it, Becca. Tell me you need me to make you cum.”

I gasped, writhing under her, half-delirious with need. “Please, Emily… oh God, please make me cum. I can’t take it anymore.”

She rewarded me with a devilish grin before sucking my clit hard into her mouth. Her fingers slid inside me at the same time, two plunging deep, curling perfectly against that sweet spot she seemed born to find. When she pushed a third against the rim of my ass and slipped it inside, the shock of it sent me spiraling. My thighs trembled, the room spun, and then the release hit.

Hot, unstoppable waves crashed through me, squirting against her hand, against her wrist, soaking the sheets. I screamed her name, my body shaking violently, the orgasm so fierce I thought I might pass out.

And through the blur of pleasure, I saw them—Mitch and Gregg—watching me lose control in Emily’s mouth. Beers forgotten, their hands gripped their cocks, stroking slowly, eyes locked on me like they couldn’t look away. That image—my husband with another man beside him, both rock hard and watching me cum—burned itself into my mind forever.

Emily kissed me with that hungry, breathless urgency she always had after an orgasm, her lips swollen, her body slick against mine. When she finally pulled back, her mouth brushed my ear, her voice a husky whisper meant for me but loud enough the boys could hear.

“Let’s give them something they’ll never forget,” she murmured. “You on top of me. My mouth on your pussy, yours on mine.”

A shiver ran down my spine. I should’ve hesitated, but there was no hesitation left in me. Not tonight. Not with Mitch and Gregg standing a few feet away, cocks hard and gleaming in the dim light.

I nodded. “Yes.”

We moved together, bodies tangling until I found myself straddling her chest, her breasts pressed up against my stomach as she wriggled down beneath me. Her hands cupped my ass, urging me to lower myself over her face. I bent forward, spreading her thighs, the musky heat of her pussy already drawing me in.

When my tongue slid over her lips, Emily moaned into my cunt, her tongue instantly flicking over my clit. I gasped, the vibration of her pleasure echoing right through me.

And then I remembered the men. I turned my head just enough to see them in the corner of the room. Mitch and Gregg stood shoulder to shoulder, both with beers in hand, both stroking their cocks lazily as they watched us devour each other. Their eyes were locked on us, expressions a mix of hunger and disbelief.

I couldn’t help but smile wickedly, my lips still slick with Emily. “Keep those beautiful cocks nice and hard, boys,” I teased breathlessly. “Because once Emily’s finished with me, I’m going to need one of you inside me. And I’ve got a feeling it’s going to be Gregg’s.”

Gregg’s eyes narrowed with heat, his grin feral, while Mitch made a low, choked sound in his throat that was half-groan, half-laugh.

Emily tightened her grip on my ass and ground me harder against her mouth in response. “Fuck yes,” she growled into my pussy, the words sending sparks racing up my spine.

I buried myself in her, licking and sucking her folds, my nose pressing against her clit. She tasted intoxicating, salty-sweet, so wet it coated my lips. I flicked my tongue over her entrance, pushing inside, and she whimpered into me, her tongue losing rhythm for a moment before finding it again.

And then the bed shifted. Heavy knees pressing into the mattress.

Emily gasped around my clit. “Mitch…” Her voice cracked with need. “God, baby, fuck me. I need your cock inside me now.”

I tore my mouth from her pussy just long enough to gasp out my own invitation, locking eyes with Gregg. “You too. Come fuck me. Now.”

They didn’t hesitate. Mitch knelt behind Emily, spreading her thighs wider, his cock thick and gleaming. With one brutal thrust he buried himself to the hilt, her cry muffled against my cunt as his balls slapped wetly against her ass.

At the same time Gregg was there, one strong hand on my hip, the other guiding his cock to my pussy. The blunt head pressed against my entrance, stretching me. I gasped into Emily’s pussy, my tongue faltering.

“Jesus, you’re big,” I groaned, clutching the sheets.

“Take it, Becca,” Gregg grunted, and then he pushed inside.

The stretch was immediate, shocking. Mitch was a solid six inches, but Gregg was thicker—so thick my pussy clamped around him, fighting and yielding all at once. He kept pushing until he was fully inside me, and I cried out into Emily’s folds, my whole body shuddering.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, hips jerking against him. “You’re stretching me so wide, I can barely take it.”

Emily’s muffled laugh vibrated against my clit, her tongue circling me like she was savoring every reaction. “God, Becca… he feels good, doesn’t he?” she managed to moan, even as Mitch pounded her from behind. “I can feel Mitch all the way in me… so deep… fuck, he’s hitting everything.”

I tried to answer, but Gregg pulled back and slammed in again, forcing a scream out of me that ended in a desperate lick against Emily’s clit. She bucked into my mouth, moaning, her tongue losing rhythm every time Mitch drove deeper inside her.

It was too much. My tongue traced random, messy patterns over her clit, because Gregg was fucking me too hard, too deep, for me to keep steady. My body shook with every thrust, but Emily didn’t seem to care. Her moans grew louder, wetter, her mouth clamped greedily over my pussy, her tongue flicking erratic but desperate.

We were both falling apart, licking through waves of pleasure so strong we could barely breathe.

Gregg’s grip on my hips tightened. He pulled me back onto him, his cock filling me so completely I swore I could feel him in my stomach. “Fuck, you’re tight,” he growled. “Haven’t been fucked like this in a while, have you?”

“No!” I gasped, my face buried in Emily’s pussy, my tongue slipping inside her. “Oh God, I’ve missed it—so thick—oh fuck, Gregg—”

Mitch’s voice cut through the haze. “Emily, you feel so fucking good. I can’t—fuck—I can’t believe I’m inside you.”

She gasped, then moaned into me, her whole body quivering. “Harder, Mitch… deeper… give it to me, baby, don’t hold back.”

The room was a symphony of wet sounds—skin slapping, cocks plunging, tongues lapping, our muffled cries breaking into each other’s pussies. The overload was unbearable and perfect, every nerve ending lit up.

I tried to lick Emily’s clit, but Gregg’s thrusts had me keening, my jaw shaking too much to stay steady. Emily’s rhythm faltered too, her tongue slipping and dragging, broken by the way Mitch speared her deep. We were reduced to desperate, messy licks and moans, devouring each other as best we could while being fucked into oblivion.

Gregg’s hand slid into my hair, tugging me upright, arching my back as he fucked me harder. “Look at me while I stretch you open,” he commanded.

I whimpered, obeying, my eyes glassy as his cock slammed into me again and again. I tried to reach back to steady myself, but his grip was firm, owning me, keeping me exactly where he wanted me.

“God, you’re beautiful,” he groaned, hips slamming into mine. “Taking me so fucking deep.”

Beneath me, Emily screamed into my pussy, muffled but sharp, as Mitch hit some perfect spot. Her nails dug into my thighs, her tongue trembling against me.

“Fuck, Becca,” she cried between moans. “He’s splitting me open—so deep—your husband’s cock feels so good—”

Her words, filthy and honest, made me gush against her face, my orgasm building too fast. My body quaked, my pussy clamping tight around Gregg as I screamed her name into her slick folds.

She bucked against me, grinding her clit into my lips, and then she was cumming too, our cries muffled, our bodies shaking as the men fucked us through the storm.

The overload was total—cock and tongue and sweat and taste, nothing but raw sensation tearing me apart. I tried to breathe, tried to lick, tried to hold on, but there was no holding on. There was only surrender, my body owned by Gregg’s thickness, my pussy devoured by Emily’s hungry mouth, my world unraveling in one endless, shattering orgasm.

The bed shook with the frantic rhythm of our husbands’ thrusts, the air thick with grunts, moans, and the slap of skin. Gregg’s grip on my hips was bruising, driving me down onto his cock as if he wanted to split me in half, and Mitch’s groans were ragged, feral, his body crashing against Emily’s beneath me.

I felt it before he said it—the sudden, relentless swell inside Gregg as his cock thickened, the deep, shuddering thrusts losing rhythm. “Fuck, Becca—I’m gonna cum—”

At almost the exact same moment, Mitch growled something guttural, his body going rigid as he buried himself deep inside Emily. Their release hit in tandem, two men losing control, cumming hard inside us.

I cried out, my body clenching around Gregg’s cock as it pulsed, hot and flooding me with his thick cum. I could feel every gush coating my walls, leaking out around him. Beneath me, Emily’s muffled scream vibrated against my thigh as Mitch’s cock erupted inside her, filling her just as full.

For a second, instinct took over—I almost kept licking, almost stayed buried in her cunt, letting our shared orgasms fuel me. But then the unmistakable taste of slick cum seeped onto my tongue, bitter and salty, and I jerked back, gasping.

Emily did the same, tearing her mouth from me, panting hard against my skin. We froze, both of us glistening with sweat, both of us drenched in our husbands’ cum, and then our eyes met.

And we burst out laughing.

“Oh, hell no,” Emily gasped, shaking her head, her red hair sticking damply to her cheeks. “I love you, Becca, but I am not licking you full of cum. Not a fucking chance.”

I collapsed forward onto her, still giggling between breathless moans as Gregg groaned his way through the last pulses of release inside me. “Oh thank God. I thought it was just me,” I confessed. “I’ll swallow for Mitch sometimes—just to make him happy—but licking it straight out of you? Uh-uh. That’s a hard pass.”

Gregg gave a mock-offended growl from behind me, still buried inside. “Hey, I’m right here, you know.”

Emily snorted, stroking my hair back as her body still twitched beneath me. “Yeah, babe, and you know damn well I hate cum. Always have.” She looked back at him with a wicked grin. “Don’t act shocked just because Becca knows now too.”

Mitch, still panting, leaned back on his heels, his cock glistening as it slowly softened inside Emily. He let out a hoarse laugh, shaking his head. “Jesus Christ, you two. That was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen—and now you’re sitting here bonding over how much you hate the taste.”

“That’s because it’s disgusting,” Emily shot back playfully, her fingers still lazily stroking over my back. “Don’t get me wrong, I’ll swallow when I want to make a man lose his mind. But it’s not because I like it.”

I grinned, lifting my head to kiss her. Our mouths met, hot and sloppy, tasting of sex and sweat, but both of us avoiding that bitter tang we hated. When we finally pulled apart, I whispered, “Guess that makes two of us. I just never thought I’d be saying it to someone who’s been eating my pussy for the last hour.”

Emily’s laugh bubbled up, warm and breathless. “Well, here we are.” She kissed me again before adding wickedly, “Guess we’ll leave the creampies for the boys to… savor.”

That earned groans from both men, Gregg thrusting lazily inside me as if to remind me I was still full of him. Mitch muttered something low and desperate against Emily’s neck, making her grin widen.

I settled against her, her breasts slick against mine, both of us shaking with the aftershocks of orgasm and laughter. “We’ve been friends long enough,” I teased softly. “Might as well be honest about what we’ll do… and what we won’t.”

She smirked, her fingers sliding down to squeeze my ass. “Exactly. And Becca?”

“Yeah?”

“I fucking love that we’re on the same page. Makes it so much more fun to push each other everywhere else.”

We both laughed again, kissing, letting the men groan and stroke themselves beside us. For the first time that night, it felt less like a performance and more like something raw and real—our boundaries, our honesty, and our messy, shameless pleasure all tangled together.

We eventually peeled ourselves apart, bodies sticky with sweat and cum, laughter still bubbling between us as we stumbled toward the bathroom. The shower was quick but playful, hands wandering, kisses traded under the spray, more giggles than moans this time. By the time we wrapped ourselves in robes and padded barefoot onto the balcony, the night air felt cool against our flushed skin.

The resort glowed under the moonlight, balconies lit here and there with soft lamps or the golden flicker of candles. I leaned against the railing, sipping the fresh glass of wine Emily had poured, when movement caught my eye.

Across the courtyard, a few balconies over, I saw her—the French girl from the beach. Even at a distance, I knew that silhouette: the long, athletic body, the unashamed posture. She was lounged back in a chair, one leg bent, a glass of red wine in one hand, a cigarette glowing between her fingers. The picture of lazy, decadent confidence.

Then my gaze dropped lower, and my breath caught.

At her feet, kneeling between her thighs, was the chubby blonde with the massive tits we’d noticed earlier. Her head bobbed in slow, deliberate rhythm, tongue and mouth working between the French girl’s spread legs. Even from across the courtyard, the rawness of it—the way the blonde clutched the chair for leverage, the way the French girl reclined like a queen—was unmistakable.

Emily came up beside me, following my gaze. “Holy shit,” she whispered, her fingers curling into mine.

As if she felt our eyes, the French girl tilted her head lazily toward us. She caught our stare, her lips curving into a sly, knowing smile. Then, without missing a beat, she lifted her glass in a casual toast.

My stomach flipped. Heat pooled between my thighs again, though I knew I couldn’t take another touch tonight. I managed a weak smile, raising my own glass in return.

Emily just laughed softly, shaking her head. “God, Becca… this place.”

We stood there together, silent and breathless, watching the scene unfold until the French girl tipped her head back and exhaled a plume of smoke into the night sky. She looked utterly in control—of her pleasure, of her lover, of the entire resort it seemed.

And then she closed her eyes, leaving us to watch and wonder how much wilder this trip was going to get.

The next five days and nights blurred into something almost dreamlike. I lost count of how many times any of us came, or how many different ways we touched each other, but I knew one thing for certain: I had never felt so alive.

Mornings melted into lazy afternoons by the pool, the four of us laughing, flirting, sneaking touches under the water when no one was looking. Nights burned hotter, bodies tangled together until I couldn’t tell whose hands or lips were on me, only that I craved every second of it. Sometimes Emily and I stole each other away for hours, giving in to the hunger that had been simmering for so long. Other times the four of us collapsed together, exhausted, sticky, and giddy with the sheer excess of it all.

One night, though, stands out clearer than the others. We’d taken our wine out onto the balcony, the air warm and heavy, when I noticed movement across the courtyard. The French girl again—lounged back with her wine glass in one hand, her cigarette in the other, watching us. Her husband was next to her this time, cock massive and hard in her grip as she lazily stroked him.

Emily caught me staring and smirked. “Let’s give her a show.”

A few minutes later, both of us were sprawled in our balcony chairs, our husbands on their knees, mouths buried between our thighs. The French girl’s gaze never wavered, eyes dark and amused as she watched Gregg and Mitch lick us open, our moans drifting across the courtyard. When Emily cried out and clutched at Mitch’s hair, I glanced over to see the French girl smiling wickedly as she stroked her husband faster, their balcony lit like a stage.

When my own orgasm ripped through me moments later, I locked eyes with her. She raised her glass in that same lazy toast, lips curling into a knowing smile as her husband groaned and spilled across her hand.

It was indulgence without apology, pleasure without restraint—and I reveled in it. For the first time in my life, I wasn’t keeping score, wasn’t measuring right or wrong. I was just living.


Epilogue

Since that weekend, life has never been the same. Emily and I still see each other two or three afternoons a week, our “work from home” days turning into hours spent naked, tangled up in bed, exploring each other until we’re spent and breathless. By the time Mitch comes home, I’m flushed and glowing, and dinner feels almost ordinary again—until I lean close in the shower afterward and tell him exactly what Emily did to me that day. The way she pinned me down. The way her tongue wouldn’t let me catch my breath. The way she made me cum again and again until I was sore. Mitch listens with that hungry look in his eyes, and before long I’m bent over against the tile, his cock slamming into me, both of us losing ourselves until we can barely stand.

Weekends, though, are for all four of us. Sometimes it’s playful, sometimes filthy, but always honest. We’ve become this strange little family built on desire, laughter, and the thrill of sharing what once would’ve been unthinkable. Last weekend, I let them take me together—Mitch deep in my pussy, Gregg’s thick cock stretching my ass at the same time. The intensity of it nearly broke me, Emily’s eyes locked on mine as she touched herself, urging me on until I came harder than I ever had in my life. I’ll never forget the look on her face as she watched me fall apart under both of them.

Next weekend, it’s her turn. And God, I can’t wait to watch.

This is who we are now—messy, indulgent, liberated. Husbands grinning at each other over beers while their wives make each other scream. Secrets whispered in bedrooms, bodies exhausted but never satisfied. I used to think I’d never cross these lines. Now I can’t imagine going back.

And no—to this day, neither of us has licked cum out of the other.
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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.

Swap: A Ski Trip With A Difference

Even a week ago, I never would have imagined this could have happened. Looking up and watching my wife's head bobbing up and down in my friend's lap. Well, actually that part I could imagine, we've played a little bit before.

But what I couldn't have imagined was Emma, on her knees in front of me, doing the same. Shy, innocent Emma. I never had the slightest idea she had it in her!

Although it's fair to say she definitely has it in her now!

But there's a final step or two, and I don't just want to enjoy Emma, I want to watch my wife enjoy her too. There's only one question left to answer. Was it really fear in her eyes the moment Lucy's mouth moved in to kiss her?

Okay, it was definitely fear, I won't lie. She was terrified, shaking, breathing fast, almost in shock. But the rock hard nipples were another part of the same story. The fear might have been fear she was about to enjoy it!

Nothing could have prepared either of them for this, but then again, what can ever prepare a married couple for their introduction into the world of swinging?

By Chance: A Vanilla Couple Stumble Into A New World

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

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

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

Things escalated fast.

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

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

Jealousy. Desire. Possession. Freedom.

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

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

The question was: what would they try next?
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